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An excerpt from "Confessions of a Pirate Queen: My Life in Erotic Cinema" by Sue Papadopolous, AKA Kati Kumbuquets, as told to Beatrice Brisk

I do not recommend meeting the love of your life on the set of a skin flick. It puts everything in the absolute wrong order: Burke Sierra and I had worked through a half dozen positions and been all up inside each other's business long before I learned that his favorite color is blue, and he learned that I break out in a rash when I eat chocolate ice cream, and we both learned that we had found someone special.

But while I can't recommend it, I can't completely warn against it, either. It took a certain edge off our courtship. There's that awkward phase of "is he as attracted to me, as I am to him?" that we were able to skip completely. I mean, obviously it was our job to act like we were attracted to each other, and we were both good at what we did, so even if we weren't actually attracted to each we would still have put on a good show. But there were clear clues, too, once things got started, that we were playing with something more than an elementary chemistry set.

For example, there was the way Burke cuddled me between positions, while the crew was adjusting the lighting. A lot of times, the guys take a break between shots, letting their arousal dissipate, conserving the wood for the camera. They'll get up and stretch, grab some water, maybe chat up a cute production assistant. But not Burke. Burke buried his face in my hair, wrapped his arms around my belly, and held me close while the crew worked, whispering sweet nothings in my ear.

And there were the cute, gentlemanly things: holding doors, helping with my bags, grabbing me a sandwich from the craft table when I had to hold a position for what felt like hours. After the first gangbang scene in 'Penelope the Pirate Queen,' when I was on the verge of falling apart, Burke held me and told me I was beautiful, even though I clearly wasn't right at that moment, with my smeared makeup and sweat-soaked hair and a sticky mess all over my belly and tits. I think that was the moment I knew; Burke, I'm pretty sure, knew a long time before that.

But what can you do about it, when you fall in love in those conditions? We snuck off for some alone time, we held hands while waiting for our scenes, we tried not to be obviously jealous when we were performing with other talent, but it definitely wasn't a setting that was ideal for getting to know someone.

And even after that first shoot, we had trouble connecting. I was living in LA, and Burke was up in Oakland, and in those days there wasn't much mixing of our worlds: I was doing mainstream stuff, usually with Wolfgang Zemper's production company, and Burke was mostly in the Bay Area's leather and bondage scene. When we did get together, it was great, but it happened way too rarely, and it felt like the years were going to slip away from us. I dropped in and out of the industry, and Burke was switching from performing to producing; our lives were moving in different directions.

But then Wolfie suggested Burke for the male lead in my comeback movie — my third comeback movie, but who's counting? I was thrilled, but more than a little nervous. At that point we hadn't seen each other in more than three years, and had only talked on the phone once or twice in the last six months. I was afraid it would just fizzle out again, always on the verge of blossoming but never quite taking root.

What I didn't bank on was that ours wasn't the only budding romance on the set of 'The Heart's Hunger,' and that Burke and I had important parts to play in getting another pair of lovers to connect. Seeing another couple work through the challenges, and take the risks, and make a connection in spite of it all, turned out to be exactly what Burke Sierra and I needed for our own connection.
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I’m balls deep in Kati Kumbuquets, playing out a fantasy baseball game in my head to keep in that optimal zone between rock hard and blasting off, when the behind-the-scenes guy practically climbs over Kati, sticks his handheld camcorder right in my face, and asks me, “So, what’s it like to be fucking a legend?”

“Uh … pretty great?” I say, trying to keep my groove going. And it is pretty great, for a lot of reasons. For one, Kati Kumbuquets was the first porn star I ever jerked off to (though the photo story in the magazine I rescued from the rain-soaked cardboard box in the alley behind the freshman dorm called her “Suzi Squeezie” – it took me a couple of years to track down her usual stage name so I could take a deep dive into her body of work, so to speak); she’s making her triumphant return to porn after a decade away, and mine gets to be one of the first dicks to co-star with her. For another, Kati Kumbuquets (her real name is Sue Papadopolous – makes sense she’d have a few stage names) knows what she’s doing. Usually when we’re shooting the stills before a scene, I’m thinking about fantasy fucking and not fantasy baseball, trying to keep hard in a mostly friction-free environment while the photographer gives the female talent instructions and sets up complicated lighting and angles. But Kati is flexing muscles that I wasn’t aware women have, sending ripples up and down her sheath that feel like a gentle hand job. Every time I let out a deep breath she giggles and gives me another squeeze.

“And what’s this scene about?” the behind-the-scenes guy asks.

“I guess I’m – her gardener? And I’m fucking her?”

To be honest, I haven’t even taken my script out of the envelope yet. Wolfgang Zemper always likes to start a long shoot with stills, I guess so he can get the marketing out while they’re still editing the movie, and I don’t need the script to know where to put my dick. When I signed up for this shoot, Wolfgang told me I’d get to fuck Kati Kumbuquets, and that was enough for me; that I’d also get to chill out at his villa in the Bahamas when not balls deep in Kati Kumbuquets, plus get a pay rate not far off the union scale for non-porn acting, was just gravy on top of a grade A steak.

Apparently BTS-dude has decided that interviewing me isn’t going to get him the footage he wants, and he climbs down from the couch where I’m spooning Kati Kumbuquets and starts zooming in on her crotch. The still photographer says something – I guess in French, I suspect involving swear words – and pushes him and his camcorder out of the way. Then the photographer shouts at the lighting guy, and I get a spotlight flashed right in my eyes.

A Wolfgang Zemper shoot is always a massive production with a blockbuster budget; I don’t know where he gets the money – it can’t be from the porn alone, which is going to end up pirated on the tube sites about a week after it comes out – but he sure does like to spend it. There’s always a behind-the-scenes crew, in addition to the actual shoot crew, and the still photographers are usually coming off some fashion shoot in Milan or Paris with a million bucks worth of equipment. Sometimes there’s a whole team of special effects experts recreating Hollywood moments for one of his big parody productions. This isn’t one of those – the working title is “Lawn Care in Paradise”, and it seems to involve a couple of gardeners screwing a wealthy woman and her personal assistant – but it’s still got a ratio of about a dozen crew to each talent.

“And now, l’éjaculation,” the photographer says.

“Huh?” I say.

“The cumshot, baby,” Kati says over her shoulder. She reaches down between her legs and pulls my dick out of her pussy. One of the photographer’s assistants rushes over with a pump bottle and squirts some sort of hand lotion mixture on Kati’s bush and my cock. I’ve always thought the lotion looked kind of silly – it’s obviously not jizz – but I suppose it gets the point across without wasting a load for the stills. Kati makes some faces while gripping my dick, pantomiming an orgasm, and I try to follow suit, but the photographer shakes his head; I guess they don’t need to see my face as proof of climax, since they’ve got the hand lotion.

Then Kati sits up on her knees and lets the assistant spritz her massive tits and pretty face with more fake jizz, and I stand dutifully by so they can get my dick in the frame. Kati gives me a couple of pumps to keep me hard, and I have to admit the lotion feels pretty nice smearing down my shaft.

“I don’t have another scene until tomorrow,” I whisper to Kati, “so I’d be OK with it if you, you know, finished me off …”

Kati gives me a wicked grin, kisses the head of my cock, and says, “I still have some more glamor shots, baby, and I don’t want to muss my hair. But I’m pretty sure you’ll get a chance to empty your balls on mama’s jugs before we’re done.” And she pushes her tits together while making exaggerated kissy faces.

A little disappointed, I take a seat on the end of the couch and start looking around for my clothes. That’s when I notice that someone tall and slender has just walked onto the set wearing a long white skirt and big sunglasses, platinum blonde hair piled high on her head, pulling an overstuffed roller case behind her. In an instant I recognize her: Fannie Hawkins, definitely A-list talent, the kind of top star who does maybe a half dozen scenes a year and makes her living mostly on the strip club touring circuit with the occasional bit part in an edgy mainstream drama. Wolfgang hadn’t said that Fannie Hawkins was going to be in this movie; he must really be dropping serious cash for Kati Kumbuquets’ return to porn.

“Hey, Fannie Hawkins!” I say with a big grin, and she shoots me a look of such withering disdain that I can feel my dick, still stiff from Kati’s tender treatment, start to shrivel.

The BTS dude has his camera in Fannie’s face, and he’s hurling questions at her: “Are you looking forward to sharing a set with the legendary Kati Kumbuquets? Is this your first feature since ‘Not Your Mama’s Superhero Movie’? Are you planning to bone anyone besides Marcus Manslinger?” She dismisses him with a regal wave of her hand.

“Where is Wolfgang?" she demands. "I need to talk to Wolfgang right now.”

The assistant with the lotion bottle rushes up to Fannie, bows his head in welcome, and starts saying something about how Wolfgang is out at a meeting with one of the investors behind this movie but he’ll be back before suppertime, and Fannie cuts him off with a sharp wave of her hand and a loud harrumph.

“I expected him to be here when I arrived,” she says. “He has my schedule. I need him to make some changes to the script. He should know that this script is totally unacceptable to me.”

Now I kind of regret not looking over the script. Ever since Fannie got together with Marcus Manslinger, he of the nine-inch schlong and Chinese dragon tattoo sleeves, she’s been taking no other dick on screen; no one seems to know if this was Fannie’s decision, or Marcus’ insistence, or some mutual thing they came up with, but whatever the reason for this abrupt monogamy, it has complicated a couple of high-profile shoots in the last six months. I don’t know what part Fannie has in “Lawn Care in Paradise,” but there’s a good chance the script calls for me to fuck her at some point. Or did before Fannie started making a fuss.

The assistant is apologizing again, but Fannie is unappeased. She tells the assistant to shove his apologies up his ass “with a jumbo sized Hitachi wand” – there’s a visual to spoil the spank bank forever! – and storms off. I’m so busy watching Fannie’s ass sway as she stomps out the door that I almost don’t notice that Zoe Chapelle has arrived.
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It’s a little intimidating to walk onto a set where Kati Kumbuquets, legendary Queen of Cum, is taking stills, right behind Fannie Hawkins, who has a shelf full of Golden Dong awards at her no-doubt luxurious home: Best New Starlet, Best Female Performer, Best Gangbang Performance, Best Solo Performance …

Heck, walking onto a set that isn’t just some dude’s basement bedroom or a minivan with the seats ripped out is a little intimidating. I’ve been “in the industry,” as they say, for three years, and most of the sets I’ve been on don’t even have professional lighting, much less a buffet table covered with fruit and cookies. I set my bags down in a corner and grab a cookie: it’s been a long day of traveling from San Diego to get to the Bahamas and a girl needs some sustenance.

There’s a naked dude sitting on a white couch with his half-hard dick in his hand watching Fannie’s silicone-enhanced ass swinging out of the room, and that, at least, feels normal to me. Almost every set I’ve been on has sported more than a few schlongs that are in varying states of tumescence, and every set has had a leering dude or two who can’t be bothered to keep his tongue in his mouth. I’m guessing that this is Tommy Dare, who plays the apprentice gardener, since he’s a good deal shorter and younger than Burke Sierra, who plays the owner of Burke's Bush Trimmers LLC. According to the script – an actual script and not just some random guy who claims to be an up-and-coming producer saying, “OK, now put your tongue on my balls” – I’m going to suck Tommy Dare off at some point, then we’re going to fuck in a shower, and of course all sorts of intimacies will happen during the orgy finale, so I might as well introduce myself.

“Hey,” I say, standing in front of the naked dude with the half-hard dick and sticking out my hand. “I’m Zoe Chapelle.”

He looks up like he’s been caught jerking off – which I suppose he sort of has – and drops his dick to stick out his own hand; then he thinks better of it and sticks out the hand that wasn’t just polishing the banister; at least the dude has some manners. I take the hand – which, I’m sure, is still covered in cooties, just not cooties I’ve witnessed myself – and smile.

“Uh … Tommy, Tommy Dare,” he says, and smiles. “Man, I like your work; I mean, I’ve seen some of your stuff … um, that’s not weird to say, right?”

He does have a cute smile, if awkward. I’m sure he’s “seen” my work, which means he’s seen more of me than my gynecologist does; within a couple days of a shoot, sometimes within a couple hours, there are clips of me sucking and fucking on all the tube sites, but usually you don’t get to see me swallow the jizz or take it up the ass unless you follow the link and give your credit card number for the full scene. I don’t know if Tommy Dare has ever followed the pay site link, and I don’t particularly care: I almost always get paid cash up front, so whether the “producer” turns a profit or not is of no concern to me. There are no residuals in porn, at least in the porn I usually do, so I think of those tube clips as advertisements for me to get more work.

“Not weird at all,” I say. “I mean, I don’t do it so no one will see it, right?”

He laughs, still awkward. “I guess we’re all exhibitionists here, right?” I look down at his cock, which gives a little twitch – I don’t know if it’s involuntary or if he gave his Kegel muscles a little squeeze just for me – and I laugh a little, too.

Just then, the assistant who was just getting his ears reamed out by Fannie comes over to me with a clipboard and a set of keys.

“Hi Zoe,” he says, holding the clipboard out to me. “So glad you’re here! Did you have a nice flight?”

I did not have a nice flight. I was stuck in the middle seat between a woman who snored and a guy who could do to skip a few double cheeseburgers, his gut spilling over the armrest. My phone was at less than 10% charge so I didn’t want to burn any battery to listen to podcasts, and the airline magazine was mostly ads for the airline and a feature article about a gourmet salmon restaurant in Alaska, so I stared at the back of the seat in front of me and wished I could sleep as soundly as the woman by the window. Then I had to take a little propellor plane to the island, and I clung to the arms of my seat so hard my knuckles turned white, and when it landed on the dusty airstrip, bouncing to a rumbling stop, I was sure I was going to lose the package of pretzels which has been my only meal all day.

“It was great, and Wolfgang’s driver picked me up right from the runway,” I lie. The driver was very prompt, actually, and easy to spot, standing beside the little white terminal building and holding a piece of cardboard with “Zoe Chapelle” Sharpied on it, but he was clearly staring at my ass the whole time we walked to the car and then trying to stare at my tits in the rearview mirror on the drive to the villa. It was a long drive from the airport to the villa, on bumpy dirt roads with hot sun blazing through the windows, and I’m fucking exhausted.

“Glad to hear it,” the assistant says. “You probably want to get a little rest. You’re not scheduled for any shoots today, but there’s a dinner with Wolfgang at seven. Can you just initial the sheet that you’re here and I’ll show you to your room?”

I take the clipboard and find my name. Already checked in, I see, are Kati Kumbuquets – who is under the lights right now in a sheer, flowing robe, hamming it up for the photographer – and Tommy Dare, who I suspect has resumed playing five on one while staring at my legs. There’s no mark next to Burke Sierra’s name, nor next to Fannie’s, though her oscillating ass was pretty unmistakable. Scribbled at the bottom of the sheet is “Marcus Manslinger,” also missing a check-in mark, though if Fannie Hawkins is here, Marcus can’t be far. I make my mark next to my name, hand the clipboard and pen back to the assistant, and follow him out onto the patio behind the living room.
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God, what an idiot. First, I try to shake her hand with the hand that’s been shaking hands with the bishop, and then I mumble that I like her “work”. Though saying “I regularly and repeatedly jerk off to every clip you’re in that turns up on FuckTube and I’m a proud paying member of your FanBlast account” might not have gone over so well either. It’s probably best if people in the industry simply don’t acknowledge the industry when we meet; putting my shorts on after finishing up my shoot with Kati might have been a wise move, too.

I find my shorts after a little poking around, balled up under the couch, so I’m not quite as exposed when Burke Sierra comes in. Burke is another of the greats, a veteran of hundreds, maybe thousands of pornos. Some of those were with Kati Kumbuquets, and they’re simply exquisite: they have a permanent and frequent place in my spank bank. There were rumors for a while that they were a couple, though I don’t know how seriously you can take a thirty-year-old rumor from a porn set. I’m in awe of him, too, though I’m the first to acknowledge I can’t take any useful inspiration from him. He’s almost six and a half feet tall, as big around the chest as a washing machine, and even at his age – I would guess he has to be pushing sixty – he looks like he could bench press me with one arm while carrying on a conversation with Kati. This isn’t even considering the serious equipment he’s got covered up in his pressed chinos: he had a whole series of videos in the ‘90s called “The Ebony Anaconda,” and they were not false advertising by any stretch.

He walks right by me, standing at the craft services table with a chocolate chip cookie in my mouth, snazzy in his chinos and loafers and pink golf shirt, smiling like the cat that ate the canary, drops the big black bag he’s carrying, and gives Kati a big hug. She leans into his embrace with her hands against his chest and stands on tiptoe to kiss his collarbone. “So good to see you, baby,” he growls while squeezing Kati’s round ass, and she giggles like a naughty schoolgirl.

“I’m so glad Wolfie got you to come down for my big shoot,” Kati says. “It just wouldn’t be the same without you.”

“I wouldn’t miss it for the world, sugar.” He sits down on the couch, wrinkles his nose, and then slides down to the far end. “Someone already getting busy on the furniture?”

Kati laughs. “Just doing the stills. You know how Wolfie likes his stills. Let me introduce you to Tommy, who’s been keeping me limber while I was waiting for you.”

I wiggle my fingers in a little wave, but Burke is up from the couch in a flash and across the room in two long strides. I’m more than a little afraid that he’s about to pummel me into a gooey stain on the floor, but when he thrusts out his hand, it’s to shake mine, not pound me senseless. His hand is massive, fully enveloping mine, and he grins as he gives it a squeeze that I’m going to feel for a long time after he lets go.

“You're treating my baby good, right, young man?” he says, cocking one eyebrow. “Because Kati definitely kisses and tells, and if she tells me anything I don’t want to hear …”

“I’m doing my best, sir,” I say. “I mean, she’s sort of a big deal, I’m awfully damn lucky to be here.”

“Burke,” he says, “call me Burke, not sir, and yeah, she’s a major fucking deal. You seem like a good kid, Tommy, I’m glad to meet you.”

His smile gives me an incredible feeling of warmth and pride, and I understand now the stories I’ve heard from people who’ve been on set with Burke Sierra. It’s no wonder all the starlets who have worked with him all sing his praises; the Ebony Anaconda in his slacks is nothing compared to the solar glow of his personality.

“Who else we got here, besides a shit ton of crew?” Burke asks as he picks a mango off the table and bites into it, letting juice dribble down his chin before he catches it in a napkin so it doesn’t fall on his shirt.

“Fannie Hawkins,” says Kati, “which means probably her Marcus Manslinger is around. And some young thing …”

“Zoe Chapelle,” I say around my chocolate chip cookie.

“Oh, I’ve seen her,” says Burke, “cute little blondie. She’s been slumming it, though, from what I can tell, lots of that gonzo shit. Interesting that Wolfgang has taken a shine to her.”

“I think she’s got some real talent,” says Kati. “Not that she gets to use much of it in those little scenes. Wolfie is pretty good at spotting a bargain; I was probably a bargain when he snatched me up for ‘Penelope the Pirate Queen’ all those years ago.”

“He got himself a diamond at cubic zirconia prices,” says Burke. “I hope he’s paying the diamond rate now, though; Kati Kumbuquets’ return is going to be a real moneymaker.”

“Oh, the contract is good. But I suspect Fannie is the big ticket item on this shoot.”

Burke rolls his eyes and takes another bite of his mango. “She’s good, but she’s trouble. And probably twice the ego of our boy Wolfgang, and that’s saying something.”

Kati laughs. “You’re an old grump, Burke Sierra, but you’re probably right.” She squeezes Burke’s arm, then squeezes mine, and says, “I need to go take a shower and cool down before dinner. Mr. Tommy Dare here got me all wound up.”

Burke chucks the mango pit into a little wastebasket under the table and says, “Maybe I’ll follow you. I need to figure out where to put my bags. And we’ve got some catching up to do, Kati Kumbuquets.”

Kati giggles again and lets her fingers trail down Burke’s shoulder before she sashays away, her sheer negligee hugging her curves with each sway of her hips. Burke follows her, catching up and putting his tree-trunk arm around her waist, and I watch in awe as the two legends set into the foyer and climb the staircase to the second floor. I am awfully damn lucky indeed.
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Wolfgang’s villa is more like a resort. It’s absolutely massive, with a huge main house, a two-storey guest house with its own pool, where the crew are staying, and a beach on a sheltered cove with a big white and yellow tent pitched on the sand. The assistant shows me to a room upstairs in the main building that feels bigger than my apartment, with a view of the ocean, a big bed draped with a diaphanous white canopy, and a beautiful mahogany wardrobe.

“Dinner at seven,” says the assistant. “Until then, just make yourself at home. The pool is open, and there are snacks in the kitchen downstairs.”

I mumble something, a little overwhelmed by the luxury, and look out the window as he leaves. My apartment could have an ocean view, I suppose, if you knocked down the highrises between it and the beach and raised it up on stilts. But then you’d still just have a view mostly of a concrete wall where the storm sewer comes out and all the trash that the tide brings in. Here I see cerulean blue water, sparkling white sand, hazy humps of hilly islands in the distance, a sailboat out on the sea far, far from the cove. How can a view like this exist in a world where my daily dinginess seems to be the norm?

My phone says it’s not quite 4:30; it also says it has less than 5% of its charge, so I go rummaging through my bag for a cable and charging block. I might as well unpack, too, so I hang my shirts, skirts, and dresses in the wardrobe and put socks and underwear in the drawers. My things look limp and sparse in this gorgeous room; back home, it always seems like I’ve got too much clutter, but here I don’t even make a ripple in the space.

I flop down on the bed – huge, soft, almost wickedly decadent – and stare up at the ceiling fan spinning lazily almost seven feet over my head. About six hours ago, I was dragging my bag and my tired ass through the airport, almost late for my flight; in two weeks I’ll be on another plane going home, a little more cash in my bank account and maybe some connections that will get me out of the shitty rut I’m stuck in.

To think I almost didn’t answer the text from Wolfgang Zemper’s assistant, Danny, because it looked like just another scammy invitation to a shoot in some dude’s garage and I’d already booked two shoots this week for “Tits in Taxis.” Another girl on the set for one of those reverse gang-bang gonzo videos – they don’t pay great, but you don’t really have to work much and sometimes you get good tips from the other girls – recognized his name and said, “Danny Vincentes works for one of the biggest producers in the biz – in any biz – don’t you dare pass up on that offer!”

And I’m so glad I didn’t. When I met with Wolfgang, it wasn’t like one of those slimy producer leer-fests where they’re practically drooling over a chance to put their paws on your ass and are trying to trick you into a little off-screen test before signing you on for the shoot. He had a real office, for one thing, not a co-working space or a hipster coffee shop: there were plaques on the wall and prizes on a shelf and photos of classic stars I recognized, like Kati Kumbuquets, Tanya Titzover, and Moanica Mountains (the names, oh my god, the "Golden Age" names …). And he was dressed in a pale blue suit with a yellow shirt and matching pocket square, not a hoodie or a heavy metal t-shirt, and he had an actual desk with an actual telephone on it like something out of a Hollywood movie. With his silver hair, black eyes, and aristocratic poise, he was exactly what I imagined a real producer would look like.

“Let me be blunt, Miss Chapelle,” he said almost the second I sat down in the chair across from him. “You’re wasting your talents with the slop you’ve been doing, and in the constant churn of the tube sites coupled with the absolute incompetence of the average porn producer, there is no future for you but either fading into obscurity when the wanking baboons move on to someone new, or burning out in a beautiful but fatal flash. I wish neither fate on you, because you do have actual talent, and so I am proposing another direction for your career.”

I thought he expected an answer from me, but his vocabulary was so far beyond what I’d been hearing for the last year and a half that all I could do was stare at him and nod while my brain worked at deciphering what I thought was a compliment but hardly felt like one.

“A lovely lady with whom I worked for many years, who uses the name ‘Kati Kumbuquets’” – he slid a black and white 8 by 10 photo across the desk to me, showing the Kati Kumbuquets I recognized from the photos on his wall, but a little older and maybe a little wiser – “is desirous of a return to erotic cinema, and I am desirous of facilitating that return. I’ve asked my assistant to assemble a cast for a film to feature this lady, and he thinks that you would be a good fit, based on a performance he saw of you in ‘My Sister's Best Friend Wants to Borrow My Car So I Make Her Suck My Dick’” – he rolls his eyes when he says the title of that dumb little clip, and I’m a little embarrassed even though I don’t come up with the names, or the stories, such as they are. “And he’s not wrong; I saw your performance, and you actually delivered lines, in character, that made the preposterous scene almost believable. And you did, indeed, suck his dick, quite impressively.”

I could feel the hot blood rushing to my face and I must have turned neon red. It wasn’t his words – I hear and say all sorts of nasty shit every day – but rather the delivery, the way he spoke very precisely and articulately with steepled fingers resting on his desk. He stared at me, almost unblinking, but at my face, not my tits, and I felt horribly exposed, more naked than I’ve ever been on a porn set.

“It doesn’t take a lot to convince an audience with fucking,” he continued, “but it is a talent to convince an audience with words and gestures. I imagine, Miss Chapelle, that you were drawing on some personal experiences to make us believe that scene.”

I did, in fact, remember that scene – that wasn’t the working title or anything, but it was a pretty good description of the scenario the producer/director/cameraman described. And I was drawing on a few real-life experiences, including convincing a roommate’s boyfriend that he could pitch in a little for rent if he was going to enjoy some hospitality when he came over and his girlfriend wasn’t around, which happened more times than I really care to admit. The dude running that shoot wasn’t looking for anything more than a setup to film me fucking, and the whole sister's-best-friend thing was just what was making the algorithm hard on the tubes that week, but I actually enjoyed the way I could take a scene that made me seem like a powerless victim and turn it into a low key dominatrix vibe; the ad libbing through the blowjob ended up with my character getting not only the car but gas money, a week’s worth of chores, and a foot massage – a bargain for a mouthful of jizz.

“I assume you have some experience working from a script?” he asked.

I shrugged. “In high school drama club, maybe, but not many of the shoots I’m on involve a lot of dialogue. It’s more like there’s a rough idea what the scene is about, we do a little ad libbing, and then, you know, the fucking and stuff.”

“Well, I do things a little differently. There’s a script, makeup, camera crew, good lighting; we take our time, we rehearse our lines, we plan out the blocking and angles. And then, you know ... the fucking and stuff."

He grinned at me when he said that, and I grinned back. We have an understanding, I thought, recognizing something special in Wolfgang Kemper.
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The first dinner, set on a teak table on the patio outside the villa, is way more formal than I'm used to. For me, a nice night out means a couple of beers and a burger at the bar around the corner from my apartment. Cutlery is completely optional. When I take a seat between Kati and Fannie, I'm faced with an array of knives and forks and spoons that has me momentarily frozen in terror.

"Start from the outside," Kati whispers when she sees me staring at the silverware. "Salad, appetizer, dinner, dessert. Easy as that."

"Thanks," I say, tentatively lifting the small fork furthest from the plate of greens drizzled with a thin blue dressing that has a fruity aroma. This is definitely not burgers and beer at McDougal's Bar and Grill.

Wolfgang sits at the head of the table, pensively sipping a glass of wine and looking over the rim at us: Kati, me, and Fannie down one side, Burke and Marcus on the other, with an empty seat between them.

"It seems we are one short," Wolfgang says. "Have any of you seen Miss Chapelle?"

"Just when she came in," I offer, pausing my forkful of salad halfway to my mouth when I notice no one else is eating. "It looked like she was going up to her room."

"She's an odd choice, Wolfie," Fannie says. "Where were you slumming to pick up a stray like that? Are you sure she's had all her shots?"

Marcus chuckles quietly into his wine glass. Burke and Kati both shoot her withering gazes, but I don't think Fannie notices.

"Miss Chapelle," Wolfgang says, "has talents far beyond the meager opportunities she has had so far. I believe you will be pleasantly surprised by what she brings to this production."

"She does have a cute little ass," Marcus says, and now it's Fannie who's shooting daggers out of her eyes. Marcus winks at her and says, "Not as cute as yours, baby; just ... littler."

Fannie looks like she's about to push her chair back and stomp away from the table when I catch a flurry of movement out of the corner of my eye. I look up and see Zoe Chapelle, dressed in a cute little yellow sundress that's a shade darker than her hair, a nervous smile on her lips.

"I'm so, so sorry," she says, fumbling with her chair until Burke stands and pulls it out, then gently pushes her in when she's settled. "The jet lag just knocked me out."

"It's just a three-hour difference," Fannie says, rolling her eyes. "It's not like you had to jet off to Paris, for god's sake." Then she turns and looks at Wolfgang, batting her lashes, and says, "Could we shoot in Paris next time, Wolfie? I'd love to fuck on a balcony overlooking the Champs-Élysées, with the Eiffel Tower in the background. It would be so classy!"
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My hands are shaking so hard that I have to put them in my lap. I smile at the people sitting around the table, still shocked that I'm here. Kati and Fannie are sitting across from me, absolute legends in the flesh. And I'm sitting between Burke and Marcus, who look even bigger and sexier than I imagined possible, no matter how many times I've watched them on my phone.

Tommy Dare is sitting across from me, and thankfully fully dressed. I was a little worried, after my arrival, that I would have to look at his peen the whole time we're here. A little casual nudity on set is to be expected, but some decorum is definitely appreciated. He gives me a slightly goofy smile, probably remembering our first meeting, then looks down at his plate.

I'm famished, and I could definitely suck down the whole plate of salad in front of me in one bite and ask for seconds, but it's clear that this isn't that sort of dinner. I glance across the table to note which fork Tommy is holding — there are so many! — and select the corresponding fork from beside my plate. I survive on a steady diet of Cheez-Its and In-And-Out burgers while dragging my butt from shoot to shoot, so sitting down at an actual table, with an actual plate, is more than a little disorienting.

I've just taken my first bite of the slightly bitter greens with a drizzle of sweet, fruity syrup when Wolfgang stands up at the head of the table and taps his wine glass with the edge of a knife, making a bright, musical sound. Everyone else reaches for their glasses and raises them, so I do the same, afraid I'm going to slosh the rich, red liquid all over the teak table.

"Since we are all here at last," Wolfgang says, raising an eyebrow in my direction, "I would like to welcome you to my villa. I hope that you have a pleasant stay here, enjoying the sun and sand and seclusion, but I will remind you that we are here to work, not to play. Though I do hope you derive some pleasure from the work we will do over the next two weeks.

"You should all have received your scripts, and your shooting schedules —"

Fannie suddenly raises her hand and says, "About the script, Wolfie, it absolutely will not —"

Wolfgang holds up his hand and glares at Fannie.

"There will be time to discuss the finer points of the script later," Wolfgang says. "As I was saying. You have your schedules, and the timetable is quite strict if we are to wrap the shooting on schedule. I expect punctuality, I expect preparation, I expect professionalism, both on and off the set. I don't know what lax practices may be permitted on other sets you have worked —" he looks right at me again, and I feel my ears burn — "but on a Wolfgang Zemper production, we are respectful of the artistry we are creating. This is not merely pornography, this is beautiful pornography, an exploration of the erotic and the exotic that far exceeds the tawdry limits of our industry.

"We have already completed some of the still photography for the production, and tomorrow we will do more. It is hard work, for those of you have never done it before, but I assure you that it will be worthwhile for the end result. You will report to your sets according to the schedule, no exceptions, ready to perform. Is that understood?"

I nod, setting down my glass and putting my hands back in my lap again because they're shaking so hard.

