

I grew up in a small conservative town in the bible belt in Mississippi.

My parents were high school sweethearts, got married shortly after graduation, and had me when they were twenty-two.

My dad was a long-haul trucker, and my mom was a cashier at the local grocery store, so money was always an issue growing up.

There were no vacations, no cable television, and not much of anything in our small two-bedroom home and although money was always an issue when it came to church they always donated.

I could never wrap my head around the fact that they gave money to an institution when they barely had enough money to put food on the table.

There was never much to do in town and living each day of the week felt as if I were living the same days over and again.

I felt trapped, depressed, and knew that I needed to escape as soon as I could.

My best friend, Peggy, was heading to New York for college after high school and wanted me to go with her badly but I didn’t see the point in going to college.

Why obtain a ludicrous amount of student loans to go away for four years just so I could be just over broke as an adult and enter adulthood with soul-crushing debt when I could do that right after graduation?

I knew where I wanted to be and it wasn’t in Mississippi, it was the City of Angels.

Granted, I had only seen Los Angeles in movies and television, but I always felt drawn to it as if it were my holy grail.

Great weather, beautiful people, and a place where anything seemed possible.

I had already been poor, and I felt in my heart that Los Angeles was where I needed to be to become wealthy.

Sounds crazy when I think back to the days of being a naïve girl who thought she could head to Los Angeles as a broke teenager in one of the most expensive places in the country to live.

I found an unfurnished room for rent in a shady part of the city in the home of a sweet elderly widow, Gertrude, for $600 a month, and after paying the first month of rent upfront I was close to as broke as broke could be.

My only life skill was waitressing at the local diner back home and I figured I needed to do something for income, so I pounded the pavement and applied to all restaurants close to my room.

After three weeks I landed a job at one of those restaurants where you dress in the skimpiest of outfits and are ogled by practically every guy who walks in.

A tight half shirt with referee stripes, knee-high socks, black yoga shorts, and sneakers was how every waitress dressed.

Unlike myself, many of the girls who worked there were college students, but I had something over each one of them, my looks.

I was by far the hottest waitress in the restaurant which helped greatly with tips as tips were my primary source of income.

Five-foot six, shoulder-length black hair, luscious lips, dark blue eyes, petite, fit, heart-shaped ass, and a set of natural firm and large tits.

I was always the prettiest girl back home and keeping my title in the restaurant may seem foolish or even narcissistic, but it made me happy.

I hit it off from the start with a girl name Kenzie and although I was the prettiest, she wasn’t all that too far behind me.

I was eighteen and she was a nineteen-year-old college student who took me under her wing from the start.

“The key to making money from these fucking perverts is to flirt your ass off and to give them a small show.

If they ask for a new fork or a refill on their drink bend over so that your tits stand out.

Ask their names and smile at them as if you want to suck their cocks.

Do that Ruthie and you’ll earn more than the average girl” she said to me.

I did exactly as Kenzie told me and although she told me I was earning more than the average waitress I didn’t understand how.

After my shift pay and my tips working six days a week, I was making about $800.

It was almost all cash which helped but did little to improve my lifestyle.

I wanted a luxury car, fashionable and expensive jewelry, bags, and outfits to go along with a home in the Hollywood Hills.

Instead, I was paying $600 a month to live in my rented room and instead of crushing college student loans, I was dealing with what felt like crushing credit card debt.

If I saw something, I wanted I would need to have it and all I needed to do was hand over my little plastic card and it was mine.

I would pay my credit card bills but the balance wouldn’t go down.

As I wasn’t financially savvy It took me a while to understand minimum credit card payments.

My first year of life in Los Angeles consisted of working my ass off for shit pay, being sexually harassed daily, and not being any close to what I wanted when I first arrived,

Being in Los Angeles was supposed to be different but I felt I could have been living the same life back home in Mississippi.

I felt the same way I did back home, and it was crushing my spirit and then as if by fate I met him, David Miller.

