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              I ran across the wet pavement as the orange hand flashed at me, my boots thumping, and the peppermint latte’s sloshing in the Starbucks cups as I held the drink carrier in one hand. 

“Don’t trip, don’t trip, don’t trip.” I chanted as I hurried along, swinging my unruly purse higher on my shoulder as I did so. 

I hopped up onto the sidewalk just as the light turned and the first cars began to cross the road, the sun was just coming up in muted orange and pink against the partially cloudy sky. 

“Didn’t trip.” I laughed at myself, smiling at the receptionist as I pulled the heavy glass door of the building before me open.

“Hey Chaste.” The receptionist, Alma said as I entered in a swirl of chilly air.

“Hey doll.” I smiled at her, and sat one of the Latte’s on the desk as I crossed the pretty yellow lobby, warm with Christmas decorations and an elegant tree decorated purely in silver and white, and stepped into the elevator.

“Thank you!” She called and I waved at her before the door slid closed.

I sipped my hot coffee as I waited on the elevator to rise to the top floor, it was way early, not even seven thirty yet, but this shoot was supposed to be over before dinner so everyone could get back home to their families. The doors slid open and I stepped onto the shiny white laminate flooring, my boots clapping loudly in the empty apartment. 

“I hear feet!” Someone called from the kitchen. 

I walked in and placed my things down on the long breakfast bar and a beautiful man with short, stylish curly hair came waltzing around the open half wall holding his hands out to me. He wasn’t an inch taller than I was, and I thought he would almost seem tiny if he weren’t so buff, he kissed my cheeks, holding my hands in his.

“You must be Chaste.” He sang, a quirky little smile tugging at the corner of his mouth before he clasped his hands flamboyantly under his chin and gazed at me.

“Yes.” I sighed, grinning at him before I took another sip of my coffee.

“You are sublimely beautiful, girl. I’m a big fan of your Peril Girls spread, the one with the guns… Gawd!  It was fantastic. ”

“Wow, thank you…” I said, and shifted my weight from one foot to the other, I never really knew how to respond to people complementing my nude photo shoots.

“You’re nervous?” He asked, his tight mauve shirt hugged his sculpted biceps and accentuated his crisp green eyes.

“Yes, very.” I replied, looking around at the familiar surroundings with new nerves in my stomach. I felt as if I hadn’t been in this room a hundred times before.

“Don’t be, you’re working with someone great today.” He said, almost conspiratorially. “This is your first video shoot right?” He asked.

“Yeah.” I looked down at my coffee, and circled the lid with my finger. 

“Well don’t you worry honey, Jesse James is the best there is.” He winked, and I smiled gratefully at him. The name was familiar to me, but I couldn’t place it.

“What time is he supposed to be here?” I asked.

“Oh, I’m always early; everyone should start to show up within the next few minutes. Feel free to use the facilities to freshen up if you want to. Then meet me in the bathroom for hair and… well, we will just touch up the makeup you’ve already got on, I’m Anthony.” He winked before taking a small box from the counter behind him and sashaying out of the kitchen.

I took my bag and pulled my coat back on, taking a small Virginia super slim out of its dainty pack and stepping out onto the back patio. I lit my cigarette and watched as more cars crawled into the streets. I pulled up my latest read on my Kindle, and took another drag while I devoured Anne Rice’s intoxicating words. I turned when I heard the glass door behind me slide open, and then softly closed. 

“Hey.” He said as he cupped his palm around his lighter and lit his cigarette, glancing at me briefly.

“Hi.” I said, sweeping one of my huge curls behind my ear before turning back to my book.

He sauntered over, one hand tucked into his jeans pocket, pinching the cigarette between his thumb and index finger, one eye squinted, and I couldn’t help but snicker.

“What?” He asked exhaling his smoke, one side of his mouth turning into a smile.

“Nothing.” I said. Who is he Johnny Cash or something? I thought to myself, shaking my head and fighting the urge to roll my eyes.

“What are you reading?” He asked, stepping closer to me and his fresh cologne wafted over in the breeze.

“Anne Rice.” I replied, dragging on my slim and French inhaling quickly.

“What is that?” He asked, laughing.

“She’s a writer, one of my favorites.” I replied dryly.

“No, I know who Anne Rice is.” He laughed. “I meant what are you smoking?” He motioned to my hand and I noticed a sprinkling of dark hair on his arms.

I looked at my little slim, “It’s a cigarette.” I said.

“You could have fooled me.” He kidded. 

When I didn’t reply he stepped right beside me, and placed his forearms on the concrete slab that enclosed the balcony. “You know, this will all be a lot easier if you let me try to be nice.” He said softly looking down while scuffing the tip of his shoe on the wall, and I whipped my head to face him.

“Oh God, I’m sorry, I don’t mean to be a bitch, I’m just…”

“Nervous.” He said, taking a deep pull from his Marlboro and gazing out at the freeway. He had an attractive profile, and long eyelashes.

“I’ve never done a video shoot before.” I said, exiting my book and tucking my Kindle back into my coat.

“I know.” He said, turning his eyes to me and smiling kindly. 

He was handsome, in a non-male-porn-star kind of way. He didn’t have huge bulging muscles, or a super fake tan. He was more the bad boy type than the all star athlete type. He was the guy in high school who picked you up on a motorcycle that he built in his garage with his father. I half expected to look down at the street and see one parked out there.

“How does everyone know this?” I asked, more to myself than him. “Jerry is going to get it.” I said, lighting my second slim and laughing bitterly.

“I don’t know any Jerry, but I do know that you’re Chaste Meridian, you came to LA for college, and after you got your degree you decided to stay and do erotic modeling, and everyone has been trying to get you to do films for the last year, since your bondage shoot for Peril Girls.” He said, his greenish blue eyes glittered at me, his full lips pulled into an attractive smirk as my brow furrowed, how’d he know so much about me?

“I looked you up.” He said almost guiltily and then winked and added, “But I’d seen you before, you came to the Adult Filmography Awards for the Peril shoot and I saw you with Anessa Vixen signing autographs at a booth.”

I heard commotion behind me and turned to look into the large open room through the sliding glass door. There was an entire team of men, and a couple women setting up lights. 

I opened my mouth to say something but my words were caught, and a sudden attack of nerves washed over me again. I imagined having sex with this stranger in front of all these other strangers, and while it had excited me earlier, I was now filled with trepidation. I should have asked Anessa to come with me. I thought.

“What…” I swallowed, and forced myself to pull my eyes away from the apartment. “What’s your name?” I asked, turning back to him.

“Jesse.” He said easily glancing at the people behind us. I raised an eyebrow, I was hoping for his real name.

“You don’t get nervous do you Jesse?” I laughed, but it sounded more agonizing than anything.

“No. Why, are you nervous?” He propped his forearms on the concrete and leaned over it before he turned and raised an eyebrow at me.

“Look, could you maybe, I don’t know, tell me something nice about yourself, or flirt with me or something?” I asked.

“You want me to flirt with you?” He asked.

Come on, really Chastity? Be a professional. I thought before exploding into nearly indecipherable babble.

“Well, not really, just like… can we get into character now so that I can warm up to you, I don’t even know you and I was really excited to come in and do this earlier because I’ve been doing modeling for a while now and well it was time for a change and this seemed to be the natural step forward but since I got here and started thinking about it it’s really a lot more than I’d anticipated and I-“

Jesse flicked his cigarette over the side of the balcony, before wrapping his arms about my waist and crushing me to his front, bowing me back until my hair dangled over the balcony, his left knee was between my legs, his warm thigh firmly planted against my pubic bone, and surprisingly my pussy began to throb. The action was so swift and sudden that it caught me off guard and for a moment I could only stare at his face as his lips pressed against mine, massaging them gently, but never separating them. He had clear, light olive skin, and curly brown hair that came down into attractive sideburns along his distinguished jaw which was dusted with carefully manicured stubble. He had a long nose and a noble brow that made it seem like he’d stepped right out of an old Hollywood movie and into this decade. When he pulled away from me, his blue-green eyes were sparkling and he smirked at me before putting his thumb on my chin and tipping it up a little.

“You’ll be fine.” He said kindly, and then released my chin before he turned to go back inside.

*** 

I pulled the outrageously thick green panty hose up my thighs, hopping and fighting to get them in place, they came up nearly to my breasts. I rolled my eyes and let my exhausted arms sag at my side for a moment as I stared into the mirror and removed my bra. My cheeks were glowing, flushed with excitement, and trepidation, I closed my eyes and placed my hands on the small sink. I took several cleansing breaths before I righted myself and made sure the lines of my hose were lined up perfect before securing my little black flats, and pulling the green dress over my head. The sexy little elf dress hugged me everywhere, but I laughed when I looked in the mirror. Did they raid Peter Pan’s closet? The thought lifted my spirits, and I felt a small bit of relief. I plopped the green Santa hat on my head, its white ball dangled at my ear and I shook my head and pursed my lips as I gazed at myself in the mirror. Everyone’s gotta start somewhere. 

I hurried into the great room, there were several people waiting for me, and I apologized while I tried to keep the elf hat on my head. Jesse was standing with his arms across his chest, talking to a stout man in a baseball cap, with a ruddy, but friendly look to him. One ankle was draped over the other as he leaned his shoulder against the wall and nodded, focused on what the man was saying. I was just able to make out the end of what he told Jesse.

“She’s going to be nervous. No matter how many pictures she’s done, she hasn’t had sex with any of her co-workers on camera yet. Just play on that and make her as comfortable as you can.”

Jesse’s eyes slid over to mine briefly before they returned to the man speaking to him, I couldn’t hear anything more that he said, and with a final nod and words of understanding Jesse slipped away.

To my right a large man dressed as Santa came sauntering over to the overly large Santa chair, where he planted himself with a hefty sigh. My eyes widened, there was no mention of having sex with two people. I was in no way consenting to that. Not my first time at least. I hurried over to the older gentleman I’d seen Jesse talking to.

“Excuse me?” I asked keeping my voice very quiet.

“Yes?” He asked leaning toward me over the papers in his hands, he pressed his glasses higher on his nose which was bright red in contrast to his silver hair.

“I was just making sure; my manager said I was only doing a scene with one man this time?” I glanced at the Santa man quickly.

“Oh!” He laughed, his eyes flicking to the Santa and back to me. “That’s right. Don’t worry, he’s just needed in the beginning of the scene you and Jesse have, then he’s on to the set downstairs for another scene.” He smiled, and it crinkled his eyes at the corners.

There were more people around, fiddling with cords, and lights, and someone was setting up for a spread of finger sandwiches and cheese and crackers with veggies, storing things in the large, empty double door fridge.

“Okay, thank you.” I breathed, and hurried back to the set.

There was a long sleigh with fake reindeer and golden bells; it was the backdrop of the set, which was simply a giant red chair that was closer to the size of a sofa, and a small ginger bread house with several plastic candy canes lining it like a fence. The entire thing was decorated with Christmas lights.

“Okay Chaste, I need you to stand here by the house.” The director said beside me, placing his hand on my elbow to guide me into position. “After Santa leaves, just start picking up the candy canes.”

I watched behind him as lights slid higher and some lower on tall adjustable poles, men moved long cords and wires back behind yellow and black tape that was on the floor. Others were ready and waiting with cameras one of the photographers had even shot me several times. I tried to swallow but my mouth felt dry. 

I closed my eyes for a moment and took another deep, cleansing breath. I opened my eyes ever so slowly, and I no longer saw the decorations, I was simply among them. I no longer saw the crowd of people around me, I saw only Jesse, who was standing off set in the shadows, drinking a glass of water, and studying me carefully. I didn’t hear anyone call us to action, or notice anyone start rolling camera, I only heard the sound of my own breathing. 