"Good," he says, taking his seat again and raising his glass. "A toast to you all, my brave and beautiful creatures, as we embark on a great adventure together. Go forth and make beautiful porn!"
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Porn sex is nothing like real sex, and porn stills sex is one step further removed from actually having fun. Most of the shoots I’ve been in don’t do separate stills and video, they just interrupt the business periodically like some demented game of statues and make us freeze mid-fuck so the photographers can get a shot of the action. The real cheapskates don’t even have separate still photographers – they just crop out frames from the video, getting blurry, out-of-focus screen caps that they leak out onto the bulletin boards to drum up interest in buying the full scene.

Wolfgang Zemper, of course, does nothing halfway. He uses at least two video cameras for the action, usually one of those big units on a dolly and one handheld, and there’s always a boom mike and lots of lighting equipment. And when it comes to taking the stills, he almost never does them at the same time as shooting the video; usually they’re not even on the same day, and they’ve got completely different crews. Stills on a Zemper set can take as long as the video to shoot, sometimes longer, and they can be downright grueling.

The first Zemper set I was on, for “X-Vengers: Banging the Multiverse”, I spent an hour with a makeup artist touching up every zit on my back and pore on my face, and then had to sit through a whole round of the lighting crew getting just the right tones for my skin. It was probably two hours before I was naked with my co-star; I was looking forward all week to spending the day tangled up with Ashley Buxton, the first real A-lister I ever starred with, but by the time it was all done, I was ready to swear off sex forever. My muscles ached from holding the same positions for so long, my dick felt raw from staying hard all day with no release, and I was covered with sweat from all the lights. I never even got to talk to Ashley that day. We spent most of the time in reverse cowgirl, with me staring at the small of her back; the makeup artist could have saved a lot of time just concentrating on my knees, since that’s all that showed up in most of the pictures.

From the way Zoe bounces into the bathroom where we’re going to be doing stills this morning, wearing a pair of tight blue shorts and a yellow crop top, I can tell she’s probably never been on a set like this one before. For one thing, she did her own makeup, and even though I think she looks really cute, it’s obvious from the way the makeup artist rolls her eyes that it simply will not do. For another thing, she’s way too vivacious, with a big grin on her face, clearly excited to be breaking into the big time and not dreading the excruciating punishment to come. The makeup artist gently takes her by the elbow and walks her out of the bathroom, and I lie on the floor with my feet up on the tub and chill out for a while.

When Zoe comes back, her makeup is a little thicker but her bounce is still just as energetic. She’s super excited about this shoot, and her enthusiasm is infectious; I’ve got a big smile when the photographer’s assistant tells us it’s time to strip off and get down to business. I’ve seen Zoe Chapelle naked many, many times on my phone and computer screens, and I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t looking forward to seeing, and touching, the real deal.

Her body doesn’t disappoint. She’s got perky little tits that just beg for a hand to cup them, a delightful roundness to her belly, and hips that seem custom built for an arm to wrap around them. Her ass is tight and a little curvy, and bounces nicely when she hops in place and claps her hands with the sheer joy of being naked on set. I haven’t tuned in to her cam for a while, so I’m a little surprised to see that her bush, which is usually trimmed into a narrow strip just above her slit, has grown lush: still neatly shaved around her pussy lips, but curling luxuriantly toward her belly. When I pull down my sweat pants, I’m already more than halfway to hard.

We’ve got the same photographer for this shoot as I had with Kati yesterday – Philippe De Something-something, apparently a big deal in the fashion world, who has been a friend of Wolfgang’s for years. That slows things down a little: he gives instructions in French; his assistant, a cute woman in a tank top and cutoffs with her red hair tucked under a baseball cap, translates for us; but then he shouts something else and the assistant corrects course. We start off with a few standing poses in front of the shower: embracing face to face, me standing with my arm around Zoe while she looks up at me and puts a finger on my cock; then, me standing behind her with my hands on her tits while she cranes her head back to look at me. Zoe is a little awkward, not used to taking this sort of direction, but she’s smiling the whole time, and I’m smiling, too – she puts out a lot of great energy and feels soft and warm in my arms.

“Okay,” says Philippe, “maintenant, la pipe.”

“Blow job,” the assistant says, moving around behind me with a silver light baffle.

Zoe is suddenly on her knees in front of me, her hands on my balls, and starts giving me a sloppy blow job, her spit bubbling around my cockhead as she sucks. I have to grab on to the wall with one hand to stay on my feet, and instinctively put a hand on the top of her head; she swallows me almost to the base, and I can feel the head of my cock brushing the back of her throat as she makes a humming-gasping sound and then pulls me out of her mouth with a look of triumph, giving me a hard pump with her hand.

“Non non non non non!” Philippe is shouting, not just frustrated but apparently actually angry. “Que fais-tu?”

The expression on Zoe’s face changes from elation to surprise, and then concern, her eyes big and her mouth turning down into a frown.

“A little too enthusiastic, babe,” I say, trying not to laugh. “Remember, these are stills, not action shots.”

“But … OK, I …”

“You give an amazing blow job,” I say, and lean down to plant a kiss on her forehead. “But for right now, you need to pretend you’ve got no idea what you’re doing. Look a little surprised, maybe like you’ve never handled a dick before?”

The assistant hands me a washcloth so I can wipe Zoe’s spit off my cock, and the lighting guy kneels next to her with a light meter so they can adjust the levels – apparently Zoe’s enthusiasm put things out of whack. But pretty soon Zoe gets into the swing of things, and seems to be having fun: she makes goofy expressions while holding my dick, like, “What ever could this monstrous thing be?”; she stretches her tongue so just the tip tickles the head of my cock, and then pulls back so a long strand of saliva connects my dick to her mouth for a few seconds. Philippe goes absolutely gaga over that one, and makes her do it again and again while he dances around her on his knees, swapping between two different cameras with flashes going off all around us.

“Jesus, I’m running out of spit!” Zoe says, giggling, and one of the lighting guys hands her a plastic water bottle. I give my cock a few strokes while I watch her drain the bottle with her head thrown back; we’re in that dreaded friction-free zone of the stills now, where I need to stay hard through a lot of low-to-no-contact shots, and I need to take advantage of pauses to keep things firm. She tosses the bottle aside when it’s empty and repeats the tongue-and-saliva shot a couple more times.

Zoe takes me deep again, but without all the movement that annoyed Philippe the first time, and he pushes the camera lens right up to her face. She looks up at me, smiling around my dick, and playfully runs her tongue along the bottom of my cock. She giggles when I gasp in surprise, but Philippe gives her a “no naughty stuff” look and she stops, simply holding my dick still in her mouth and looking up at me, apparently trying not to laugh. It is a kind of absurd situation, especially since I’m starting to lose a little rigidity – I don’t think I’m at risk of going soft in Zoe Chapelle’s mouth, but I’m definitely not going to live up to my potential if we stay in this holding pattern for too long.

“Maintenant, dans la douche,” Philippe says.

“Get in the shower,” the assistant translates.

I take Zoe’s hand to help her stand, and she leans her head against my chest when she’s on her feet. “I thought I was going to pass out down there,” she says, “I guess I should focus more on my breathing technique than my sucking technique!”

“Your sucking technique is pretty great, though,” I say, rubbing her bare back. My cock is getting back up to full staff again – it feels really nice to have her leaning against me.

“Now now now!” Philippe is shouting; when he shouts in English, I guess he really means it, so we step into the shower and stand awkwardly side by side, my arm around Zoe’s waist.

You might think the next step would be to turn the shower on, but that’s apparently not good for the shot: too much water, I guess, around too much electrical gear. Instead, two assistants crowd into the shower with us with spray bottles and start spritzing us down. The water is cold, and Zoe lets out a little shriek as she stands on one leg and turns toward me, her hardening nipples brushing my side. That sends a little jolt through my dick, and it twitches against her hip. She smiles up at me and reaches down to squeeze my balls.

Philippe isn’t stopping us, so I lean down and give her a long, hard kiss with lots of tongue, and grab two handfuls of ass. When I open my eyes, I see the camera lens right up against our faces, so I go back in for more kissing, then pull back and let the tips of our tongues meet. Zoe giggles and wraps her hand around my shaft, and I see that Philippe’s camera is drawn to her dainty, playful fingers dancing around the head of my cock. My legs kind of buckle, but I keep myself standing and slide my hand up her side to cup one of her tits. While I’m rubbing her nipple with my thumb, rolling the hard nub around in a gentle circle, one of the assistants gives it a spritz with her water bottle; the droplets of water on her areola glisten in the flash of Philippe’s camera.

I feel like we’re getting away with a lot more improvisational fooling around than is typical, and I’m going to take full advantage of it. Images of some of my favorite clips from Zoe’s FanBlast account are running through my head; I’ve always liked her solo stuff, the way she loses herself when she’s flicking her clit and seems to forget the camera is on. I sometimes fantasize about reaching through my screen to put my own hand on her clit, and now that clit is right here against my leg: she’s lifting one leg and letting her soft, curly muff slide up my thigh. I nibble on her neck while I lift her higher with my hands on her ass, and work my mouth down along her collarbone to the swell of her breast before clamping my lips on her nipple and gently tugging at it with my teeth; I hear the whir and click of Philippe’s camera and feel the flashes bouncing off my back.

“Maintenant, vous allez baiser,” Philippe says in a hoarse whisper; he seems to be getting turned on by our little scene, too.

“He says you should fuck,” says the assistant with the spritz bottle.

“Wait wait wait,” says Zoe, sliding off me and taking a step back. “In the script there’s no fucking in this scene. Right, Tommy?”

I’m a little dizzy from the make-out session, and from the serious change in the ratio of blood in my brain to blood in my dick, and I’m totally on board with Philippe’s suggestion, but I feel like it’s in my best interest to agree with Zoe, even though I still haven’t read the script. So I say, “Uh, yeah, right …”

“It’s a blow job fantasy scene,” Zoe says. “He’s in the shower thinking about me and jerking off, and then we get the whole wavy-lines effect because we’re going into his head, and then we get a scene of me sucking him off and him coming on my face.”

“Uh, yeah … I mean, I like that … "

“We don’t fuck until a lot later, and not in the shower,” Zoe continues. “I think Kati and Burke fuck in the shower, but we don’t,” she says, pointing her finger at me and then at herself.

Philippe rattles something off in French, and the assistant who’s been doing most of the translating says, “The stills aren’t supposed to be a shot for shot of the film; they’re a thing of their own, they can tell a different story. Also, you two look totally hot making out in the shower, I think there’s a natural progression going on here …”

“Is that him talking,” asks Zoe, pointing at Philippe, “or you?” she says, pointing at the assistant.

The assistant, whose tank top is a little wet from the spritzing that’s been flying around the shower and whose cap has shifted, letting a tangle of auburn hair spill down her cheek, blushes.

“That’s me,” she says, “I’m not going to lie, you two were really getting into it. There’s chemistry here, and it would be a shame not to see where the scene could go.”

I look at Zoe and shrug; I mean, obviously it’s what the artistic vision is calling for, right? Didn’t Wolfgang say, “Go forth and make beautiful porn?” I don’t want to push it if it’s not something Zoe wants, but I’m sure not going to argue against it.

Zoe looks down at her feet, arms crossed over her chest. “This is my first big shoot,” she says, “and I don’t want to screw it up. The script doesn’t have us fucking yet, but if that’s OK for the pictures, then I guess … OK, let’s try letting things run. But if it gets weird, then I’m done, right?”

I can’t hide my smile, but I do at least prevent myself from hopping up and down and clapping my hands. I open my arms wide, and Zoe steps forward to embrace me, running her hands up my back to my neck and pulling my face down to hers for a deep kiss.
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I’m not sure why I put up a fuss about fucking Tommy in the shower. Yes, it’s not in the script, but it’s not like I’m usually doing a shoot with a script. Usually the director would say, “Okay, time to fuck,” and I’ve got my legs in the air ready for the plowing. That’s what we’re there for, right?

But up to now, it’s been different, somehow classier, or at least more controlled. It’s not like shooting with some horn-dog in a dingy apartment in Porn Valley. I mean, the photographer is French, for god’s sake, and there’s lighting and assistants and someone giving directions who’s not also planning to fuck me. This is what I imagine a real, professional movie set to be like, more or less, not the anything-goes gonzo world I’ve been in the last couple years.

If I give in on this, am I signaling that I’ll give in on anything? I checked all the boxes on Wolfgang’s sheet of things I would and wouldn’t do, let him know I was down for just about any act, but that doesn’t mean that I’m down for just anything right now, on the photographer's whim, even if he is French.

At the same time, though, things were definitely getting intense in the shower, and I’m more than a little turned on. Tommy is cuter than most of the guys I shoot with, and he definitely knows what he’s doing – my nipples are still tingling from the way he tongued them, and I was definitely trying to get a little something going by riding his thigh.

“Okay,” I say, “it’s not going to be a ‘spread your legs and stick it in’ scene. You need to earn the pussy. Get on your knees and eat me.”

The assistant turns bright red – I don’t think she was expecting me to be so direct – and I have to hold back a laugh. You’d think someone who’s helping out on a porn shoot would be a little more jaded, but maybe she’s Philippe’s regular assistant and is more used to the catwalk. But Tommy seems to be taking my direction extremely well, because he’s on his knees immediately, his hands on my hips and ass, and he starts nuzzling my bush with his nose. I push my hips toward him, and his tongue dances along my thigh then flicks across my pussy lips. A finger slides up to join his tongue, and he parts my lips so his tongue can tease its way inside. I hear the whir of Philippe’s camera, and look down to see him kneeling right next to Tommy, camera lens practically touching his cheek.

Suddenly Tommy’s whole mouth covers my pussy, and he starts eating me like he’s a starving man presented with a sumptuous meal. His tongue is everywhere, flicking my clit and sliding between my lips, and he’s making humming noises that send vibrations up my belly until I think my knees are going to buckle. I lean back against the shower wall and put one leg over his shoulder, foot against his back, and pull him in tight.

Philippe is shouting again, but I’m not paying any attention. There have been exactly two times I’ve come on a porn set – once in “Harry Perver’s Magic Wand,” when I was holding a Hitachi against my clit while some guy in a wizard’s robe was railing me, and once in “Sweet Sorority Surprise,” when Jeni Tiffany was eating me – and I think I might be about to hit number three.

But then Tommy suddenly stops and pulls back, looking up at me with a wicked smile.

“Sorry, babe,” he says, “I got carried away.”

The cute assistant kneels down next to Tommy and peels my leg off his back, holding it out so Philippe can get his camera close to my cunt. Tommy slides a hand up my thigh and lets his fingertips hover just above my clit, and Philippe starts snapping pictures and mumbling to himself. I try to shift my hips to make contact, at least with that fingertip, but the way the assistant is holding my leg, I’m stuck in place. Tommy’s tongue is barely an inch from my clit and I can feel his warm breath on my pussy, and the frustration makes me want to scream.

“Le doigt, s’il tu plait,” Philippe says. The assistant says, “Finger,” and Tommy slides one finger between my lips and bends it to touch the front wall of my vagina. The contact is electric, and if the assistant weren’t holding my leg I’d probably fall on the floor. But then Tommy stops moving and holds completely still, finger buried in me up to his knuckles, while Philippe and that damned camera do their work.

“Oh god fuck me,” I moan, wiggling my hips as best I can, and Tommy smiles up at me and lets his thumb slide up beside his finger and graze my clit.
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There’s not a lot of pussy eating in porn, at least not as much as there is dick sucking, because it’s harder to shoot. Especially in stills, most cunnilingus is extremely un-sexy to perform: your neck gets pretty stiff holding your head off to the side with your tongue sticking out, maybe a finger or two holding her pussy lips apart, while the photographer and lighting tech try to get some half-decent shots.

Which is a shame, because I really like to eat pussy. And I’ve been fantasizing about eating Zoe Chapelle’s pussy for a long time, so the chance to finally have my face buried in her bush kind of sends me over the edge. Before I can stop myself, I’m absolutely devouring her, working my lips and tongue on her clit and stroking my cock while I eat. She’s delicious – musky and warm, a little tart when I get my tongue up inside – and I can feel her starting to shake when she puts her heel on my back and pulls me in close.

Then Philippe starts going ballistic, and I know I need to slow it down and let him get his shots – I’m on the clock, and need to be professional, which totally sucks. I stop licking Zoe’s pussy and say, “Sorry, babe, I got carried away.” The look on her face says that she really wants me to keep going, and the little pout in her lips sends blood flowing to my cock.

The assistant kneels next to me, her hip brushing mine; I look over and catch her eye for a second, and then she looks away, embarrassed and blushing. She lifts Zoe’s leg off my back and holds it out so Philippe can get pictures of her pussy.

This is the no-friction zone for Zoe, and I definitely feel bad for her. I’m pretty sure these pictures are going to be really hot – her clit is hard and her pussy is wet and she’s breathing fast – so the frustration will be worth it. But right now it’s hard not to dive into her with fingers and tongue. When Zoe says, “Oh god, fuck me,” I let my thumb graze her clit and give my fingers a wiggle.

I look over at Philippe, who gives me a nod; his eyes have gone kind of glassy, apparently even he’s finding this scene surprisingly hot. I slide my hands up Zoe’s hips, cup her tits, and then slide my hands down her back and grab her ass. Zoe falls into my hands and lets me lift her up; she’s light and limber, wrapping her legs around my waist as I push her back against the shower wall. My dick is bouncing up against her ass, desperate to be buried in her pussy; I shift my leg so I can support her partly on my knee, reach down to grab my cock, and bend it up and in. Zoe lets out a moan, wraps her arms around my neck, and shoves her tongue into my mouth while she bucks against me.

“Again,” says Philippe over the whir of the camera. Dutifully, I let my dick slip out of Zoe’s pussy, set her back down on the shower floor, and then lift her up again so Philippe can get some shots. I hold her up above my cock, hands on her ass and her arms wrapped around my neck. She kisses me furiously while wiggling her hips, trying to find my cock with her pussy, while Philippe is down on his knees beside us looking up, camera lens pointing where my dick wants to go.

“This isn’t the fucking I wanted,” Zoe whispers into my ear.

“At least I can skip the gym tonight,” I whisper back, and she laughs. Her tits are pressed against my chest, nipples hard.

“I’d already be sponging the jizz out of my bush if we were shooting a ‘Dreampie Delite’ scene,” she says.

“That was a good scene you did, with Billy Banger – that one in the bakery?”

“You saw that? It took me an hour to get all the confectioner’s sugar out of my hair; it turned into glaze in the shower. Jizz is a lot easier to clean up!”

I laugh, and then realize that I’m starting to lose some elevation downstairs – lack of friction and laughing with Zoe is diverting the blood away from my dick. But with both hands on her ass to hold her up, I’m not able to reach down for a quick stroke. I nuzzle her neck and kiss my way down toward her nipples, hoping to get things jumpstarted.

“Par derrière,” says Philippe; “From behind,” the assistant translates.

Zoe sighs as I lower her; “Make it hard,” she whispers as she turns her face to the shower wall and lifts one leg.

My dick is springing back into action at the sight of her ass, pussy lips just visible under the swell of a cheek, but alas, there is to be no hard banging here. I bend my knees so I can aim my cock at her pussy, and then hold it with the head about an inch from her lips while Philippe fires off a series of shots. Then I move a little closer; more shots; closer; more shots.

“Jesus, I’m going to dry out here,” Zoe mumbles. There’s some scuttling around behind me, and the assistant hands Zoe a bottle of lube. She laughs, and I take it from her, squeeze out a little of the thick goop into my palm, and then rub it against her pussy, letting my thumb rub her clit. Zoe moans and pushes her hips back. I rub the excess lube on my cock, making sure the head is nice and slippery, then look over at Philippe, who nods and braces his camera.

Knees bent, hips turned so Philippe can see my balls, I take my cock by the base and slowly ease it into Zoe. She pushes back, and I put a hand on her ass to stop her movement; this needs to be agonizingly slow so Philippe’s camera can linger on every inch. When it’s finally all the way in, I rest my hands on Zoe’s waist and wait. Philippe takes some more closeups, then starts walking around us, taking shots from every angle. Zoe is quivering around me, and I want nothing more than to fuck her hard and fast. My knees are starting to shake from being bent for so long to stay at this angle, and from the need to get some friction going.

“Tourne toi, s'il te plait,” Philippe says to Zoe. “Turn around,” the assistant translates.

I pull free and step back, and Zoe turns around, a look of frustration on her face. I shrug and stroke my cock while the assistant spritzes Zoe’s tits, belly, and bush with water; she shivers, her nipples hardening, and glares at the assistant, who seems completely unconcerned about Zoe’s discomfort.

I step forward to embrace her, and she puts her arms around my neck and starts climbing up onto me again. I reach for her ass, ready to lift, but Philippe stops me and motions for me to step back. “Lève ta jambe,” he says to Zoe, tapping her thigh. She looks a little puzzled. Then the assistant says, “Leg up,” and Zoe dutifully lifts up one leg and leans back against the shower wall.

She holds her leg up with her arms wrapped around her knee, pussy open, while Philippe takes more closeups. Zoe has a sour, annoyed look on her face, and I suppress a smile while I give my cock a few more strokes to keep it hard. “I feel like a prop in a magazine ad,” she grumbles.

After a few more angles, Philippe waves me forward again, and I’m more than happy to step up to the job. She’s still a little slippery from the lube, and once I’m in again, Zoe wraps her leg over my hip and stands on the toes of her other foot to give me a better angle to thrust. She kisses my collarbone while I slide in and out, finally getting some movement, but I know Philippe is going to stop us any second now – this angle isn’t bad for fucking but it’s terrible for visibility.

Philippe calls a stop to the fucking and tries to pantomime something to Zoe about her leg. When she doesn’t understand, he signals the assistant to come over and straighten out the leg that Zoe has wrapped around my waist. Gently, she takes Zoe’s leg and holds it out to the side so Philippe can peer over my hip with his camera and see where my cock enters her cunt.

I need to lean back to let Philippe get closer, my cock about half out of Zoe’s pussy; I look over at the assistant holding Zoe’s foot and see that she’s looking down Zoe’s leg at our connected parts. She notices me noticing her, and she blushes and looks up at the ceiling. I try not to laugh.

“Ok, l’éjaculation,” says Philippe, and the assistant lets go of Zoe’s leg to go get the jizz bottle.

“Um, I could do a real pop,” I say. “I don’t have another shoot today, and we were kind of getting into it. If you give us like five minutes …” I put a hand on Zoe’s hip and bend down to give her a kiss, but she turns her head so I just graze her cheek with my lips.

“Zoe has another shoot in a couple of minutes,” says the assistant, handing Zoe the bottle. “This cleans up easier.”
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The fucking is definitely not what I was hoping for. There are some nice moments, like when he first lifts me up, and when he goes into me from behind, but for the most part it’s slow and uncomfortable. And I want to kick that damned camera across the room and stomp it into a million little pieces.

Tommy offering to fuck me for another five minutes so he can get off is the icing on the cake. I know it’s all about the pop shot – the industry runs on jizz – but when he was going down on me it seemed like he was actually interested in getting me off. And I was right on the edge, a couple more minutes of his tongue and I would have had a screaming, leg-shaking orgasm; I’m sure that would have been worth a few pictures. I was starting to think he might be fun to work with; I’m starting to think now that I was wrong.

“What do I do with this?” I ask the chick who hands me a bottle of hand lotion.

“It’s for the cumshot,” she says. “Squirt a little on your belly.”

I look over at Tommy, who’s jerking his junk while he watches me. Then I squeeze a little of the lotion on my stomach and let it dribble down toward my bush. Philippe motions for Tommy to step up, and he stands in front of me with his dick by my belly. I hold it in my hand, pointing it down at the lotion smeared on my body while the camera clicks, but I will not give him the satisfaction of a playful tug.

“I see you got my little girl warmed up,” says a voice behind Tommy. I look up and see Burke Sierra standing in the doorway, a plush white robe on his shoulders and a broad smile on his handsome face. I can’t help but smile back.

“Doing my best, Mr. Sierra,” Tommy says. He’s such a suck-up.

Burke claps Tommy on the shoulder and steps around him, then leans down to give me a kiss. He has to bend way down, and even then, I still have to go up on my tiptoes to reach his lips. He puts an arm around my waist and says, “Allow me to escort you to the pool deck, young lady; I do believe that a sun chair, a piña colada, and the Ebony Anaconda await you.”

I can’t help but giggle a little as he leads me out of the shower, and I give Tommy a little wave and shake of my ass as I go by. Somehow I think that Burke will make for a more satisfying shooting partner, and a piña colada sure sounds nice.


twelve
Tommy
[image: ]


There’s a chill in the air, and it’s not just the breeze coming in through the window. I thought things were clicking along pretty good for a while; still shoots are always kind of sucky, but it seemed like we were making the best of it. We even got in a few laughs – it’s rare that I even get to talk to my partner during a stills shoot.

Watching Zoe walk out with Burke, her ass wiggling, gives my dick another jolt. I could just let the tool shrink back to its resting state – I probably should, I’ve got a video shoot with Kati tomorrow afternoon and I’d like to make that pop shot count – but there were some genuinely hot moments in the shoot with Zoe before things got cold. Getting a load out will help clear my head.

I wait until the crew has finished moving their lighting equipment out of the bathroom, and then I turn on the shower and step in. The warm water feels good on my back. I close my eyes and rest one hand against the wall while I grab my cock, picturing Zoe’s face while I was going down on her; I don’t think she came, but I think she was close, and I’d sure like to try getting her closer.

“Do you … do you mind if I watch?”

I jump and look behind me. The cute assistant is standing in the doorway, a look of mixed discomfort and excitement on her face. Her nipples are poking through the damp fabric of her tank top and the tip of her tongue is poking out between her teeth.

I flash her a smile and say, “Sure, I like an audience.” I soap up my hands and spread the lather along my shaft and balls, then give my cock a few strokes. The assistant is all eyes, staring hard at my cock, and I can’t help but laugh a little; usually the crew gets bored with the naked talent pretty fast.

“That was a hot scene,” she says. She has her shorts unbuttoned and a hand sliding under the waistband.

“It had its moments,” I say, giving some lazy pulls on my balls before taking another long, slow stroke of my cock. “You probably don’t work much porn, do you?”

“Um, no … how can you tell?”

“It’s pretty obvious,” I say. “You’re supposed to be bored with the sex.”

“Oh.”

I nod at her hand struggling to get into her shorts. “You can get comfortable,” I say, “I don’t mind.”

She blushes, but wiggles out of her shorts and panties anyway and hops up onto the sink facing me, legs spread. She has a cute pussy: a little hairy for porn, but the carpet matches the drapes, with a nice tangle of auburn hair above her slit. She has nice thick lips and a prominent clit, which she’s strumming with her fingers. I don’t get a lot of civilian pussy, and it’s kind of refreshing to see some that isn’t shaved and buffed and waxed to a plastic shine.

“It looked like you were really into going down on her,” she says. Her breath is a little ragged, and she has two fingers inside her cunt now in addition to the fingers stroking her clit.

“I like to eat pussy,” I say, stroking in time with her fingers.

“I think she was going to come – I wish Philippe had let her come.”

“Me too.” I think about the way Zoe tasted, the way her pubic hair tickled my nose while I worked my tongue inside her.

“She’s got such a cute little ass.”

“I have to agree,” I say, picking up my pace a little. The assistant speeds up too, and there’s a little froth around the fingers that are working in and out.

“And your dick is nice. It’s so big!”

Clearly she hasn’t seen the Ebony Anaconda yet, but I don’t mind a compliment. “Thank you,” I say, giving my cock a nice long stroke. “And your pussy is very pretty.”

She moans then and closes her eyes. Her legs shake and her fingers are a blur. I don’t know if this is as hot as Zoe’s solo scenes on FanBlast, but it’s definitely pretty close; that it’s totally against the rules, or at least against the norms, makes it that much hotter: secret sex on a porn set is definitely a weird vibe, and I like it. I also like the way a woman looks when she’s coming, and the assistant is coming hard.

I’m pretty close myself, but I hold it in until she’s finished and ready to pay attention again; she wanted to watch, and I want to give her a good show. She slows down, breathing deeply, and opens her eyes; she’s blushing, and looks like she’s about to apologize, when I say, “I don’t want you to miss this.”

I hold my balls tight against the base of my cock and give the shaft some fast, soapy strokes. Then I stop, making sure I’m looking her in the eyes, and push my hips out. This is kind of a stunt pop shot, one I usually save for when I get a rare solo gig, but I feel like she deserves my best: hands free, with a few squeezes of my ass muscles, I let the jizz fly in a graceful arc from my cock and splash onto the floor near her feet. It’s a good orgasm, the kind that makes me dizzy and shaky, and I have to steady myself against the wall. The assistant applauds, then hops off the sink to grab me a towel.

“How long have you two been a couple?” the assistant asks as she buttons up her shorts.

“A couple? Me and Zoe? We’re not a couple, I just met her.”

“Really? I was catching some vibes, there was real passion there …”

I shrug. “I guess we’re just professionals, you know?”

“I guess. Sorry, you’re really cute together. And with the other stars being coupled up, I just thought …”

I wipe the soap off my hands and cock with the towel and give her a smile. “It’s OK, and if you thought we were a couple while we were fucking, it just means we were all doing our jobs right.”

The assistant nods awkwardly, then says, “Well, anyway, thanks for letting me get off like that, and for the show.”

“Any time,” I say, and smile as I watch her hurry out to the pool where Philippe is already shooting Burke Sierra going down on Zoe Chapelle, her head thrown back as she lounges on a deck chair.
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Iexperience my third ever on-set orgasm, by the pool, when Burke is going down on me. And also my fourth, legs over his shoulders and feet pointed at the sky while he plows me with that giant cock. I'm afraid I'm going to pass out, and I can’t stop giggling when he wipes the sweat off my forehead, a concerned look on his face.

“You okay, baby?” he asks.

“Holy fuck,” is all I can say.

The photographer — a different one, British I think, based on the way he makes harrumphing noises and glares at us with his arms crossed — seems to be extremely annoyed at the way Burke just gave me the most amazing fuck of my short porn career. Apparently, though, if you're a Golden Age star like Burke Sierra, and one of Wolfgang Zemper's darlings, you can get away with giving the fresh young starlet a thrill, the way you can't if you're just a young stunt cock.

I am extremely grateful for Burke's privilege, and for his tongue and dick.

"Can we please, please, please," the photographer whines, "get back on the pre-arranged shooting schedule?"

"Sorry, brother," Burke says, propping himself on an elbow while his finger runs a lazy circle around my still-stiff nipple. "I just couldn't help myself with this fine young thing." Then he looks down at me with the biggest, darkest, kindest eyes, and says, "What did you say your name was again, darlin'?"

I giggle, still riding the afterglow of those orgasms and thinking there might be more where those came from based on the way I'm buzzing again from just his fingers fondling my tits.

"Zoe," I whisper, "Zoe Chapelle, but you can call me anything you want, Mr. Burke, if you fuck me like that again ..."

He makes a growling sound deep in his throat and bends down to kiss me; I can taste myself on his lips, tangy and hot, and I think I'm going to faint dead away when his tongue pushes into my mouth.

"Really," the photographer says, sounding as aggrieved as if someone got his tea-and-scones order wrong or spilled clotted cream on his tweed dungarees. "Can we please resume the still photography session?"

Burke sighs and pulls his mouth away from mine.

"As you wish, m'lord," Burke says. "How would you like us to proceed?"