I remember seeing him for the first time as if he had walked off the cover of a fashion magazine which was unlike most of the patrons which were what made me notice him.

He would come into the restaurant a couple of days per week and always did the same thing.

He would stare at me, smile, and walk straight to the bar.

I could feel him looking at me as I served my tables as he drank a couple of cocktails and then leave.

It was a rainy L.A. day in the middle of the week and the restaurant was almost empty.

“Rosie why don’t you head home,” my manager said to me as I rolled my eyes and looked at him with anger.

“I have bills to pay, John!” I exclaimed.

“I don’t control how many customers come in, Rosie,” he said to me.

I was furious and took a seat at the bar to count out my tip money and hadn’t notice David sitting a couple of stools away from me.

“$43…you must be shitting me!” I exclaimed with frustration as I heard a man ask, “Rough night?”

I turned my head in the direction of the voice and saw the familiar handsome man.

He rose from his stool and walked over to me with his drink in hand.

“Hi Rosie, I’m David,” he said to me as I smiled at him and proceeded to shake his hand.

“Nice to meet you David” I replied as a huge smile appeared on his face.

“What?” I asked him.

“Where down south are you from?” he asked.

“Small town in Mississippi” I instantly answered.

“Work here long?” he inquired as I shook my head and replied, “Little over a year.”

“You like it here?” he asked.

“What’s not to like about working your ass off for shit pay while getting sexually harassed?” I replied in question.

“How old are you?” he questioned.

“Nineteen” I replied.

“Rosie, you have a boyfriend?” he asked as I giggled and replied, “No offense but you’re a bit too old for me.”

He laughed, looked at me, and replied, “I’m not trying to pick you up, just making conversation.”

“Well it was nice chatting David, but my rent is due, and I need to figure out what bank to rob so I can pay my land lady,” I said to him.

He grinned at me, went into his front right pocket, and pulled out a stack of cash held together with a money clip.

He removed the money clip, flipped through the money, and placed two $100 bills onto the bar in front of me.

“What’s this for?” I asked.

“A tip,” he said with a warm smile.

“I didn’t serve you anything,” I said to him.

“$100 tip for the pleasure of your company and another $100 for something I’d like you to do” he replied.

“Are you propositioning me?!” I said to him through clenched teeth as he laughed and shook his head.

“No Rose, I’m not trying to pay for anything sexual.

I would like for you to leave her with me so we can have a private conversation” he told me.

“Where?” I asked.

“My home” he responded.

“You’re paying me $100 to leave here to go with you to talk?” I said to him with disgust.

“I assure you that I’m not a sexual deviant.

I don’t need to pay young women to go home with me…I’m a business man and I only want to talk business” he said as he went back into his pocket, flipped through his stack of money again, and placed another $100 onto the bar in front of me.”

“Put another $100 on the bar and you have a deal,” I said to him.

“A savvy businesswoman, I like it” he replied as he placed another $100 onto the bar.

It wasn’t the brightest idea to leave the restaurant to go back home with a man I didn’t know for $400 but he was well-spoken, dressed professionally, and had trusting eyes.

“It’s pouring outside so I’ll pull may car up front for you,” he said to me as I nodded my head.

I stood by the exit door as I watched David pull up to the curb in a large black Mercedes.

I ran into the car and looked at him.

“I told you I’m a businessman, not a serial killer,” he said to me as he reached over and placed my seatbelt over me and locked it.

We drove through the rainy night in silence as I watched the homes become more luxurious with each passing minute.

He stopped the car in front of a large gate and pressed a button inside his car as the gates opened, he began to drive up the driveway.

“You live here?” I asked him with amazement as she replied, “Home sweet home.”

He pressed another button and a garage door to a three-car garage opened as he then drove inside.

David turned the car off, exited, walked around the back, and opened my door for me as I unlatched my seatbelt and stepped out of the car.

I followed him through the garage, through a large door, and into the lap of luxury.