I didn’t really pay attention as the Santa stood and picked up his big red bag, saying something along the lines of cleaning up and seeing me tomorrow before slapping my rear end. I turned to gather the candy canes in my arms, and actually began to put them away because I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to do at this particular moment. 

Finally, I felt a warm hand on my left side; it caressed me, and then pulled gently on my hip to turn me around.

“Jesse!” I cried, a brilliant smile lighting my features, and big blue eyes as I turned to look at him, sliding my hands up his firm chest with sexy confidence and familiarity. Inside I was quaking.

“Shhh.” He whispered before licking his lips and leaning down to kiss me, taking the candy canes from my arms and dropping them on the floor. I pushed at him playfully, still grinning.

“I’ll get fired if anyone catches you here.” I told him as he pulled the silly green Santa hat off of my head and smoothed my hair back.

“No one’s here.” He said simply, grinning at me and claiming my lips while sweeping the dress over my head.

I wrapped my arms around his neck and he pressed his hands to my back, it surprised me when he lifted me from the ground, but I quickly wrapped my legs around his waist, and he deposited me on the large chair. I looked down at him, and saw my heart leaping at the base of my ribs; his eyes caught it too, briefly before his left hand traveled down to the thick green stockings. He leaned over me and placed his lips against my neck, and his face disappeared to the camera. His face was hidden between me and the large chair, and his hand trailed down to my groin, I heard his soft breathing, felt his chin on my shoulder. 

“It’s just you and me.” He whispered, I could barely hear it, but it was exactly what I needed to hear.

He continued to play with me through the hose, and I felt myself start to relax beneath him, I sighed as I realized that his fingers actually felt quite good, and his lips were soft on my throat, his other hand expertly twisted my nipple to a point.

“There you go. Don’t think about anything but me and you.” He said almost silently before he sat up and removed his shirt, revealing two pistols adorned across his chest, and slipped off his jeans in record time. 

He slipped back between my legs and slid his fingers teasingly along the junction of my thighs and my sex, sending tingles along my breasts; he smiled and wiggled his finger against the stockings, scratching at the crotch of them until his finger finally broke through. 

I gasped loudly, arching my hips slightly off the cushion.

“Good!” Someone called and Jesse sat up quickly, taking a robe from the man who’d greeted me when I first arrived. He handed one to me and held his hand out to help me stand.

“Let’s grab a smoke.” He said, and I followed him out to the patio.

I took a deep breath as I took my lighter and Virginia slim pack from the table and lit one. When I blew it out, it was shaky, and embarrassing, my hand shook as I held the cigarette. 

“How are you feeling?” His rich voice asked.

“I’m okay, just… I don’t know it’s weird.” I laughed.

“It is, but you’ll get used to it really quick. Once you realize everyone here has seen all of this and more countless times.” He winked and pulled on his smoke.

When the ten minute break was over we resumed our places on the couch. After taking a small pair of safety scissors and opening the crotch of the thick hose a little more, Jesse held himself in his hand through his underwear, squeezing and kneading mindlessly as he gazed unfocused at the ground. I wondered what he was thinking about, but before I could explore the thought we were called to action. 

Jesse slid his index fingers into the hole of the stockings and pulled at them, tearing them open to reveal my vagina; the camera was less than two feet from me. My heart was racing in my chest, so I closed my eyes and tried once more to forget those around us. Jesse kissed each of my hips, and then each of my breasts before he sought out my lips, his mouth was fresh, like vanilla and peppermint, and his scruffy face tickled my skin as he trailed to my neck once again whispering to me.

“You’re incredible.” He said, and I wondered if he’d really said it or I’d only imagined it, so quiet were the words. “I want to taste you.” He whispered, nuzzling my neck with his nose, his fingers circling my clitoris. 

Jesse’s words were maddening, I moaned loudly, and his fingers started to glide along my folds with greater ease as he harvested the first drops of my nectar. I felt his cheeks lift in a smile against my neck and I squirmed, suddenly and unexpectedly aroused. My nipples scraped against his chest, and the small bit of coarse hair that sprinkled his chest tickled them. He sat back on his haunches and ripped the stockings open more, and when I felt the cool air hit my thighs I gasped again, and watched as Jesse’s head lowered to me.

I cried out in alarm and sat up as he seemed to attack my vagina, almost savagely. Instantly my legs were quaking and I tried to pull away from him, but he grasped my hips and hauled me forward on the couch, burying his mouth against me, his facial hair stabbing yet tickling me at the same time. I grabbed a handful of his thick hair and closed my eyes, twisting away from him as he forced me over the edge, my moans sounded almost accusatory even to my own ears.

When the last exquisite spasm ripped through me, I shoved his head away from me and released his hair; his eyes gleamed wickedly at me as I slinked off the thick red cushion to put my knees on the floor.

“Give me that cock baby.” I said as I pulled at his underpants.

He lifted his hips slightly and he sprung free, his eyes gleamed with knowing. My hands were frozen in mid air, my eyes wide, and my mouth hung open, I tried to speak but I couldn’t form words. How am I supposed to suck this? I thought.

“Stop!” I heard called behind me and I spun around.

“No, I’m sorry, it’s fine.” I called turning back to Jesse, he was ginning biting his bottom lip, as if holding back laughter. “I… I…” I stammered. What an idiot. I thought to myself.

“Should we continue?” The older man asked kindly.

I couldn’t look behind me, I felt so embarrassed I thought I might cry. My cheeks were burning hot and to my horror tears did start to build, and blurred my vision. I held my eyes open wide, waiting for the unexpected tears to dissipate, but instead of drying up they began to spill over my bottom lids. 

Jesse sat up quickly; all traces of humor disappeared from his face, and were replaced with concern. He cupped my face in his hands and I turned my eyes up to his. The fact that someone here actually cared about my feelings was so overwhelming that the tears flooded anew and my shoulders began to shake as I held my sobs inside.

“Hey, hey come on it’s okay.”

“I ruined it.” I said quietly, my chin wobbling.

“No you didn’t. Let’s go take a minute.” He said, placing my robe over my shoulders. 

I stood and followed him into the darkened kitchen, he handed me a glass of water and I looked back at all of the people while sipping at it. 

“I’m really sorry.” I said, looking back at Jesse.

“Don’t be.” He laughed. “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have teased you that way on your first shoot. I just thought it might help take the tension off for you.”

I gave him a weak smile. “I really do appreciate it.”

“Come here.” He said, and I followed him out of the kitchen, and down the hall, to a quiet empty bedroom. 

It was a set as well of course, but it was empty and that was all that mattered to me. I glanced at him gratefully as he closed the door behind himself. I looked around the room, the large four post bed, the rich mahogany bedroom set, the large wall mirror, right out of the catalogue except for the tape on the floor indicating where the crew was supposed to stay. When I finished my water I made my way back to the set.

Jesse was sitting on the red chair, his underwear back in place. I positioned myself between his legs and glanced up at him gratefully, but again he was staring off to the side, looking at the ground, completely zoned out. I placed my left hand on his knee and waited; when it was time to begin I slid my hand up his thigh, scratching my nails softly up his skin as I did so.

I pulled the boxer briefs down again, Jesse wasn’t hard this time, and I quickly took him into my mouth. He swept my hair away from my face, and I was dreadfully aware of the camera very close to my face, I could even feel the heat radiating off of it on my cheek. I looked up at Jesse’s face and focused on his beautiful features while he hardened and filled my throat. I fought back the urge to gag, but eventually had to release him, not able to hold him in my throat as I’d hoped I could. I stroked his shaft firmly with my hands, and languidly stroked the tip of his head, taking as much of him into my mouth as I could with tonguing the sensitive hole.

Jesse pulled me up as he stood, and planted a kiss on my lips before turning me around and bending me over the arm of the oversized chair. I braced myself with my hands, and he swept my thick mane of curls off my back, it hung down my left side and he slid his hands over my pale skin. I shivered briefly when he yanked the tattered stockings completely from my body, and I looked back at him, consciously pulling my lower lip through my teeth for the camera. Jesse smiled at me and swatted my bottom; I started at the unexpected contact, but recovered easily when he slid his fingers along my silky nether lips.

When he nudged his head against me, I closed my eyes, still braced up on the arm of the chair, and waited for him to enter. He probed at me harder, and eased into me; my mouth fell open as I felt myself stretch to accommodate his impossible size. He was uttering curses under his breath, and mumbled something about how tight I was. When the stretching feeling didn’t ease, I dragged my fingers along my tongue and swept them along the underside of his thick shaft, adding extra lubricant to ease my discomfort.

Jesse finally began to move, the position was awkward, his right hip was opened to the camera, and it caused him to slam into the right of my vaginal wall, the sensation was almost painful, and just when I thought I could stand it no longer, Jesse turned me around and laid me back on the chair. My bottom hung over the side of the chair, and I stared up at him as he eased himself into me again. 

Laying this way, it was easier for me to receive him, and almost instantly I felt the lip of his head rubbing against my inner ridges deliciously. Jesse gripped my hips, and turned me slightly to my left, and the slight change in position increased my own pleasure, my breathing increased slightly and I fought back a moan. Jesse picked up his pace, and I felt him discreetly deposit more saliva on his cock before it impaled me. I began to moan, and writhe beneath him; I slid my hand down to my clitoris and began circling it, desperately wanting to come now.

I felt myself tightening around him, and the mixture of that and being stretched to my limit caused my insides to burn with fire.

“Shit.” He said quietly, and I watched his jaw flex as he squeezed my breasts, his eyes roving over my body for the first time since we started. His tongue darted out to moisten his bottom lip before he bent down to kiss me again. 

I gripped his arm, and dug my fingernails into his bicep as I came around him, spasms rocking my body, I screamed with my release, the blood flooding my face so much I felt my head might explode.

“Fuck!” Jesse said, and I felt him erupt inside of me.

“Stop!” Someone behind him called in exasperation, but I could hardly hear it past the ringing in my ears.

When I opened my eyes, Jesse was panting, and his eyes were closed, a small, cocky smile spread across his mouth at the annoyed words, and he apologized half heartedly over his shoulder while he eased out of me.

*** 

We broke for lunch after the third cut, which gave Jesse and I more time to talk about what we were doing, and warm up some more. After that, we finished the scene in one take. Jesse made me come four times before they told him to pull out and come on my breasts, everyone seemed pleased with the end result, and it was called a day. Jesse and I sat out on the patio in opposite chairs, smoking as the last of the crew finished clean up.

“How you feeling?” He asked.

“Good.” I smiled, but it was forced.

He smiled knowingly at me lifting his eyebrows, and dragged on his cigarette.

“It gets better trust me. You just had to lose your virginity again.” He winked and I laughed a real laugh for the first time all day.

“Thanks for being so understanding. I was pretty sure I’d end up with a complete asshole.” I said honestly as I watched the sky growing paler with the setting sun.

“What are you doing for Christmas?” He asked.

“Nothing. I was home visiting until last night, so I’m just going to grab some food and then head back home. Probably watch something awful on TV.”

“Sounds awesome.” He said.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Probably the same.”

“Well, we are a couple of Grinch’s aren’t we?” I asked stubbing my cigarette butt out in the ash tray and standing. “It was nice to meet you Jesse.” I said, pulling my coat tighter around me.

“Pleasure was all mine, trust me.” He winked and I felt a blush creep into my cheeks. “Will you let me take you to dinner?” He asked as we stepped inside.

“Sure, do you think that’s a good idea?” I asked, not sure about the rules of professionalism in this situation.

“Unless you don’t like food.” He quipped; he was exquisitely sexy in his gray shirt and black leather jacket.