"On your sides, please," the photographer says, still sounding pissy, "we need some close-ups."

"I think we can do that, can't we, Zoe?" Burke says. He lifts my leg up by the thigh and pulls it toward him, hooking my knee over his hip, and suddenly that big, beautiful cock is nestled right up against my pussy. The head grazes my clit, and I swear I might just come again ...

"That was a hot scene you were doing in the shower with Tommy," Burke whispers in my ear while he drags his shaft along my quivering lips.

"You ... you saw that?" I stammer. My cheeks start to turn a little red.

"Oh, yeah — me and half the crew. Really fucking hot."

"I ... I guess it was, at first."

"That boy was totally into you and your fine little body," Burke says. He nibbles at my throat and I groan, opening myself wider to him as he teases me with the thick tip of his cock.

"It was a little weird," I say. I start to reach a hand between my legs, hoping to guide Burke's cock back inside me, but the photographer makes a "tut-tut" noise and slaps my fingers.

"What's weird about a young man enjoying your delightful charms? Especially when you seemed to be enjoying his?"

I let out a sigh, thinking of how it felt to have Tommy's face between my legs. He was enjoying himself, and I was definitely enjoying what he was doing. If we had been anywhere other than a porn set, I would have grabbed his hair and pulled his face so tight against my cunt that there's a good chance he would have smothered to death. And based on the noises he was making, sending vibrations all through my body, I think he would have died happy.

"The vibes got weird," I say when I can catch my breath, "when we were fucking."

"Vibes in the stills are always weird," Burke says, "especially when you're fucking. I take it you don't do a lot of still shots?"

"Not on the sets I work on," I say. "It's all wham-bam-thank-you-ma'am, here's your check, we'll call you next time my mom is away so we can use the basement again."

Burke laughs against my throat, then slips the tip of his cock into me. I shiver, wanting to slide his entire length into me again, but he stays poised on the edge of penetration.

"Old Wolfie runs his sets a little different than that," Burke says. "Very slow and methodical, definitely takes his time. But we still manage to do some good fucking."

"I'll say." I gasp when a little more of Burke's cock slides into me, and the hand he's been holding on my belly slides a little lower, the fingers just grazing the base of my clit. "I'm getting some seriously good fucking now ..."

The photographer harrumphs again as Burke pushes deeper into me. A shudder races through my body.

"I'm looking forward to seeing you and Tommy get a little friskier in your video shoots," Burke says. He's pushing deeper now, despite the photographer's grumpy noises, and I push my ass against him, urging him to fuck me like he did when I first got to the patio. "There's some serious chemistry there. Reminds me of when me and Kati were brand new to the biz ..."

He's still talking, his voice a low, rumbling hum against my neck, but my brain is no longer able to process any words. All I can think about is Burke Sierra's beautiful length filling me, his strong arms wrapped around me, and — surprisingly — Tommy's mouth devouring me in the shower.
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I’ve got the rest of the afternoon free – not a bad day’s work, all in all. Definitely beats the car detailing job I had before I got into this business. I always get a little hungry after a shoot – I supposed it burns more calories to do stills than video or normal fucking, having to hold those poses in awkward positions – so I head into the villa to rummage through the kitchen.

While I’m slapping together a sandwich – slice up some tomatoes, grab some ham left over from yesterday’s service table, spread a little mustard – Fannie and Marcus come in from the pool. Fannie is wearing a tiny little blue bikini – really more a suggestion of a bikini than the real thing – and Marcus has on those tight little swim trunks that I’ve only ever seen European men wear. His impressive tattoos are on full display: an intricate Chinese dragon stretches across his back, wings on his shoulder blade, eyes in the small of his back, tail disappearing into his shorts and then reappearing to coil around his right leg; he has colorful sleeves on both arms that look like twining hibiscus flowers, terminating at his fingers; it must have taken days, maybe weeks, on the tattoo artist’s table to get all that work done.

They walk past me toward the island in the middle of the kitchen, barely acknowledging my presence. Fannie leans into Marcus, head on his shoulder and arm around his waist, and he has his palm against her back, fingers gently massaging her. They exchange a kiss against the island, and then Marcus looks back at me.

“Hey, Timmy,” he says.

“Tommy. Hi, Marcus, what’s up?”

“Not too much, man. You work today?”

“Stills with Zoe,” I say.

“Oh great, was it a fun session?”

I shrug and take a bite of my sandwich. “It wasn’t bad, you know? My legs are pretty sore, lots of standing stuff.”

“She seems like a weird choice for this shoot,” Fannie says. “All of her vids seem pretty skanky, you know?”

“I think she cleans up nice,” I say. “She’s taking the shoot really seriously – she read the script and everything.”

“Oh, that damn script!” Fannie says, and laughs. “Wolfie is trying too hard to do all this plot shit when all the fans really want is to see Kati and Burke going at it. He should have just done a couples-in-paradise thing, some showcase scenes with Kati and Burke, me and Marcus, no need for any story at all, just beautiful sex on a tropical island.” She leans into Marcus and nibbles his shoulder, and he reaches down to cup her ass, which is fully exposed by the little blue floss she’s wearing.

“Uh huh,” I say. Nice that she writes me and Zoe out of her little fantasy movie. I take a bite of my sandwich and go rooting in the refrigerator for something to drink.

“We have the whole day off,” she continues, “no scenes for us until tomorrow.”

“So we are going to go upstairs to practice,” Marcus says, turning to face Fannie and grabbing her ass with both hands. She giggles and leans into him, lifting a long, smooth leg up toward his waist. They kiss, first soft nibbles and then some more passionate kisses with lots of tongue; I sigh and look for a plate in the cupboard. The walls in the guest villa are thin enough that I think I’d rather take my sandwich to go.

#

I head out toward the pool deck, away from the patio where Zoe and Burke are still doing stills. I can hear her giggling, and the photographer — some grumpy British dude — grumbling under his breath. I don't know if that's better or worse than getting yelled at in French; I'm guessing that Burke, owing to his legendary star status, is getting better treatment than I got. And it sure sounds like Zoe is getting some good treatment from Burke; I feel my cock stirring in my shorts, clearly not completely exhausted after that pleasant little wank with the photographer's assistant.

Kati is lying on a lounge chair by the pool with a broad-brimmed hat on her wavy brown hair and big sunglasses perched on her nose, tits out and glowing in the sunlight. I can't tell if she's sleeping or awake, so I tiptoe past her and sit under an umbrella at the far end of the deck with my sandwich and the soda I snagged out of the fridge.

"Is that the famous Tommy Dare sitting way over there?"

I look up when I hear Kati's voice. She's slid a little more upright, lifting her sunglasses up and squinting toward me. I notice some streaks of silver running through her hair, and some laugh lines around her eyes and mouth, but somehow that only makes her hotter; Kati exudes confidence and experience in every move she makes. Most women only last a couple of years in the industry; that she's been at it, off and on, for longer than I've been alive, is miraculous and amazing.

"Nah," I say, "it's the relatively unknown Tommy Dare, stealing a sandwich after getting his ears boxed by that French photographer. And getting a tongue lashing from Zoe Chapelle, and not the fun kind."

Kati chuckles and pulls her sunglasses off.

"It can't have been as bad as that," she says. "Word on the set is that you two were pretty hot."

"Well, that's what I thought," I say. "But Zoe had other opinions."

"I find that hard to believe," says Kati. "Based on what I heard from Burke ..."

I sigh and take a sip of my soda.

"Burke is probably putting a good spin on it," I say. "It was pretty fun for a while there, when the photographer let us go a little off the script, but she got pretty cold at the end."

"It's a new experience for her," Kati says, "all this crew, having a script and a schedule. She's still getting used to something that's a lot more high end than the stuff she's been shooting. I remember when Wolfie hired me for ‘Penelope the Pirate Queen’; I'd been doing these dumb little stag films, probably a lot like the gonzo shoots Zoe's used to, and suddenly I had to learn lines and do multiple takes and sit around on the set between scenes. It was fucking exhausting. Zoe just needs some time to get comfortable with a whole new process."

"Stag movies, huh?" I say. "I've heard about those. Like, guys would rent out a movie projector and play them in the frat house basement?"

"How old do you think I am, Tommy Dare?" Kati says, putting her hand against her chest in mock indignation. "I'll have you know, these were not on film at all, they were sold on VHS tapes with plain black boxes and no labels. Maybe Betamax, too, there were still some of those floating around."

I laugh and say, "My folks had a VHS player. I don't think they had any stag movies, though. Maybe hidden in a closet someplace ..."

"VHS changed everything," says Kati. "Totally blew up the market; suddenly there were a ton of cheapo skin flicks being sold out of the back of the video stores, and you didn't have to go to those skanky theaters or disgusting video booths anymore to watch people fuck. Perfectly respectable accountants and their wives in the suburbs could watch me bang in the privacy of their own homes."

"And now they can goon out with a laptop and a phone," I say.

"Yes," says Kati, rolling her eyes, "progress, I guess. But ‘Penelope the Pirate Queen’ played at actual theaters, too — me and Burke went to the premier at a theater on Santa Monica Boulevard, all dressed up like Hollywood stars. It was kind of classy."

"I'm guessing the movie we're making now won't be playing in any theaters."

Kati shrugs. "Wolfie has plans. He dreams and schemes. And I think you and Zoe are part of that scheme. People don't want to just watch old farts like us fuck. And if the chemistry was half as hot as Burke says ..."

"Burke is far too kind," I say, taking a bite of my sandwich and chewing thoughtfully. There was some chemistry, I think, before I fucked it up. "But maybe he's right."

"He knows chemistry when he sees it," Kati says, giving me a wink before dropping her sunglasses over her eyes and sliding back down the lounge chair.
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Iprop my laptop up on the little writing desk and log on to FanBlast, then set up my little portable ring lights. Wolfgang didn't say that I could cam from the villa, but he didn't say I couldn't, either. The contract for this movie is really good — that I even got a contract instead of just a Venmo or a handful of cash is pretty amazing — but it doesn't pay out until we wrap up, and I'm going to be nervous until the paycheck hits my bank account. I can get some fast coin on FanBlast, and a little pick-me-up of fan love, too, so I figure a few minutes on cam won't hurt anyone.

After I log in, I start a stream in the super fan room; I've got some stories to tell, and I think the high rollers are going to be most appreciative. It takes a few minutes for people to drift in — it's only five in the evening back home, and most of my fans are on West Coast time so probably aren't expecting a show yet. It's also the middle of the week, so I'm adjusting expectations for the audience size.

When I've got ten fans in the room — a tiny number compared to what I usually get, but it will do — I switch on the mic and my lights. I move to the bed with the laptop and sit cross-legged in front of it, tuck the loose hair behind my ears, lean in to the camera, and start.

"Hey, Team Zoe! Thanks for checking in, I've got a short, special show for you — I hope you like a little exclusive access!"

Some thumbs up and heart emojis scroll up the screen, and I give them a big smile.

"So, I know I said I was going to be off for a few weeks on a big shoot, but I had a really awesome day today, so I want to share with my biggest fans. I can't tell you where I am or who I'm shooting with, but if you're a fan of quality porn — and you wouldn't be watching me if you weren't, right? — you'd definitely recognize a bunch of the names around me. And if you're a fan of classic porn — have I got any Gen Xers on the call? — you'll be even more jazzed to see this when it comes out.

"Anyway, this is a quality shoot with a big budget and lots of crew. In addition to some big name stars, bigger than yours truly. Like, usually I'm shooting POV stuff with the guy who's fucking me doing the camera work with his iPhone, or at most there's a rented camera in some guy's rec room. I mean, you're fans, you've seen my stuff, right? So this set up is pretty wild! They even had a buffet table when I got here — like, usually if there's a bowl of M&Ms on set, I'm lucky.

"So today we were doing what they call 'stills'; not the actual scenes that are going to be in the movie, but posing for the pics that will show up as a gallery or in a magazine or something, I don't know. It was really weird, I've never done anything like it before."

"So just modeling?" comes a text message from JJNutter, a name I recognize as a good tipper.

"Oh no, there was fucking! But it was weird fucking, right? Like, the photographer — this French dude who was constantly yelling at us, in French — is making us stop and start, and hold still, and change poses. It was kind of fucked up, at least the first scene I did. I mean, it started OK, I guess, I thought the guy was pretty cute ..."

"Do we know him?" asks SirWanksALot. Also a good tipper.

"Maybe? Like, I don't know what you guys watch or anything; I've never shot with him before, but I've seen him — he usually does the best-friend's-brother stuff, or maybe a pool boy with a MILF, kind of a stoner dude."

My laptop screens suddenly lights up with names scrolling by, and I have to laugh at some that are showing up: too old, too famous, too dead ... When "Tommy Dare" flashes by I put on my best poker face.

"Okay, dudes, dudes, cool it!" I say. "I can neither confirm nor deny any of those names. Well, except the ones who are dead, sorry ... You'll just have to wait until this movie comes out. Anyway, I was saying ..."

I settle cross-legged on the bed and lean back so they can see my little halter top, and I bite my lip; there are always tips when I bite my lip. A couple of gold coin icons flash across the screen.

"Shooting the stills was kind of fucked up. The dude I was shooting with started off really good — he has some serious tongue game! — and I was right on the edge for the longest time. Then we went into the shower, where they spritzed us with cold water, and we did some really hot kissing. The photographer had us do some standing positions, and it felt really good, even if we couldn't move very much; slow and kind of sensual, not like the fucking I usually do on set.

"But then it all kind of went south, and I was left high and dry when we had to do all these weird poses with his dick pointing at me while they squirted lotion on my belly. Oh, maybe I shouldn't have said that — did you know that sometimes in the stills, they use fake cum? Actually, come to think of it, sometimes in the action clips, too ..."

A bunch of laughing emojis scroll by, and some blue squirts, a couple of eggplants.

"Anyway," I continue, "the dude offered to finish for real on me when it was over; like, he could have offered to finish me for real!"

I close my eyes and bite my lip again. Tommy's tongue really did feel good, and my pussy trembles at the memory. If we'd been fucking for real, if he'd been able to wrap his lips around my clit and slip a finger (or two) inside me, I would have gushed all over his face. Maybe it's not his fault I didn't get off during the shoot, but it's totally his fault for not offering to help me out when it was done. Thank god for Burke Sierra ...

"So anyway," I continue, shifting my hips so the camera picks up the little short-shorts I'm wearing, my tummy visible between the waistband and the bottom of my halter top. "After the stills with the first dude — and I did not let him jizz on me! — I went out on the patio. Did I tell you we're in this amazing villa on a tropical island, with big beautiful windows and an amazing view of the ocean and palm trees and shit? I know I have all the palm trees I could ever want at home in San Diego, but those always look ... brown, you know? Like, whoever was supposed to be watering them decided to just go get high instead and left the plants to wilt? But these palm trees, they're lush and green and they sway in the wind, and everything smells like flowers and salt water and the breeze is cool and the sun is warm and ... fuck, it's nice, you know?

"Anyway ... I went out on the patio, where there's a little swimming pool — there's a bigger one down the path to the guest house, I'll try to get pics of it for you guys, it's so sweet! — so, I go out on the patio, and there's this guy there, huge guy, bald head, broad shoulders, big smile, skin like polished mahogany. Older guy, little wrinkles around his eyes, and his eyes sparkle like nothing I've ever seen. He's sitting on a lounge chair next to a lady that I know you Gen-Xers out there spilled a lot of jizz to when you were young — I'll bet you saved the magazines with the pages stuck together, probably hidden under your mattresses. I mean, she's porn star royalty, you know?"

More names start scrolling by — I guess my audience is older than I thought! — and Kati Kumbuquets is called out more than a few times. Oh, they're going to love this movie when it comes out ...

"Stop, stop, stop!" I say. "I told you I can't name names! But if you're fans of any of those ladies, you're going to want to grab this movie as soon as you can. So, this dude and the porn queen chick, I guess they were an item back in the day, and they're kind of getting reacquainted, smooching and cuddling, it's really cute. But when I come out on the patio, still kind of flushed and sweaty from that bullshit not-quite-fucking I was doing with the dude who offered to wank off on me, this dude immediately gets up, gives the porn goddess a kiss, and comes over to me and picks me up like I weigh nothing at all and spins me around and he says, 'Baby, I'm going to make sure you remember this day for a very long time.'"

My pussy tingles, remembering how I felt in Burke Sierra's arms, wrapped in them like they were the warmest blanket in the world. I felt tiny and safe, and I wanted him to spin me around in circles forever. I close my eyes and sigh, biting my lip again. The pinging sound of tips rolling into my jar brings me around.

"So anyway," I say, "out on the patio we were doing more stills, and it was more of the same bullshit as before, but this guy knew what he was doing, unlike the previous dude. When the photographer, this grumpy British dude, was setting up his gear and yelling about the lights or shadows or some shit, this guy was totally focused on me, licking my nipples and stroking my ass and, oh fuck, what his fingers could do between my legs."

I shift my hips and lean close to the camera on my laptop.

"You guys wanna see what he was doing?" I ask, winking at the camera. The emojis absolutely explode across the screen, and the tokens start piling up across the bottom with the ching-ching-ching sound effect, and I have to laugh at the enthusiasm. These are my top fans, after all, and they know what I'm offering and they're enthusiastic as fuck to see it.

And thinking about Burke and his Ebony Anaconda has me just as enthusiastic.

"Okay, I think that's a 'yes,'" I say. I hop up on my knees and tuck my thumbs in the waistband of my shorts. "So let me show you what I remember, because he might have burned up a whole bunch of my brain cells and some things are a little foggy after the first orgasm ..."
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Iwas sitting by the pool by Kati, finishing my soda, when I felt my phone ping in my pocket. I pulled it out to look at the notification, and saw that it was from FanBlast: "Exclusive Zoe Chapelle chat starts in ten minutes! Top fans only!"

"What the fuck?" I muttered to myself.

Kati lifted her glasses again and gave me a quizzical look. I tucked my phone back in my pocket.

"Nothing," I say, "it's nothing, just a, um, a reminder my rent is coming due in a week. I've got automatic payments set up, though, so it always annoys me when those reminders show up ..."

Kati raises an eyebrow and says, "I'm not a fan of any sort of reminders or alerts or buzzing. Nothing's that important."

"Yeah, you're probably right," I say, stealing a glance at my watch. If I hurry, I can get back to my room in time for the chat.

"Anyway," I say, pushing myself up from my chair and grabbing the empty plate I snagged for my sandwich. "I'm going to go get a little rest before supper. It's been a busy day."

"That it has, Tommy Dare," Kati says, settling into the lounge chair again. "That it has indeed."

#

The cam show has already started by the time I get back to my room, lock the door, and grab my phone, but Chloe hasn't closed it to new logins yet. I use my usual lurker handle, "DuckyLuck38," to sign on, and pop in my earbuds.

She's sitting cross-legged on her bed — Right upstairs, I think, Zoe Chapelle is sitting on her bed and doing a cam show right upstairs ... — and talking about her first day on the set. The light coming through the window makes her blonde hair sparkle and her blue eyes shine, and when she talks, her hands flutter around like little birds. Sometimes she pauses and bites her lip, and I feel my heart flutter.

I glance at the corner of my phone screen, where my current coin balance is; I don't want to feed the FanBlast beast and top up until the check for this shoot clears, but I want to show Zoe some appreciation, too. There are enough virtual tokens in the kitty, I decide, and I tap the tip button a few times then next time she does that little move with her mouth.

She's getting to the part in her story of the day when we got together for our stills shoot that was incredibly hot, until it wasn't. Part of me wants to log off right away — do I really need to hear this? — but I'm also curious about where she'll go with the story. Of course, she'll play it up into something dramatic that the audience will like, so it might not be a real look into the workings of Zoe Chapelle's mind, but it might be a useful piece of information that I can work with.

"I've never shot with him before," Zoe is saying about me, "but I've seen him: he usually does the best-friend's-brother stuff, or maybe pool boy with a MILF, kind of a stoner dude."

Stoner dude ... which is probably fair. I've never been a feature player on set, not like Marcus Manslinger: average body, average dick, good enough for a casting couch vid or a quickie for some up-and-coming-but-not-there-yet starlet. My job is to keep the sight lines clear, come on cue, and fade into the background; I don't do the fancy stuff Marcus is famous for, the standing pile drivers and aerial wheelbarrows and vertical sixty-nines. I'm strictly oral, mish, doggie, and cowgirl, positions that show off my partner but not me.

The people in the cam room try to guess who I am, and I have to laugh at some of the names they throw out: Rick Deep retired years ago, Duke Rush is a six-foot-six muscle dude whose signature move requires two spotters and a special waiver from the female talent, and Carson Cox ... well, that car accident was a long time ago, too. My name does fly by, but Zoe doesn't give any indication they've guessed right.

She waves her hand and giggles, telling them to stop, then continues with the story of our stills shoot. She says "he has some serious tongue game," and that makes my cock stir in my shorts. I'm sure Zoe Chapelle is a good judge of someone's oral skills, and getting a good score from her is definitely a mood booster. Eating Zoe's pussy was a mood booster, too, and I wish I could have spent the afternoon exploring all the twists and turns of her delicate lips, nibbled at her stiff clit until she was begging for release, and then bathed my face in her tangy juices while she quivered under me. My cock is fully hard now, and I fumble one-handed with the button and zipper on my shorts, desperate to release my erection.

I take my cock in my hand and stroke while I listen to Zoe describe our shoot. I think about how her lips felt against mine, how her body fit so perfectly into my arms, the way she shivered when they sprayed us with water and pressed herself into me, her hard nipples brushing my skin. A little droplet of pre-cum is already quivering at the tip of my dick, and I use my thumb to smear it over the head while I lose myself in the memories. Zoe looks a little lost in the memories, too, her eyes closed and her voice soft.

"Anyway," Zoe suddenly says, "the dude offered to finish for real on me when it was over; like, he could have offered to finish me for real!"

And my heart sinks. I should have offered to finish her, I should have thrown her down on the wet shower tiles and buried my face between her legs. I could have had her quivering and gasping in seconds, eating her for real, not that stupid pantomime with my tongue sticking out an inch from her clit and my fingers tugging her lips apart. I do have a serious tongue game, Zoe Chapelle, and you've only had a taste of what I can do.

Now she's talking about her stills with Burke, and her eyes are glazed with the memory of the delight. I barely caught a glimpse of the action on the patio, and heard just a hint of Zoe's gasping cries — it was pretty clear Burke Sierra wasn't about to leave her high and dry, the way one Tommy Dare did. She's unbuttoning her top, releasing those pert little breasts that I only barely got to sample today, and she's reaching behind her for one of my favorite toys that she uses on cam: a thick, veiny dildo with a wicked curve that her little hand can barely fit around.

"You guys wanna see what he was doing?" she whispers, her voice husky and sultry as she leans toward the camera. I want to reach through my phone screen and touch her mouth, taste her lips, pull her body to me and wrap it tightly in my arms.

"He could have offered to finish me for real," I hear Zoe say again, her words an indictment of my royal fuck-up.

My cock is starting to wilt in my fist, despite the image of Zoe teasing her nipples with the tip of the dildo, despite the promise of so much more to come in Zoe's show. I give it a couple of half-hearted pumps, but it's pretty clear that I'm not going to recover what was a promising erection. I toss more virtual coins into Zoe's tip jar — not enough to make up for the shoot so far — and DuckyLuck38 logs off.
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Dinner tonight is out on the patio again, right where Burke Sierra gave me the royal treatment this afternoon. The cushions where he fucked me have disappeared, but I can still picture the scene, still feel his big, firm hands on my body and his hard, quivering cock in my pussy. I can't help but smile and imagine what more he has in store for me over the coming days.

After my cam show, where I gave my fans a pretty good review of my afternoon with the help of Big Billy, my favorite dildo, I took a shower, flipped through the feeds on my phone, and spent some time staring out the window at the perfect blue water and perfect white clouds. I've only got a few days in paradise, and I need to bank away every image and sensation I can, so I have something to draw on when I'm back to the dull gray grind of my real life.

Wolfgang is seated already, as well as Burke and Kati, who are holding hands across the table and giggling at some secret joke. Tommy shows up not long after I do, dressed in a blue polo and white shorts, but even though I give him a smile — I'm still buzzing from the high of a good cam show and the glow of Burke Sierra's attentions, so I'm willing to forgive him for the shitty shoot this morning — he doesn't meet my eyes and sits as far away from me as he can.

Fannie and Marcus show up next, Fannie wearing a green bikini with a sheer, flowing shirt, Marcus bare-chested and wearing only his tight little swim trunks, all of his tattoos glowing in the golden sun. They settle in between Tommy and me. Fannie has the script in her hand — I recognize the blue plastic cover, "Zemper Productions" printed in a flowing script along the bottom edge — and she drops it with a thud in the middle of the table.

"I've made some edits," Fannie says, sliding the script down the table toward Wolfgang. "Since your writing team doesn't seem up to the job."

Wolfgang sighs and leans across the table to take the script. He sets it on the ground beside his chair without looking at it.

"The shooting schedule will have to change," Fannie says, folding her arms across her chest. "Marcus and I will need the mobile crew all day tomorrow, at the cove on the south side of the island."

Wolfgang sighs. He takes his steel-rimmed glasses off and polishes them against his shirt cuff, holds them up to squint at them, and then polishes them some more. After he returns the glasses to their perch on his long, narrow nose, he fixes Fannie with an intense gaze and sighs again.

"Fannie Hawkins," he says, rolling her name slowly on his tongue, "Fannie, Fannie Hawkins ... you are a talented actress."

Fannie smiles, uncrossing her arms so she can run a finger through her platinum blonde hair and tuck a strand behind her ears.

"You certainly bring many gifts to this production," Wolfgang continues, "your considerable fame, not the least of them. The name 'Fannie Hawkins' on this production, with the promise of your carnal genius on display, will certainly be crucial to our success when this film goes to market."

Fannie is practically glowing now, a wide smile stretching her dark red lips. Marcus has his hand on her shoulder, the hibiscus flowers inked on his fingers opening and closing as he gently kneads her flesh.

"However, Fannie Hawkins," Wolfgang says, taking his glasses off again and leaning his elbows on the table, "you are not the scriptwriter on this production. Neither are you the cinematographer, the costume coordinator, the location scout, the director, nor the producer. You are the talent, and very talented at what you do. And what you do, primarily, is fuck. We all have a part to play if this venture is to be a success, Fannie Hawkins; please play your part, and your part alone."

I glance around the table, wide-eyed at the little lecture Wolfgang has just delivered to Fannie Hawkins. Fannie Hawkins, owner of a dozen Golden Dong and Hot Number awards; Fannie Hawkins, always one of the top three or four most sought after adult film stars; Fannie Hawkins, whose fame has escaped the narrow little world of the industry and made her known to the wider world.

Jesus.

Kati is trying to stifle a laugh into her elbow, and doing a poor job of it; Burke is smiling serenely, eyes on Kati. Tommy appears to be fiddling with his napkin in his lap. Fannie and Marcus are both fuming, cheeks red and eyes dark; the dragon wing tattoos on Marcus's neck and shoulders twitch, as if he's about to take flight, and Fannie's jaw is working soundlessly, lips pursed, as if she's about to answer with a scathing rejoinder of her own.

The estate staff appear at that moment, a pair of dark-haired men in matching white shirts and black slacks, bearing bowls and plates and platters. Behind them is a woman, her brown hair pulled back in a bun, with a wine bottle cradled in the crook of her arm.

For a few minutes, the click of forks and knives and the tinkle of wine glasses replaces the deafening silence that fell over the table after Wolfgang's words. The bowls on the table hold a sweet-smelling salad of greens and fruit, drizzled with some sort of nectar-like dressing; there are plates of cut bread and soft buns, still warm, and a plate with the most delicious butter I've ever tasted. Tommy is silently spreading butter on a bun, taking a big bite each time his knife finishes refreshing the smear. Kati and Burke have resumed their whispering and giggling, lifting forkfuls of cut fruit to each other's lips. Fannie and Marcus continue to scowl and glower, their forks and knives lying untouched beside their empty plates.

"Another important piece of business," Wolfgang suddenly says, laying his fork across his plate almost soundlessly, "is a reminder that this is a closed set, for the entire production period. There are to be no photographs taken of the estate, the sets, the crew, or the talent. And certainly no transmissions are to leave this island."

His piercing blue eyes lock onto mine, and I look down at my plate, feeling my cheeks burn. He knows about the cam show, I think, chewing my lip.

"I suppose that the contract may not have been clear," Wolfgang continues, "because the template was devised long ago, when we were still making films like 'Penelope the Pirate Queen,' and smuggling out a camcorder or film camera would have been far too difficult for the paltry reward for some leaked footage or stills. The times have changed, and now I feel eyes and ears are everywhere, and mouths eager to spill secrets best kept until the final product's release.

"There will be no more warnings. If I hear of anything — anything — that could compromise the security of this production, the parties responsible will be removed from the premises, and from the final film, immediately. Is that clear to everyone?"

I let my eyes flit up from my plate and see that Wolfgang is still staring directly at me, a frown turning down his lips and a dark cast to his eyes. Tears sting my eyes, and I look down again, feeling my lip quiver as I choke back a sob.

"Going forward," Wolfgang says, "the estate's communication network is locked down on a need-only basis to certain of the crew. I think you will find that we are isolated enough that no other signals reach us, at least not strongly enough to pose a risk. I trust this will not be a great inconvenience to any of you, as you will be kept quite busy for the duration of the filming."

I hear some grumbling — mostly from Marcus and Fannie — and close my eyes. You are such a fuck up, Zoe Chapelle, I think. Such a fucking fuck up. This shoot is the opportunity of a lifetime, my one chance to break out of the terrible rut I've put myself in and launch my career into the same tier as Fannie and, maybe someday, even Kati, and I risked it all for a stupid little cam show. The intimate buzz of my little circle of fans listening to me talk about my first day on a big shoot and watching me get myself off with Big Billy is worth nothing compared to this big break.

My stomach is tied up in knots, and I'm half afraid I'm going to puke, right here on Wolfgang Zemper's beautiful patio in paradise. There's no way I'm going to be able to choke down another bite of food; not tonight, maybe not ever.

After a few minutes, when the sounds of the dinner have returned more or less to normal — Kati and Burke giggling, Tommy picking at his salad now, Marcus and Fannie mumbling under their breath to each other, and Wolfgang sipping quietly at his wine — I push my chair back and drop my napkin on my half-empty plate.

"Um ... can I be excused?" I whisper, suddenly slipping into child mode. God damn it, Zoe Chapelle, you're a fucking grown up now, a little part of my brain hisses, and I say, a little more loudly, "I need to go now, I'm not feeling well."

"I'm sorry to hear that, Miss Chapelle," Wolfgang says. His voice is warm and kind, like it was in that first meeting at his office months ago. "I do hope you're not becoming ill."

"I'll be fine," I say, turning away and hurrying toward the doors. "I just need to lie down for a little bit."
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The main course arrives — a spicy blackened chicken with fragrant rice — but even though I'm definitely hungry, my appetite is gone. After Wolfgang ripped into Fannie, and then threatened to can Zoe over her cam show, I'm feeling like the other shoe is about to drop on something.

Maybe he found out about my private show this morning for the photographer's assistant? That might be OK on a typical set: it was clearly consensual, it didn't compromise any scenes, and we both enjoyed it. But somehow I don't think Wolfgang would see it that way.

Kati and Burke are still smiling and giggling; I can't hear what they're talking about, but it looks like they're catching up after a long time apart. I can't help but grin when I see the sparkle in Kati's eyes, and the way Burke can't bring himself to look away from her face and keeps fumbling with his knife and fork.

In the Fannie-Marcus corner, it's all whispers and dark looks cast in Wolfgang's direction. She gestures sometimes with her fork in the general direction of Wolfgang, Kati, and Burke, and Marcus nods in agreement. The two of them scare me a little, to be honest; I feel like they're plotting a coup, and that I'm going to have to choose sides at some point, and I really don't want to: I just want to do my scenes and have a good time before going back to the usual three-shoots-a-week grind in LA.

I've mostly picked at my food, leaving scattered bits of chicken all over my plate, when one of the staff appears over my shoulder with a slice of cake. It smells delicious, but I'm feeling too anxious to eat it. I'm picturing Zoe alone in her room, worried about being kicked off set before the shoot has even really started, and suddenly my heart aches for her.

"Hey," I say, setting down my fork and knife and looking up at the guy holding the cake, "do you think I could take that to go?"

#

I'm standing outside Zoe's door, balancing the plate with the cake in my hand, knocking with no answer.

"Hey, Zoe?" I call again. I can hear her inside, moving around the room: drawers opening and closing, the bedsprings squeaking.

No one seemed to notice when I took my dessert and left the table. Wolfgang was sitting with his back to everyone, gazing out over the estate with a glass of wine in his hand; Kati and Burke were still mooning over each other; and Fannie and Marcus had their heads bent together, mumbling their dark plots. I thought about heading back to my room for the evening, but with the wi-fi locked down, there weren't a lot of entertainment options available there. And I felt like squaring things with Zoe would do a lot to set myself at ease, and maybe her, too.

"Zoe? It's me, Tommy," I say, knocking a little more loudly. "I've got cake!"

"I'm not hungry!" she yells back, and I hear something crash in her room.

"You can save it for later," I say. "It's really good cake."

There's a pause in the noise, and then she asks, "What kind of cake?"

#

"You're right," Zoe says around a forkful of cake. "It is really good cake."

I nod and grin; it certainly smells good, fruity and sweet, and the smile it's putting on Zoe's face makes me want to smile, too. She's sitting cross-legged on the bed, holding the plate under her chin, and there's a little white smear of frosting on her lip that I would really like to lick off her.

Her room is a shambles: drawers and cupboards open, clothes piled on the bed, her suitcase open. It looks like she's in the middle of unpacking, or maybe re-packing. Her eyes look a little red, like she's been crying, and her hair is a little more tangled than it was at dinner.

"I'm sorry we got off on the wrong foot," I say. "In the shower this morning, I mean."

Zoe looks puzzled for a second, then laughs and takes another bite of the cake.

"Shit, I almost completely forgot about that," she says. "It feels like that happened weeks ago. No big deal."

"Well, it was kind of a big deal to me," I say. "I mean, it was rude to offer to ... um ..."

"To shoot your jizz on my belly?" she says. "Blow your load all over my ass? Paint my face with your baby batter?"

I can't help but laugh. "Um ... yeah, all those things."

"Again, no big deal," she says. "I've had far worse propositions. Once, a producer offered to triple my fee if I'd let the cameraman double creampie me after the shoot."

"Shit ..."

"Of course, I said no," Zoe says, waving her fork in a circle. "Even I have some limits. But I did jerk him off for an extra POV short and a couple hundred bucks. Because my limits aren't all that strict."

I laugh and sit down on the edge of the bed.

"I probably saw that short," I say. "Was the cameraman wearing a pink Hawaiian shirt?"

Zoe laughs. "He was! He shot off all over it, and I'll bet those stains never came out. That's a deep cut from the cinematic oeuvre of Zoe Chapelle, Tommy Dare — you must be a fan."

I feel my cheeks turn red, and I look down at my hands folded in my lap.

"Yeah," I say, "I guess I am."

"I'm sorry I was such a bitch to you about it," she says. "Really. This whole experience is really messing with my head, and ..."

Suddenly she stops and sets the plate on her lap. Zoe is blinking her eyes rapidly, and she drags her arm across them, smearing tears across her face.

"Shit," she says through a sniffle, "I'm such a fucking mess, I'm sorry. It's just ... I don't want to fuck this up, and I'm afraid I'm going to."

I slide a little closer and set my hand on her knee, softly and gently.

"I don't think you'll fuck it up," I say. "I think you're doing great."

"I am so far out of my league here," she says, as if she didn't hear me at all. "I mean, Kati and Burke are fucking legends, and Fannie and Marcus have their own production company and shit, and I'm just a skanky little cam-girl who does gonzo porn for cash. I'm probably not going to last through the whole shoot. I shouldn't even be here."

"Why do you say that?" I say. "Wolfgang wouldn't have cast you if he didn't think you were right for the film. And you've actually read the script. If anyone belongs here, it's you."

"That's sweet of you to say," Zoe says, resting her hand on top of mine and giving me a little smile, "but really, I'm living on the edge here. One wrong step and I'm back in my crappy apartment in San Diego. Can you believe that I did an actual fucking cam show from here?"

She motions toward the desk, where there's a ring light and a laptop. I glance at Zoe again and realize she's sitting almost exactly where she was sitting for her show. I'm considering confessing my secret identity — I'm DuckyLuck38, Zoe Cam regular and mid-range tipper — when she starts to cry again.

"I don't even know what the fucking rules are!" she blurts. "I mean, I'm used to there being no fucking rules at all, just making shit up as I go along, and now suddenly there are all these people and you have to be on time and someone else fucks with your make-up and you're not allowed to cam and what's with those fucking still shoots?"

I let out a laugh.

"Yeah," I agree, "what is with those fucking still shoots?"

Then suddenly Zoe is leaning into me, pressing her lips to mine. I taste salty tears trickling down her cheeks, and I wrap my fingers in her hair and pull her closer, hungry for more. Our tongues tangle, and she gasps, fingers pulling at the hem of my shirt. It takes all my willpower to break our kiss and pull her hands away.

"Slow down, Zoe Chapelle," I say softly, threading my fingers through hers. "I don't want to rush things."

She lets out a laugh.

"You don't want to rush things?" she says. "We've already fucked, what else is there to rush?"

"That was at work," I say. I reach a hand up to brush a tear from her cheek, then lean in for a quick kiss on her forehead. "This is different."
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Idon't know if it's the moonlight coming through the window that wakes me up, or Tommy's snoring. It's probably the snoring: I'm not used to sharing a bed for sleeping. I sit up and brush the hair out of my eyes, and look down at him stretched out beside me, his shirt twisted and his head resting on the pillow, mouth open.

My shirt and shorts are pretty twisted, too, from squirming around on the bed with Tommy, fighting over whether to pull them off or leave them on. Every time I tried to peel off his shirt or tug down my shorts, he stopped me, holding my wrists in his hands and running his lips over my throat. If I straddled him and started to lift my shirt, he'd grab me by the waist, roll over on top of me, and cover my face with kisses.

"Cool it, Zoe," he whispered in my ear while he licked my neck and ran his fingers through my hair. "We're not going to fuck tonight."

"Why not?" I demanded. I ran my hand down his back and slipped a finger under the waistband of his shorts. "I'm really good at fucking."

"I know that," he said, "and I really want to fuck you, but not tonight."

I finally gave up and settled for a really hot make-out session instead. Except it didn't feel like settling; it felt like something that I'd always wanted but didn't know was an option. Tommy's lips were warm and firm, his fingers gently tracing my spine through my shirt and tickling up and down my legs, only as far as the hem of my shorts. His body felt solid and cozy on top of me, a reassuring weight that wrapped around me and rocked me gently, sending tingles from my toes to my ears.

I'm really good at fucking, or at least I'm really good at porn fucking, but I discovered that I'm not really good at kissing. It was clumsy and awkward for a long time, our noses bumping and teeth clicking together, reducing us both to giggles. For three years now, kissing has just been the appetizer for fucking; I've had plenty of shoots where there's no kissing at all. With kissing as the main course, I was confused and baffled.

But we figured it out through trial and error, and by the time I fell asleep, nestled against Tommy's chest with his arms wrapped around me, I think I was almost a kissing expert.

I slip out of bed and go to the window to close the drapes against the moon. Outside, I can see the waves lapping at the cove below, the palm trees swaying in the gentle breeze, and I take a deep breath, locking this picture into my memory. San Diego is going to seem extra dingy after these weeks in paradise — if I can manage to last for more than a couple of days here. It's clear I don't belong here, in this world of gourmet meals and professional hairdressers and very nice men who want to cuddle and kiss until I fall asleep in their arms.

When I look back at the bed, I see that Tommy has shifted, rolling part way onto his back. There's a bulge in his shorts, and I feel the usual tingles at the sight. Part of me wants to climb onto the bed, tug his shorts down, and wake him up with my tongue on his cock. But a bigger part of me wants to climb back into bed, snuggle up against Tommy's side, and drift back to sleep.

I decide on a compromise plan. After I've closed the drapes, I strip out of my clothes and climb naked onto the sheets. Tommy's body is warm against my skin, and he stirs, a hand brushing my bare hip. I put a leg across him and kiss his cheek, and then his lips; he doesn't wake, but he lets out a sigh, and I hope I'm giving him some nice dreams. I want to climb inside his dreams and make them hot and filthy and all about me.

I kiss him again, then shiver; the night air is cool on my skin. I reach down to the foot of the bed and find a blanket we kicked down there during our make-out session and drag it over us. Tommy sighs again and shifts, his hand slipping lower and resting on my ass. I put my head against his chest and listen to his slow, steady heartbeat as I drift back to sleep.
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There's an unfamiliar ache in my shoulder, and something lying on my arm that's making my fingers fall asleep. With a groan, I try to roll over, and find my progress stopped by Zoe Chapelle, sleeping soundly beside me with her head cradled in my elbow.

For a few seconds, I'm disoriented, looking around the dim and unfamiliar room. Then I remember the night before: Zoe's flight from the dinner table, me bringing a piece of cake to her room, the two of us tangled on the bed, lips and tongues entwined. My hand slips under the thin blanket that covers us and comes to rest on Zoe's clearly very naked ass, and I'm disoriented again: I don't remember her getting naked.

I'm still in my clothes from yesterday, with a solid piece of morning wood throbbing inside my shorts. If I was in my own room, alone, I'd probably take it out for a quick rub, though I do have a scene or two on the schedule today so I should probably try to hold my ammunition. But as a guest in Zoe's room, with Zoe sleeping beside me, that seems like pushing things a few steps too far.

I slide my arm out from under her as slowly as I can, trying not to wake her. She stirs and settles, breathing softly and steadily, and little smile drifts across her lips. I prop myself on one arm and watch her sleep, her face relaxed and peaceful, her chest rising and falling with her breath. I lean down and kiss her softly on the forehead, then push myself reluctantly to my feet.

Moving as quietly as I can, I make my way across the room and sit in a chair facing the bed. I just spent the night with Zoe Chapelle — something I've imagined doing so many times — and now she's lying naked just a few feet away from me. And, even more miraculous than that, we didn't fuck.

We did kiss, though; oh, how we kissed! It's been years since I've made out with someone like that, just kissing for the sake of kissing, enjoying the warmth and touch of her lips, the closeness of her body. I think Zoe wanted more, the way she kept trying to pull off my shirt; I definitely wanted more, too, my cock absolutely aching for her. But the way I feel this morning, refreshed and happy and almost giddy with joy, I think the kissing turned out to be better than I had hoped.

With the morning light streaming through her window, I get a better look at Zoe's room than I got last night in the dim twilight. There are clothes piled on the chair beside the bed, and the wardrobe and drawers are open; her duffel bag and a smaller bag are lying open on the floor, and it looks like she's stuffed some clothes into them. It looks like she was packing, but in an angry rush; that would explain the banging I heard outside her door when I came upstairs with the cake, and the red eyes. I hope she wasn't planning to leave, just because Wolfgang gave her a hard time about the cam show.

There's a copy of the shooting schedule on the desk beside the ring light, and I reach over to grab it. She's checked off the boxes for yesterday's still shoots, and I notice with a mixture of jealousy and amusement that she's put three little hearts beside the line that says "Zoe/Burke stills - patio."

On the sheet for today, I see "Katie/Burke video - pool," "Fannie/Marcus stills - bedroom," and "Zoe/Tommy video - shower." My morning wood gives a little shiver at that; I imagine we're going to be reprising our stills shoot from yesterday morning, but this time in full motion. It sounded like there might be script edits in the works; maybe the hot standing fuck we improvised will make its way into the story. Which reminds me that I should probably take a look at the script before shooting starts ...

There's a knock on the door, and I hear a woman's voice calling for Zoe. Zoe stretches under the blanket, revealing a delightful little tit when it slips, but then she rolls onto her stomach and presses her face into the pillow.

There's another knock, and the voice is a little louder and more urgent: "Hair and make-up in fifteen minutes, Miss Chapelle. Don't be late."

I hear footsteps moving briskly away from Zoe's door, and then rapping on another door as the woman's voice calls for Kati. Zoe makes a groaning sound and folds the pillow over her head.

I sit on the bed beside her and run a hand over her shoulder and down her smooth, soft back. She tenses and moves away from me, then relaxes when I slide my hand up her back again and then run my fingers through her tangled hair. A little sound comes out of her mouth, and I think it's a happy noise, though it's muffled in the pillow.

"Sounds like the day's about to start," I whisper. "We should probably grab a little breakfast while we can."

"Can't we just fuck instead?" Zoe mumbles into the pillow. "I came here to fuck, not get my make-up done."

"I'm pretty sure there will be fucking," I say, "after the make-up."

She groans and rolls onto her back, looking up at me with blue eyes that are a little puffy from sleep but also gleaming with mischief.

"We could fuck before the make-up, too," she whispers, reaching her hands up to tug at my shirt, pulling me down for a kiss.

I let her tongue invade my mouth, twisting and turning like a serpent, and my morning wood gets another degree stiffer. It takes all my willpower to pull my mouth away from hers, and I can barely catch my breath.

"I'd definitely like that," I say, "but we're on the clock now. Or will be pretty soon."

"God, Tommy, this is all so weird," she says, putting her arm across her eyes. "Do you know how many times I've rolled out of bed and been on a set in ten minutes, ready to bang? I really don't belong here."

"You absolutely belong here. And you're going to show everyone what Zoe Chapelle is made of. Come on, let's get you to hair and make-up."

I take her hand and tug gently until she sits up. She shakes her head and sighs, and I'm afraid she's going to start crying again.

"It would be easier for me to leave if I go now," she says. "Before we do any real scenes."

"Why would you want to leave?" I say. I take her elbow and pull her until her feet swing onto the floor. "The fun is just starting!"

"You just want to fuck me again, Tommy Dare," Zoe says in a low, husky voice. "Which you could do without making me go through the hell of another hair and make-up session."

"I absolutely want to fuck you again," I say, taking both of her hands and pulling her to her feet. I wrap my arms around her and pull her against my chest, letting my fingers slide down her back until they graze the curve of her ass. "But right now, I also want to make sure you get something to eat before you get made up. Deal?"

She sighs and rests her head on my chest.

"Why are you being nice to me?" she asks.

I put a finger under her chin and lift her face up so I can look into her eyes. They sparkle like the waves that I can hear splashing outside her window, and I want to dive into them and drown with delight.

"Because you're a good kisser, Zoe Chapelle," I say as I lean down and press my lips against hers.
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"He thinks he's the fucking Stanley Kubrick of porn," I mutter under my breath when Wolfgang yells "Cut!" for the hundredth time. Tommy lets out a quiet chuckle and helps me stand back up.

I had just dropped to my knees in front of Tommy, and I'm hungry for that cock that has stayed miraculously hard for what seems like hours. Well, not miraculously, exactly: in between takes, Tommy strokes and rubs his shaft, keeping it just on the edge of stiffness. And that annoys me, too; I want my hands wrapped around him, not his.

Every time Wolfgang yells "Cut!", I have to go back to the make-up woman standing behind the cameras. She gives me a once over with her stiff little brush, flounces my hair, and purses her lips as she inspects my cheeks and mouth. I haven't had a chance to smudge my make-up by gobbling Tommy's cock, so I don't know what imperfections she's looking to correct. Maybe it's just my generalized imperfection that's the problem.

At least we've gotten to the point that I'm naked and can stay that way. In this scene, Tommy is standing in the shower, daydreaming about me, and I'm supposed to suddenly appear in front of him, do a little striptease, and then suck him off. We did the striptease scene a gajillion times, from a thousand different angles, and every time Wolfgang stopped the action, I had to get dressed again and have the wardrobe guy fuss with my skirt and blouse for a couple minutes. After this scene, I don't intend ever to wear clothes again.

"Action!" Wolfgang yells, and I take a deep breath and then start walking toward Tommy, putting an extra roll in my hips so my ass swings seductively from side to side. Tommy's eyes slide up and down my body while his hands slide up and down his shaft, and then I drop to my knees in front of him and guide his cock toward my mouth. I stick out my tongue to lick the glistening droplet of pre-cum from the tip, afraid that at any second Wolfgang is going to call for an end to the blowjob and I'll have to go back to my mark again.

Tommy groans when I wrap my lips around the head of his cock, and he tangles his fingers in my hair as I take it into my mouth. You'd better not mess up my hair, I think, or I'll pull your fucking balls right off.

I'm really enjoying this blowjob now, like I haven't enjoyed one for a very long time. Tommy is appreciative, groaning and sighing and whispering, "Yes, baby, yes," as I snake my tongue around his length and take him deep into my mouth. The tip of his cock hits the back of my throat, and I'm afraid for a second that I'll gag — that would almost certainly be another cut — but then I find a nice, steady rhythm that we both seem to be enjoying.

"A little less of the teeth," Tommy whispers, too softly for the boom mic that's hovering above us to pick up, "and a little more of the tongue."

I slide my hands over his hips and around to his ass, and I feel Tommy tremble under my hands as I apply a lot more tongue to the underside of his cock. A long strand of drool dribbles over my lip and trickles down my chin.

"Cut!" Wolfgang yells, and I let out an annoyed groan as I let Tommy's cock slip free of my mouth.

"What now?" I grumble, falling back on my heels and looking up at Wolfgang.

He smiles at me, dark eyes flashing, and steps closer to us. With a grunt, he squats beside me, his face just a few inches from mine.

"You are doing an amazing job, Zoe Chapelle," he says. "Truly amazing. And I think this spittle, it is quite sexy, no?"

"Um ... yeah ... no? ... um ..."

"I want more of it, Zoe Chapelle," Wolfgang says, cocking his head to the side and showing me a toothy grin. "Make it very wet, please; the wettest blowjob you've ever given."
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"You owe me, Tommy Dare," Zoe says, her eyes narrowed but her lips turned in a grin that's somewhere between wicked and playful. "You owe me big time."

"I absolutely know it," I say, "and I take my debts very seriously."

We're sitting out on the patio, enjoying the warm sun and cool breeze. Zoe has a big white towel wrapped around her torso, and another turbaned on her head. She scrubbed her face clean of all her make-up in the shower, and her skin glows in the afternoon light. I'm wearing a towel around my waist, too, though I haven't hit the showers yet after our scene; my heart is still racing from the amazingly sloppy, slippery, absolutely sexy blowjob Zoe gave me in our scene today.

"I'm so glad he didn't yell 'cut' again," Zoe says, lying back on her lounge chair and closing her eyes.

"Wolfgang may imagine he's a cinematic genius," I say, "but he's no idiot. That was the most amazing blowjob, and he'd have been a fool to interrupt it."

"Thank you," Zoe says, wiggling her shoulders in apparent delight. "Sometimes a girl gets a chance to show off her special talents."

"Those talents are definitely going to get you far," I say.

I turn on my side and prop my head on my hand so I can look her up and down while she relaxes. Even though I had the kind of orgasm that makes my knees shake and my chest heave, and I unloaded a pop shot for the ages on Zoe's cheeks and lips and chin, my cock twitches under my towel. She looks at ease and unbothered, not at all anxious like she was last night, or intense like she was at the start of our shoot yesterday. When my eyes land on her toes, gently wiggling at the end of her lounger, my breath catches; they're the cutest little things, and I imagine them curling in delight when I make good on my debt.

I picture myself unwrapping Zoe like a delicate treat, revealing her smooth, slender body. My mouth waters at the thought of tasting every inch of her, dragging my tongue over her skin and lingering on her stiff little nipples, her creamy hip, her soft belly, sliding my mouth lower, teasingly brushing her delicate folds with my lips and kissing my way down her thighs, tickling her knees with my tongue until she begs me to stop, and then sliding back up, breath hot and wet on her skin, hungry to devour her, to feast on the tangy nectar that I had such a delightful, tantalizing taste of yesterday ...

"That was some serious heat!"

A loud, braying voice behind me rips me out of my daydream, and I gasp, "Oh, shit!" as I turn to see the behind-the-scenes guy kneeling beside me, camera in hand, the lense practically pushing against my nose. He's wearing a black t-shirt emblazoned with "Zemper Productions" and a white ball cap with the brim turned backwards.

"What's it like to get your knob gobbled by Zoe Chapelle?" he asks. "There was a gallon of spit on that thing!"

"Jesus," I mumble. I hear Zoe giggle behind me.

"It was pretty great, to be honest," I say to the camera. "Zoe's ... um ... a very talented actress ..."

"I'll say! Holy camoly, dude, she sucked you like an industrial vacuum cleaner! I'm surprised you can stand after the load you blew."

I cringe a little and look away from the camera. Obviously it wasn't a sweet and intimate moment I shared with Zoe — we were surrounded by crew, including, apparently, BTS dude, and she was intentionally making the blowjob as sloppy as possible for the enjoyment of our movie's future viewers — but hearing his words makes me flinch.

"Yeah," I say, "it was pretty great."

He suddenly springs to his feet and runs over to Zoe, straddling her knees and pointing the camera at her face.

"And the lady of the hour, Zoe Chapelle!" he shouts. "Do you want to say hello to the folks watching this exclusive behind-the-scenes look at 'Lawn Care in Paradise,' Zoe Chapelle?"

Without opening her eyes, Zoe smiles and lifts her fingers in an indifferent little wave.

"Hello, folks watching the video," she says. "I hope you enjoy our little show."

"Well, they'll definitely enjoy that blowjob I just witnessed. Holy crap, girl, where do you keep all that spit?"

"Mostly in my mouth," she says, "except when I'm giving a wet, sloppy blowjob. Then I like to let it out to cover a hard, thick cock. It's just one of my many special talents."

"I'll say! I mean, as an industry insider, I've seen some epic dick sucking, but that's one that goes permanently into my life-time spank bank. Do you think you've got a shot at the Golden Dong Award for Best Blowjob?"

"We'll just have to see," she says, her head rolling lazily from side to side. "I hope the fans keep it in mind when it's time to vote."

"And the chemistry! This is your second scene with Tommy, and it looks like you two are really hitting it off on camera. Do you want to tell me about the behind-the-scenes heat between you guys?"

My chest tightens. I made no effort this morning to hide that I had spent the night in Zoe's room, though I certainly didn't share any details. Kati gave me a little wink when we arrived at the breakfast buffet with just enough time to spare for Zoe to grab a donut and coffee before she was dragged off to the stylist's chair, but I don't think Kati is the sort to spread rumors. Maybe BTS-dude was lurking behind a potted plant, camera constantly rolling, looking for material for his stupid featurette that no one will watch.

"We're just good friends," Zoe says. "Tommy is fun to work with, and a sweetheart for helping me feel comfortable in a new environment."

"Do we have a budding off-screen romance, though? Like, a Kati-and-Burke or Fannie-and-Marcus situation? Is 'Lawn Care in Paradise' a love connection machine for porn stars?"

Zoe laughs, then turns her head and winks at me before looking back at the camera.

"I'm keeping my options open," Zoe says. "I still have a lot of blowjobs to give before I'm ready to settle down."
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While Tommy heads to his room for a shower, I go back to mine to put the chaos back in order. I was halfway done with yanking all of my clothes out of the drawers and shoving them into my bags when Tommy came to the door with that cake last night. I was almost sure I would be better off bouncing on my own terms instead of waiting for Wolfgang to fire me, which I was certain was inevitable. After today's scene, though, and the praise Wolfgang gave me for my extra sloppy blowjob, I feel better about sticking it out.

It's not just Wolfgang's praise, if I'm being honest with myself, that makes me want to stay; it's also the way Tommy is treating me. He didn't have to bring me cake, dry my eyes, and cuddle and kiss me until I fell asleep. He was already guaranteed a blowjob — it's right there in the script and on the shooting schedule — so he could have just kept to himself and let me deal with my own issues.

And he definitely didn't have to spend the night, or make sure I got breakfast. I know it's not much — some people might call it just basic decency — but in my world, it's a lot. I haven't woken up beside someone who chose to share my bed in a really long time; almost all the sex I get is on set, and generally not great. Most guys in the industry are about as douchey as you'd expect, and making connections outside the industry is almost impossible.

And then there's the promise of Tommy's lips. I got a little sample of his skills during our shoot yesterday, and when he made out with me last night I was blown away but the dexterity, strength, and stamina of his lips and tongue. There is no doubt that if he unleashed the full potential of that mouth between my legs without a snooty French photographer to interrupt us, I would be floating in the clouds for hours. I get all tingly just thinking about it.

I throw on shorts and a tank-top and get to work cleaning my room, letting my mind wander to all sorts of naughty places with Tommy. Giving him that blowjob got me buzzed, too; I feel like I brought some nasty gonzo energy to Wolfgang's fancy high-class set, and maybe that's what I've got to offer to this production. Let Fannie look down her long, slender, million-dollar nose at my skanky ways all she wants; I'm going to rock this production and use it as a springboard to better things.

I'm hanging the last of my sundresses in the wardrobe when I hear a soft knock at my door. Hoping that it's Tommy coming to repay his debt, I say, "It's about damn time you got here, you've got work to do!" I spin around, ready to bounce to the door and drag him to my bed. But it's not Tommy at all: it's Marcus, leaning casually against the frame in a pair of tight little red shorts and an unbuttoned blue seersucker shirt, his smouldering eyes flashing when he raises an eyebrow at me.

"Oh, uh, hi, Marcus," I say, rubbing my hands on my shorts and hoping that he can't see the red glow in my cheeks. "I ... um, I thought you were someone else."

"So it seems," he says in a low, purring voice. His accent makes me a little giddy; I'd be lying if I said I've never jilled off to a Marcus Manslinger video, watching him toss around some lucky gal (not always Fannie!) and reduce her to an absolutely quivering and melting puddle of sexually satisfied goo. According to the script, I've got a short scene coming up with him — just a hand job and pop shot while we secretly watch Kati and Burke — but I've been looking forward to it. A lot.

"Can, um, can I do something for you?" I ask. I bite my lip, then realize I'm biting my lip, which makes me bite my lip even harder.

He straightens, a fluid, graceful movement, and takes a step into my room. I notice that he has a rolled up sheaf of paper in his hand, which he's holding out to me.

"I wanted to be sure you got the updated script," he says when I take the papers from him. "Fannie and Wolfgang have been going back and forth on it since last night, and there are some changes to your scenes."

"Oh," I say, flipping through the pages, looking for my name. When I get to my scene with Marcus, I see that his name has been covered out with liquid paper. "Tommy" is scribbled over the white smudges instead.

"I know," Marcus says, stepping closer to me. He stands behind me, looking down over my shoulder, and I can feel his warmth against the back of my neck. "I am disappointed, too."

I shrug and say, "It's no big deal, really; whatever is best for the movie."

"I am not sure this is best for the movie," he says. His fingers are suddenly resting gently on my hip, his thumbs sliding up to my bare skin between my tank-top and shorts. "It is not consistent with the plot and the characters, and I think there are more changes we will need to the script."

"It's just a handy," I say. "I'm perfectly happy to give Tommy a handy if that's what Fannie wants."

"Just because Fannie wants something," Marcus says, "does not mean that she will always get it."

His mouth is close to my ear now, his breath warm and soft on my skin, and he's sliding his hands a little higher up my sides. It's not fair that he caught me more than a little turned on from daydreaming about Tommy, because my engine is already revving, and Marcus knows just how to press the gas. I've seen the way he tosses little starlets like me around, bending them to his will and making them squeal with pleasure, and part of me wants him to fling me on the bed and have his way with me. But a bigger part wants him to go away, to stop hovering over me and sliding his hands under my tank-top.

I hear footsteps coming down the hall toward my room and quickly spin away from Marcus. His fingertips brush the curve of my ass before I can step clear, and I stumble, feeling flustered and clumsy. He's reaching to steady me when I hear a knock on my door, and Tommy's voice calling, "Hey, Zoe, what's ... up?"

I dodge Marcus's hand when it reaches toward my shoulder, and nearly trip over my feet as I rush toward Tommy. Tommy catches me, awkwardly, his brow wrinkled, then pulls me against him. I sigh and rest my cheek on his chest. He's still a little damp and warm from the shower, and smells clean and fresh, and I breathe him in and let his scent fill me.

"Hey, Marcus," Tommy says, his voice dropping in pitch. He has an arm wrapped around my back, and a warm tingle of relief flows through me. "Anything I can help you with?"

"I was just passing out the new scripts," Marcus says. "I will bring one to your room later. There are some changes, some good and some disappointing, depending on your perspective." He winks at me as he steps toward the door. "They may not be the last changes, though; change is the only constant, no?"

I can feel tears stinging my eyes again, and I press my face into Tommy's chest while he gently strokes my hair until we can't hear Marcus's footsteps moving away from us any longer.
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"That guy's a creep," I say. We're making our way down the trail to the beach below the villa, navigating a steep and rocky hill, hand in hand. "I don't care how rich and famous he is, he's a grade-A creep."

Zoe makes a sniffling sound, and I stop. I can hear the waves lapping the shore, and see the water through a break in the bushes and rocks below us. The sun is warm, and the breeze is cool, but I feel like there's a dark storm cloud hovering above us.

"He's probably not really that bad," Zoe says, "he's just ... used to getting what he wants."

"That's the worst kind of creep," I say. "The kind who doesn't even think about what someone else wants so he can get his. If I'd gotten there a few minutes later ..."

"I don't think anything would have happened."

"He had your shirt halfway off," I say. "He was definitely going to push for as much as he could get."

"Well, I am a porn star," she says. I look down at her and see her biting her lip, a wet glimmer in her eyes.

"And so is he, and that's no fucking excuse," I say, wrapping my arms around her. "It's one thing if you're on the clock and you've signed the contracts and it's all being done safely. There's nothing safe about being alone in a room with Marcus Manslinger."

"So, are you going to be my knight in shining armor now?" she asks. There seems to be a hint of sarcasm in her voice that confuses me. I don't want to come on too strong, being protective and jealous just because we spent the night together.

"No," I say, "I'm going to be your friend. I'm a hundred per cent on Team Zoe for this shoot, and whatever you need to feel comfortable and have fun and get the most out of this that you can, I'm here to deliver that."

"That sounds nice," she says, and her shoulders relax a little. "I could use someone on my team."

I put my arm around her, and she relaxes a little more, letting out a sigh. We stand there for a few minutes, just letting the wind blow through our hair and listening to the waves below us. Then she suddenly pulls away and looks up at me, her blue eyes sparkling and a cheeky grin spreading over her lips.