“Oh, don’t let the thin frame fool you. I love food.” I laughed as we stepped onto the elevator.

“Where are you parked?” He asked as we waited for the elevator to lower. 

I became aware of some mild discomfort in my groin as I waited, and shifted my legs. “Oh, somewhere in Connecticut. Probably a wal-mart”

He turned and gave me a quizzical look. “Was it stolen?”

I laughed loudly, “No, I don’t have a car here in LA. My car is with a friend back home, I just use my bike if I can’t walk.”

“Oh, well then we can take mine.” He smiled.

As we exited the building the cold air blasted me, and I felt my eyes water in response, I walked beside Jesse quickly. He pressed a button on his key chain and a sleek black Toyota greeted us with a flash of lights. He held the passenger door open for me and I climbed in. It was unbelievably clean, for a guys truck, and it smelled really good. I watched Jesse walk around the front of the truck as I fastened my belt.

He pulled the door closed and looked over at me. “So, what kind of food do you want?”

“You choose.”

“Alright.” He turned the key and the truck roared to life, louder than I expected from a Tacoma.

We pulled away from the curb, and headed south. “Where are we going?” I asked as we pulled onto the freeway.

“I thought you told me to choose?” He looked over at me, the lights from the freeway lit his features slightly, he had a very handsome smile.

My phone was buzzing in my coat pocket and for the first time I realized I hadn’t checked it all day. I pulled it out, four missed calls. And I bet they were all from Ian, whose name flashed at me as my phone rumbled in my hand.

“Are you going to get that?” Jesse asked.

I sighed. “Unfortunately.”

“Not someone you want to talk to?”

I shook my head no, as I opened the call.

“What?” I said, a bit harsher than I’d meant to, and I noticed Jesse’s eyebrows raise at me briefly before he took an exit.

“Where the fuck are you?” Ian demanded. Jesse looked over at me again; I shook my head at him apologetically and rolled my eyes.

“None of your business, is it Ian?”

“The hell it isn’t! I’ve called you all day, and left several voicemails, where have you been?” His voice rose higher still.

“Ian, I told you not to follow me back to LA. I don’t want to talk to you anymore. I don’t want to see you anymore; you have to leave me alone.” I said calmly.

“Chase.” He growled. 

“Stop it Ian!” I whispered, tears burning my eyes. “I was just at a shoot today, I’m fine, I’ve been busy. I’m going to get dinner with a friend now so I have to go.” I pressed end, and shoved my phone back into my pocket.

“Hey if this is going to be a problem with your boyfriend, I can just give you a ride home? We can grab taco bell.” He grinned at me.

I laughed and dashed a tear off of my cheek, “Ian isn’t my boyfriend.”

“Oh, I just thought…. He sounded pretty worried.”

“He’s my step-brother. I left home early; he wanted to be sure I got here safe.” I pulled the visor down in front of me and fixed my makeup. Mindlessly adding more red lipstick to my thick lips while I pretended not to notice Jesse’s concerned expression.

“That makes sense.” He said simply, turning his eyes back to the road.

We pulled onto a side street and up to a tiny hole in the wall place, the truck bounced and rocked as he went over the curb with the front passenger wheel. 

“Sorry.” He laughed. “They have some of the best burritos here.” He said, almost sheepishly. 

“I like burritos.” I smiled at him as we made our way up the short walk to the door. 

Jesse grinned at me as he pulled the door open and my nostrils were greeted with the delicious smell of spices, and warm food. I hadn’t realized how hungry I was until now. We chose a small booth in the corner that was beside a window, it looked out at the opposite side of the building. People were walking by quickly, and the streets were lit with headlights and Christmas lights, shop signs and traffic lights. They were filled the loud buzzing that accompanies a large city. Concrete jungle really is the only way to describe it. Had it been day time, there may have even been people hanging from telephone poles. 

“So why did you leave?” Jesse asked.

“What?”

“You said you left early from your visit home. Why’d you leave early?” He sipped the glass of ice water that sat in front of him, and a short woman with dark hair and large eyes came to take our order. “Can we have the fiesta platter please?”

“Yes, anything to drink?”

“I’m fine with water… Chaste?” He asked.

“I’m good too, thanks.” I waited until she walked away before I spoke again. “You can call me Chastity if you want, I like it more than Chaste anyway.”

“Oh. Yeah, my bad.”

“No it’s fine, just preference.” I smiled and stared at my glass deciding how to word what I wanted to say. “I left because I slept with my step-brother.” 

I wasn’t really sure why I told him. Maybe because I didn’t know him, he didn’t know Ian, or his father. Sometimes it’s easier to tell a complete stranger your darkest secret than it is your best, and most loyal friend. Upon my admission Jesse sputtered his water, and had to hold his fist to his mouth for a second. I grinned bitterly at my water glass.

“Don’t worry, we didn’t grow up together or anything.” I said. “Our parents married when we were teenagers. He was in a boarding school, and then went to college. I only saw him a handful of times before…”

“You slept together?” He asked.

“No, well… yes. Sort of. It’s hard to explain.” I shook my head in mild disgust with myself. “If his father ever found out… he’d kill me.”

“It can’t be that bad. Not if you didn’t even know each other.” He said as the waitress came by and filled our water glasses and placed a tray of tortilla chips and salsa between us. “Thanks.” He said to her, with a bright smile that turned her cheeks pink.

“It is in that family.” I sighed. “Jesus. I’m really sorry; I shouldn’t have brought this up. Can we talk about something else?”

“Sure.” He grinned. 

He was lounging back in the small booth, his handsome features were accentuated by the dim lights around us, and I felt a small flutter in my stomach at the memory of having sex with this man less than two hours ago.

“Where are you from?” I asked him.

“Oregon.” He said easily, still grinning.

“Oh, I’ve never been there. What’s it like?”

“It’s sort of the West Virginia of the West Coast.” He kidded, again making me laugh.

“Did you go cow tipping? Or make potato shooters?” I ginned at him as I sipped my water, being careful to not mess up my lip stick.

“No, but I went mudding a lot, and got into a lot of trouble for fire crackers and racing.”

“Mudding?”

“You know, you take your truck out to the best mud holes and just drive like a maniac.” He winked at me. “I bet you’ve done it thousands of times.”

“Oh…yeah, hundreds at least.” I said, waving my hand. “It sounds kind of fun.”

“It is.” He took a long swallow from his glass, and leaned over the table, his elbows pointed at me, and I noticed he had what looked like tribal tattoos on the backs of his arms, but I wasn’t sure. “I’ll take you sometime.”

“Oh I’m sure there are plenty of mudding holes here in LA.” I rolled my eyes playfully.

“No, but road trips are fun.”

“True.” I smiled. “Did I just make a friend?”

“Yep.”

“So tell me… Jesse James?” I lifted my eyebrow as I slid a chip through the bowl of salsa.

“It’s my real name.” He said easily.

“You’re kidding!” I laughed.

He shook his head and smiled widely.

“So, what are the stories?” He asked, taking a bite of a small taco that was filled with beef, cilantro, tomatoes, onions and black beans.

“What stories?” I asked, holding my hand in front of my mouth as the savored the delicious food.

“Your tattoos.” He said.

“Oh.” I looked down at my arms. “Well, the dragon was inspired by the Luck Dragon from The Neverending Story. It’s one of my favorite movies.”

“Mine too, and The Labyrinth.” 

“I love that movie!” I cried before taking another bite. 

“I was wondering about the roses…” He said after finishing his second taco. “It’s gorgeous, lots of detail. They look three dimensional.”

“Oh… thanks, well my dad got really sick when I was a little girl we were very close, he was my best friend… He passed away when I was twelve and the last thing he gave me were roses for my birthday.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.”

“Don’t be. He was in a lot of pain, and it was agonizing for us to watch him suffer. He’s in a better place now.” I smiled. I missed my father at times, but I knew he was always with me, and I’d accepted his passing a long time ago.

He grinned, and I noticed a huge cilantro leaf that covered both of his front teeth. My eyes widened.

“What?” He asked, sitting up straight, a concerned look coming over his features dramatically. “Do I have somefing in my teef?”

I burst out laughing as he swept the leaf away with his tongue before taking another bite of the delicious food.

*** 

Jesse offered to take me home, and on the way back to my apartment my phone was buzzing again.

“Ian.” I said.

“Chastity, where are you?” He asked. My anger flared anew.

“Ian. I told you I was going to dinner with a friend.”

“Well, how long? Why aren’t you back yet?”

“We went all the way across town! Wait… how do you know I’m not…? Ian if you’re in my apartment, I swear to God!”

“I am in your apartment. I’ve been here waiting for you for hours.” He admitted.

“Get out of my apartment Ian. Go home.” I said and hung up on him again. I let out an exasperated growl and slammed my phone into my purse.

“Want me to come up with you?” Jesse asked beside me.

“You don’t have to, he’ll probably leave, and he’s harmless anyway.” I said, my eyes focused on the glow over the city.

“He doesn’t sound like it. Don’t you think it’s weird he’s in your apartment?” He asked quietly.

“Yes. He doesn’t have a key.” I waved my hand. “But really, he’s not crazy or anything.” I laughed, and Jesse turned up one corner of his mouth in a half smile.

When we pulled up outside my building Jesse got out of the truck too, and walked around to follow me up the sidewalk. I didn’t bother telling him not to. I wanted him to come up, I wasn’t worried about Ian being here until we pulled up and a rental car was parked out front. I smiled gratefully at him, he walked with his hands in the pockets of his jeans, taking long strides and opening the door for me again. When I opened my door, I was surprised and relived to see my little apartment was empty. But the feeling was soon swept away when I heard running water in my bathroom. I walked to the door and pounded on it.

“Ian?”

“Yeah, I know. I’m leaving.” He said on the other side and then swung the door open. He looked at me briefly before his eyes slid over to Jesse. Fuck. I followed his gaze, and Jesse was smirking, leaning against the wall, one heel propped over the other. He looked like he needed a piece of grass hanging from his mouth.

“How’s it going man?” Jesse asked.

“Jesse James. Is this who took you out to dinner?” He turned his gaze down to me, anger danced in his eyes wildly.

“Yes.” I said, lifting my chin and folding my arms over my breasts. “We worked late, and I was hungry, Jesse offered to take me out.” 

“I see.” His rich voice sent chills down my spine.

“We had her first shoot today. Did really good too, didn’t we Chastity?” Jesse said enthusiastically behind me. I held Ian’s gaze, and expected to see smoke shooting from his ears at any second.

“Yes.” I said. “The shoot went very well.”

“So, you finally relented to doing the real thing?” Ian asked, rolling his tongue over in his mouth. “I wonder what made you decide to do that.” He said quietly, menacingly.

“It was choice I made several weeks ago; it’s simply the next step in my career.” I shrugged.

“Ah. Well then… I’ll leave you to your evening.” He said, slipping past me, and staring at Jesse, who returned his gaze with a cocky grin as he passed and left the apartment.

“Ian Parker is your step-brother?” Jesse asked pushing away from the wall and walking toward me.

“The only one I have.” I sighed. “Do you want a drink?” I was already pouring bourbon from the crystal decanter I’d gotten from Jerry two Christmases ago, into a pretty matching crystal glass. 

“Sure.” He said. “Ian Parker, of Parker Productions.” He shook his head as he took the glass I handed him.

“I know.” I sighed and fell onto my tiny sofa. “It’s good to be home.” I sighed.

“You know, if you wanted to be with him too, he’s loaded enough that you guys could disappear from any family that might be against it.” Jesse laughed.