"I'll bet you can't catch me," she says, and in a flash she's scrambling down the steep trail, sliding almost as much as she's running, and disappears around the bend. I follow the sound of her giggling, trying to keep from falling on my ass, and pretty soon I'm laughing, too.
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Icrash through the big leaves of the bushes that surround the end of the path and stumble onto the soft white sand of the beach and immediately stop, dazzled by the brilliant blue of the sea. It's a shade that doesn't seem real, somehow; it's a color that I thought only existed in postcards and paintings, certainly not in the actual world. For a moment, I think I might start crying again.

Back home, I'm only a couple of blocks away from the ocean, but it's not a nice stretch of ocean by any definition. The water is always gray and choppy, the sand is clumpy and strewn with litter, and I can almost never hear the waves over the hum of traffic on the expressway between my neighborhood and the water. There are nice sections of beach not too far away, and sandstone cliffs where you can sit and watch the sunset, but I almost never go to them. I'm hemmed in by the expressway and the grimy streets and the sad little stretch of sand with the storm water pipe stretching out into the waves.

And I would never dream of swimming in the water back home. Besides the nasty rip current, there are plastic bags floating on the waves and dead jellyfish washed up on the sand. If you sit far enough away and squint, especially at night when the sky is clear and you can see the stars, it's not so bad, but most of the time it's easier to pretend the ocean isn't there at all.

I want to run into this impossibly blue water and let the waves wash over me.

"Caught you!" Tommy gasps as he grabs me around the waist and lifts me off my feet.

I let out a squeal, squirming in his arms, while he spins me in a circle and then sets me down again. He leans down to me, his hands sliding up my back, and presses his lips against mine, and I melt into his kiss. All of my worries and fears dissolve on his tongue.

"I want to swim," I say when I finally come up for air, quivering against him.

Tommy laughs and nuzzles the top of my head.

"I guess we should have brought suits," he says.

"Who needs a suit?"

I push myself away from him, taking a few sprinting steps toward the water, then turn to face him again. His eyes are locked on me as I yank my tank-top over my head and toss it onto the sand, then pop open the button on my shorts and push them over my ass and down my legs.

"Holy shit, Zoe," he says, his jaw slack, "what are you doing?"

"Going swimming," I say, kicking my sandals off and then sliding my panties down, too, and flipping them off my toe beside my discarded shorts. I stand for a moment with my toes curling in the sand, feeling the sun-warmed grains grating softly against my skin. "You should come with me, if you're not chicken."

The sun feels amazing on my skin, and I throw my hands up over my head as I jog toward the water. I kick through the frothy surf and run until my knees are covered by the water, and then I let out a gasp; as I get deeper, the water gets colder, and when it's splashing against my ass, I start to shiver.

I turn around and see Tommy clumsily tugging at his shoes and fumbling with his shorts, hopping up and down on one foot. When he finally frees himself from his clothes, he stands up and starts running toward me, his half-hard cock swinging between his legs.

I turn and plunge deeper into the water, letting out a shout as the water rises over my belly. My nipples are so stiff from the cold that it's almost painful, and goosebumps dot my arms. I look over my shoulder and see Tommy charging after me, so I take a deep breath and throw myself head first into the small swells that rise toward the shore, pulling myself through the water with my arms and then bobbing to the surface, gasping, with my toes barely bouncing against the sand below the waves.

"Holy fuck!" Tommy yells, and I look over to see a wave splash up as high as his belly. He must have got a blast of cold against his balls, and I can't help but laugh.

"Come on, you wimp!" I call. "You get used to it if you keep moving!"

I let the swells lift and drop me, bobbing with the water up to my shoulders. Tommy pushes through the waves with his hands held over his head, his nipples stiff and his teeth chattering, swearing under his breath. By the time he reaches me, though, he's no longer shivering, and when he takes me in his arms and lifts me up for a kiss, he feels plenty warm to me.

I wrap my arms around Tommy's neck and he lifts me up, gripping my ass under the water with his hands as I wrap my legs around his hips. His lips are soft and hot against mine, and his tongue pushes past my teeth, exploring my mouth. I hum with delight and pull myself closer to him, my tits pressing into his chest. My nipples are still stiff, but no longer from the cold water; my whole body is singing with arousal, and I want to feel every inch of his skin against mine.

"You're amazing, Zoe Chapelle," Tommy says when he breaks from our kiss, his voice soft and low. He nuzzles my neck, teeth gently grazing my skin, and I shiver all over. I wonder if I could come just from his delicate nibbles? It's an experiment I'd like to try ...

"You're amazing, too, Tommy Dare," I say. I dig my fingers into his shoulders and sigh as the waves flow around us.
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We bob in the water, kissing and giggling, until I notice Zoe's teeth are chattering. The sun is still warm on our faces, but the water seems to be getting chillier. I grip her ass and pull her tighter to me and start to move back toward shore.

She gets a little heavier in my arms with each step out of the water. When the waves are swirling around my knees, I stagger a little, and Zoe giggles in my ear.

"I guess I should lay off the cake," she whispers in my ear, tightening her grip around my neck.

"You should eat all the cake you want," I say.

I take a few more steps toward the beach and then drop to my knees, the water rippling over my feet. She squeals when I topple over on my side, bringing her with me, and we roll around in the surf, kissing and laughing, until I land on top. I lace my fingers in hers and hold her hands over her head and look down at her: she has sand all over her body and streaked through her hair, and when I bend down to kiss her, I taste salt and grit on her lips. She wraps her legs around my hips, and I can feel my erection, which had been kept in check by the chilly water, stiffen between us.

"I've got sand in my ass crack," Zoe whispers. "Which is not the sexiest feeling in the world."

I run my hand down her throat and along her breasts, dragging abrasive grains of sand with it. She squirms under me as I grab her hips and roll again, stopping with her straddling my waist, my cock rising up behind her.

"We have to fuck on camera tomorrow," she says, leaning down with her hands on my chest. "Wolfgang won't be happy if we're all red and gritty from fucking on the beach."

"I'll rub you with lotion tonight," I say as I run my hands down her hips and over her ass. "I'll lick every grain of sand off your body."

Zoe laughs and leans down for another kiss, her breasts pressing against me. Then she pushes herself up and swings her leg over me, kneeling next to me.

"Your dick will look like I gave you a hand job with a piece of sandpaper," she says, "and I'm already getting itchy in places that I shouldn't."

"But I really want to fuck on the beach," I pout. "It always looks so sexy in the movies."

"Listen to you, talking like a civilian! Since when has anything that looks sexy in our movies ever been actually sexy to do."

I prop myself up on an elbow and reach for her cheek, brushing some sand loose. I trace her lips with my thumb, and they part so her tongue can slide out and catch my fingers with a playful lick.

"It looked pretty sexy when we were fucking in the shower the other day," I say. "And it felt sexy, too."

She sighs and brushes her hand down my chest and across my belly. My cock bounces in happy anticipation, but when her sand-covered hand slides lightly up the shaft, I have to admit she's right: a sandpaper handy doesn't seem like such a great idea, especially if my dick has to get up for work tomorrow.

"It was sexy for about five minutes," she says, "and then that French guy started yelling at us and my thighs started to hurt and I just wanted to get the fuck out of there."

With a groan, I push myself up to my feet, brushing sand off my ass, and then reach a hand down to help Zoe stand.

"We'll come back tomorrow, then," I say, "with towels."

Zoe laughs and leans her head on my chest.

"That's a reasonable compromise," she says, then bends down to retrieve her clothes.

#

We pick our way slowly back up the hill, feet bare. Our underwear was soaked and full of sand, and the rest of our clothes weren't in much better shape, so we're commando and a little disheveled. Zoe's damp shorts cling to her ass and her tank-top is askew and covered in sand; I don't even bother with my shirt, and with every step I feel the sharp, itchy grains of sand on my ass and balls. Zoe was right to call off the sex-on-the-beach extravaganza, though I'm still a little disappointed to delay it.

As we get closer to the villa, I can hear raised voices, and then a crashing sound. I glance over at Zoe, who gives me a shrug, but her eyes look anxious.

We find Kati lounging on the patio, wearing a wide brimmed straw hat, a sheer blue shirt, and nothing else. She shades her eyes with her hand as we approach and smiles.

"You two look like you've been having fun," she says with a wink. "Doing a 'From Here to Eternity' remake?"

I wrinkle my brow in confusion, but Zoe lets out a laugh.

"We were thinking about it," Zoe says, "but it got a little itchy."

Kati lets out a sigh.

"Burke and I spent a whole day fucking on the beach for the sequel to 'Pirate Queen,'" she says. "I might still have sand in my hoo-ha from that. Never again!"

Zoe laughs, and then there's a shout from inside the villa and another crash. She jumps at the sound, a panicked look in her eyes.

"What's going on?" she asks.

Kati shrugs.

"Marcus has been passing around Fannie's edited script like it's the official version," Kati says, "and Wolfgang is not exactly happy about it. There are some ... creative disagreements."

"So that script isn't the real deal?" Zoe asks.

Kati shrugs again. "At this point," she says, "it's hard to tell what's the real deal. Fannie wants to rewrite all her scenes, so she only fucks Marcus, and she wants to rewrite his, too. Wolfgang has been shouting about his 'artistic integrity' and slamming around the dining room. It's all very dramatic."

"Are we still shooting tomorrow?" Zoe asks. "Isn't there a schedule already?"

"Schedule, shmedule," Kati says with a wave of her hand. "I know it looks like Wolfgang runs a tight ship, but there's a lot of slack in the lines. Especially when you've got to deal with someone like Fannie. Cameras will roll tomorrow, and they'll sort it out in edits."

There's another crash, and a higher pitched shout — Fannie, obviously — and then the sound of a door slamming. Wolfgang comes storming out on the patio, his face red and his silver hair disheveled, collar open. He's holding a crumpled up wad of paper in his fist, and his arms are trembling.

"Bring me all of your scripts," he shouts, "and your shooting schedules. Dinner will be delivered to your rooms. I need silence tonight, do you understand?"

He hurls the balled up paper onto the pavement, spins on his heel, and storms back inside. Kati stifles a giggle behind us, but Zoe has gone stiff and silent. I put an arm around her shoulder, and she shivers a little before relaxing against me.


twenty-seven
Zoe
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Hearing Wolfgang and Fannie shouting brought back a flood of memories that I would rather keep boxed up and tucked away. When I was a kid, my mother had a whole string of live-in boyfriends, two of whom became short-term stepfathers, and it seemed like the house was always full of shouting and screaming and things getting slammed.

Once, I got home from school to find Boyfriend-of-the-Week brooding in the kitchen while mother, on her hands and knees, picked up pieces of shattered plates and glasses and bowls, the cupboards behind her empty. Another time, it was a dining room chair smashed into a dozen pieces, and a different Boyfriend-of-the-Week cursing and shouting while my mother cowered on the couch. I learned to check for the current boyfriend's car on the street before I got home, and to tiptoe inside, ready to bolt the second I heard a raised voice.

None of them ever raised a hand to me, and only one that I know of ever hit my mother, but I wasn't interested in pushing their limits to see if there was a line I could cross to bring their fury down on me, either. I decided that my best strategy was to be as scarce as possible, spending as little time at home as possible. When I was home, I walked on eggshells and held my breath, never knowing what might set the current man into a rage: chewing too loudly, listening to music in my room, wearing the wrong clothes, leaving my schoolbooks on the dining room table, anything might be a trigger. And since my mother churned through them like most people change their socks, I never had time to learn the particular peeves of any one of them before he was replaced.

The minute I turned eighteen, I was out of the house, living with my girlfriend Kay, first in a shitty little apartment in El Segundo, then moving down to San Diego, where Kay's cousin had some connections with a chain of strip clubs. I tagged along with Kay to a couple of sets, decided it looked like something that might be more fun and lucrative than making lattes at the coffee shop around the corner, and "Zoe Chapelle," sassy stripper, was born. Within a year I was camming, then doing the occasional scene, and the rest, I suppose, is history.

But through all of it, I avoided the drama and shouting as best I could. I had been well-trained in the art of identifying a volcano about to blow, and I knew a few tricks for defusing the situation: a coquettish giggle, a husky compliment, and a bite of my lip could tame most budding porn auteurs or aging skin flick studs whose general, unfocused rage was in danger of landing on me. And I knew when to make a hasty retreat and never look back; I learned to travel light and know where to find the nearest exit.

I don't think Wolfgang is one of those volcanic ragers; he seems more like a pompous auteur who can't bear to have his vision compromised. And I suspect Fannie is a drama queen who has a whole bag of manipulative tricks that she'll keep trying until she gets her way. Neither of them raises my alarm bells the way Marcus does, with his pushy insistence and confident charm. In any case, though, I want to avoid being in the crossfire, and there aren't many places to hide in this island villa.

My upstairs room doesn't have its own bathroom, so when Tommy and I split up in the villa's foyer, agreeing to meet up at my room after dinner, I grab a robe and my shampoo and hurry for the shower. The sand is starting to itch something fierce, and I can't wait to wash it away, along with my worries.

Since Kati is still out on the patio, and Fannie apparently stormed off to Marcus's room near Tommy's, I've got the upstairs to myself. I let the shower run long and hot, turning the little bathroom into a steam sauna, and let my mind wander to my scenes in the shower with Tommy. Shower sex has never been my favorite — too cramped, too slippery, too much risk of the hot water suddenly turning ice cold — but I might be willing to rethink it with the right partner.

And Tommy might just be the right partner. He's just the right amount of playful and considerate, but he can take charge, too, when he wants to. He clearly knows his way around a woman's body and is willing to spend the time to travel all the secret pathways instead of taking shortcuts to the main attraction. That's one thing that I've definitely missed in my career so far: for the gonzo scenes I usually do, the goal is to get to the fucking as fast as possible, which I suppose is why I'm always left high and dry; and on this set, things take far too long for far too little to happen.

If Tommy were here with me now, I'd definitely let him take charge. That little taste I got of his oral skills has me longing for more. He must have learned to eat pussy someplace other than a porn set, where a girl can't get decent head for love or money. In most of the scenes I've shot where guys have gone down on me, it's pretty clear that they're not actually enjoying themselves; Tommy went at it with gusto, and hunger.

I take my debts very seriously, Tommy said after I gave him that epically sloppy blowjob. We'll see about that, Mr. Dare — because I take your debts very seriously, too, and I'm going to charge some extortionate interest if I don't get payback soon.

I turn off the shower and grab a towel. My skin is glowing from the heat, and feels silky under my fingers, with all the grit from the beach washed away. I think about Tommy's tongue exploring every inch of me, taking his time sampling all of my flavors, and I can't help but let out a groan. I hope he takes his time teasing me and keeps me on the verge of climax for a very long time so I can enjoy all of his attention.

I slip into my robe and step out into the hall, planning to enjoy my room service dinner while waiting for Tommy to arrive. When I look down the hall toward my room, though, I'm surprised to see Marcus standing at my door, his hand poised for a knock. He turns when he hears the bathroom door open, and I freeze, not sure if I should rush back into the bathroom or sprint down the stairs away from him.

"There you are!" Marcus calls, starting toward me. "I was hoping to catch you. It seems there has been some confusion about the script."

"Oh." I clutch my robe closed. "What kind of confusion?"

"There are a few versions floating around," Marcus says. "Fannie has some edits that I shared with you earlier, and Wolfgang is rewriting some scenes, too. It is all a bit dramatic, no?"

"Um ... no ... I mean, yes ... it's ... dramatic."

He's standing close enough to me now that I can smell the musky, spicy aroma of his cologne.

"I was disappointed with some of Fannie's changes," Marcus says, his voice becoming low and rough, "with the narrowing of the story's scope, do you understand? Her version is surprisingly ... monogamous."

"Ah," I say, biting my lip and shuffling back from him half a step. "I see."

"In an erotic film," Marcus says, leaning in to close the distance between us, "I think the audience wishes for a bit less of the monogamy, don't you agree? They want to see all variety of coupling ... coupling and more than coupling, yes?"

"Probably?" I say, my voice high and thin. I throw a glance toward my room, but with Marcus between me and the door, I don't stand a chance of reaching it. The stairs are behind me, though, and probably my better option for escape.

"And we want our audiences to be happy," he says, reaching out a hand to brush the collar of my robe. "We want to live out for them the desires they cannot live out for themselves. That's what makes people like us special, Zoe Chapelle; we are unfettered, free to pursue desire. We make our living pursuing desire, do we not?"

"I ... I guess," I say, taking a full step back. His finger trails from my collar and down the front of my robe, hovering over the gap.

"I hope the new script," he says, "embraces that pursuit. Don't you, Zoe Chapelle?"

Marcus leans toward me, his finger tightening on my robe. The heat of the shower seeps away, leaving me chilled and shivering. His lips part, his tongue darts out to moisten them, and his other hand reaches for my cheek.

With a gasp, I spin and stumble away from him, dropping my shampoo bottle. My robe falls open as I stagger to the stairs, but I don't care; I grab the banister to steady myself and half run, half fall, away from Marcus as quickly as I can go.


twenty-eight
Tommy
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I'm sitting on the edge of my bed, just about to lift the metal lid covering the dessert that was delivered with my meal, when Zoe appears. She doesn't even knock: she just barges into my room, slams the door behind her, and lets out a breathless sob.

"Hey, babe," I say, letting the lid drop again, "what's up?"

She holds a finger to her lips to shush me, then turns the lock latch on the door as quietly as she can. I hear footsteps in the hallway that pause at my door and then hurry past. Zoe's shoulders shudder, and she creeps over to me. She's wearing a pink bathrobe, the belt loose at her hips and the collar falling open to give me a glimpse of her shadowed breasts.

"What's going on?" I whisper when she drops to her knees in front of me and sets her head in my lap. I gently stroke her hair, still wet from the shower, while she lets out another sob and wraps her arms around my legs.

"It's Marcus," she says, her words muffled. "He's being ... really weird, and I don't like it at all."

"I'll go talk to him," I say. "You shouldn't put up with his bullshit."

"No!" she says, looking up at me, then more quietly, "No, please. I just want him to go away."

"I don't think he'll just —"

Zoe stands and leans over me, her robe falling open, and puts a finger to my lips. Then she climbs up onto the bed, straddling my knees, and pushes me back until I'm lying beneath her. She replaces the finger on my lips with her mouth, giving me a firm, commanding kiss.

"Shut up," she says, her eyes locked on mine, "and take care of your debt. Please?"

And who am I to argue with Zoe when she asks so nicely?


twenty-nine
Zoe
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Tommy flips me over so fast it knocks the breath out of me, and then his mouth covers mine and any hope I had of regaining some sort of composure goes right out the window. But that's fine with me: right now, I don't want any sort of composure, I just want to come completely undone under Tommy's lips.

He sits up, his knees on either side of my hips, and looks down at me with a hungry smile. With a quick, fluid motion, he lifts his t-shirt over his head and tosses it to the floor. His chest rises and falls with his breath, and I reach up to brush my fingers from his nipples to his belly, making him shiver. But he grabs my hands by the wrists and presses them down to the bed, stretching himself out on top of me and silencing my groan with his mouth.

His lips move across my cheek and down my jaw and to my throat, and I squirm under him. He lets his weight settle on me, pinning me to the bed, and I groan again when his teeth gently graze my collarbone.

"You're delicious, Zoe," he whispers as he kisses his way across my body, his tongue dragging soft and hot on my skin. Goosebumps flair up all over me, and I can feel electric tingles running from my scalp to my toes. "I'm going to devour every bit of you, and I'm not going to stop until I've had a taste of all you have to offer."

I don't have an answer for that, because my mouth has forgotten how to form words. His fingers slide down the front of my robe, gently peeling me open, while he makes good on his promise to taste everything about me. His mouth seems to be everywhere at once: my throat, my ear, my breasts, my shoulders. He plants kisses that alternate between butterfly light and lava hot, soothing the burn of his lips with the gentle balm of his tongue.

This is the kind of lovemaking my body craves, because it's the kind of lovemaking porn abhors. If there were a camera mounted on the ceiling, looking down on Tommy's bed, it would see his back as he moves across me, my fingers and toes curling with the delight of his touch, and my face gone slack with pleasure. It couldn't record everything I'm feeling: the weight of Tommy's body against mine, the warmth of his skin, the alternating rough and smooth textures of his teeth and tongue, the shivering buzz that makes my body quake at his touch.

He kisses his way down my body, taking his time to touch every inch of me. He tickles my navel with his tongue, he nips playfully at my hips with his teeth, he presses his stubble-dotted cheek into my belly. My breath catches when his lips brush the tangled thatch below my belly, but he looks up at me with playful eyes and then kisses and caresses my thigh as he continues moving down, avoiding direct contact with my pussy. I clench my ass and writhe, feeling a hot, nagging ache between my legs.

Tommy is on his knees now, kissing and licking down my legs. He lifts a foot to his mouth and begins to take each toe between his lips, making me squirm and giggle at the ticklish sensations. I try to pull my foot away, but he holds it tight in his grip, fingers pressing the sole as he works his tongue between my toes, reducing me to panting, gasping, and giggling all at once.

"Oh god, Tommy, please," I whine, sitting up so I can grab a fistful of his hair and pull his face where I need it most. But he shakes me off and presses me back onto the bed, leaning over me with his face close to mine.

"Be a good girl, Zoe," he purrs, "and let me have my fun."

I let out a groan and hook my fingers in his belt loops, trying to pull his hips against mine, desperate for contact. He kisses me, his tongue doing to my lips what I want it to do to my clit, and I feel fire blooming in my belly.

He works his way down my body again, but his kisses are firmer this time, coupled with playful nips of his teeth. He takes one nipple into his mouth and sucks until I'm pulling his hair, and then does the same to the other, making me buck beneath him. His tongue traces hot lines over my belly and hips.

When he kneels between my thighs again, he runs his hands up the insides of my legs and gently pushes them wider. I brace my feet on the mattress, knees up, and throw my arms wide. I can feel his hot breath on my pussy, and I shiver in anticipation.

"God, Zoe," he whispers, "you're so beautiful. You're so, so beautiful ..."

"Oh god," I gasp, "don't just stare at it ..."

"Why not?" he asks. His fingers slide up my thighs and dance lightly over my folds. I feel my pussy opening under his touch, swelling and unfolding like a flower. A finger draws a line up from the cleft of my ass to the base of my clit and I have to bite the side of my hand to keep from screaming. I can feel my nectar flowing at the barest touch, hot and sweet.

"Because I can't take much more," I gasp. "God, Tommy, please, I'm begging you ..."

"I like it when you beg," he says. His fingers draw swirling lines all around my sex, making me arch my back in desperate, delightful agony. "Beg some more, Zoe."

"Fuck you, Tommy," I gasp, "eat my pussy."

"That doesn't sound like begging."

"Please eat my pussy ..."

"Closer."

"God, Tommy, I'm going to fucking die if you don't eat my pussy! I need your mouth on my clit, I need your tongue lapping up every drop of my juices, please eat me, please, Tommy ..."

I might be on the verge of tears.

"Well, since you put it like that," he says with a chuckle. The tip of his finger dips into my channel and draws a painfully slow circle that sends jolts through my body, and then he withdraws it and pops it into his mouth, drawing in a sharp breath as he sucks his finger clean. "Tastes like you're just about ready."

And suddenly his mouth is on me, his tongue is in me, his hands are all around me, and Tommy devours me. This is absolutely not porn head, with his face far from my crotch and his tongue stretched to the limit. This is full contact, lip smacking, loud and wet and hungry head. It's a starving man falling onto a delicious meal, a supplicant worshipping at the temple of my cunt, a cartographer mapping every twist and turn of my mysterious continent. When this is all done, he'll be able to draw a perfect picture of my pussy entirely from the knowledge his tongue extracts as he learns all of my deepest secrets. I lock my thighs against his cheeks and vibrate like a flagpole in a hurricane, my ass rising so far off the mattress that I think I might be floating in the air.

When I come, my mind goes entirely blank, and I think I catch a fleeting glimpse of eternity.

And then I come again, and again, soaking Tommy's face with my convulsions while he grips my ass and pulls me tighter to his mouth, refusing to give me a moment of relief.


thirty
Tommy
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"So, why porn, Zoe Chapelle?" I ask. We're lying together in a tangle of sheets; the moon casts the only light in the room through the window above us, and I can barely make out the shape of her body beside me.

After I feasted on her until she begged me to stop — and I made her beg a lot — we had the longest, slowest, sweetest fuck of my life. I lay behind her with my arm draped over her hip and my fingers tangled in her hair, spooning against her ass while she hooked a leg behind me. We barely moved, savoring the sensation of bare skin on skin, of the gentle rocking of our hips and the steady rhythm of our breath. When we came — Zoe first, a sudden hitch in her breath and a tension in her muscles announcing her climax — it was impossible for me to tell whose body was whose.

"What do you mean, 'why porn'?" she says. "I mean, why not porn? It's fun, it pays the bills, and it beats working in a coffee shop."

"Is it fun, though?" I ask. I run my fingers along her flank, and she shivers and turns closer to me, tucking her head against my shoulder. "I'm not sure it's as much fun as a normal job and regular fucking would be."

"And you'd get as much regular fucking as a civilian as you're getting now? I mean, you're a good-looking guy, and I'm sure you've got plenty of pull with the ladies, but there's no way you'd be getting a fresh piece every night."

"Ouch. Way to twist the knife, just when I'm starting to like you." I bend down to kiss the top of her head. "What I mean is ... the fucking we just did was a million times better than anything I've done on set."

"A million billion," she says with a sigh, pressing herself closer to me. "That kind of fucking would never work on camera."

"So why do we do it? Fuck on camera, I mean?"

"You've got me stumped there, Tommy," Zoe says. "If I could get paid for the way you went down on me, plus enjoy an orgasm that killed more than a few brain cells, I'd turn in my porn card tomorrow."

"Wait ... they gave you a card?"

"Of course," she says, giggling. "Didn't you get one? 'The bearer of this card is entitled to bi-weekly STD testing, having a camera shoved into their business three times a week, and permanent outcast status from polite society, in exchange for lots and lots of crappy sex.'"

"I don't know if that sounds like such a good deal."

"It's a lousy deal," Zoe says, turning her face to mine so I can put my lips to hers. "But so are all the others. And that's why I took it."

#

When I wake up, Zoe is still snuggled against me, her head on my chest. I could get used to waking up like this; she fits perfectly against me, almost like we're statues carved from the same piece of stone, and even though we were up late talking and fucking, fucking and talking, I feel more rested than I've felt in years.

Falling in love on a porn set seems like a bad plan, though. Our lives are hot messes, a blur of shoots and sex and hustling for the next contract, surrounded by some of the most toxic human beings in the universe. Though also some of the sweetest and kindest. You need to be on your guard at all times, looking out for the people who will screw you over for a quick buck, fighting for every scrap of dignity as you make your living in the most undignified way possible.

And even if you don't think you're the jealous type, what would it be like to know that your girlfriend is on her way to get screwed by a total stranger when she leaves for work in the morning? Probably pretty hot at first, I suppose, but after a while it's got to wear you down, make you worry that you're not enough, that there's always a bigger dick waiting for her on the next set and you'll lose her to some stud with a bigger name and better connections.

I've seen the jealous boyfriends on set before, the ones who thought dating a porn star would be the world's greatest turn-on and now find themselves trapped in a living nightmare. They have hollow eyes and strained faces, nervously twisting their hands together while their girlfriends are in the next room giving the fans what they crave. Sometimes they have sobbing meltdowns, sometimes raging explosions, but they're always just on the edge of losing their minds.

And doubling it up, so we're both faced with the fact that our partner makes their living fucking other people? That's how you end up with a couple like Fannie and Marcus, a volatile stew of jealousy, ambition, and spite. I'm sure Marcus is nosing around Zoe because Fannie has forbidden him from straying; and Fannie has been in this industry long enough to know how impossible that is. I don't think Zoe would ever want to turn me into Marcus, but I also don't want to take that risk.

The best-case scenario for Zoe and me is what we have right now: a little oasis in the sea of chaos, and then back to our separate lives. I brush the hair out of her eyes and look down into her sleeping face, and she stirs, stretching an arm across my chest. She's warm and soft and fits just right against me, and I grab onto this little moment of perfection to hold on to for later.

There's a sudden pounding on the door, and Zoe startles awake with a gasp. I put my hand on her hip to steady her as she sits up, blinking.

"Breakfast meeting in fifteen minutes!" a voice yells; I think it's the photographer's red-haired assistant. There's another round of knocks, and then footsteps thumping down the hall.

"Fuck," Zoe grumbles, falling back down against my chest. I run my hand up and down her back, and she shifts and stretches against me. "I was having the most awesome dream."

"Me, too," I say, pulling her close and nuzzling her tangled blonde hair against my cheek. "Me, too."


thirty-one
Zoe
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Everyone else is already on the patio, sitting around the big teak table, when Tommy and I stumble into the morning light. Kati gives me a wink when she sees us, and I feel myself blush. I don't know why I feel self-conscious: I'm a porn star, he's a porn star, we're just doing porn star stuff, but off the clock. It's not like Kati and Burke, and Fannie and Marcus, aren't sharing a bed; just because Tommy and I aren't some legendary porno power couple, it doesn't mean we can't have a fun little hook-up on a long shoot.

We grab the last two empty seats, across from each other with a bowl of fruit between us, and I give Tommy a nervous smile. Everyone else is quiet, and there's a tension in the air that makes me uncomfortable. My first instinct is to get myself out of this situation as fast as possible, because all of my alarm bells are tingling: the forecast is for high volatility, accompanied by occasional shouting and the crashing of crockery. Tommy smiles back and playfully kicks my shin under the table, and I let out a long breath, letting some of my tension release.

Wolfgang is wearing a rumpled linen shirt and trousers; his dark eyes and unkempt hair suggest he didn't get much sleep last night, but that he also wasn't having the kind of fun sleeplessness Tommy and I shared. He has a stack of blue binders in front of him, and while Tommy and I are getting settled, he starts to pass them out.

"This is the final edit," Wolfgang says, scowling across the table at Fannie. I glance her way and see that she's got a smirk on her lips. Marcus catches my eye and raises an eyebrow at me, and I quickly look down at the binder in front of me.

"The new shooting schedule is on the first page," he says. "We have lost time because of these changes, so Janine — " he nods toward the red-headed assistant, who is hovering just beyond the shade of the table's umbrella — "will be directing a second team while I direct the first. I expect everyone to be on set, on time, ready to work. Are there any questions?"

I take out the schedule and glance it over. Today starts with Tommy, Burke, and me doing a dialogue shoot with Wolfgang while Janine directs a scene with Fannie and Marcus. In the afternoon, I'm on the schedule with Burke, and Tommy is paired up with Kati. I feel a little thrill at the thought of reprising my scene with Burke, but at the same time feel something else — jealousy? is that possible? — thinking about Tommy with Kati.

Fannie and Marcus are with Wolfgang again tomorrow, while Tommy, Kati, and me do dialogue with Janine. In the afternoon, Kati and Burke have a scene with Wolfgang, and Tommy and I shoot with Janine at the same time. I scan the rest of the schedule quickly, and feel a wave of relief when I see I don't have any scenes at all — even dialogue scenes — with Marcus.

"You will learn your lines," Wolfgang says, poking his finger into his copy of the script to emphasize each word, "and you will behave as professional actors. This is a film like any other, do you understand? We make beautiful, sensual art here, not filthy pornos, and you will respect the script and the process."

I nod and look up at Tommy. He has his head bent over his script, lips moving as he reads the dialogue quietly to himself.

#

I give Tommy a kiss on the cheek, grab a mango from the bowl, and tuck my script under my arm as I hurry toward the villa. There are a surprising number of pages of dialogue for the first scene, all completely different from the first draft, so I'm going to have to do some cramming before the shoot. Wolfgang scares me a little, but I'm also happy to see him cracking the whip and making us buckle down: the discipline is comforting.

I'm almost at the stairs when I feel a hand on my shoulder. I turn and see Fannie standing behind me; in her heels and slim skirt, her platinum blonde hair piled high on her head, she seems like a giantess towering above me.

"I suppose you noticed there are no scenes between you and Marcus," she says, her voice low, so I have to lean in to hear her.

"Oh, yeah, I did," I say, nodding. I bite my lip, not sure how to interpret her tone. She's probably warning me off from her man, making sure I'm not a threat to their relationship; in which case she clearly has nothing to worry about, she's absolutely welcome to have that creep all to herself. But maybe she got a hint of his behavior toward me, and this is a sister-to-sister recognition that we're in this together.

"He told me all about you," she hisses, her eyes narrowing. Her hand on my shoulder tightens, digging painfully into my flesh, and I feel myself go tense. "Coming on to him, trying to get him alone in your room, luring him into the shower."

"What?" I say, blinking in surprise. "No, no, it wasn't like that at all —"

"If I catch you within five feet of Marcus," she says, using her height to make me feel small as she backs me toward the wall, "within ten feet of him, you dirty skank, I'm going to rip every hair off your head. Do you understand?"

The hand not squeezing my shoulder flies to the back of my head, and she twists my hair, pulling until my neck bends back and my scalp burns. I gasp and drop my mango, hand fluttering uselessly against Fannie's arm.

"It wasn't like that at all!" I say again. "He was —"

"Marcus has better taste than to be chasing a dirty whore like you," Fannie says, putting her face close enough to mine that I can see every pore. "You shouldn't even be here. If you knew what's good for you, you'd leave right now and never look back."

She releases my hair and gives me a hard shove. I stumble backward, banging into the wall, and slide to the floor. My poor bruised mango rolls sadly next to my foot, and I scramble to grab it while gripping my script so hard my knuckles turn white. Fannie stands over me, fists balled up against her hips, and for a second I think she's going to start kicking me.

Instead, she spins on her heel and marches across the tiled floor without a word, her shoes clicking like gunshots. I feel tears stinging my eyes, and I'm half blind with rage and shame when I stagger to my feet and scramble up the stairs.


thirty-two
Tommy
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The scene we're shooting is early in the script, and sets up the movie's premise, such as it is. Burke and I are part of a lawn care crew, Burke's Bush Trimmers LLC, who have a contract with a movie star played by Kati. Zoe is Kati's assistant, and she's showing us around the property. I haven't read ahead to figure out where Fannie and Marcus fit into the scenario, but since I don't have any scenes with either of them, I'm not especially motivated.

It should be a pretty straightforward, non-sex scene, just me and Burke following Zoe around the villa, ogling her ass, making dumb little double entendres. She's supposed to be trying to seduce both of us, and this scene leads into one that Zoe will shoot with Burke tomorrow, where he fucks her out on the patio. The ogling part comes naturally to me, because the wardrobe lady has put Zoe into a pair of the tightest little short-shorts I've ever seen, and a crop top that barely conceals her tits. I find myself stumbling around with a boner just from looking at her, which I suppose is the point.

Zoe, though, keeps flubbing her lines, and it's sending Wolfgang into conniptions. He's constantly yelling "Cut! Cut! Cut!" when Zoe asks me, "Do you have a big hedge trimmer?" when she's supposed to ask about my hedge clipper. And she keeps goofing up my character's name, calling me "Tommy" instead of "Billy," to the point where I think it might just be easier to change the character's name and move on. I mean, the audience won't really care, will they?

Zoe is getting increasingly flustered, and Wolfgang is turning every shade of red. Burke puts a big, gentle hand on her shoulder, and Zoe shudders and pulls away from him. One of the production assistants gets her a bottle of water, and she can barely hold it without sloshing it all over herself, which prompts the wardrobe lady to appear with a fistful of paper towels to dry her shirt.

While Wolfgang turns his attention to yelling at the first camera operator, who apparently has his rig too far from the scene, I grab Zoe's elbow and guide her into a shady spot away from the rest. She resists, dragging her feet, but finally gives up when she realizes how relentless I am.

"Hey, Zoe," I whisper, putting my arms around her. She stiffens and looks down at her feet. "What's wrong?"

"Nothing," she says, "nothing's wrong. I just suck, okay?"

"That's not true; you're awesome."

"Bullshit. I can't act. All I can do is fuck. I shouldn't even be here."

"You absolutely should be here," I say. "You're going to be the star of this whole movie."

"No, I'm not. I'm just a ... a ... a dirty skank. I never should have left San Diego, I'm just good for gonzo blowbangs and screwing in some smelly basement apartment. Give me my twenty bucks and watch me go to town on some weirdo's dick. Zoe Chapelle, sleazy slut!"

She pounds her fist, hard, against my chest, then starts to sob. I don't want the make-up artist descending on us, so I shield her with my body and turn her away from the rest of the crew.

"That doesn't sound like my Zoe talking," I whisper. "My Zoe is fun and funny, incredibly sweet and thoughtful, and is proud of what she does. She tries harder than anyone I know to please her fans, and is always ready to put on a good show, but she also knows her limits and knows what she wants and makes damned sure she gets it."

"Shut up," she mumbles into my chest.

"I will not shut up," I say. "My Zoe is the best thing in this whole movie, and she's going to be the biggest star since ... since ... since Kati Kumbuquets. They're going to say, 'Kati who?' when this movie comes out, because all anyone is going to talk about is Zoe Chapelle."

"Now you're being dumb," she says.

"Yeah, you're right," I say, putting my finger under her chin and tilting her face up to look at me. Tears leave messy trails through her makeup from her eyes to her chin, but the ghost of a smile is threatening to appear on her lips. "Because I get incredibly stupid around you. You're something magic, Zoe Chapelle, and every minute I'm with you, I'm just stupid happy."

"You're such a fucking idiot, Tommy Dare," Zoe says, then goes up on her toes to press her lips against mine. I hold her in my arms, rocking back and forth while I kiss her tears away.

#

"I'd be happy to murder her for you," I say. "Both of them, actually."

We're sitting on the patio, eating cheese sandwiches I threw together from the craft table, exhausted and a little loopy after taking almost three hours to film a ten-minute scene. Zoe got her groove back after the make-up artist cleaned her up, and the sparkle that Wolfgang clearly saw in her to begin with shines through in her delivery. She took the dumbest lines of dialogue and transformed them into sultry, sexy, playful banter. We had to restart quite a few times when Burke cracked up at her sassy tone, and even Wolfgang was chuckling to himself by the time we wrapped.

On the way to the patio to grab some lunch, Zoe told me about her encounter with Fannie, and I'm absolutely livid when we sit down to eat. Marcus being a first-order creep trying to grope Zoe didn't really surprise me; Fannie's cruelty is another thing entirely.

"Would you really kill them for me and hide the bodies?" Zoe asks before taking a big bite of the sandwich I hand her. She chews thoughtfully and swallows, then says, "Because I've been kind of thinking about how I'd do it myself. Maybe we should compare notes."

"Did she really call you a 'dirty skank'?" I ask.

"And a 'dirty whore.' I don't rate her high on her insults, really. I mean, 'filthy strumpet'? 'Vile hussy'? 'Man-stealing cunt'? Those were all options that she could have taken."

I laugh and squeeze Zoe's knee.

"I think she's forgetting her own past," I say, "before she was Fannie Hawkins, Queen of High Class Erotic Cinema."

Zoe wrinkles her forehead and cocks her head quizzically.

"I mean," I say, "when she was 'Roxy Blue.' Have you seen 'Gal's Night Gangbang'?"

Zoe shakes her head.

"How about 'Blowbang Babes in Paradise'?"

"No. Is it any good?"

I shrug, then shake my head. "I've seen better. How about that classic cinematic gem, 'Spit, Swallow, and Swig'?"

"No! God, those sound like ... well, like things I'd be in."

"But not half as good," I say. "Fannie Hawkins has no right to call anyone a dirty skank if she's not willing to own up to Roxy Blue's early work. She can go fuck herself, honestly, if she's calling you out for what you do."

"Well, shit," Zoe says, flashing me a big grin. "Now I kind of like her a little bit."

"Oh, don't do that," I say. "I don't care how filthy and fun she used to be, it's pretty clear that she's a grade-A bitch now."


thirty-three
Zoe
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Ireally want to go back to my room and take a nap. Actually, I want to go back to my room and take a nap with Tommy, though I don't know how much rest I'd get. But I need to get myself to the wardrobe and make-up area right after lunch to prepare for a scene with Burke. Tommy is on his way to shoot with Kati, and I feel a little pang of jealousy.

"You're going to completely forget about me," I say when we meet in the foyer, "and fall under Kati's spell, I just know it."

Tommy kisses the top of my head and squeezes me tight.

"Maybe," he says, "but probably not. Kati's way out of my league. I mean, you're way out of my league, too, but Kati is ... next level."

"Yeah, that's what I'm worried about."

"What about you and Burke?" Tommy says. "I heard you moaning from the patio, when you were doing stills the first day. You put three little hearts next to it on the shooting schedule!"

"One heart for each orgasm," I say, giving his lips a quick kiss. "Burke Sierra is ... wow, I don't have words."

"And you're worried about Kati?"

"Burke is so fucking in love with Kati," I say, "isn't it obvious, the way they're always flirting? I'm perfectly happy to let him pound me into oblivion, but I know his heart belongs to her."

"Just wait until I get a chance to pound you into oblivion, Zoe Chapelle," he says, pulling me to him. I can feel his erection against my belly. "I'll make you forget all about Burke."

"Probably not," I say, "but I'm happy to let you try."

#

Reena, the make-up gal, is putting the finishing touches on my face when I hear a low whistle behind me. I turn my eyes, since Reena has my chin held firmly in her hand, and I can just barely see the impressive bulk of Burke Sierra next to the chair.

"You've got her looking mighty fine, Reena," Burke says. He moves around behind Reena and looks over her shoulder at me; I try not to smile and mess up what Reena's doing to my lips, but my pulse quickens when I see his dark eyes and rakish grin. "It's a shame I'm going to mess that pretty face up when I drag my tongue all over it."

"Do your worst, Mr. Sierra," Reena says with a laugh. "I'm using some high grade, waterproof stuff on Miss Chapelle."

"Are you, now?" He leans down to get a closer look at me, and I can feel my cheeks getting hot. "I take that as a challenge, then. Your pretty face is going to be a slippery, sweaty mess when old Burke gets done with you."

"I ... I sure hope so, Mr. Sierra," I say.

"That's the spirit," Burke says. "We are going to have some fun today, Miss Chapelle."

#

Wolfgang is directing my scene on the patio with Burke, and I'm more than a little nervous when I see him shouting at the lighting crew. Both scenes I've done with Wolfgang — the sloppy blowjob with Tommy yesterday, and the dialogue this morning — were grueling, with constant stops and starts. I sit in a canvas chair in a shady spot, wearing the tight little shorts and crop-top outfit from this morning, trying not to fidget.

When Burke steps onto the patio, wearing a blue and white striped seersucker shirt and cream-colored linen shorts, the atmosphere changes completely. Wolfgang visibly relaxes, his stern scowl changing to a beaming grin, and he rushes to embrace the big man, planting a kiss on each of his cheeks. He has to stand on his toes to reach Burke's face, and I giggle against the back of my hand, careful not to muss my lipstick.

"It will be just like old times," Wolfgang says, squeezing both of Burke's shoulders as he steps back to look him up and down. "I can't wait to see you work your magic."

"Oh, it'll be magic all right, Wolfie," Burke says, throwing me a wink over Wolfgang's shoulder. "Just stand back and let me do my thing."

Wolfgang suddenly turns to me, running a critical eye up and down my body. I tremble under his gaze, remembering the way he glowered at me every time I flubbed my dialogue this morning. There's a lot less dialogue in this scene, but I'm suddenly certain that I'm going to goof up every line.

"In this scene," Wolfgang says to me, his voice low and his eyes narrow, "you are attempting to seduce Mr. Sierra, but he will turn the tables and bend your body to his will. I need to see the confidence in you, your sassiness, Miss Chapelle, be suddenly and fearfully swept away under the powerful passion of Mr. Sierra. Do you understand me?"

I nod, turning my eyes up to Burke. He's standing behind Wolfgang with his arms crossed over his broad chest, a hungry look in his eyes. The thought of trying to seduce a man like Burke Sierra suddenly seems absurd: Burke clearly knows what he wants, and he has every intention of taking it. And what he wants is me.

#

Burke only has to undress me three times before Wolfgang is pleased. Honestly, though, I'd be happy to go through the undressing a few more times. Burke's fingers dance across my belly when he tugs the hem of my crop top, and he uses his teeth to playfully pull down the zipper on my shorts. His tongue tickles my thigh when he yanks my shorts past my knees, his breath hot against my panties.

"What are you doing after the shoot, Zoe?" Burke whispers into my ear while the lighting crew moves gear around between takes. I'm standing in nothing but my panties, trembling a little in anticipation.

"Um ... whatever you want to do, Mr. Sierra," I say.

He lets out a deep, rich laugh and squeezes my shoulder. I feel my stomach tighten and my ears burn.

"What I want to do," Burke says, "is spend some time with my gal Kati. I believe that young Tommy Dare is currently getting her engine revved up, and she'll need to go for a nice long drive after that."

"Oh," I whisper, biting my lip. The image of Tommy with Kati flashes through my mind again, accompanied by a twinge of jealousy. A stupid twinge of jealousy, obviously ...

"Does Tommy have plans for you?" Burke asks.

"I ... I don't know ..."

"I'll bet," Burke says, stepping closer to me, his big body looming and warm, "that young Mr. Dare is looking forward to taking your little body for a spin, too. I know I like to fuck Kati something fierce when she's been shooting with another guy. Just to remind her who has first claims on her."

"Oh, well, we're not really ..."

"He's sweet on you," Burke says. "And I do not blame him one bit; if I were twenty years younger, I'd be sweet on you, too. You're not going to break that boy's heart, are you, Miss Chapelle?"

I let out a nervous laugh and cross my arms over my tits. I didn't think that Tommy and I were being that obvious, but I guess it's no secret where we've been sleeping, since we show up together for breakfast and leave together after dinner.

"I sure hope not," I say.

"That's good. So what we're going to do here, Miss Chapelle," Burke says, dragging a big finger up my neck and then across my lips, "is get you nice and warmed up so Tommy can take you the last mile. Do you get what I'm saying?"

"I ... think so?"

"Prepare to be teased and tormented," he says, his voice a deep rumble, "like you've never experienced in your life."

#

If Wolfgang was looking for a way to turn my sass into surrender, he couldn't have found a better approach than Burke's. I come on strong, just like my character is supposed to, and Burke meets me with a furious passion, going from zero to a hundred in barely a second. He literally sweeps me off my feet, dangling me from his strong arms, and flips me around until I can't tell up from down and lowers me to the ground. His mouth sucks all the air out of my lungs and then works down my body, hot and hard and hungry, making my skin prickle with heat.

Burke seems to have a dozen hands, and every one of them is exploring my body. My nipples ache beneath his thumbs, my belly quivers against his palms, and when he pushes two thick fingers inside me and strokes my inner wall with a firm come-hither movement, I see stars.

"Did you come, babygirl?" he whispers into my ear when he hears my groans and gasps. "Just from having my fingers up inside you?"

"No," I gasp, blinking until the stars stop spinning. "No, but close ..."

"Good," he says, "because my plan is to keep you right on the edge until you're about to go crazy. I'll let Tommy finish you off ..."

I groan and squeeze his arm with both hands, trying to keep his fingers in place, but he pulls free and flips me onto my belly. His mouth slides up my thighs and over my ass, licking a hot, wet line up my spine, and I arch my back. I hear the soft rustle of fabric behind me, and then I feel his cock, stiff as an iron rod, nestle between my ass cheeks.

"You're such a sweet little thing," he hisses in my ear. "I'm going to gobble you up and swallow you down."

And he does. Good god, he does. He lifts me by the hips and buries his face between my legs while I kneel, face against a blanket spread out on the pavers, his big tongue exploring every fold of my pussy. I can feel the juices dribbling down my legs as his mouth works over me, his lips capturing what nectar they can. Maybe if I don't tell him I'm coming, I think, maybe if I come really, really quietly ...

But there's no being quiet under Burke's onslaught. Deep, guttural sounds escape my mouth, and soon I'm drooling with delight. My body vibrates to the rhythm of his tongue.

Then he flips me again, rolling me onto my back, and he bends me nearly double until my knees touch my cheeks. He kneels before me with his cock resting against my belly and takes my toes into his mouth, licking and sucking until I'm screaming with pleasure. When Burke pushes his cock into me, I'm so slick and wet that it's like a hot knife slicing into butter. He holds my feet up with one hand and raises my ass with the other, and fucks me with long, powerful strokes.

"You've got such a tight little pussy, baby," Burke pants. "Your squeezing my big dick and it feels so good."

I have no response to that but to moan, a low, strangled cry. My body is on fire, every nerve singing, and I'm close, so close ...

And then he flips me again, rolling me onto my side and spooning me from behind, his big hands enfolding my breasts. I lock my leg behind his hip and groan again as he pushes deeper inside me.

I hear Wolfgang yell, "Cut!", and for a moment I'm confused; I had completely forgotten about Wolfgang and the cameras and everything except Burke's big body wrapping and filling me. I try to raise my head, and then feel a firm hand on my cheek.

"Let me just do a quick touch up here, Miss Chapelle," I hear Reena say. My unfocused eyes catch a blur of movement, and then I feel soft, deft touches on my face.

"I guess you were right, Mr. Sierra," Reena says as she stands up. "My best work is no match for you."

"Haven't seen the make-up job yet that I can't ruin," Burke says, resuming his steady rhythm. "Nothing stands up to what I can dish out."


thirty-four
Tommy
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I'm exhausted, but happy, when I get back to my room after my scene with Kati. She did things to my cock — with her mouth, her hands, her pussy, her feet — that I didn't know were possible. When the action started, I had no choice but to do exactly as she demanded. It was like taking a graduate level seminar in sex from one of the world's leading experts, and it's going to take me a while to process everything I learned.

I'm hoping that I'll get to process a few of those lessons with Zoe tonight, if she still has any interest at all in me after shooting with Burke.

"You're pretty sweet on that Zoe Chapelle, aren't you?" Kati asked me during a break in the action, while Janine had the lighting tech check the levels on Kati's tits and move the second camera around to get a better view of her face. We were shooting in a bedroom in the villa's south wing, on a big four-poster bed piled high with pillows, stretched out on the softest, smoothest sheets my skin has ever touched.

"I guess I am," I said. "She's pretty special, and really smart and funny."

"Do you think it's got any traction after this shoot?"

I shrugged, feigning disinterest. I want there to be traction; even though I know there would be challenges and heartache, I also don't want to think about whatever we have ending when we go our separate ways after we wrap.

"Hard to say," I said. "I mean, we're not exactly the kind of people who do relationships, you know?"

"Oh, I know," Kati said with a laugh. "Me and Burke, on again, off again, over twenty years, we're the perfect example of love and porn not mixing. And I think we're one of the more successful couples. Just look at that hot mess of Fannie and Marcus."

I rolled my eyes and sighed.

"I kind of hate them both," I said. "Fannie has been really mean to Zoe, and Marcus has been creeping on her. It's making the whole situation really uncomfortable."

"They're both working through some stuff," Kati said, "and not in the healthiest ways. I think they've brought a lot more baggage than normal to the set."

"You two ready to get back to it?" Janine suddenly asked. "We've probably got about ten minutes left in the scene."

"I was born ready, darlin'," Kati said, giving a wink to Janine. Then she looked down at my cock, which had wilted while we were talking, and sighed.

"Just let me get my co-star back in fighting form," Kati said, straddling my hips and then shimmying backward until her face was level with my stiffening cock. "I'll see if I can keep him going for another ten minutes."

Even though I emptied my load on Kati's tits — another truly epic release, almost as big as the one I got from Zoe's sloppy blowjob — my cock is stiffening again at the memory of my shoot with Kati, and in anticipation of showing Zoe some of what I learned from her. I look at my watch and see that Zoe probably won't be done for another fifteen minutes, so I slide my shorts down and lie back on my bed, giving my shaft a couple of brisk tugs until it's standing fully at attention.

I'm just getting into a nice, leisurely groove, letting my mind wander largely in Zoe's direction, when I hear my door slam open. I sit up with a start, grabbing a pillow to cover my crotch, and see Zoe stepping into my room, her hair tangled and eyes wild. She's wearing the crop top from this morning, but inside out and backwards, and the little shorts, unzipped and hanging half off one hip. I can see a hint of her tidy blonde bush, which gives my erection a nice boost.

"Don't you knock?" I ask.

"Don't you do anything except sit around and jerk off?" she snaps.

She kicks the door closed while she peels off her top, and then pushes her shorts down and off, kicking them into the corner before marching to the bed. I slide over to make room for her, then lean in for a kiss. She grabs my cheeks between her hands and pushes her mouth against mine so hard I'm breathless when she finally releases me.

"Holy shit," I gasp, shaking my head to clear the sparks flashing behind my eyes. "Um, how was your scene with Burke?"

"Good," she says, her voice tight, "except the bastard didn't finish me. He said he was saving me for you to take care of."

"That's mighty nice of him," I say, wrapping my arms around her and pulling her down with me as I lie back on the bed. "Very thoughtful."

"Shut up, Tommy," Zoe says, straddling my waist and sitting up, one hand over my mouth and one on my cock. "Just shut up and fuck me."


thirty-five
Zoe
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Everyone is at the table again when we arrive on the patio for dinner; I guess Tommy and I lingered a little over the appetizers in his bed. After he relieved me of my almost painful ache that Burke burdened me with, he was excited to show me some of the moves he'd picked up from Kati. I was delighted to discover that a few of them were things that Burke had done to me; I especially liked it when Tommy bent my knees up to my ears and sucked my toes while he fucked me with long, steady strokes. According to Tommy, it was something Kati was especially fond of, too.

Fannie is in the middle of a speech about how there aren't enough location shots in the script; she hasn't seen Tommy and me arrive, she's so wrapped up in herself, waving her fork around for emphasis.

"I just think it's a waste, Wolfie, a goddamn waste," she's saying. "Here we are in this beautiful place, surrounded by beaches and sea caves and waterfalls, and we're just fucking in your villa all day. We need to be outside, making beautiful love in the cathedral of nature! That's erotica, Wolfie! That's fucking art!"

I sit down quietly beside Burke, who reaches for my hand and gives it a long, lingering kiss that makes my stomach flutter. I glance over at Tommy, who's pulling out a chair next to Kati; Kati gives us both a wink and a grin before spearing some lettuce on her fork, clearly only half listening to Fannie.

"Location shooting is expensive and fickle," Wolfgang says. "We are limited in which cameras we can use, and we're dependent on natural lighting. One drifting cloud can ruin an hour of footage. Also, we do not own this entire island: the beaches and coves are in the public trust, and require permits for filming. It is highly unlikely a film like ours would receive a permit."

"So we become guerilla filmmakers," Fannie says, "revolutionaries for erotic art! We sneak out and shoot the most beautiful fucking in the most beautiful places in the world, and then we run away if anyone comes. You could do a whole series, Wolfie — 'Love on the Run: My Adventures in Public Erotica.' You'd sell a million copies!"

"I would need to sell two million to cover the fines," Wolfgang says. "And probably three million if they arrest you and I have to post bail. Though perhaps, Ms. Hawkins, I would let you post your own bail, as I explicitly disapprove of this foolish notion."

Fannie sighs and drops her fork with a clatter.

"Fine," she says, shaking her head. "Whatever. I'm just brainstorming here, trying to break us out of this stupid rut."

"We are not in a rut," Wolfgang says. "We have had a very productive day of filming, and I expect tomorrow will be just as successful. I have looked at some of the rough cuts already, and I must say —" he looks directly at me, raising an eyebrow — "I have seen performances like I have not seen for many years. Truly astounding."

I'm blushing and looking down at my plate.

"Thank you," I whisper. "But ... um ... that was all Burke."

"Oh no, baby," says Burke reaching out a hand to drape across my shoulders, "that was all you. You were my muse, my inspiration! You helped me dig deep and find things in myself I didn't know I had."

"Thanks," I say, "it was ... um ... pretty inspiring for me, too."

I hear an annoyed sighing sound from Fannie, and look up to see her rolling her eyes. Marcus leers at me, wetting his lips with his tongue, and I feel my stomach drop; obviously I can't control who I "inspire," but I'd rather not inspire anything in Marcus.

#

After dinner, Tommy and I go for a walk toward the beach. The moon is high in a cloudless sky, casting long shadows up the trail, and there's a little bit of a breeze blowing up from the sea, so I have to lean against Tommy for warmth. He puts his arm around my shoulder and holds me close.

"So you weren't completely spoiled by Burke this afternoon?" Tommy asks when the beach is in sight.

"I already told you," I say, "he left me high and dry, on purpose. He played my body like a damned piano, hitting all the right notes, but then left me ... unresolved."

He laughs and says, "Kati was pretty much the same way. She completely took charge and just steered me around the course. It was fucking amazing, to be honest, but also kind of scary."

"But she let you come," I say.

"Well, yeah — it was in the script."

"It's always in the script for the guys," I grumble. "Everything is in service to the jizz, leading up to the money shot, and if there's no pop, there's no scene."

"True," he says, "but it's also a lot of pressure. Like, I can't fake an orgasm, and sometimes it's really hard to get there when I have to. I remember one time I was yanking my crank for like half an hour, straddling this girl's chest, everyone on the set checking their watches and ready to pack up, and when I finally got there, it was the most pathetic little drizzle. I almost hung it up and went back to washing cars for a living."

"You washed cars?"

"I was working at my uncle's detailing shop, on Van Nuys, when a producer brought in his Beemer and thought I had the right look for a shoot he was doing. I thought, what the heck, I'm not doing anything else interesting, and one thing led to another."

"So, this isn't your lifelong dream?"

Tommy shrugs. "Not a dream, but it's been a good deal. It's gotten me to some interesting places," he says, "and I've gotten to meet some interesting people. There's this really cute girl I met on one set, Zoe Chapelle, maybe you've heard of her? But I definitely never planned on a career in the industry."

"Interesting. So I guess you're just a natural."

"I've been lucky with my co-stars," he says.

We're at the beach now, and I kick off my sandals so I can feel the sand under my toes. It's too chilly to strip off and jump in, but it's just right for a stroll along the line between the sand and the water.

"So, what are you doing tomorrow, Zoe Chapelle?" Tommy asks.

"Well, according to the script," I say, "I'm giving you a hand job in the morning."

"I suppose I'm going to have to give it a rest tonight, then," he says, "if I don't want to deliver a pathetic drizzle tomorrow."

"That would definitely reflect poorly on my handy skills," I say, "and I don't want a reputation like that to follow me. And to be honest, I'm kind of all fucked out right now; you and Burke wore me out."

"Teamwork makes the dream work," he says, giving my shoulder a squeeze. "So, um ... do you want to sleep over anyway? We could cuddle. Or, if you'd rather sleep in your own bed ..."

I stop and turn, holding his hands in mine, then stand on my toes to give him a long, soft kiss.

"I would like nothing better, Tommy Dare," I say, counting the days I have left to cuddle with him as I drift off to sleep in his arms, and coming up with a much smaller number than I would like. "I'm a slave to your cuddles."


thirty-six
Tommy
[image: ]


Zoe is already up when I wake up the next morning, sitting in the chair by the door with the script, wearing just a pair of little blue panties. I lie in bed and watch her for a few minutes, staying very still so she doesn't see that I'm awake. She sits with one foot on the seat, the other dangling above the floor, her highly suckable little toes twitching and stretching as she reads. She wrinkles her brow and looks intensely at the page with complete concentration.

I want to call her back to bed, pull the blankets over us and wrap her in my arms, savoring the feeling of her skin on mine. She fits so perfectly against me, her head tucked against my chest and her hands on my hips, that when she's not in my arms I feel incomplete. My skin remembers her skin, and my tongue tingles at the memory of her taste.

She looks up from the script, mouthing the words silently to herself. When she sees me watching her, a smile flashes across her lips and she squirms, lifting the dangling foot onto the chair and peering at me between her knees.

"What are you looking at?" she asks.

"Just you," I say. "Only you."

"Do you want to make yourself useful and help me with my lines?"

"I'd rather make myself useful and help you take those panties off," I say, beckoning her with my fingers.

"I'm perfectly capable of taking my own panties off, thank you very much."

"Then take them off," I say, "and I'll help you with your lines."

Zoe rolls her eyes and sighs. But then she rests the script on her chest, lifts her feet, and tucks her thumbs in the waistband of her panties. She tugs them off and tosses them toward the bed, then props her feet on the edge of the chair again, wiggling her toes. My pulse quickens at the glimpse of her bare ass.

"Happy now?" she asks.

"Not as happy as I'd be if you were over here," I say, running my hand along the sheet beside me where I can still feel the lingering heat of Zoe's body.

"You're bad, Tommy Dare," Zoe says. I can tell she's trying not to laugh. "Bad, bad, bad. Don't you want to have your lines ready for the shoot this morning?"

I shrug. "I'd rather have you in bed with me."

"Bad, bad, bad," she repeats, then slowly unfolds herself from the chair.

I slide over to make room for her as she sits on the edge of the bed and then swings her legs up and rolls against me. I slide my hand through her tangled hair and kiss her lips, drawing her close. She slaps me on the head with her script and settles on her back beside me.

"Lines first," she says, turning to the page of dialogue for the first shoot of the day. "And no funny business."

"None at all?" I say in a pleading tone, running my fingers across her tummy. She wiggles under me, giggling, but doesn't pull away.

"Maybe a little funny business," she says. "But only if you get your lines right."

"You're about to experience the greatest acting since Marlon Brando," I say, lying back beside her and propping her head on my shoulder. "I don't need an Oscar statue if I've got Zoe Chapelle beside me."

#

We did actually manage to work on our lines in between a little messing around, and our dialogue shoot with Kati and Janine goes a lot more smoothly than yesterday's session. Fannie and Marcus were off in the south wing with Wolfgang before breakfast, so it probably helps Zoe's mood that we didn't cross paths with either of them when we made our way from my bedroom to the swimming pool.

This is a scene from early in the movie, before any hanky-panky has taken place. I'm the young assistant groundskeeper, presenting Burke's contract to Kati, the wealthy heiress who owns the villa, and Zoe, her personal assistant. Both of them seem a lot more interested in the absent Burke (who watches from the sidelines, making goofy faces at Kati when she's trying to deliver her lines), and my character is clearly frustrated that he's getting no pull with these two sexy ladies, even when he takes off his shirt to reveal his rippling shoulders. One of the lighting techs even spritzes me with water after I take off my shirt so my muscles will glisten in the morning sun.

"You're doing a really good job pretending my sexy muscles don't turn you on," I whisper to Zoe between takes, flexing my bicep like I'm on the stage of a bodybuilding competition.

Zoe laughs and tickles my stomach, making me lose my pose. Then she kisses my cheek and shakes her head.

"It's so cute you think I'm pretending," she says. "But I've already sampled your boss's muscles, and nothing compares to Burke."