“I know. He tells me all the time. You should be surrounded by fine things, and draped in ropes of jewels. Whatever.” I rolled my eyes. “I have no interest in being one of Ian’s many pretty toys.”

“You aren’t like any other girl I’ve met.” He said suddenly, and then took a drink as if he hadn’t meant to speak it aloud.

“Thanks.” I smiled.

“How did you both end up here in Los Angeles?” He asked sitting beside me on the small white sofa.

“If I knew the answer to that, a lot of my own questions would be solved.” I said as I sipped the warm bourbon. 

“Can I ask you something?” He said after a few moments.

“Sure.”

“What’d you think about the shoot today?”

“I don’t really know. It was sort of awkward, I could feel the heat of those lamps, and the cameras were so close, it was hard to ignore them. I might not be doing another for a while.” I sort of laughed, but I was serious, I enjoyed taking pictures much more.

“Yeah, the glitzy shoots are always like that. Do you mind if I smoke?”

“Oh, I’ll join you.” I said standing and putting my jacket on. “What do you mean the glitzy ones?”

“Well, you know when the lights have to be perfect, and you’re caked with makeup and in some huge fancy costume, big hair you know… the glitzy stuff.” He said sliding open the door that led to my little patio.

“I didn’t know there was any other kind.” I said.

He lifted his eyebrows, “Oh, there are a lot more fun things you can do… with people who are more fun to work with.”

“You’ll have to take me to one some time.”

“I will.”

*** 

“I didn’t blow you off, I had company. Not to mention the fact that I told you not to follow me, did you really expect me to call you?” I said loudly to Ian over the phone as I ran across the street, the orange hand flashing at me.

“Did you really think I wouldn’t? Besides, I live here, maybe I wanted to come home early too.” He said as I swung the Starbucks door open, and stood behind an older gentleman in line. 

“Without your car?” Silence greeted me on the other end. “Look Ian, you know this was all a mistake and you know that I’m seeing someone now… please don’t make this any more difficult than it has to be. I am okay with keeping in contact with you because of our parents, that’s it.”

“Who are you seeing? Jesse James?” He demanded.

“You know that, Ian.” I said exasperated, trying to keep my voice down in the crowded space. “Who else would it be? Would I be going away for a weekend with Jesse if I were seeing someone else?”

“I guess I just wasn’t aware that having dinner with someone meant you were exclusive.” He quipped rudely.

“Yeah, several times a week for three months.” I said under my breath, shifting my weight onto my other leg.

“Are you sleeping with him?” Ian asked.

“Ian.” I rolled my eyes and squeezed them shut between my finger and thumb before looking up at the ceiling. We were not sleeping together, other than our shoot; we hadn’t gone further than making out and fondling on the couch. But that wasn’t any of his business. 

“Fine. You know what? I hope you have fun, I hope you really do enjoy your little trip to the jungles of Oregon. Enjoy being eaten alive by insects and vermin.” He said harshly before hanging up. 

I slipped my phone back into my purse just as I stepped up to the counter. “Two vanilla latte’s please.” I said as I dug a twenty from my jeans.

When I stepped back outside I hurried to catch the light and jogged across the street. Jesse’s black Tacoma was parked outside of the grocery store, and he hadn’t returned yet, he’d given me his keys so I let myself in and placed the hot coffees in the drink carriers on his dash. The twelve hour drive we had ahead of us was daunting, but I was up for it, I was excited to get away from the city for the weekend, and to forget about Ian. I watched as the sky turned a pale pink, and checked the mirror to make sure I looked alright. 

When Jesse arrived to pick me up that morning, he found me putting makeup on in my bathroom and told me I was nuts for getting dolled up for a road trip, but the truth was, I never went a day without makeup. Not since my father had died. I couldn’t even remember the last time anyone had seen me sans makeup.

There was a loud knock on the driver’s window and I jumped and turned to see Jesse pointing at the lock. I reached over and flipped it up and he climbed in beside me.

“Thanks.” He said, taking his coffee and sipping it before putting his seat belt on. “Ready?” He asked as he turned the ignition, a small grin on his lips.

“Yes.” I smiled and pulled my fleece blanket over my lap and opened up one of the road trip games we’d downloaded. 

“Good.” He flipped through radio stations, dissatisfied, and finally opted for plugging his ipod in. “Ok if we listen to rock?” He asked glancing over at me.

I snorted.

“Is that a yes?” He raised his eyebrows at me.

“Yes, lets listen to rock. I find it quite sweet.” I smiled at him playfully as we pulled onto I-5 North. 

“Oh! Watch out we’ve got a bad ass over here.” He teased holding his hands up from the steering wheel. I laughed again and put my hand on his thigh, he glanced down at me.

“I’m excited for this weekend.” He said.

“I am too… I hope your family likes me.”

The drive to Oregon was long, and would have been excruciatingly boring had Jesse not had such a wonderful sense of humor, and knack for making me laugh. A few hours in, we’d grown bored of road trip games and had fell silent, I watched the acres and acres of vineyards, the rows of them made mesmerizing patterns as we flew past them, they seemed endless. 

“So, spill it.” He said, reaching over to the bag that sat between my legs to pull out a flavored water.

“What?” I asked.

“What’s that story with you and Ian? I know it’s eating you alive, tell me.” He said, I studied his face for any sign of reluctance, but found nothing but curiosity.

“Isn’t that a little weird? I mean, I know we aren’t... serious or anything but.” This was embarrassing. 

“I don’t care about something that happened in your past. I care about how I feel when I’m with you, now… and that’s really good.” He glanced over and gave me that grin that made my stomach flutter, and I couldn’t wait to get his dick in my mouth again. 

I sighed. “Okay. If it’s weird just tell me.”

“I will.” He was still grinning, as if I was being ridiculous.

“Well, Ian and I met a few months after our parents’ marriage, there was a party, well there was always a party… and he sneaked off with his friends while he was home from boarding school. I think I saw him a total of three hours that time he visited.” I laughed and pulled the sandwiches we’d grabbed at a gas station and handed one to Jesse. 

“Thanks.”

“So, the next time I met him, I was… seventeen I think.” I said around a mouthful of turkey and cheddar. “He was visiting from college. We spoke a little about ways for me to look at scholarships, who to talk to about going to school in California and that sort of thing. There was another brief visit one Christmas when I was in college, he was only home for that evening, and I didn’t see him after that until a party here in LA when Jerry introduced us.” I took a huge bite of my turkey sub, wanting a reason to not speak for a moment.

“No shit?” He asked, and I nodded, wiping a bit of mustard from the corner of my mouth. “That’s insane. Did Jerry know you guys knew each other?” He asked.

“No. We played it off as if we’d just met. He held his hand out to me and introduced himself as if he’d never seen me before in his life.” I said, taking another bite.

“That’s kind of…” He pulled his eyebrows together as he gazed at the road.

“Weird.”

“A little, why wouldn’t he just say he knew you?”

“I don’t know. Sometimes I think he planned the entire thing.” I said, and I had mulled over that thought for months.

“So then what happened?” Jesse asked after a second.

“We had sex at the party, and he proceeded to tell me that I would be great on camera. So I left and ignored his calls for months. He never went to Christmas at our parents’ place, not anymore, but for some reason this time he decided to show up. Stupid me, fell for it again.” I said it bitterly, though I didn’t mean to. I crumbled the sandwich paper and stuffed it back into the bag, and took out my bottle of water.

“Wow.” He said.

“Stupid right?” I asked, but I already knew the answer.

“No, just… kind of messed up.” He put his hand on my thigh and looked over at me with a gleam in his eyes. “We’re going to have a lot of fun this weekend. I have so much I want to show you. You won’t need to think about any of that crap, okay?”

***

“Chastity?” Jesse’s voice was soft, and pulled me from the depths of sleep, but as soothing as it was, made me want to drift even deeper into my dreams.

I vaguely heard the door beside me open, and I felt arms around me, I wrapped my arms around his neck and inhaled the woodsy scent of his cologne, my eyes focusing gradually. We were walking on gravel, it crunched and popped under Jesse’s boots. I lifted my head and looked at him.

“I can walk.” I said simply.

“I know, but you’re so warm.” He grinned up at me before letting my legs slide down. 

My feet rested on the first step of a large porch, it smelled strange here, like old wood, moss, and campfire smoke… it smelled good. I looked up at the sky, it was black, and the stars glittered beautifully, bright and clear. I’d never seen so many stars in my entire life. I stepped off of the porch and gazed up as I walked out onto the large open field beside the house; it sank slightly, like a soft rug cushioning my feet. 

“This is incredible.” I breathed. 

There were large bright stars and tiny ones that seemed to twinkle on and off, there were dustings of microscopic ones that looked like a smear of glitter and at any moment I hoped I’d see a shooting star. It seemed possible with how beautiful it was. There were tree frogs singing in the distance and I took in the forest that surrounded us. We were shielded in a full circle by towering evergreen trees, and large bushes with long thorns on vines that seemed to rise up and twist around anything it could find.

“Have you ever been out of the city?” He asked, looking at me skeptically as he walked closer to me. The light from the full moon bounced off of his shoulders.

“Nope.” I said simply. “But I’m always up for an adventure.”

“Is that you Jesse?” I heard a woman call from around the house.

Jesse and I hurried back up to the porch, and a tall woman with light brown hair greeted us. Jesse curled her in his arms and hugged her tight, she held him close, her eyes closed, as if savoring the feel of him against her.

“I missed you momma.” He said quietly.

“Not as much as I’ve missed you. Don’t stay away so long next time, it’s been nearly four months since you visited.” She pulled away from him and swatted at him with her hand before walking over to me and scooping me into a hug. “Thanks for coming to visit us Chastity, we’re so happy to have you.”

“Thank you,” I said, “I’m really happy to be here too.”

“Good, well it’s late, I made up your old bed with fresh linens, your dad’s already in bed, and I’m about to fall asleep standing up I had such a long day at work today.” She laughed.

“Okay momma, we just have to grab our bags, I’ll lock up.” He kissed her on the cheek and she nodded before she made her way back into the house, glancing back to smile at me once more as she pulled the screen door closed.

We had both packed pretty light, it took no time at all to get our things upstairs, there was an adjoining bathroom and Jesse told me I could shower while he locked up the house, and the gate outside. When I finished with my quick shower, Jesse had just came back into the room and turned off the bright overhead light, leaving just the bedside lamp to cast a soft glow over the room.

“This doesn’t look like a boy’s bedroom.” I commented as I sat at a dainty, ashen vanity table and took my hair down from the towel it was wrapped in.

“That’s because about two years after I became a resident of California, my mom made it into the guest room.” He grinned before pulling his shirt over his head; I appreciated his sleek form while I rubbed the ends of my hair gently with the towel.

“Can’t blame her, it’s so pretty.”

I smeared lotion all over my legs, and Jesse watched my hands carefully, one side of his mouth upturned playfully. He removed his jeans, and folded them over a side dresser on his way to the bathroom, his firm bottom holding my gaze as it rose and fell with his steps. There was a tiny cinnamon scented Yankee candle on the vanity in front of me, and I lit it with my lighter carefully before placing it on the bedside table. Moments later one of my favorite scents filled the entire room, and I gazed around, looking at the pretty decorations, but my attention was drawn up toward the ceiling.

I looked around at the shelves that lined the tops of the walls; there were pictures of Jesse at what looked like school plays everywhere, in different costumes, poses and stages. They were framed, and had playbooks next to them, there were several plaques that I couldn’t read, some had stallions on them and I assumed they were trophies, they gleamed proudly from their spots above the room, hinting at the boy who used to live here. 

I brushed my damp curls and listened as Jesse turned the shower off, when he opened the door he had his towel wrapped around his lean hips, and he stood in the doorway and stared at me with a handsome smile. The appealing aroma of his shower swirled about the room, flirting with my senses, and he turned the bathroom light off before crossing the room to the far side of the bed. I watched him carefully in the mirror, his eyes never left mine. I bit my lower lip and smiled at my reflection in the mirror. Shouldn’t have taken my makeup off yet. I couldn’t help but think.

Jesse removed the towel from his waist and held it out to his side, looking at me quizzically. I lifted an eyebrow at him through the mirror, his golden skin shone in the soft light. He did the same, turning his head slightly to the side, and then he took a step toward me. I glanced down as his cock, and watched as it slowly thickened. I stood up from the small vanity chair and held my hands in front of me.

“No way.” I said quietly, smiling hugely at him as his hands pulled at the lavender silk robe I wore, the belt making a soft whooshing sound as he pulled it free. “What if your parents hear?”

“They won’t hear anything.” He assured with a boyish grin. “They’re downstairs and across the house.” He said, bringing his lips to my neck, and slipping his hand along the inside of my thighs. 

Jesse trailed his fingers up torturously slow, sliding the silky material of my night gown up my creamy thighs. He slid his middle finger along my swollen clit and I sighed as he began massaging my labia with his other fingers. He pulled the robe from my shoulders and let it slip to the floor at our feet, as he pressed me back until my back rested against the mirror, and I was sitting on the edge of the small vanity table. He slid my slip over my head and tossed it away before he trailed kisses across my breasts and looked down at my pussy.

“I’m glad you didn’t put panties on.” He said as he dragged his hands down the side of my thighs, where they met my labia. “There should be a law against panties.” He said as he slid his hot tongue along my clit, massaging the sides of my thighs with his thumbs. 

I jumped at the sudden contact, and as he slithered his tongue inside of me, I had to dig my hand into his thick nest of hair that had been calling to me for so long. I looked down at him as he worked me over, and again, it was almost violent, the way he extracted my orgasm from my body. 

“Oh fuck…” I sighed, closing my eyes as Jesse stood, his huge dick brandished in his right fist. 

He slid his thick head along my sensitive pussy, and I pulled my knees closer to my ears as I stared at him circling my clit with his swollen head, my left hand grasped the top of the oval shaped mirror behind me and I watched as he slowly eased into me, stretching me, his gorgeous features aglow in the soft light. Delicious tingles sparked along my skin, and curled my toes as he moved within me, his hot thick head warmed me to my core, melted my frustrations, and fears. Chased them away like a warm shot of whiskey. 

Jesse began to move faster, and I braced myself as best as I could with my toes on the corners of the desk, my knees spread wide as he held them apart with his hands, his abs rippled and flexed with his thrusts, and I reached out to run my nails down them just as I came, and scratched him harder than intended. He growled and wrapped his hand behind my neck clasping it and hauling me up to his face, kissing me savagely as he drilled into me, sending the desk and mirror knocking into the wall behind it. I cried out around his mouth and squeezed his shoulder, wrapping my legs around him, my ankles pressed to his firm ass, urging him deeper. 

His hand was fisted in my hair at the nape of my neck now and I licked at his lip as I gazed at him. “Oh, Please.” I whispered, squirming to stay on the desk, gripping his shoulders for dear life.

“Please what?” He ground out, searching my eyes.

“Please make me come again.” I said softly, and he crushed his mouth to mine, seeking my clit out with his fingers and circling it gently as he thrust into me.

The small bottles on the vanity rattled and something crashed to the floor as the desk repeatedly hit the wall with the force of Jesse’s thrusts, I was like a monkey clinging to him, barely even on the desk now, and I came again just as I felt his thick spurts filling me.

The moment was quickly ended when three hard pounds came from the wall behind us. My eyes snapped open and I looked at Jesse as his eyes widened in confusion. 

“Shit.” He said, still hard inside of me.

“Who is that?” I asked frantically, still panting from our exertions, feeling myself wanting him again already. 

“My brother.”

“I thought he wasn’t going to be here?” I asked, putting my hand over my mouth.

“I thought so too.” He slipped out of me, and began to put on a pair of pajama pants. “Better get something on.” He said to me. 

I hurried to my bag and pulled on my old Nirvana shirt and a pair of sweat pants just as someone knocked on the bedroom door. Jesse went to it and looked back at me to be sure I was dressed before opening it. 

“What the fuck is going on in here?” Jesse’s brother said standing in the doorway, he looked exactly like Jesse, but was a few years older maybe thirty three or four, and of broader build than Jesse was.

“Come on man.” Jesse said scratching the back of his head and nodding at me.

His brother peered around the corner and his eyes widened. “Oh, I’m sorry darlin’ I’m Beau.” He said stepping in and holding his hand out to me.

“Chastity.” I said, clasping my hands behind my back, and the irony was not lost on any of us. My cheeks flared and the burning even crept over my ears as I stared down at the floor, before my eyes bounced to my pack of smokes on the dresser.

“Nice to meet you. You could probably use a cigarette I’m betting.” He said to Jesse as he clapped him on the arm and left the room. 

*** 

Soft kisses trailed from behind my ear, down to my shoulder. Jesse’s strong arms were wrapped around my waist, holding me tightly against his front as I stretched and tried to pull myself from the recesses of sleep.

“Are you awake beautiful?” He asked, nearly silent.

“Yes. What time is it?” It was still dark in the room.

“Before sunrise.” He climbed from the bed and popped me on my ass. “Come on get up.” 

I groaned, and pouted as I forced myself to sit up, my hair a tangled mop on my head. Jesse was in the bathroom, the water was running and I checked my cell phone. There were several text asking where I was, and why I hadn’t answered the phone from Anessa and a couple from Ian. I text them back quickly, letting them know I was fine but in an area with poor cell phone reception. 

“Ready?” Jesse asked me after coming back into the room.

“I guess so.” I said, “Where are we going?”

“Just put some jeans on. It’s a surprise.” 

I did as he said, and we made our way downstairs and across the dark, quiet farmhouse. I hadn’t noticed how homey it was last night. There were family photos everywhere, wedding pictures from the eighties, first birthday pictures… pictures of fishing trips and more than I could count of the boys at various ages sitting atop horses with little cowboy hats on their heads.

Jesse held my hand as he took me around the back of the house, and toward a large red bard with black trim. He unhooked the latch, and used his body weight to push the large sliding door to the right. It opened slowly revealing a large, open space, with high ceilings and straw on the dirt floors, there were horse stalls lining the sides of the barn, and probably more than ten horses who stared at us as we walked past them, to the far end of the barn. The smell of the straw, and the horses rose up into my nostrils, it was almost invigorating to my senses. We stopped in front of a large black stallion, his mane hung between his endless black eyes.

“This is Eddy.” Jesse said as he opened the stall half door, and stepped up to the magnificent creature, and stroked the horse lovingly. His features lit up like Christmas lights, his eyes twinkled with caring as he gazed at this horse, and I felt my stomach flutter.

“He’s beautiful.” I breathed, marveling at his sleek shiny coat. “Can I touch him?”

“Yeah, of course. He’s the sweetest horse you’ll ever meet.” He said smiling down at me before turning and walking to the back of the stall.

“Hello Eddy.” I said quietly. 

I stared up into his black eyes, he was returning my stare, and it almost seemed as if he understood the words I said. I stepped closer to him, his breathing was soft and even, powerful. I couldn’t stop my hand from rising and resting on his side, the rise and fall was calming, and I leaned forward to place my cheek against his firm shoulder. He was warm and firm, air whooshed from his nostrils and he turned his head slightly down and to the side to peer back at me. I smiled at him and stroked my hands down the length of him as I walked around to where Jesse was crouched, picking at Eddy’s hooves.

“Would you grab that other hoof pick and give me a hand?” Jesse asked, he’s placed a light, cream colored cowboy hat on top of his head, and it took me back for a moment when he looked up at him, his light eyes shadowed by the brim of the hat. I suddenly understood the cowboy fixation some of my girlfriends had. 

“Um, yeah, this?” I asked holding what looked like a dental device with an extra thick handle. It was red and black with a thick brush on one side and a metal hooked rod on the other. 

“Yep. Come here, I’ll show you.” He said, reaching for my hand.

“Just lift back gently, like this…with the natural bend of the knee.” He said, glancing at me from under his cowboy hat again. “Take that pick there and scrape the muck out.” 

He grinned down at me, his hands propped on his slightly bent knees, and I struggled to keep hold of Eddy’s hoof while picking at it.

“Is this okay? It doesn’t hurt him, right?” I asked.

“He’ll let you know if you hurt him.” He chuckled and winked at me. “There that’s good, see that V shape there? He’s ready to go. Will you put that blanket on his back for me?”

I did, smoothing it carefully so there were no folds on his back. Jesse lifted a large dark saddle from a hook on the wall, and placed it over the blanket before securing it in place. He stuck the toe of his boot into the stirrup and in one quick fluid motion was atop Eddy, holding his hand down to me. 

“I’ve never rode a horse before.” I said nervously, glancing at Eddy, searching for signs of annoyance, but he only stood there peaceful, majestic.

“Really? Could have fooled me.” Jesse teased and I rolled my eyes at him before lifting my foot to the stirrup.

Jesse grasped my hand. “Now grab this,” he said and tapped the knob between his knees, “and pull yourself up with it and your foot.”

After a couple of failed wobbly attempts, I finally got the feel of the sag of the stirrup, and found my balance. When I was sitting in front of Jesse, on top of Eddy I was much higher than I’d anticipated, and I couldn’t help the Cheshire cat grin that split my face. Jesse planted a kiss on the back of my neck, and brushed Eddy’s sides with his heel gently. Without hesitation Eddy began a slow walk from his stall, and right out of the barn. It felt exactly how I imagined sitting on a pair of large sashaying hips might feel, and I laughed looking back at Jesse in excitement.

“This is so much fun!” I cried laughing loudly.

“I’m glad you like it. Never know with a city girl.” He wrapped his arms tighter around my waist.

The sky was beginning to pale with the first light as we ascended a grass covered hill, Eddy was in a slow trot now, and I had to squeeze my thighs a bit to keep myself from bouncing around like a bobble head. When we reached the top of the hill Jesse walked Eddy to one of the smaller evergreen trees, and swung his leather ropes around one of the bottom branches. He patted him, and reached into one of the saddlebags to grab a handful of something, which Eddy nibbled quickly, before returning to me with the blanket and a thermos. I grinned at him, and thought I actually felt the sensation of my heart swelling. 

“Come on now, don’t look at me like that, I’ll feel like a sappy jack ass.” He said, and I laughed loudly before curling up next to him on the blanket.

“Is that coffee?” I asked raising my eyebrows.

“I got you out of bed before the sun came up, what do you think?” He grinned as he waved the steaming tin cup under my nose teasingly before handing it to me.

“Thank you.” I sipped the hot black coffee, and while I always had cream and two sugars, something about drinking this thick black coffee, after my first time riding a horse, with this wonderfully refreshing country boy, in this magical forest… was enchanting. 

I could smell the damp grass beneath us, the songs of the early birds were chipper and happy, and the sky was turning a pretty purple color in the distance. 

“I really like you Chastity.” Jesse said close to my ear, pulling me tight against his chest as I sat between his legs.

“I really like you too Jesse James.” I smiled. 

Jesse slid his hand over the base of my throat, and tucked his fingers into the collar of my sweater. He traces light circles on my skin as the sun rose slowly over the horizon, down in the valley I could see Jesse’s home, it was large, yellow with white trim and large picture windows. Several horse corrals were surrounding the home, made of a dark wood, it was definitely hand made, and I knew it had to have been Jesse and Beau who’d helped their daddy build that fence. Tears flooded my eyes, and my chin wobbled, Jesse’s hand turned my chin to him and he looked deep into my eyes. I averted them so I didn’t have to see the concern in his eyes.