Janine has finished getting the boom mic adjusted above us and calls for us to take our places. As she walks past me, she runs a finger across my chest and says, "I think you've got sexy muscles, Tommy," and winks.

Zoe raises an eyebrow at her and then at me, but then Janine calls "Action!" and we're back to delivering our lines. I notice that Zoe suddenly shows more interest in me, going so far as to imitate Janine's playful gesture on my chest; maybe it was just a clever way for Janine to offer some direction to Zoe without being obvious.

When we're done with the scene, I reach for the shirt I threw over the back of a chair. Janine looks up from her script and says, "You should leave that off, Tommy; get a little sun on your guns."

"You think?" I say, flashing her grin and making a muscle again with my bicep.

Zoe is suddenly standing in front of me, blocking Janine's view. She goes up on her toes to give me a kiss, then looks over her shoulder and says, "He needs to put on sunscreen first; I don't want him getting a burn, because I plan on putting my hands all over him tonight."

Then she grabs me by the hand and drags me back toward the villa. I glance over my shoulder and see Janine watching us leave, her arms crossed over her chest and a scowl on her face.
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Iknow it's dumb of me to feel jealous, especially of Janine. She's cute enough, I suppose, but kind of pushy; I don't really think she's Tommy's type. This is apparently her first time on a porn set, so she's not used to the weird, horny vibe that's all around, even when everyone is dressed.

Or at least, mostly dressed. Her eyes were all over Tommy's bare chest; he even flubbed a few lines, and she was too busy staring at him to notice. Kati caught it and made us back up for another take; maybe she should be directing.

I'm weirdly not jealous of Kati, even though she and Tommy fucked yesterday. That was in the script, at least, all part of the job, and she's not weird around Tommy. And I don't think I'm weird around Burke; at least I hope I'm not.

This job really fucks with your head sometimes ...

"Do you have a problem with Janine?" Tommy asks as I drag him through the foyer toward the craft table. There are croissants on the table today, and a selection of jams and jellies, so I grab one and start smearing some sort of raspberry preserve on it.

"I didn't like the way she was looking at you," I say. "She wasn't even paying attention to you screwing up your lines because she was so focused on your chest."

"I can't fault her for having good taste," he says, winking and then snatching the croissant from my hand and taking a bite of it.

I make a growling noise at the back of my throat and smack Tommy's still-bare stomach.

"That's my fucking lunch," I snarl, "get your own. And put your shirt back on."

"Geez, sorry," Tommy says. He tries to hand the croissant back to me, but I slap his hand away; he fumbles it, catches it, and shoves it into his mouth, then pulls his shirt over his head. A cascade of crumbs tumbles from his lips as he adjusts his shirt.

"You're such a slob," I say.

He looks down at the crumbs on his shirt and brushes them off with his hands, then looks at me, squinting.

"I'm really sorry, Zoe," Tommy says. "I mean it. I can be a goofball sometimes, and pretty unobservant."

I let out a breath and realize I've had my hands balled into fists this whole time. My shoulders slump as I try to relax; the tension runs up my back and into my neck, making my head ache.

"I'm just being overly sensitive," I say with a sigh. "I should probably get better sleep."

"Want to come back to my room and take a nap?" he asks, taking a step closer to me. He runs a finger down my cheek and I shiver.

"I said I need sleep, Tommy," I say. "I'm definitely not getting that in your room, am I? Just make me some lunch and maybe I'll forgive you."

#

Our next scene is with Janine again, and I'm not looking forward to it. Especially because this is the one where I give Tommy a hand job while we watch Kati and Burke fucking; if having Tommy shirtless generated some weird vibes, having him naked with my hand wrapped around his cock is going to be even stranger.

We're shooting on the balcony of a second-storey bedroom in the south wing, overlooking the pool. Burke and Kati are setting up on the pool deck with Wolfgang and a full crew: two cameras, lots of lights, a pair of boom mics hovering over the chaise longue where the magic is going to happen. Our space, by contrast, is cramped: Tommy stands on the balcony with a cameraman holding a shoulder mounted camera kneeling near the railing, an assistant with a light baffle sits by the opposite railing, and Janine hovers just inside the sliding door. I'm sitting on the bed, waiting for my cue to enter, suddenly nervous about what should be a very basic scene.

The set up is that Tommy sees his boss Burke and their employer Kati getting frisky by the pool, and he pulls out his cock for a little five knuckle shuffle. He's not aware that Kati's assistant — me — has also gone upstairs to get a better view of the action, and spots Tommy on the balcony. She goes out to lend him some assistance, and if all goes as planned our little scene will end with a beautiful slow motion shot of his jizz arcing into space just as Burke fills Kati with his seed.

Of course, all of the tricky timing will happen in the editing room. Really, we could have shot these two scenes on different days, but Wolfgang is an artiste and wants the vibe to be as realistic as possible.

"Okay, Tommy, they're starting," Janine says. She takes a step onto the balcony and looks over his shoulder at the pool below. "I want you to start squeezing your package through your shorts."

From where I'm sitting, all I can see are Janine and Tommy's backs. Janine is standing close enough to touch Tommy, and I feel that surge of jealousy again; I want to run out there and push her away from him. But she's just doing her job, making sure all the planned shots are captured and that the action is hot. Just doing her job ...

Tommy's shoulders move, and I imagine his hands at his crotch, cradling his bulge in his fingers. I lean forward on the edge of the bed; if I turn my head a little, I can see Tommy's ass, just past Janine's hip, clenching as his fingers squeeze.

"Start unbuttoning," Janine says after a few minutes. "But slowly. I want people to wonder what you're hiding in there, so tease them. That's it ... slowly ..."

Janine moves closer to the cameraman crouched in the corner of the balcony. I can see Tommy's arms moving as he works the buttons on his fly. The waistband of his shorts shifts a little, exposing a strip of bare skin below the hem of his shirt.

"Oh, yeah, nice," Janine says, her voice a hoarse whisper. "Take it out slowly ... slowly ... let it uncoil like a big, beautiful snake ... save that big purple tip for last ... hide it, put your hand over the end, I just want to see the shaft ... make me wonder how fucking big it is ... oh, yeah ..."

Janine is really getting into the scene, and I hide a giggle behind my hand. Then Tommy's shorts slip lower, revealing the curve of his ass, and I feel a surge of heat between my legs. I've squeezed that ass, felt the firm muscles and smooth skin under my hands while Tommy rides me, and I have a sudden urge to feel it right now.

Janine puts her hand against Tommy's back, gently guiding him to turn toward her, and toward the camera. His arm is moving now, very slowly, his shoulders stretching his t-shirt tight, and I bite my lip, picturing what the camera must be seeing: the fat, purple tip of his cock, pre-cum glistening at the tip, Tommy's fist tight around the shaft, fingers gliding up and down his length. I bite my lip and shift in my seat.

"That's it," Janine says, her voice barely above a whisper. "That's it, stroke it ... slowly ... keep your fingers loose so we can see the skin moving. Oh, fuck, yeah ... wipe your thumb across the tip, let's smear that juice all over ..."

I push my palms against my bare knees and squeeze until my knuckles are white. I've had directors who sound like Janine, keeping up a constant stream of dirty talk while I'm fucking and sucking, and I've never liked it, not one bit. Just shut up and let me do my job, I want to say, you can jerk off in the editing room for all I care, but not here!

Because I can't see what Tommy is doing, though, I can't help but listen to Janine's play-by-play of Tommy stroking his cock, and I can imagine every movement. I can hear Tommy's breathing, slow and steady, and I can picture his face, eyes closed and mouth loose, lost in the pure bliss of sensation.

"Shirt off," Janine says, tugging at the hem of Tommy's shirt. "We need to see more skin."

I let out my own sigh when Tommy lifts his shirt over his head and lets it fall to the balcony floor. His skin glows golden in the sunlight, a glisten of sweat across his neck. He pushes his shorts down, too, until they pool around his ankles, and he clenches his ass when he grasps his cock again.

"Okay, you, Zoe," Janine says, looking over her shoulder at me. Her face is flushed, eyes flashing, and she jerks her head. "Get out here."

I push myself to my feet and walk unsteadily toward the door. When Tommy starts to turn his head, Janine puts a hand against his cheek and gently turns his face back toward the pool below us.

"Watch them," Janine says, "not her. Don't even look at her."

It's crowded on the balcony, and I'm standing hip to hip with Janine when I reach Tommy. The cameraman stands and steps toward us, and Janine moves around behind me, hands on my waist.

I reach out, slowly, and put my hands against Tommy's back. He stiffens and starts to say something, but I reach a hand around to cover his mouth and say, "Quiet. Let me help you."

I look down and over Tommy's arm, and the gasp I let out isn't just acting. Maybe it's the angle I'm seeing it at, maybe it's the way Tommy's hand is wrapped around the base, but his cock looks absolutely huge. The swollen head is a rich, velvety purple, and the veins along the shaft meander and branch, dark under his smooth skin.

"Touch it," Janine hisses, her lips almost touching my ear. "You know you want to ... you know you want that cock ... touch it, but lightly ..."

I do as I'm told, reaching a hand around Tommy's waist and setting a finger gently against the tip of his cock. It's silky smooth, warm to the touch, and a little slick from the pre-cum he's smeared across the crown. I explore the loose, wrinkled skin below the tip, and the flared curve of the head. Another shimmering droplet of pre-cum appears at the dark hole, and I drag it across his glans. Tommy shudders and sighs.

"Fuck, that's hot," Janine says. She's standing closer now, a hand on my hip; I can feel her breasts against my back, her nipples stiff through her thin shirt. "So fucking hot. Hold his shaft."

I gently push Tommy's fingers away from the base of his cock, and he moves them down to cup his tight, heavy balls against his palm. Keeping my grip loose, I slide my hand up his length, pulling the tip skyward as I stroke. Tommy lets out a moan and tilts his head back; I stand on my toes and press my lips against his throat.

"Oh god, that's good," Janine says into my ear. Her breath is hot and wet. Her fingers tighten on my hip and I flinch and try to shift away; she presses herself harder against me, forcing my tits against Tommy's back.

I let out a gasp when I feel a hand press into my crotch; for a second I'm afraid it's Janine's hand, but when I look down, I see Tommy's hand, wrist turned toward me so his fingers can dance over the buttons on my shorts. I push my hips against him and tighten my grip on his cock.

"Oh, that's hot," Janine says. The hand on my hip slides across the top of my ass as she leans toward the cameraman. "Get this, right here; Tommy, work on those buttons."

The cameraman moves toward me, the lens pushing up against my other hip as he adjusts himself. Tommy's thumb and fingers tug at the buttons holding my shorts closed, popping one, two, three of them open. His fingers slide inside, brushing over my panties.

"This isn't in the script," I say.

"I don't care," Janine says. Her hand slides up my back and under my shirt, slipping over bare skin. "It's fucking hot."

Her hands tug at my belt loops, and she pulls my shorts and panties down over my ass. The cameraman taps Janine's shoulder, and she moves out of the way so he can get a shot of Tommy's fingers pulling my panties down in the front, grazing my bush. I let out a gasp and nearly lose my grip on his shaft when his fingers slide lower, brushing my clit and slipping across my folds; I stand on my toes to give him easier access.

Around Tommy's shoulder, I can see the action on the pool deck. Kati is straddling Burke, her back arched and tits thrown forward, riding his cock. His big hands are on her hips, guiding her in a sensual grind against his body. I can't hear what's happening, but I can imagine the moaning, sighing sounds escaping Kati's lips, and Burke's deep, guttural growls. I let out a growl of my own when Tommy's finger pushes into the entrance of my channel, slick and soft with arousal.

"Look at them fucking," Janine whispers in my ear. "Look at how she's riding that big, hard dick; you've had that dick inside you, Zoe, haven't you? Is it a good dick?"

I glance over my shoulder and catch Janine's eyes, wild with desire, and then look away. This is wrong, I think, this is wrong ... this is hot, but this is wrong ...

"And you've had Tommy's dick, too," she says. Her lips graze my earlobe. "You'll fuck them all, won't you, Zoe Chapelle? You've got a hungry, hungry pussy, you'll never be satisfied, you'll just fuck and fuck and fuck and ..."

Tommy tenses, his cock thickening in my hand. I press my lips to his back and try to ignore Janine's words, her breathy, filthy babble, and focus on Tommy and his pleasure.

And on Tommy's fingers, which have pried me open and plunged as far inside as they can reach.

"Wait!" Janine nearly shouts in my ear. "Wait, hands off! I want you to come like you did after the shower scene!"

I slide my hand down to the base of Tommy's cock, brushing his balls, puzzled. After the shower scene? I wonder. The shower scene with the sloppy blowjob?

But Tommy lets out a little laugh and says, "You got it, Janine. Hands free it is ... god, I'm so close ..."

Tommy pushes my hand aside, then grasps his balls in his fist. I feel his fingers rolling them from side to side, and his body tenses against me. I press my head against his flank and look down to see his cock pointing up and out, quivering in the sunlight. The hand between my legs squeezes, fingers moving deeper still, and he suddenly lets out a cry as his cock erupts, sending a thick stream of cum into the air.

"Perfect," Janine says, sandwiching me between her and Tommy, her hands sliding down his back and over his ass. He trembles, knees shaking, as another jet shoots against the balcony railing. "Perfect ..."
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"That was fucked up, Tommy," Zoe says. We're standing by the stairs up to the south wing's second floor; she has her fists balled up by her hips and her jaw thrust forward.

"What do you mean, fucked up?" I ask. "It was pretty good, I thought."

"She was ... damn it, Tommy, that wasn't ... normal. It was like she was having a fucking threesome with us."

I put my hand on her hip and pull her close. Her shorts are still unbuttoned and riding low, and I let a finger slip under the waistband to stroke her ass.

"Would you like that?" I ask, bending down to kiss her ear. "Maybe we can get an extra scene added to the script ..."

"Fuck you, Tommy!" she yells, pushing me away. "What's wrong with you?"

"What's wrong with me? What's wrong with you? We just did a really hot scene, and if it went a little weird, who cares? The footage is going to be amazing."

"Boundaries, Tommy," she says. "Do you have no boundaries at all?"

"You're a fine one to be talking about boundaries. You've been pretty open to just about anything. I think you're just mad that I turned her on."

"No, I'm mad that the director was putting herself in the middle of the scene, touching me without asking first, and going off the script. And you went along with it."

I blink, puzzled. I thought Zoe was turned on by the scene, too; she certainly felt turned on. Janine's words got me almost as hard as Zoe's hand did, and it was all I could do to hold back when she was saying those filthy things to Zoe.

"You're just jealous," I say. I reach for her again, and she slaps my hand away. "You're mad that someone gets turned on by me. And that's something that gets me going."

Her lip suddenly trembles, and I'm afraid she's going to cry.

"I get turned on by you, Tommy," she says, "but what she did was ... it was wrong."

"You get paid to be turned on by me," I say. "It's not the same."

"You stupid asshole!" she shouts. "I've been sleeping in your fucking bed all week! No one is paying me to do that!"

She turns on her heel and marches away from me, toward the stairs up to the north wing on the other side of the foyer, without looking back.

"Wait, Zoe," I call, hurrying after her. "Wait, I didn't mean —"

She spins and looks at me, and I freeze. There are tears on her cheeks, but absolute rage in her eyes, and the set of her jaw tells me that I'd better shut the fuck up.

"Why don't you see if Janine will share your bed tonight," she says. "If she's so fucking turned on by you. I'll see you tomorrow."

Then she turns back, straightens her shoulders, and stomps away from me.

You're such a fucking idiot, Tommy Dare, I think as I watch her climb the stairs and disappear.
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I've got my head under the pillow, so the knocking on my door is just a muffled thud that I can almost ignore.

"Go away!" I yell without looking up, and pull the pillow tighter.

The knocking continues. I tense every muscle in my body, fling the pillow away, sit up, and yell, "Go the fuck away!"

"Zoe, honey?" It's Kati's voice, soothing and concerned. "Baby, are you okay?"

"No!" I yell. "No, I am not okay!"

"We missed you at dinner, Zoe," Kati says. "I brought you some food. Aren't you hungry?"

My damn stomach growls, but I don't think Kati can hear it. I haven't eaten anything since half a croissant before the stupid balcony scene, so I'm starving.

"No, not really," I say. "Maybe."

"There's chocolate cake," she says, putting a lilt into her voice. "It's so, so good ... if you don't want it, though, I guess I could choke down another piece ..."

I sigh and hop off the bed, then stomp across the room.

"Fine," I say, flinging the door open. "I'll eat the damn cake, but then I want to be left alone."

"Good," Kati says, pushing past me and kicking the door closed behind her. "I brought an extra piece for me, just in case."

#

"And then he said I was sleeping with him just for the paycheck," I say, shoveling another forkful of cake into my mouth. Kati didn't lie; it's damned good cake. "Stupid motherfucker, I should cut his damn balls off ..."

Kati chuckles and shakes her head, then reaches over to me with a napkin to wipe some crumbs off my lip. We're sitting side by side on my bed with the plates of cake in our laps and my head occasionally dropping onto her shoulder as I tell her the story of the fucked up balcony scene.

"You don't really want to do that," Kati says. "And believe me, he feels just awful about what he said."

"He feels 'just awful' because I'm not going to fuck him anymore," I say. "He can go bed down that Janine skank for all I care, screw his way through all of the crew, show everyone just how hot he is. I'm not putting up with his bullshit anymore."

Kati puts an arm around my shoulder, and I collapse onto her chest, tears streaming down my cheeks. I'm probably going to soak her shirt, but I don't care.

"He's really sweet on you, Zoe," Kati says. "He looked like such a mope at supper, couldn't eat a damned bite."

"Good," I say into Kati's chest, "I hope he fucking starves to death."

"He's a big boy," Kati says, "so that will probably take a while — one missed meal because his heart is broken won't kill him."

"That's too bad."

"Most men think with their dicks, Zoe, you know that. Even good men like Tommy. And Burke, god knows. But Tommy's no dummy; he knows he's got a good thing going with you."

"That's what I thought," I say, "but all it took was that one woman getting all hot and bothered around him, and suddenly he's asking me for a fucking threesome."

Kati laughs. "If I had a nickel for every time Burke asked me for a threesome, or foursome, or some weird bondage thing ... well, I wouldn't need to make this comeback movie."

"Did you ever ... um ... say yes?"

Kati shrugs. "Depending on my mood. At least he knew to ask, and not just show up to a private party with an unexpected guest. Better than that Janine's behavior, I'd say."
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Isit at the end of the table, an empty chair between me and Kati that I'm hoping will soon be filled by Zoe. Surely she's not going to skip dinner because I shoved both feet into my mouth, and if I can just have a few minutes with her, I'm sure I can set this right again.

While the staff are clearing away the salad plates, Fannie starts in again on her "vision" for the film, which is still completely at odds with Wolfgang's script. I'm torn between waiting for the main course and getting the fuck out of there, just to avoid listening to her again. But I'm still hoping Zoe will arrive, so I sit tight.

"All the good studios are doing them now," Fannie is saying. "They edit down softcore versions that they can sell to hotels and on cable, and sell the hardcore versions online. They hit a really solid, affluent couples market, the kind of people who like travel and fine dining and all that."

She's going on about her "couples showcase" idea again: plotless scenes of beautiful people fucking in beautiful settings. I honestly have no idea who would watch something like that, especially a softcore version, but I'm not part of an "affluent couple" so I suppose I'm not the target audience.

"You've got the perfect setup for it, Wolfgang," Fannie says. "And you could even do it along with this scripted movie — just give me a crew for a few hours and Marcus and I will bring you back some roughs that will blow your socks off."

Marcus nods and raises an eyebrow at me. I look down at the empty place on the table where my salad plate was, and then reach for my nearly empty wine glass.

"Where is Zoe?" Marcus asks.

"She ... um ... she wasn't feeling well," I say. "After the last scene. She's having a rest."

"A shame," says Fannie. "Probably she isn't used to all this sunlight and fresh air, since she spends most of her time in moldy basements with shag carpeting."

Kati shoots a withering look at Fannie, who looks away, then continues on her pitch.

"Marcus and I would be happy to produce a showcase as a bonus for your movie," she says to Wolfgang, "just loan us some crew. We can schedule a scene with Kati and Burke, too."

"I think Zoe would bring something fresh to your concept," Kati says, raising an eyebrow at Fannie.

Fannie sighs. "Maybe. We'll see. How about it, Wolfie? Are you ready to try something new?"

Through her whole spiel, Wolfgang was sipping thoughtfully from his glass, occasionally looking over his shoulder at the setting sun. When she's finished, he sets his glass down and says, "It's all very interesting, Fannie, but it's not why we're here. As I've already explained, the practicalities are a challenge on a tight schedule, and the risks are too high."

"But we can shoot outside the schedule —"

Wolfgang shakes his head. "No. We have already made many accommodations for your needs, Fannie, but this request, this must remain a firm 'no'."

Fannie purses her lips and looks down at the table. It looks like she's about to say something else when the staff appear bearing the plates and bowls of the main course. Wolfgang claps his hands and sits up straighter, a smile spreading over his face, met by a frown on Fannie's.

#

"You certainly fucked that up, son," Burke says, handing me an open can of beer.

We're sitting by the pool, the sun setting behind us, and I've been staring at the reflections in the water ever since dinner, playing back my words to Zoe over and over in my head. They come out wrong every time, and there's nothing I can do to make them right. I gave Burke a quick synopsis while Kati was running up to Zoe's room with a plate of food, and all he could do was shake his head sadly.

"I know," I say, then take a swallow of the beer. It's cool and bitter, and goes down nice and smooth. Unlike the realization of my monumental fuck up with Zoe. "I am such a fucking idiot."

"Accepting the truth is the first step to putting it right," Burke says. He pops the top on his can and takes a long drink. "You're damned lucky she likes you."

"I'm not so sure that's true anymore."

"If she didn't like you, she wouldn't be this monumentally pissed off at you."

"I thought she'd be ... a little easier, you know? More forgiving? Considering her line of work and everything."

Burke laughs and takes another swallow. "Tommy, my boy, you really, truly are a fucking idiot. If anything, her 'line of work,' as you put it, makes her a whole lot less forgiving. You've got a woman there who knows exactly what she wants, and knows exactly where her boundaries are, and she is well equipped to take zero bullshit from the likes of you."

"Well, yeah, I see that now," I mumble. "A lot of good it does me."

"I don't suppose you've had a girlfriend since you got into the industry," Burke says, giving me a sidelong look with a raised eyebrow.

"I don't suppose I have, no."

In fact, that was part of the reason I got into the industry in the first place. My college girlfriend dumped me the week before graduation, and I had been in a tailspin for almost a year. I had a shot at a good job right out of college, starting in a management consulting firm that would have me rubbing elbows with the Fortune 500 C-suite crowd in a year or two, but I blew the second interview and took the job at my uncle's car wash because I couldn't bear to move back home.

I thought that LA would be my big chance to reinvent myself, to become someone cool and laid back, someone who could just roll with the punches and make his own rules. But no matter what I tried — hanging out at the gym, trying to get into the underground club scene, cruising Van Nuys in one of my uncle's classic cars — I eventually reverted to being the nervous, uptight nerd I had always been.

Until that chance encounter with that producer in his Beemer, and I thought, What the heck? I've screwed my life up already, I might as well take it to the next fucked up level ...

And somehow I discovered something I was good at, besides spreadsheets and case study reports. On my first set, as the casting-couch stunt cock for an up-and-coming starlet, I became someone else, someone who really was as cool and nonchalant as I wanted to be, and I figured out how to keep playing that character even when I wasn't in the middle of a shoot.

Until I met Zoe, and I completely lost my cool.

"If you stay in the industry," Burke says, looking up at the darkening sky with a philosophical smile, "your love life is going to be totally fucked up. Any girl you meet who's not in the industry isn't going to be able to handle what you do: she might think it's cool to date a porn star, but the novelty wears off pretty fast the first time you break a date to squeeze in an extra shoot, or insist that she signs up for the bi-weekly testing schedule, too.

"And any gal you meet who's in the industry," Burke continues, "is going to be just as fucked up as you are about sex and love and commitment. She'll be worried that she's never good enough for you, while she's comparing you to every co-star; she'll be insanely jealous one minute, and then want to come to your shoots to cheer you on the next. And she'll swing between being an absolute freak in the sheets, to wanting just plain vanilla lovemaking, and then right back to the freaky shit.

"Loving a porn star is the dumbest thing you can do with your life, and the best thing in the world."

"Well," I say, tilting my can up to get the last swallow of beer, "I wouldn't say we're in love, exactly. We've only known each other for a couple of days. I mean, not like you and Kati."

"It sure looks like love to me," says Burke. "And believe me, I know what love looks like."
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Ifinally give up on getting any decent sleep some time around five in the morning. I spent the night tossing and turning, surprised every time I rolled over that Tommy wasn't lying there beside me, and then pissed off at him all over again.

Rather than mope around my room waiting for the day to start, I decide to head down to the pool. I grab the blanket off my bed and toss it over my shoulders in case it's still chilly outside; I could crash on one of the lounge chairs, and maybe with a change of location, sleep will find me at last. It's probably a good two hours before the villa's staff are up, and three or more before any of the cast or crew come looking for breakfast.

When I get to the pool deck, though, I discover that I'm not the only one who had this sudden stroke of genius. Crashed out on a lounger, snoring under a big towel like a chainsaw, is Tommy Dare.

"Well, fuck," I mutter.

I want to stomp back up to my room, pissed off at Tommy all over again, but I'm frozen in place. He looks so at ease, his jaw loose and his face slack, a spray of stubble on his chin. His toes stick out from under the towel and he has one arm thrown across his chest, which slowly rises and falls with his breath. I want to climb onto the lounger with him, snuggle up to his side and drape my blanket across us, drifting into tranquil sleep.

I also want to kick his damn feet, slap him awake, and tell him how pissed off I still am.

I tiptoe closer and stand over him. His snoring gets a little louder, and he shifts on the lounger, the towel slipping from his shoulder. When I bend down to adjust his covering, and maybe — just maybe — give him a little kiss on the forehead, his eyes fly open and he makes a startled gasp.

"Zoe?" he says.

And I bolt, dropping my blanket and running for the villa in my panties and tank top.

"Zoe!" Tommy yells. "Wait!"

I hear the lounger scrape on the pavement, and I hear his feet strike the ground. My hands fumble with the sliding door between the pool and the foyer, my heart racing.

"Zoe!" he yells, and I look over my shoulder to see him almost on me, reaching a hand toward me. I put my shoulder against the door and slide it open, then stumble inside, heading toward the stairs.

"Zoe, wait!" Tommy yells, stopping just inside the villa. He drops his hands to his sides and I see his shoulders sag when I put my foot on the first step.

"Can I say I'm sorry?" he asks, his voice full of pleading.

I stop on the first step and turn to look at him, eye to eye. He takes a halting step forward, then stops.

"No one's stopping you," I say. "Feel free to say you're sorry all you want."

"I am, then," Tommy says. "Sorry. Really, really sorry, Zoe. I fucked up."

"Yeah, you did," I say. "And what are you going to do about it?"

"Well, for starters, I'm going to say I'm sorry again."

"Weak."

"And I'm going to promise not to fuck up again."

"Doubtful."

"And I'm going to bring you cake?"

I can't help but laugh. "You already did that once, Tommy."

"Well, yeah, but it worked, didn't it? I was thinking maybe me bringing you cake could be our thing."

"'Our thing'? Don't we need to be a thing to have a thing?"

"I was ... kind of hoping we could be a thing, then," he says, taking a tentative step closer.

"What kind of thing were you thinking?" I ask.

"The kind of thing where I bring you cake," he says. "And where we cuddle, maybe practice scripts, hang out together ..."

"I don't need that much cake," I say. "But I do like cuddles."

"Okay," he says, taking another step. "Less cake, more cuddles. Also just hanging out and talking, maybe gossipping about all these other losers on the set."

"And fucking, I assume."

He shrugs. "Off the clock fucking could be an option," he says, "but only if that's what you want. Mostly, for me, it's the cuddles. I slept like shit without you in my bed, Zoe Chapelle, and I slept even worse by the pool."

"How long do you think this 'thing' would last? We've got less than a week left on this shoot, and then I'm back to my dingy little San Diego apartment and you're back in LA. Is this just a fun thing for a few more days?"

"Sure," he says, "fun for a few days. Or more. I don't know. I'm not good at this kind of thing, Zoe; that's sort of why I've got this job."

I sigh and hop down off the stairs.

"Same," I say, walking up to Tommy and putting my arms around him.

#

The cuddle turns into a kiss, the kiss into me pressing myself against Tommy, hands tugging at the hem of his shirt, while he grasps my ass, lifting me onto my toes. We were only apart for one night — one night — but after just one taste of him, I'm absolutely ravenous. He's sweeter than the richest chocolate cake, and I want to devour him and lick up the crumbs.

"Oh fuck, Zoe," Tommy gasps. He spins around and backs me into the wall, then lifts me up so I can wrap my legs around his waist. I throw my arms around his neck and drag him into a hard, delicious kiss.

"Do you want to go to your room or mine?" I ask. "Yours is closer ..."

Tommy shakes his head, then nibbles at my neck, making me squeal. I lock my feet behind his back and pull him tight against me.

"We've got a towel," he says, "and a blanket, and no one will be up for a couple more hours. How about the beach?"

I groan and press my body against him, nearly knocking him off his feet. He steadies me with a kiss and closes his hands to hold my ass firmly in his grip.

"The beach," I gasp. "Fuck yes, the beach ..."
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We grab the blanket and towel from the pool deck as we run toward the trail that leads to the beach, giggling and squealing and sometimes pausing for a hot, hungry kiss. The sun's red and gold rays are brightening the sky now, and warming the breeze that's blowing up from the cove. I can't wait to peel off Zoe's clothes, throw her onto the towel, and savour every inch of her while the surf laps at our feet and the sun shines on our bare skin.

Zoe trips going down the hill, and I catch her before she falls. I lift her into an awkward fireman's carry that has me staggering and stumbling on the rocky trail while she laughs and slaps my back.

As I approach the beach, though, rounding the corner behind the cover of palms and low shrubs, I see that it's not deserted, and I stop with a gasp. There's a couple kneeling face to face in the sand, right on the edge of the surf, the golden light glowing on their naked bodies.

"Holy shit," I whisper.

"What? What's wrong?" Zoe says behind me.

I drop to my knees and slide Zoe off my shoulder, steadying her with my hand on her hip as she kneels beside me.

"Holy shit," Zoe whispers, squeezing my arm and leaning into me. "It's Fannie and Marcus."

And, of course, she's right. Fannie's platinum hair falls in a heavy cascade over her bare shoulders, and Marcus's dragon tattoo writhes across his back as he leans into their embrace. His hands drag across her flanks and over her breasts, and she throws her head back, a sigh escaping into the breeze.

"Cut!" someone calls, and I duck down behind the thick leaves, pulling Zoe with me.

I see that Fannie and Marcus aren't alone on the beach. There's a man with a camera kneeling nearby; I can't see him clearly, but from his ball cap and t-shirt, I'm pretty sure it's the behind-the-scenes guy who has been popping up all week to make a nuisance of himself. And behind him, her hands on her hips, is Janine.

"What the fuck?" Zoe whispers. I shake my head, confused.

Janine approaches Fannie and Marcus, whose eager groping has subsided to playful tickles, and circles them, head cocked to the side. When she's opposite our hiding place, I hold my breath, but she's oblivious to our presence, at least for now.