“What is it?” He asked softly, stroking my jaw with his thumb.

I miss my daddy; I want him to sweep me into his arms and spin me in a circle and call me his little girl, just once more. 

I wiped the tears from my cheeks, “It’s been a long time since I’ve been around a real family. And no one has ever done something so nice for me, it’s kind of romantic.”

“I hope so, I sure planned it that way.” He winked as he slid his thumb along the tender flesh below my eye, wiping away a lingering tear.

I twisted around, and straddled Jesse, taking his face into my hands and kissing him gently on the lips as he slid his hands up my thighs. His hand slid up the back of my sweater, cool against my warm back, he splayed his long fingers out and they nearly spanned the width of my back as he fluidly rolled us so that he was laying over me. I gazed up at him, the paling sky lighting behind his beautiful features as he lifted my sweater to reveal my breasts and took one into his mouth, and then the other before trailing kisses down my stomach and undoing my jeans. 

I lifted my hips as he tugged the tight material down, taking my panties with them. Jesse came back up to kiss my lips, and I could smell the leather, dust, and sweat of his cowboy hat. I inhaled deeply, intoxicated by all that was Jesse James. His soft lips molded mine to his and separated them, sliding his tongue along the roof of my mouth before sucking on my bottom lip, I let out a soft moan as I felt myself growing wet from the slightest of touches. He twisted my nipples under my sweater, and cupped my breast, massaging me ever so gently until I was arching into his palm. I felt Jesse press the head of his cock into me slowly as he scooped me into his strong arms, wrapping me up against his chest, like something small and fragile that must be protected. 

I kissed his chest as he began to pick up his pace, and slid my tongue up, tasting his salty skin and kissing his collarbone, his Addams apple. He dipped his head to me, and I captured his lips in mine once more, he slid his hands down my body, gently rocking me with his firm, slow thrusts. I slid my hands along his rippling sides, and gripped his back, wrapping my legs around him and lifting my hips to take him deeper. He grunted appreciatively and trailed kisses along my neck, and shoulder, slamming into me slowly, each thrust reaching that deep, intense part of my pussy that ached to be felt, but had never been satisfied with anyone before. 

I rocked my hips, grinding my clit against his trimmed nest of curls, meeting each of his thrusts; my hair was in the damp grass, the smell of the earth ticking my senses, the morning was alight with sunshine and the birds were singing loudly now. Jesse took my face into his hands and looked into my eyes, kissing me softly as he carried me over the edge. I cried out as my pussy contracted around him, and buried my face into his shoulder, panting with my convulsions as he spilled his hot juice inside of me.

*** 

After bringing Eddy to one of the side corrals with a smaller brown mare, Jesse and I stepped onto the large porch, and opened the door to be greeted by laughter, the smell of bacon, and enthusiastic chatter. 

“Mom made breakfast.” Jesse called, she poked her head around the corner, her hair swept into a pony tail, and I noticed in the daylight how young and attractive she still was. She wore a cream apron with roses all over it, and beamed at us as we walked the length of the house to the kitchen.

“Where have you two been I thought you were still upstairs sleeping?” She said with a look of confusion on her face, the spatula frozen in her hand as Jesse planted a soft kiss on her cheek and snagged a piece of bacon from the plate beside a cast iron skillet. “Hey now. Wait til it’s served.” She said swatting at him with the spatula. 

“We went for a ride.” He said around the bacon, sitting next to Beau who lifted his eyebrows at Jesse, and Jesse socked his shoulder solidly with a warning glance at their mother. 

Their father chuckled and shook his head as he folded the paper he’d been reading and crossed the kitchen to me, “You must be Chastity.” He said and I took his offered hand. It was warm, thick and calloused from hard work. The wind was crushed from my lungs as he pulled me into a brief bear hug, clapping my back heartily.

“Nice to meet you Mr. James.” I said as I smiled up at his handsome face that looked a little weathered from working outside, and warm brown eyes that crinkled deep at the corners. 

“Please call me John. Come over and sit down.” He said.

“Oh I was going to see if I could help Mrs. James with anything?” I said looking at her.

“Oh nonsense sugar you go sit down and let me handle this, I’m all finished anyway. Please, call me Charlie.” She said kindly, her pretty features needed no makeup; her thick manicured brows accentuated her high cheek bones and pouty mouth. I wondered if she’d ever done any modeling, she had to stand at least five feet nine inches… and was drop dead gorgeous. 

“So how long have you two known each other?” John asked as Charlie set a heaping plate of hot biscuits, gravy, bacon and eggs in front of him.

“A few months.” Jesse said, taking a large piece of bacon from the plate on the table.

Charlie smiled and sat beside John, scooping food onto all of our plates and passing them out to us. “How did you meet?” She asked, and my stomach dropped.

“On set.” Jesse said without hesitation. I choked on my orange juice and my fork clattered loudly to my plate, Charlie giggled at me.

“Oh honey, not to worry. We don’t keep any secrets in this family. We’re so proud of our son for following his dreams, no matter what they are.” She patted my hand, and I realized my mouth was hanging open in shock. 

I closed it and tried to form something to say, but came up with nothing. Jesse was grinning at me while shoveling eggs into his mouth. I shook my head in astonishment.

“I’m sure your folks are very proud of you too darling. Now eat up baby girl, don’t let it get cold now.” Charlie said, and reached under the table to rub John’s leg affectionately while chewing on a bite of bacon. “We got a lot to do today don’t we boys?” She asked looking to Jesse and Beau.

“Momma, don’t make Chastity help if she isn’t up for it.” Jesse said around a mouth of food.

“Don’t talk with your mouth full. She doesn’t have to do anything she doesn’t want to. But she’ll want to help.” Charlie winked at me, and gave me that beaming smile again, as if she knew something I didn’t.

“What are we doing?” I asked, the food was delicious and I had to consciously pace myself. 

“Got us a new mare to break.” Beau said.

“What’s this we stuff? Every time I come home we got a new mare to break. Bullshit. You wait for me.” Jesse said, and I thought he might genuinely be a little annoyed. 

“Oh Jesse, no one knows them like you do.” Charlie said proudly, and Jesse grinned down at his food despite himself.

“I’ll help however I can.” I said, and I was more than happy to help.

“What’s her story?” Jesse asked, sipping freshly squeezed orange juice from a mason jar.

“She came out this way about two weeks ago. Don’t know anything except she won’t let a soul get on her. She’s healthy as can be, nice coat, but she’s skittish.” Beau said.

“You tried to ride her yet?” Jesse asked nodding at his father.

“No, I’m too old for that shit. Excuse my language.” John said.

“Alright.” Jesse said.

*** 

“Here hold this for me sweetie.” Charlie said to me under her white, large brimmed gardening hat as she handed me the hose. She walked to the side of the shed beside the West Corral, and turned the water on, it sputtered to life and began to fill the trough just as Jesse and his brother brought the mare into the corral. When the trough was full Charlie shut the water off and I followed her around to the far end of the corral, where we climbed up to sit on the top log of the fence.  

It was a nice day, there was a chilly breeze but it was gentle and the sun was shining down on us beautifully. Jesse held the reigns of a large brown horse, with a long tail and mane that even I could see needed a brushing severely. She tossed her head in annoyance, snorting and fussing, but still following Jesse as he circled the corral for ages.

“Hey Chastity! Give me a hand?” Beau called from behind me. I peered back at him, my eyes shielded from the sun by the brim of the hat Charlie had let me wear.

“Yeah.” I called back climbing down from the fence, and walking over to where he was picking a dark reddish brown colored horse’s hoof.

“Grab that rake there, would ya?” He called without looking up at me. 

“Here you go.” I said. “Should I put it here by the fence?”

“Yeah that’s good. You ever pick hooves before?”

“Just learned recently.” I smiled, grabbing the other pick and lifting the horse’s front hoof and getting to work.

“Nice, you’re a natural.” He smiled up at me briefly before he put the hoof he had been working on back on the ground, and rose to pick up a metal horse shoe from a stack of gleaming shoes beside the small, cloudy blue West Barn.

“Whoa!” Jesse called and I turned my attention back to him as Charlie ran to grab the reins of the mare, who was rearing back on her back legs in fear. I stood and hurried over and Jesse was dusting his bottom off, he was sweaty, and dirty, and I suddenly wanted to fuck him right there in the corral.

“Are you okay?” I asked, hurrying to his side. Charlie had the mare calm and was talking to her, walking her around the corral again.

“I’m fine. Just takes a few tries sometimes.” He winked.

I handed him a thermos that was full of ice cold water, he drank it quickly, before bending to kiss me and headed back to the mare. Beau came to stand beside me, and watched Jesse as he spoke quietly at the horse’s side, stroking her and giving her oats.

“He’s always been the best at this.” He said proudly.

“You always do this?” I asked. I would have never guessed that Jesse did anything this incredible.

“Yep. Our great grandfather started it, there were always folks coming through, wild horses weren’t familiar to them, Indian horses they called them, but granddad he could speak to them. Like Jesse… he’d get em ready for the people who were passing the Oregon Trail, they’d give him money. Pretty soon, it became a family business. We’ve just always done it. Course now it’s just folks from where ever that need help with a horse, sometimes we sell em too. Jesse has big plans to turn it into a boarding and training ranch… if dad would get on board.”

“You live here too?” I asked him.

“Oh no, I live in Seattle now, but I come here for spring and summer to help dad, usually Jesse does too, at least for as long as he can.” He said, removing his gloves.

“But it’s only March.” I said, it sounded more like a question.

“I know, I came home early this year.” He said, but it seemed like there was more to it than that. I didn’t ask, simply smiled as I watched Jesse enchant the horse.

Jesse jogged over to us, his muscles gleamed in the fading sunshine, my mouth was watering just looking at him, I wanted to rip that little gray t-shirt off of him. He licked his lips, and wiped a gloved hand across his brow as he glanced at me, and then Beau.

“Alright. Now let’s have some fun.” Jesse said, putting his hand on my lower back, and discreetly sliding it down to squeeze my ass.

“What do you want to do?” Beau asked.

“Let’s go to Craig’s.” He grinned.

“Ain’t nothing but honky-tonk music and alcohol at Craig’s.” Beau said, adjusting his hat uncomfortably.

“Exactly.” Jesse said. “Come on I’ve been in the city for months…”

“Alright man, but you know Jessica is going to be there.” Beau warned.

“Jessica is always there. I don’t care. You shouldn’t either.”

“Man, she’s nuts. She’ll shoot your ass if she sees you in there.” He said, but his eyes flicked to me for a split second.

“She can deal with it.” Jesse said.

“Oh no, I’m not going to be caught in the middle of anything.” I said taking a step back from them and holding my hands out in front of me.

“You won’t be.” They said in unison. 

“Alright… Who’s Jessica?” I demanded, placing my hands on my hips and lifting an eyebrow at them.

Jesse smirked at Beau, who cleared his throat.

“Jessica was my wife.” Beau said, and both of my brows rose in response.

“Is his wife.” Jesse corrected.

“Only for another week or two!” Beau called in defense.

“Okay so what’s she got against you?” I asked Jesse.

“I’m the cause of the end of the relationship.” Jesse said.

“He’s the cause of my life taking a turn in a better direction.” Beau corrected him. “She came onto him several times, he told me but I never really believed him until I witnessed it.”

“Oh.” I didn’t really know what to say.