"Fannie," Janine finally says after making three circuits around them, "I need you to turn a little toward the water. Marcus, can you get hard again? There's a good shadow right now that looks just awesome against the sand. But we're going to lose the light if we're not fast."

"Of course," Marcus says, grasping his half-erect cock in his fist and giving it a stroke. Fannie presses her breasts against him and kisses him, dragging her lips across his cheek, and soon he's fully erect, all nine inches (or so his agent would have us believe) pointing toward the sky. The cameraman hustles around until he's between us and them, hovering his camera above them. I can't see what's happening, but it must be sufficient, because Janine yells "Cut!" again, sending the cameraman hurrying back to where he was kneeling before.

"I don't think that's in the script," Zoe whispers.

"It's not," I answer, and give her a quick, muffled rundown of Fannie's speech at dinner last night.

"Holy shit," Zoe says. "Wolfgang is going to murder some people when he hears about this."

"Should we tell him?" I ask.

Zoe tenses and shakes her head. "I'm not going to; there's enough drama already and I don't want to be in the crossfire of this."
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Tommy and I sneak back up the trail, all thoughts of sex on the beach completely gone. If Wolfgang hears about this, he's going to blow a gasket; my little camming escapade pales in comparison to secretly filming your own scenes with borrowed gear, especially after he was so insistent that Fannie's plan was a non-starter.

And I don't want to be anywhere nearby when the blow-up happens.

"I'm going to go freshen up before breakfast," I say to Tommy when we reach the villa. "I want to smell nice for our scene this morning."

Tommy nuzzles his face against my neck and takes a deep breath, his hands roaming up and down my back. I shiver against him.

"You always smell nice to me," he whispers.

I laugh and push him away.

"Well, I don't smell nice to myself right now," I say.

"I could wash your back," he offers, sliding his hand over my ass.

"And what if Kati walks in?"

"I'll wash her back, too," he says, giving my ass a playful squeeze.

"You're bad, Tommy Dare," I say, slapping his hand away and giving him a kiss on the cheek. "I'll see you at breakfast."

#

"Shit, shit, shit," I mutter to myself as I hurry around my room, throwing things into my bags.

I should have packed last night, after Kati left, just to be safe. She seemed so certain that it would all work out with Tommy, and I was ready to believe that — I'm still ready to believe that — but neither of us could have predicted the other storm that gather this morning.

I've been trying to keep my head down, sticking close to Tommy and showing up for all of my scenes on time and ready to roll, but the tension between Wolfgang and Fannie has been impossible to ignore. They're like a pair of tigers trapped in a too-small cage, warily circling each other, constantly testing their boundaries.

And this kind of situation will only end in fireworks that I don't want to see.

This production probably can't survive that kind of fireworks display, and it's really a shame; I think I did some of my best work this week, especially that blowjob. Maybe there's a way I can get clips of it? I'm sure I could sell it to my fans.

But that's a puzzle for another day. Today's puzzle is how to get myself to the landing strip on the other end of the island, and then somehow catch a ride back to the mainland and home.

#

"Zoe Chapelle," says the voice behind me, deep and sultry. I'm at my bedroom door, towel around my middle and hair wet on my shoulders, and I freeze with my hand on the knob.

I glance over my shoulder and see Marcus leaning casually against the wall, his carnivorous grin splitting his face. He's shirtless, wearing just his tight little trunks, and I can see the glitter of sand still on his shoulders and chest.

"Um, hi," I say, fingers fumbling with the latch.

"We've started a secret project," Marcus says, holding a finger up to his lips and winking. "I would like you to be part of it."

"Oh, um, sure," I say. "Um, actually, no, I'm pretty busy ... um ... maybe next time ... ?"

"This production we are all on, it will never take you to the level you deserve." He moves closer to me, and I can feel the heat of his skin. "You can be famous, Zoe Chapelle, one of the greats, like Fannie, but you need a project that will break you out of your rut."

"I'm not in a rut, thank you very much," I say. "I'm doing just fine."

"You could be doing so much better, though," he says. His hip brushes against mine, and he looms over me. Before I met Marcus, scenes like this had absolutely been a part of my personal spank bank; fantasizing about letting him dominate me with those agile fingers, hungry mouth, and monstrous cock was guaranteed to get me off. But now I just want to get as far away from him as possible, as fast as I can.

"Let me show you, Zoe," he says, making his voice soft and low. His fingers brush my shoulders. "Let us show you; Fannie can be a great mentor for you ..."

"Fuck off," I shout, shrugging free of his grip and pushing my door open. I nearly slam his fingers when I close the door with a bang, and I hear him gasp and then laugh. The lock clicks into place just as he starts to rattle the knob, and I lean my back against the door, choking back a sob.

"Fuck off," I gasp again. I can hear his footsteps in the hall, moving away from my door, but not nearly fast enough. "Fuck all the way off."
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"Ithought you were going to get things fixed up with Zoe," Burke says as he pulls out a chair to sit beside me at the patio table.

I look up from my plate of pineapple and mango slices — this week has turned me into a real fan of fruit — and give him a puzzled look.

"I thought I did," I say. "We met up this morning, before everyone was up, and ... um ... "

Then I remember our hasty rush to the beach, and the surprising scene that met us there; Zoe didn't seem to want to let anyone know about what we saw, so I stop myself from telling Burke.

"It sure seemed like things were good again," I finally say. "She went upstairs to take a shower and get ready for our scene."

"According to Kati," Burke says, "her door is wide open and all of her stuff is gone. She didn't say anything to you?"

"No," I say, the pineapple suddenly tasting much less sweet in my mouth. "No, nothing, she's ... she can't be gone, can she?"

Burke shrugs. "I don't know, man; I'm just telling you what Kati told me."

"But ... we have a scene this morning!"

And it's a good scene, too; one I've been looking forward to ever since Zoe made me actually read the script. It's late in the story, when all of the pairing up has happened, and I'm supposed to make love to her in one of the upstairs bedrooms, with the morning light playing over our bodies. I've been imagining how Wolfgang will shoot it all morning.

"You should probably go check on her," Burke says. "I mean, maybe she just moved her crap down to your room, since that's where she's been spending most of her time, anyway."

"Yeah," I say, letting my fork clatter to the table. "Yeah, I'll go check."

#

Zoe's not in my room, so I sprint up the stairs two at a time and run down the hall to hers. The door is open, and as I approach, I see that there's someone sitting on the bed. I feel a sudden rush of relief, but when I step into the room my heart sinks: it's Kati, not Zoe, and she's staring down at a piece of paper in her hands, her eyes sparkling with tears.

"Hey, Kati," I say, knocking on the door. "Um ... have you seen Zoe?"

Kati looks up, startled, then folds the paper and tucks it into her shirt.

"She's not here," Kati says, wiping the back of her hand across her eyes. "Something spooked her and ... it looks like she left, with all of her stuff."

Kati waves her hand around the room. The bed is unmade, and there's a pile of towels on the floor; all of the drawers and wardrobe doors are open, and the desk where her camming gear sat the last time I was here is empty. There's no sign of Zoe anywhere; it feels like someone left in great haste, with no plan to come back.

"Holy shit," I say, pressing my hands against my head. "Holy shit, holy shit. Did ... did she say anything to you?"

Kati purses her lips and shakes her head.

"Not a word," she says. "She left me a note, though."

"A note? What's it say?"

Kati taps her chest — I don't know if she's indicating the piece of paper she tucked away, or her heart. She blinks back some tears and says, "Some personal stuff. Something I'll tell you later. And then just ... goodbye."

"Fuck!" I yell. "Fuck, fuck, fuck! Did I fuck this up?"

"No, Tommy," Kati says, jumping off the bed and rushing over to put her arms around me. "Absolutely not. This wasn't you, I guarantee it."

I put my head against Kati's chest and sob while she holds me. How can Zoe have just left like that, without saying a thing? Her last words to me were, "I'll see you at breakfast." With no hint at all that she wouldn't.

Then I look up, wipe my hand across my face, and say, "I've got something I need to tell you."
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There's a back stairway at the far end of the hall that I discovered when I got lost on my first night at the villa. After I'm sure that Marcus is gone, and I don't hear anyone else on the floor, I grab my bags and make a run for it. I almost topple over under the unbalanced weight of my shoulder bag, and let out a laugh. That would be a truly hilarious way to end this fiasco, lying at the bottom of the stairs with a broken neck while I'm making my great escape.

I know that I'm leaving behind a fat paycheck, a great opportunity, and a broken heart, but I need to trust my gut on this. Things are getting weird and a little scary, and there's going to be a blowup soon that I want to avoid. Wolfgang and Fannie are going to come to blows — maybe literally — and I don't think "Lawn Care in Paradise" is going to survive. It's better for me if I'm scarce when it all goes down.

I just wish that I could escape with Tommy; I came here hoping for a career boost, and instead I found someone who could break my heart. And whose heart I could break, too, I guess. But Tommy is made of tougher stuff than me; he's set up to roll with the chaos, and I'm certain he'll pull through the coming storm without a scratch. And maybe, if Kati delivers the message I left her, we'll meet again on the other side of this disaster and we can put some of the pieces back together.

The gate between the villa's parking lot and the dirt road that leads back toward the airstrip is in sight, so I hoist my bag and pick up my pace. I'm not really sure how far I'm going to need to walk — I just remember the road twisting and turning while my stomach churned — but the sooner I can put distance between myself and this villa, the better.

I'm nearly there when I feel a hand on my arm, and I stumble to a stop, my bag pulling me toward the ground. I have a fleeting hope that it's Tommy who's intercepting me, ready to either join my escape or give me the courage to stay, but when I turn my head and see Fannie, my heart sinks.

"What did I tell you?" Fannie shouts, her fingers digging into my arm. "What did I fucking tell you?"

"I didn't do anything!" I yell, trying to pull my arm free of her grip. "I'm getting the fuck out of here, I don't want anything to do with you or your fucking boyfriend!"

"I said to stay away from Marcus," Fannie hisses into my ear, as if she hasn't heard a word from me, "or I'd rip your hair out. Do you remember that, you little skank?"

With a shout, I yank myself free and then trip over my bag, dropping onto my knees on the gravel drive. Fannie steps toward me, and I cower, wrapping my arms over my head, sobbing.

"Get out," Fannie says, kicking gravel at me. "Get out, and never come back."

"I am getting out!" I yell, my shout muffled against the ground. "Just let me leave!"

"You better fucking leave," she snarls.

I drag myself across the ground, wincing at my skinned knees, and struggle to my feet. Fannie is breathing hard, her face twisted in rage, but she lets me limp the last few feet to the gate, which swings open with a groan when I push against it.

"I saw you," I yell over my shoulder as the gate swings closed behind me. "I saw you on the beach, Fannie, and you're not going to get away with it."

And then I point myself toward the road, resolved to make it off the island no matter how much my knees, and my heart, hurt.
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I'm already out the front door when the shouting starts. I don't bother to look back, because I expect the shouting will still be going on when I return.

If I return.

After I told Kati about what Zoe and I had seen on the beach this morning, and about all of Zoe's encounters with Fannie and Marcus, she marched out of Zoe's room like a woman on a mission of vengeance. I jogged after her, more than a little worried that she was going to commit a murder or two.

At the foot of the stairs, we ran into Burke, whose face registered unmistakable terror at the vision of Kati's wrath. I suspect he's seen that look before, and seeing it frighten the towering Burke made me even more fearful for the targets of Kati's rage.

"Don't let me actually murder Fannie," Kati said after she gave Burke a very brief rundown. "But do let me make her think I'm going to murder her."

When we reached the patio, we found Wolfgang, nursing a glass of orange juice and apparently puzzled at the fury marching toward his seat. Kati slammed her fist on the table, leaned toward Wolfgang, and launched into a profanity-laced diatribe against Fannie, Marcus, and Janine. I threw Burke a concerned glance; he was beaming with pride.

Just as Kati was winding down, Janine and Fannie appeared in the doorway between the villa and the patio. They paused and looked like they were about to leave, until Wolfgang smiled and beckoned.

"I'm going to go look for Zoe," I whispered to Burke.

"Good idea," Burke whispered back. "I'll let you know if I need help burying any bodies when you get back."

The gate in the villa's outer wall opens easily, and I start down the road at a brisk jog, scanning for Zoe. She's got a head start, but she's also got little legs; I'm sure she can't be far ahead of me.
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I'm fueled by rage and sadness, which manages to get me pretty far before I realize I should have fueled up on breakfast, too. The hot sun is giving me a pounding headache, and the scratches on my knees are sending trickles of blood down my shins, and my stomach is rumbling. I don't remember there being any food at the airstrip, but maybe there's a vending machine I can hit before I start begging for a way to get back to the mainland.

My feet raise clouds of dust, and I have to keep wiping my eyes because my vision is getting blurry with all the tears welling up in them. I think there's a water bottle in one of my bags, but I don't want to stop and fish it out; I want to keep marching down the road, putting distance between me and the villa with every step.

When I reach a fork in the road, though, I have to stop and try to remember which way Wolfgang's driver came from when he picked me up. I scan the sky, hoping to catch a glimpse of an airplane that I can track toward the field; all I see are puffy clouds and the occasional bird.

"Well, shit," I mutter, and drag my bags and myself to the side of the road.

I sit down on the big bag that holds most of my clothes and start digging through the smaller one. After much pawing and groping, my hand finally lands on my phone, and I pull it out triumphantly to discover it's showing 2% of its battery and barely a bar of service.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I say, jabbing at the maps app and watching the spinner turn lazily on a field of unbroken blue, as if I'm standing in the middle of the sea.

I'm just about to hurl my phone to the ground and take my chances on a wild guess, when I hear footsteps coming up the road from the direction of the villa. I grab my bags and struggle to my feet, preparing to run; my knees nearly buckle, and I start looking for a place to hide instead. There's only dry scrub and small, bare rocks on either side of the road.

"Zoe!" a voice yells. "Zoe Chapelle!"

I wipe the dust and tears out of my eyes and use my hand to shield them from the sun. A figure is coming toward me, jogging down the road. Then he apparently sees me, and starts sprinting, yelling, "Zoe! Zoe Chapelle! Wait for me!"

My heart starts to race the moment I recognize that it's Tommy. Part of me wants to run away, part of me wants to run toward him. But neither part is my legs, which decide that what they really want to do right now is collapse beneath me.
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Icatch Zoe just before she hits the ground, almost tripping myself. I grunt and lower her until she's sitting on her duffel bag, her head dropping between her bloody knees.

"Shit, Zoe," I gasp, dropping to my knees in front of her. "You're pretty fast when you put your mind to it."

She takes some deep breaths, then looks up at me. I brush the sweat-streaked hair out of her eyes, and she offers me a weak smile.

"I can be stubborn," she says. "Which you probably know. You didn't happen to bring any cake, did you? I'm absolutely starving."

I pat my pockets and chest, putting on a show of checking for cake, and shake my head sadly. "Alas, no cake. Maybe you could come back with me and we'll see if there's any cake at the villa?"

She stiffens and sets her jaw, shaking her head. "No way in hell," she says, "am I going back there."

I let out a sigh and nod. "Fair enough. Where are we going, then?"

"I'm getting the fuck off this island," she says, "and then making my way back to San Diego. I've got no idea where you're going."

"I'm going where you are. Let me carry that bag."

She blinks and shakes her head. "You can't leave; what about the production? And your stuff?"

I shrug. "There's not much of a production without you," I say, "at least not that I want to be part of. And stuff is stuff. I don't think I'm leaving anything important back there. At least nothing that's as important as what's right here."

Zoe wipes the back of her hand across her eyes, leaving a dusty smear, and then puts her hands on my shoulders to help herself stand. I steady her with a hand on her waist and grab the handle of her duffel bag; it's almost as heavy as she is, and I let out a grunt as I lift the strap onto my shoulder.

"Do you always travel with your brick collection?" I ask.

"Usually," she says. "You never know when you might need a good brick."

"So what's the plan, Zoe Chapelle?"

She lifts her shoulder bag and puts the strap across her chest, then turns toward the fork in the road.

"First," she says, "we figure out which path gets us to the airfield. Then, we find someone who'll take us off the island. We'll sort out the rest of the details from there."

"I like a woman with a plan," I say. "Lead on."

We're starting down the left side of the fork, which seems to be leading downhill and toward the sea, when I hear a car approaching from behind us. I nudge Zoe onto the side of the road with my hip and turn to look at the black limousine that I remember picking me up from the airstrip when I arrived. Instead of the liveried chauffeur I recall, though, I see Burke in the driver's seat, hunched over the wheel so his head doesn't scrape the car's ceiling.

The car comes to a stop beside us, throwing up a cloud of dust that makes us both cough, and then the window in the back lowers. Wolfgang sticks his head out and glares at us, his eyes dark and narrowed.

"You two are late for your shoot," he barks. "What are you doing out here?"

"Didn't Kati tell you?" Zoe yells. She has that hard, determined look in her eyes, and I'm glad I'm not on the receiving end of it. "I quit! I'm not putting up with Janine, or Fannie, or Marcus, for one more second!"

"And I'm with her," I say. Wolfgang's gaze stays fixed on Zoe, though, as if I'm not even there.

"You will not have to put up with any of them," Wolfgang says. "They are no longer with this production. Now, please, get in the car so we can go back to the villa, I have a new script to write."

Zoe hesitates and looks up at me. I shrug and smile, and say, "It's your call, baby; I go where you go."

I hear tires on the gravel road, the roar of an engine, and a car horn loudly honking. I look away from Zoe just in time to see a small blue car racing up the road toward us, passing dangerously close to the limo, and then speeding up the left side of the fork. It's going too fast for me to see who's in it, but I think I catch a flash of platinum blonde hair in the back seat.

Burke rolls down his window and leans out.

"Would you two please get in the damn car?" Burke says. "We've got a movie to make."


forty-nine
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The crew is already in the upstairs bedroom, lounging beside the brightly lit bed, when Tommy carries me in over his shoulder and throws me onto the mattress. He doesn't wait for them to scramble to their places, or for Wolfgang to hurry in behind us to yell "Action!", before he's pinning me down and covering my face and throat with hot, firm kisses.

"Tommy, wait!" I gasp, giggling, trying to push him away; trying, but not very convincingly. "I'm an absolute mess! Let Reena —"

"Shut up," Tommy whispers, his teeth grazing my ear, his breath hot. "I don't give a damn how you look, I need you now, just like this ..."

"But Tommy," I say, then groan when his hands grab my ass and tug firmly at my shorts. I arch my back and lift my hips so he can pull them down, and kick my feet until they slip to the floor while he pushes his hands under my shirt.

I'm vaguely aware of movement around us: the lighting changes as lamps click on, buzzing as they come to life, and out of the corner of my eye I see a camera moving toward the pillows beside us. Then Tommy's mouth traces a line from my belly to my breasts to my lips, and I'm only aware of his weight and heat and hunger. His mouth and hands are everywhere at once, stroking and sucking and caressing me, and I'm lost in the fury of his desire.

"Never do that again," he whispers, his eyes flashing. "Never, ever, walk away and leave me without a word, no matter how bad I fuck things up."

"Tommy," I sigh, tugging at his shirt. I want to feel his skin against mine, the weight of him pressing me into the bed, the heat of him enveloping me. "Tommy, I didn't —"

"You walked away with my heart in your bag," he says. He pulls his shirt off and flings it away. I press my hands to his chest, and I can feel his heart pounding. "I need you, Zoe Chapelle, I need you like I need air ..."

Tears sting my eyes, and I struggle to choke back a sob. His face goes blurry, but I've never seen anything so clearly in my entire life.

"I need you too, Tommy," I say. "And I need you to make love to me, please, right now!"
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Wolfgang yells "Cut!", but I take that as an order for the crew, not for me. The scene might be done, but the lovemaking is far from over. Zoe is curled up against me, her sweat-streaked hair fanned across her face and her body shivering with the aftershocks of a climax that had her shouting until she was hoarse. She trembles when I run my hand over her back, her breath ragged.

"Are you okay?" I ask, cradling her head on my shoulder.

She sighs and burrows her face into my chest. I can feel her tears, hot and slick, on my skin, and she lets out a quiet sob.

"I'm good," she finally croaks. "Oh god, Tommy, I'm so good ..."

The last half hour — hour? Time seems meaningless now — is a blur. I don't know if anything we did is going to work for the final edit, and I really don't care, either. The room was full of people — two cameras, a light crew, someone dangling a boom mike above us, Wolfgang pacing around the bed — but I only saw Zoe: saw her blue eyes grow bright with desire, saw her nipples stiffen under my fingers, saw her legs tremble as my mouth claimed her. It was probably horrible for the film, actually, just two sweaty bodies locked in an unrelenting embrace, but it was exactly what my heart needed.

"I'm so, so sorry," she says, turning her face up to look at me. Tears run down her cheeks and over her chin, and I lean down to kiss them away. "I was scared ..."

"Me, too," I say. I close my eyes and feel my own tears beginning to well up. "I was terrified, Zoe; absolutely terrified."

"I'm not scared now, though," she whispers. She pulls herself tighter to me, melting into my arms. "I've never felt safer."
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Six months later ...

Ilift the hair from my neck so Tommy can pull down the zipper on the beautiful blue gown Wolfgang let me borrow for the premier of "The Heart's Hunger," the movie's final title after I-don't-know-how-many script edits. We ended up spending an extra week on the island, going through so many takes and re-shoots and updates to the dialogue that I gave some serious thought to asking for my barista job back when we got home.

But now, after seeing the final product on a big (well, biggish) screen, I'm proud of the work we did. Wolfgang must have an alchemist's laboratory in his editing room, because he somehow took our disjointed dialogue and hours of fucking and spun a story of two couples finding a connection — both romantic and erotic — after many fumbling starts and misunderstandings. And to have an actual premier, a theatrical release in an actual goddamn theater, it made me feel like a real movie star for a hot minute.

Of course, we're not talking about a premier at the Chinese Theater, or the Arclight, or even some strip mall in Encino. It turns out that Wolfgang owns an old adult theater off Santa Monica, which runs vintage stag films and blue movies on a loop from sunset to dawn, and when he has a project to show off, it cleans up pretty nicely. There was a bar in the lobby serving hipster cocktails, a French jazz combo playing in the balcony while people in fancy dresses and tuxes mingled, and a gallery of the movie's promotional stills behind a velvet curtain.

And the crowd was a weird mix, too; there were some big names from the industry, a lot of people who looked like they were probably from the hip club scene, some impressively kinky leather daddies from Burke's circle in the Bay Area, and even a couple of B-list mainstream celebrities I recognized from TV. Before the screening, everyone was circling Kati and Burke, trying to get selfies and autographs, and congratulating them on their triumphant return to the big time. Since Tommy and I were recognizable only to the dedicated porn-hounds, we had plenty of time to snag a couple of those cocktails, nibble on the fancy canapes circulating through the lobby, and gawk at the people who had come out on a Friday night to watch our little movie.

After the movie, though, Tommy and I could barely breathe for all the attention we got. Our scenes — especially the sloppy blowjob, a reprise of our standing fuck in the shower, and the scene we shot after Wolfgang and Burke plucked us off the side of the road — got so many cheers that Wolfgang made the projectionist rewind them to show them again, and when we were in the lobby afterward, I filled Tommy's tuxedo pockets with all the business cards people were pressing into my hands.

"That sure was fun," Tommy whispers as he slides the gown from my shoulders, letting the smooth, silky fabric slither down my hips and pool at my feet. He bends down to nibble at my neck before turning his attention to the clasp of my bra.

"It was amazing," I say with a sigh. I lift my arms after he lets my bra drop and then turn so I can wrap my fingers behind his neck, drawing him down for a kiss. "I'm still tingling all over from all the attention."

Tommy cups one of my tits, stroking the stiffening nipple with his thumb. I'm on the verge of melting right there, and pull him back toward the bed. We're at a hotel not far from the theater, certainly not extravagant, but a lot nicer than Tommy's apartment, with a view of the hills out the big picture window.

"Have you seen any of the reviews?" Tommy asks as he guides me onto the edge of the mattress and then kneels between my legs. His fingers run up and down my thighs, tugging at the complicated system of straps and belts that run from my waist to my stockings.

"I didn't think you were supposed to read the reviews," I say, then laugh. "Of course I've seen the reviews; I looked at them while we were waiting for the taxi to the hotel! How could I help myself?"

"The Heart's Hunger" was released online about half an hour after the premier ended, on Wolfgang's pay site. There had been a pretty extensive publicity campaign ahead of it — notices sent out to adult bookshops, advertisements in the back of men's magazines, a couple of short trailers that made the rounds of all the tube sites, and of course I pushed it like crazy on my cam show — and the website was absolutely swamped with viewers the minute it was available.

"I even recognized some of my cam regulars in the comments on the movie," I say.

"Really?" Tommy says. He unclips my stockings from their garters and rolls them down my legs.

"Sure," I say, letting out a sigh when Tommy gently massages my feet, his thumbs pressing into the soles. "There was MisterMango, JJNutter, BlueSteel, Brinto ... oh, and DuckyLuck38, he left the sweetest note!"

Tommy kisses my toes — I didn't even know I like having my toes kissed until Tommy repaid his debt for my sloppy blowjob, and now I can't get enough of it. I lie back on the bed and let the delicious ticklish sensation run through my body.

"What did the lucky duck think of your movie?" Tommy asks while he's switching his attention from one foot to the other.

"DuckyLuck38," I say, my voice raspy with delight, "thought the scene on the bed was super hot, and he says Tommy Dare is the luckiest man alive and he'd better jump at every chance he gets to be in a scene with me."

"I like how this guy thinks," Tommy says.

"My fans are smarter than average, I think ..."

His tongue finds the sensitive spots between each toe, and his lips tease the tips. I let out a moan when he nibbles the skin on the side of my foot while he kisses his way down to my heel and then back up. If he keeps this up, I might just pass out from the pleasure.

He kisses his way past my ankle and up my leg, his fingers trailing behind his mouth to stroke and tickle. I squirm on the bed, throwing my arms wide, reveling in his attention. Tommy knows every inch of my body, but somehow he never seems to grow tired of exploring it.

"About that note you left for Kati," Tommy says when he reaches my thigh.

"Oh, fuck," I groan, throwing an arm over my eyes. "I was such a total wreck, Tommy! I can't be held accountable for anything I wrote in that note."

I feel him chuckle as he kisses the sensitive skin on the inside of my thigh. His fingers dance across my panties, smoothing the satin fabric, and I squirm under his touch.

"Kati never told me what was in it," he says. He slides his hands under my ass and slides me further up on the bed, then climbs up so he can kneel between my thighs. "I figured you'd tell me if you wanted to."

"It was silly and dramatic," I say, keeping my eyes covered so he can't see the tears welling in them. "I was such an idiot."

"You're not an idiot," Tommy says. I can hear the quiet rustle of his shirt as he slips it off his shoulders. "I'm a much bigger idiot than you'll ever be."

I laugh and reach up to tug at his belt, and he leans down to kiss me. The feeling of his bare skin against mine still sends electric shocks through my body; I hope it always does.

I cringe a little when I think of that note I left for Tommy when I tried to run away. And Tommy, my note said, if you're reading this, it means I didn't come back, and I want you to know that I didn't leave because of you; you were the only reason I had to stay, but it wasn't enough — I didn't feel safe anymore. If you're reading this, know that I will find you, somehow, because I love you.

I sounded a character in some damned romance novel.

"You'd better pay attention to DuckyLuck38's advice, then," I say as my fingers unclasp his belt and pull at his buttons. He lifts his hips so I can slide his trousers down, and he squirms against me until they slip down his legs.

"DuckyLuck38 is a wise, wise man," he says into my throat. His fingers dance down my belly and tickle along the waistband of my panties, and I arch my back to meet his touch. "I love you, Zoe Chapelle."

I throw my arms over his back and squeeze, wanting to pull him to me so tight that nothing can pry us apart. His mouth kisses up my throat and across my cheeks, and I don't care if he can taste the warm salt of my tears.

"I love you, too, Tommy Dare," I say, meeting his lips with mine. "I love you so much."
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An excerpt from "Confessions of a Pirate Queen: My Life in Erotic Cinema" by Sue Papadopolous, AKA Kati Kumbuquets, as told to Beatrice Brisk

After the premier, while the crowd thinned out and the theater staff were starting to sweep everything up, Burke pulled me into the coat check room, a mischievous twinkle in his eye.

"That was pretty amazing, wasn't it?" Burke said, putting his hands on my hips as he leaned down to kiss me. He wore a black suit with a shiny leather vest under the jacket; I ran my fingers up and down the vest's smooth surface while he held me. "My Pirate Queen is back in the limelight."

"And so is my favorite scoundrel," I say. "But I think the stage is getting kind of crowded with talent."

"Meaning?"

"Meaning, there's a new queen in the realm; did you see how they were absolutely eating Zoe up?"

"She's a natural, that's for sure," Burke agreed.

"And they make such a cute couple. I'm a little worried for them."

"Worried?" Burke had a puzzled look on his face.

"It's a cruel industry," I said, "and a cruel world. How can a little spark like their love possibly survive?"

"How can it not? Look at us, still going strong all these years later."

I laughed and kissed him.

"'Strong' seems like an exaggeration some days," I said. "Watching our scenes tonight reminded me how much my knees ache after shooting with you."

"Hey, don't ignore what you do to my back," Burke said, putting his hand against the small of his back and wincing. "I'm too old for a lot of the stuff old Wolfie makes me do."

"Too old, but still enthusiastic."

"You make me feel younger than I really am," he said. "But there's no denying the years are piling up. So many years, and the best of them have been with you."

"You're going to make me weepy, you old rascal," I said. I put my head on his shoulder and sighed.

"Just you wait, Kati Kumbuquets," he said, "the weeping hasn't even started yet."

He suddenly took my hand in his, and after lifting them to his lips to gently kiss each finger, he guided it to a pocket on his vest. When my fingers grazed a little velvet box, I let out a gasp, and when I pulled it out and opened it to see a diamond sparkling against black satin, well, I simply couldn't be expected to stop my tears.

"I'm giving you this about twenty years too late," he said, tears sparkling in his eyes, too, "but I want more than anything in the world for you to be mine for however many years we've got left. Will you marry me?"

When he slipped the ring onto my finger, I didn't even try to choke back a sob, and answered him with a kiss that made the world around us melt away.


Come Together: An Extra Spicy Bi-Awakening Romance
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You should avoid mixing business and pleasure ... unless, of course, you can't ...


Steve and Nolan are ready to strike out on their own with Lucky Gal Productions, a studio that will turn adult film on its head by putting women's pleasure front and center. What they didn't bank on was their surprising attraction to each other ...

Fortunately, they've got Zoe Chapelle in their corner, a gal who knows a thing or two about love behind the scenes!


"Come Together" is a short, extra spicy bi-awakening romance; though it features characters from "The Heart's Hunger," it can be read as a stand-alone story.


Also by Cornelia Quick: Mapping the Boundaries of Love
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Passions run high when Petra, Phil, Jessie, Madeline, and Casey explore the limits of desire in these five stories of erotic romance: A Dip in the Lake, Off the Leash, Madeline’s Awakening, Casey’s Story, and The Contours of Desire, available on Amazon and Kindle Unlimited

Are you a binge reader? Get all five novellas in a single collection, Mapping the Boundaries of Love, also available in paperback!


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.


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?


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.
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