“Anyway, I’m sure Betty will be there too, it is Saturday night after all.” Jesse said as we mounted two horses, I on Jesse’s and Beau on the other alone, but guiding the new mare with his free hand. Beau’s face split into an ear to ear grin at the mention of her name.

When Jesse and I were back in his room, I quickly caught him around the waist from behind, kissing his back, between his shoulders.

“I’m disgusting.” He laughed, but slid his hands back to cup my ass.

“No.” I said, inhaling his musky scent deeply, before sliding his shirt over his head.

He turned and looked down at me as I ran my hands along his slick skin, something about the way the fine, silky dust left trails in the wake of my fingertips was enthralling. His pecs jumped as my nails slid over his nipples, and down his taunt stomach, I undid his jeans and he lifted my shirt over my head. Jesse cupped the back of my head as he kissed me, it was a filthy kiss, salty from sweat on our lips, and grimy from the dirt of the corral but it was the most overwhelming kiss I’d ever had in my life. In that moment, I thought maybe I knew what it really meant when someone said they were in love with another. 

Jesse lifted me from the ground after sliding my jeans and panties off, and I wrapped my legs around his waist as he carried me to the bathroom. I tore my pony tail down when my feet were on the cold linoleum, and Jesse reached in and turned on the water. We stepped into the small shower, and Jesse stuck his head under the water, letting the dirt run off his body. I took the shower gel and began to massage it along his chest, arms and then moved behind him to scrub his broad shoulders and back. I slid my hands down his front to grasp his cock, which was already fully hard, I stroked him languidly, my cheek against his back. He pulled me around and pressed me to the shower wall.

“We don’t have time.” He said, as he slid his hands down my breasts.

“We can be quick.” I smiled at him as he stared at the soap he spread along my body.

He mumbled something I couldn’t make out, and soaped up my entire front, massaging my arms and legs with warm water before finally making his way back up to my swollen pussy. He circled my clit expertly with his fingers with one hand while capturing my right breast in his mouth and sucking my nipple to a point. My legs grew wobbly as he brought me closer to coming, and I slid down the shower wall, my legs turning to jell-o, and Jesse crouching to keep thrusting his fingers inside of me until the last spasm stopped and I was shoving his hand away from my sensitive flesh. He was grinning at me and I growled as I grabbed his cock and stroked him savagely as he got back to his feet. 

I tucked my feet under me and took his thick head into my mouth, pressing him as far into my mouth as I could manage as I jerked him hard, twisting my hands and swirling my tongue along his head, then sucked as hard as I could, tearing his cum out of his beautiful cock, and swallowing it hungrily as if it were my last meal. I lifted his dick and licked from the bottom of his balls to his head, and took him in my mouth once more, delivering one final suck, drawing the final drops of his saltiness into my mouth and swirling his glistening head around my swollen lips. 

*** 

“Come on!” Beau pounded on the door and I opened it as I put my boots on. “You look great.” He said, stopped dead in his tracks.

“Thanks.” I said, “Jesse picked it out for me actually.” 

“Good, it’s great.”

“You said that.” Jesse said from the bathroom, chuckling good naturedly. 

I was wearing one of my favorite bras from Vicky’s it had a nice boost, but nothing uncomfortable, accentuating my breasts but not making them look gaudy, and a thick flannel shirt tied at my belly button. Cut off jeans that were short, accentuating my legs, and showing off my extensive ink. Jesse had given me a pair of cream colored boots for Valentine’s Day that I wore now. Jesse came from the bathroom and his cologne swirled around me; he was delicious in his dark jeans that had buttons instead of a zipper, dark brown cowboy boots that were extremely worn and scuffed were on his feet, and he wore a black and blue flannel with a white shirt under it.

“Turn around.” Jesse said, lifting an eyebrow at me.

I turned slowly, peeking at him over my shoulder, I gave a little shimmy with my tush before he scooped me against him and parted my lips with his tongue, minty from just brushing his teeth.

“Mmm.” I said, and licked my lips, peering up into his pretty eyes.

“What are you doing to me?” He said quietly.

“Let’s go!” Beau called from the hallway, and Jesse and I followed him quickly.

To my surprise we were walking toward the barn. Beau was already climbing onto a gray speckled horse with a black mane and tail, that was already saddled and ready to go.

“We’re taking the horses?” I asked.

Jesse winked at me, “They like to serve whiskey down at Craig’s. Most people take their horses, safer ride home than a car, can’t really get cabs out here… some people just walk.”

I was grinning, excited to ride again. “Awesome.” I almost squeeled.

“Do you think you can ride alone?” Jesse asked.

“I’d rather not just yet.” I said, I was a little disappointed, but if we were going to be drinking I was not going to trust myself on that poor horse.

“Good, climb on up here.” He helped me up onto Eddy’s back..

“Ready?” Beau called, he was silhouetted in the barn door from the bright flood lights by the house behind him, and looked mysterious on his dark horse.

“Yeah, let’s go.” Jesse replied as he gently brushed Eddy’s sides with his boots and Eddy came right into a trot beside Beau’s horse. 

I hugged Jesse’s taut stomach as we rode, leaving the house behind us, the sway of the horse was relaxing, I looked up at the clear night sky and gazed at the stars.  Once we were onto a nice dirt road, we picked up into a trot, and the bouncing on the hard saddle was hard to control even gripping my thighs as I was, and Jesse’s wandering free hand had my pussy throbbing before we rounded a bend that revealed an enormous open, brightly lit barn. He chuckled as we slowed, and I smiled into the back of his shoulder, his cologne clinging lightly to his flannel.

“You’re just naughty.” I whispered in his ear.

“I know.” He said simply, almost innocently as he swung his leg over Eddy and put his reins up on a long pole beside two other horses that were grazing easily in the field that surrounded the barn.

“I thought we were going to a bar?” I asked, confused, this looked like someone’s farm.

“This is better, my dad’s friend Jim owns this ranch, his daughters and oldest son Craig keep the Barn up, local bands play, people bring bottles of liquor when they can, it’s just a community thing we’ve done since we were kids, Beau went to school with Craig.” I grinned, what a wonderful community to live in.

He helped me down, and opened a spigot to fill the trough for the horses. I felt like I was in another world as the upbeat country-rock music flooded the open space, and laughter, and cries of joy and excitement rang out sporadically. I tucked my fingers into the pockets of my jeans just as four people on two four wheelers… dune buggies? came speeding around the opposite side of the barn, away from us and the horses, and parked beside the cars. The group went into the barn and Beau was following behind them, I hadn’t really noticed how attractive he was until I saw a couple women eyeing him, he looked so much like Jesse but he was matured a little, rougher around the edges.

Jesse took my hand and I smiled at him as we approached the large open doors. The path was lit with Christmas lights and lanterns, there was straw on the walkway and the floor of the barn was thick, dark wood that looked like it had been polished once, maybe thirty years ago. A twangy rock band was playing up on a platform that was two feet or so above the dance floor where couples were dancing enthusiastically, one couple in particular caught my eye, because Beau was staring at them.

A very tall, woman with curly blonde hair, a filmy red sleeveless shirt, and cut off bleached jeans was dancing drunkenly with a man who was maybe ten years younger than her, she was swinging her hair in front of her, nearly hitting the young man with it, and sloshing beer on the wood floor from her cup.

“Who’s that?” I asked Jesse quietly as Beau’s jaw clenched and he ordered three shots of whiskey from the bartender. 

“Jessica.” Jesse said, and we closed the small distance between us and Beau and sat at the bar on three stools. An attractive redhead with large freckled breasts slid three tall shot glasses to us.

“Here you go Beau, first rounds on the house.” She said as her eyes darted to Jessica and back quickly. “You let me know if you need any cheering up later sugar.” She said close to his face, bending over the bar to give a full view of her creamy breasts. 

I smiled and watched Beau’s eyes linger on her plump rear end as her thick hips swayed to the other end of the bar. Beau held his shot paused at his lips, his gaze slid to Jesse and Jesse’s chest rumbled against my back with laughter.

“I might take that one up.” Beau said and peered back at her, she winked as she tossed her mane of perfect red ringlets over her shoulder and bent to fill a glass with beer giving a perfect view of her hourglass figure. “Damn.” He finished before shooting his whiskey, slamming it on the bar and wondering over to the opposite end of the bar.

“Oh boy.” Jesse said.

“He’s going to have a good night isn’t he?” I asked.

“I sure hope so.” Jesse said, and shot his whiskey, wiped his lips on the back of his hand and slid off his stool. “Alright miss Meridian. Take that shot.”

I looked at the amber liquid, and took a deep breath before tossing it back, and blowing the air out fast, bypassing some of the nettling burn of the rot gut whiskey as it warmed my insides. Jesse took my hand and pulled me from the barstool, and led me out to the wooden dance floor. It was shaking and rumbling with the weight of others who were dancing enthusiastically. 

“I don’t know how to dance like this.” I said frantically. I’d only been to rock concerts.

“Don’t worry, you’re a natural,” He said.

I lifted my hand and covered my smile, my cheeks flared as Jesse tipped his hat lower, shading his face and sauntering toward me, pulling my hand from my mouth and twirling me into his chest.

“Yeah Jesse! Let’s see some!” A woman called. 

I looked around to see who it was but there were so many people around us dancing and watching, she may as well have been a needle in a haystack. I grinned as Jesse grinded his hips against my ass, holding his hands over my arms, pinning them between my legs and making me crouch down a little. He spun me around by my waist as the twangy music swelled, and the keyboard roared to life with a chipper addition to the guitar and drums, and then caught me by the fingertips and twirled me back to his chest and ground on me sexily again. 

Before I knew it I was keeping time with the music easily, and all of my prior apprehension was gone. Jesse stood back from me when the music eased into a little acoustic jig, he spun and taped his feet, all rhythm, and others were doing the same steps in time with him. I clapped and laughed as he sauntered back over to dip me low and swing me back up, my curls sailing into the air and then falling around my shoulders in a big mess. When the song ended I jumped up and wrapped my legs around Jesse’s waist. He held me tight and kissed me under his wide brimmed riding hat, the whiskey on his breath was somewhat intoxicating, and I sucked the remnants of it from his warm tongue, my pussy clenching in response, desperately wanting him.  

We returned to the bar and took another shot with Beau, who was still flirting with the red head, calling her Betty. I wondered if it was the same Betty they’d mentioned earlier.

“Come on home with me tonight sugar.” He said seductively and her breasts and neck flushed attractively before she winked at him and slid two overflowing glasses of beer to a man down the bar.

“Hey there, boys.” A voice said behind me, and I turned to see Jessica standing beside Beau, her hands on her hips. 

“Get on out of here Jessica, don’t start anything today.” Jesse said behind me, it was a warning but Jesse said it politely.

“I aint starting no trouble.” She said, drunkenly. “Who are you?” She asked me, her eyes trying to focus on my face, “Since there aren’t any men with manners around here.”

“I’m Chastity.” I said and held my hand out to her but she only stared at it, then slowly she twisted her lips into a look of disgust, and her gaze slid slowly up my arms, and across my tattoos.

“You met this one in California I’d bet.” She said with a snort, her gaze shifting to Jesse, and his jaw flexed as his eyes flared with anger.

“Get!” Jesse shouted at her, and she flinched away from him.

“Jesus Jesse! You don’t have to shout.” She said, and fluttered her eyelashes at him. “Just say please.”

“Jessica, so help me if you don’t get out of here I will pour this beer over your head.” Beau said calmly beside me, without looking up from the whiskey in his hand, motioning at a full glass of beer in front of him.

“You wouldn’t dare.” She said, but she took a step back anyway. “Anyway, I’ve got better things to do.” She wobbled a little before she found her footing and left us.

“She’s lovely.” I said, and poked Beau with my elbow, he smiled a little, but it looked more bitter, and sad than anything. I wondered what had happened between them.

“Let’s get out of here.” Jesse said, clapping Beau on the back.

Beau nodded and stood, leaving a twenty on the bar. The red head jogged over to us, her boobs bouncing and wobbling under her white tank that had be snipped in the center for them to bust through.

“You leaving already Beau?” She asked.

“Yeah, you coming?” He said, staring down at her and rested his thick hand on her shoulder, stoking the side of her ivory face with his thumb. 

“Let me make sure Craig doesn’t need me. I’ll meet you outside.” She said, and hurried toward another female bartender and the man I assumed was Craig. 

Beau popped her bottom as she turned and he winked at Jesse, who placed his hand at my lower back and led me outside. We followed several feet behind Beau and Betty, Jesse sat behind me, his hands holding the reins firmly in front of me as he trailed kisses along my neck.

“I don’t want the weekend to end.” I sighed.

“Neither do I. Lucky for us we both get to see each other at work on Monday, and then get to road trip Tuesday, to work again on Wednesday.” My tummy fluttered at the thought. 

We were going to be heading to San Francisco Tuesday for a shoot at Dungeoness Live. It was nothing but kink and fetish there, and films they shot there were usually uploaded to their site the same week and they had live streaming porn available twenty four hours a day. They were the hottest thing in the business right now, and they wanted us. Jesse and I were booked solid with five shoots a week for the next two months, after someone mentioned the chemistry we had on cam, it seemed like everyone was calling Jesse to see if he’d be willing to work with the new girl again. I was booked with Jesse for Monday morning at Misty’s Mistique, their specialty being romantic encounters between couples, they were very vanilla, and very glitzy as Jesse liked to call it. But I was much more excited for the one with Dungeoness… which involved me being locked in a cage.

“I’m wet just thinking about it.” I said.

“Really?” He asked and slid his hand down my stomach, and into the front of my panties. “Oh, yes you are.” He said softly by my ear as he began to circle my clit slowly. 

*** 

I stood at the window in Jesse’s room that faced the woods, watching him in the corral with the Mare. It was just before sunrise, the sky was pale, and gray, it illuminated his skin and gave it an ethereal glow. His movements were precise and agile; he hopped from one boot to the other with the mare, as if dancing an ancient dance with her. 

She was beautiful, a flash of long hair and thick rippling muscles, the air from her nostrils whooshing like clouds of smoke as she hopped to and fro, the impact of her hooves thudding powerfully. When Jesse wanted her to move to the right he pressed toward her from the left until she was uncomfortable enough to change direction, immediately he’d ease up and give her loving strokes and pats, running beside her around the corral and talking to her, though I couldn’t hear what he was saying.

I fingered the necklace that hung between my breasts, chewing my lip and moving the glittering pendant along the delicate chain with my finger and turned from the window. I pulled on a sweater, a long skirt, and picked up my boots before hurrying down the stairs. The house was silent, and dark, and my feet were whispers across the hard wood floors as I made my way outside, pulling the boots on and jogging around the back of the house. Jesse didn’t notice me approach, and I remained quiet, watching fascinated as he worked with the Mare, talking to her in low soothing tones. He caught my gaze and looked up with a handsome smile as he patted the mare’s side and stroked her lovingly. 

“What are you doing awake?” He asked.

I shrugged, “Couldn’t sleep. Do you need any help?” I asked draping my arms over the rails.

“Nah, I was just working with her a little before we have to leave today.” 

He stepped up to where I stood on the lowest, weather worn post that enclosed the corral, I had my waist through the middle and top posts, I was at eye level with him this way. 

“I love when you don’t wear all that makeup.” He said, and slid his thumb across my lower lip before tipping his head sideways to kiss me. 

He wrapped his strong arms about my waist and gently pulled me all the way through the beams and into the corral. Holding me to his chest tightly, nearly crushing the wind from my lungs, and pressed me back against the railing, his hips flush with mine as his cock began to harden against me. I moaned into his mouth as he slid his hands up my thighs, dragging my skirt with his fingers, and then lifted me to place my ass on the cold beam behind me.

Jesse grunted as he unzipped his jeans and swiftly shoved himself into me. I buried my face into his shoulder, breathing in his scent and the smell of this beautiful place that I secretly dreaded leaving. Jesse slid in and out of me slowly, agonizingly stroking my swollen pussy into frenzy as I wrapped my ankles around him tighter and gripped his neck in my arms, rocking my hips to meet each of his thrusts. He slid his hand between our stomachs and gently slid his fingers along my swollen clitoris, massaging lightly until I shuddered around him. 

I gripped his flannel shirt in my hands and felt tears flooding my eyes as he kissed my neck and clavicle. I swallowed the lump in my throat back and closed my eyes tight, committing this moment in time when I felt so loved and cherished to my memory forever, I would never let it go.

“I love you Chastity.” Jesse said at my ear, and I came undone. 

*** 

“Well we sure loved having you here.” Charlie said as she closed the door of Jesse’s truck and handed me a brown paper bag. “That’s got some sliced meat and cheese and some apples and peanut butter in it. No use wasting money on that crap they call fast food on your way back down there.” She smiled and I returned it easily.

“Thank you so much for having me Charlie, I’ve never been anywhere so beautiful in my life. I hope I can visit again. You have such a lovely home.”

“I’ll be upset if you don’t. Jesse comes home every summer and I don’t think he’ll be able to stay away from you for that long… we’d love to have you too,” She leaned closer and lowered her voice, “Lord knows we can use the help with John getting along in age and all.”

“If he invites me there is nothing that will keep me away.” I grinned and she leaned in the window to hug me quickly as Jesse climbed in beside me.

“Drive safe you two.”

“We will. Love you mom.” Jesse said as he turned the ignition. 

As we pulled away from the ranch, I watched in the mirror, an odd feeling in my stomach. We bumped and bounced along the gravel roads, the clear blue sky sent sun beams though the trees and there were birds chirping as we made our way along. Once we were back on the main roads, and headed for Interstate five, I turned to face Jesse.

“This weekend was amazing, just… so incredible. Thank you for bringing me here, and showing me all of this, and introducing me to your wonderful family.” I said softly.

“Thank you for coming with me. I’m glad you could.” He took my hand and held it to his lips, kissing my knuckles softly.

“Can I ask you something?” I asked after a moment.

“Of course. What?” He asked, looking at me with a smile before turning his gaze back to the road.

“Coming from such an incredible place, so full of nature and love, why porn?”

“Why do you do porn?” He asked instead of answering.

I shrugged, “I always wanted to be a model… I suppose I love to show my body. The money helps.” I admitted.

“There you go. I went to California for college, ended up doing a film to pay some past due bills, and ended up coming back again, and again. It sort of stuck, put me through school, and it pays great. I don’t think I’ll do it forever, but I enjoy it now.” He said.

“You’re not telling me something. I saw in Beau’s face too. Your dad is sick isn’t he?” I asked softly. Jesse’ eyes darkened.

“Yes and no. Mom thinks he is deteriorating.” He tapped his temple with his finger.

“But he’s so young.” I said, confused.

“Not as young as he looks, he’s sixty two. Had Beau when he was thirty, and mom was twenty four.”

“Is that why beau came home early this spring?” I asked, and Jesse nodded.

“I’m heading back early this summer too, mid June. I’d really like you to come with me Chastity.” His face flushed a little and I smiled warmly, placing my hand on his thigh.

“I can’t wait.”

The drive seemed longer on the way back than it had on the way there, and once the sun had dipped below the horizon I seized my opportunity. Slowly I slid my hand up Jesse’s thigh, and began to caress his cock; he grinned but kept his eyes on the road.

I looked behind us, the road was dark and empty, I ducked down quickly and undid Jesse’s jeans, pulling him free and quickly wrapping my lips around his head, stroking his shaft with my hand. 

“Fuck that feels good.” He said above me, slipping his fingers into my hair and gently moving it across my back, resting his hand between my shoulders.

I began to stroke him harder and slid my tongue along the cleft of his head, his right hand slid down to my lower back, and he began to squeeze my jeans as he let out a low, slow groan. I hollowed my cheeks, sucking hard and pumped him fast until he came, and I swallowed quickly, sucking him lovingly before tucking him back into his pants.

After another hour of driving, we were finally pulled up to the curb in front of my apartment; Jesse grabbed one of my bags and opened the door to the building for me. We were both exhausted as we rode the elevator up, and Jesse yawned loudly.

“Are you going to stay over tonight?” I asked him.

“I’d love to, I’m so beat.” He said softly, pulling me to his side and kissing my temple.

“I am too. I just want to go straight to bed.” I said suggestively as the elevator rang and the doors slid open.

“Agreed.” He smiled.

I sat my bag down on the ground and fished my keys out of my purse to unlock my door, and when I swung it open, I was greeted by a sight that made me stumble backward a couple steps.

“What the fuck?” I gasped, my mouth hanging open in shock.

“Jesus.” Jesse said beside me and stepped over the overturned lamp that was across my entryway. “Stay in the hall.” He ordered.

I started to argue, but closed my mouth for once to listen when I saw him pick up one of the thick wooden candlesticks that had been beside my fireplace. It was nearly eighteen inches long, and was too big around for me to close both my hands around. I looked at my walls which were bare of all the photos that had previously hung there, photos of my friends and I, one of my mother and father… all were on the floor, and as I stared at my daddy’s handsome face smiling at my mother when she was so free and happy tears filled my eyes.

“It’s empty.” Jesse said as he came back around the corner.

I fell to my knees and wiped my nose as I gingerly picked up the photo and tears spilled onto my cheeks. Jesse rubbed my back soothingly as I took several deep breaths and set it on my kitchen counter before checking the rest of the house. Everything was destroyed, the crystal decanter set that Jerry had given me had been hurled at the wall, shattered in a million pieces. My sofa was overturned and a long slash went across it’s back, I ran to it and fell to my knees before shoving my hand inside.

“Fuck. Fucking damn it!” I cried.

“What?” Jesse stared at me wide eyed.

“I had money in here. Savings for an emergency… it’s a long stupid story, because I don’t trust banks, I have a stash I keep separate from the rest of my money and it was in here. Ian is the only one who knew about it. He did this.” I knew it was true, even if I wanted it another way.

I stood up and gazed at my ruined apartment. How could Ian do this? Maybe I had been wrong all this time. Maybe Ian was dangerous.

***

Check my blog nicoleryanauthor.blogspot.com for more stories and updates!

Follow me on twitter @NicolRyanAuthor


Chastity’s story continues in Home for the Summer…
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Misty’s Mistique was in a large building around the corner from where Jesse and I had done our first shoot. We took the elevator up several floors and when we arrived on the pretty set which consisted of a large bed draped in yards of golden silk fabric, we were greeted by a tall woman with mousy blonde hair and a large nose that help thick glasses high on her nose.

“Hi Jesse, you’re a little early. Help yourselves to some coffee. You must be Chaste, it’s so nice to meet you, forgive me but I have to run downstairs for a moment, we are running a little behind schedule. Excuse me.” She said and smiled warmly at me as she hurried past us and down the hall we’d just come from. 

When she returned she had Anthony with her and he grinned hugely as he sashayed over to me and took my hands in his, hissing my left cheek.

“You look beautiful. Let’s just touch up shall we?” He asked. 

I nodded and before long he was arranging my hair into thick ringlets around my face on the thick pillows around the bed. Jesse was waiting behind the camera for his cue to come in and wake the sleeping beauty, I lay there naked, except for the thin silk golden sheet that peaked where my hard nipples pressed against it.
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