I was in complete awe as I scanned the home and followed him to a commercial-like bar inside of a room that was larger than the house, I was raised in.

“Wow, this place is amazing,” I said to him as she smiled and asked, “Would you like a cocktail?”

“I don’t drink” I replied as he asked, “Do you do drugs?”

I shook my head and replied, “Can’t afford to” which made him laugh as he made himself a drink from behind the bar as I took a seat on the other side.

“So, Rosie, from Mississippi, what is it you want out of life?” he asked.

“This” I instantly answered.

“The finer things in life,” he said as he took a sip from his glass.

“What do for a living?” I asked with intrigue.

This guy paid me $400 to go home with him to the Holly Hills and lived like the CEO of a Fortune 500 company.

“I’m a real estate investor and attorney with a specialization in the entertainment industry” he replied.

“Movies?” I asked as she again sipped his glass and responded, “Yes, movies.”

“You don’t drink, and you don’t do drugs so what is it that you do?” he asked.

“Work and struggle to pay my bills” I answered.

“The $400 a gave you tonight…how long would it have taken for you to earn that money at your current place of employment?” he asked.

“About three days, sometimes more depending” I answered honestly.

“How much do you earn per week?” he asked me.

“On average about $800” I answered.

“What if I told you that you could earn more than $800 for about an hour of work?” he asked me.

“Is that what you’re telling me?” I questioned in response.

“I am but before I get into details, I need you to answer my questions honestly as you have been,” he told me.

“Fine” I replied.

“Are you a virgin?” he asked as I shook my head.

“How many sexual partners have you had?” he inquired.

“One, my boyfriend from back home” I answered.

“Often?” he asked.

“Like bunny rabbits” I replied with a laugh.

“Vanilla?” he questioned.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“What have done, sexually?” he asked me as I suddenly felt nervous and uncomfortable.

“Why are you asking me these questions when you told me you weren’t asking me for sex?” I asked with my voice quivering.

“Rosie, in the entertainment industry I’m in this information is important for me to know about potential talent” he responded as the gears in my head began to slowly turn.

“You’re in the movie industry,” I said to him as she smirked at me, sipped his drink, and said, “Adult movie industry.”

“Pornography?!” I exclaimed as he laughed and then smiled.

“Rosie from Mississippi you have a very unique look to you, a look that is worth a lot of money in my line of work,” he said to me.

“I’m not a prostitute,” I said to him as he grinned.

“Staring in movies is acting, Rosie,” he said to me.

“It’s not acting when you’re fucking” I quickly replied.

“You don’t like sex?” he asked.

“I love sex, but I don’t see the difference between prostitution and getting paid to have sex on camera” I responded honestly.

“You wouldn’t be getting paid to have sex, you would be paid to star in a film that involves you having sex.

You’d be provided a script that you’d have to memorize, and you’d be on a movie set.

You’d be bringing joy to millions of people by entertaining them” he explained.

“Entertaining by fucking men on camera” I replied.

“It’s more than sex, it’s art” he replied.

“I appreciate the offer but no,” I told him.

“You ever hear of Traci Lords or Jenna Jamison?” he asked.

“Who hasn’t?” I replied with humor.

“How about Sunny Leone, Tera Patrick, or Jessica Angel?” he asked.

“No clue” I answered.

“Sunny Leone is worth close to 8 million dollars and Tera Patrick is worth close to $20 million, both using their acting careers as the foundation of their wealth,” he said to me.

“Who the hell is Jessica Angel?” I asked.

“You if you want to earn more than either Sunny or Tera” he responded with seriousness.

“I could make that type of money doing something else” I replied.

“Sure, doing what?” he asked as I couldn’t think of anything to say in reply.

“I’m a businessman Rosie and I know I will make you a star which makes me richer than I already am and you a fucking millionaire,” he said to me.

“Why me?” I asked.

“Blonde woman with light eyes and fake bodies are a dime a dozen.

You have a unique look and unique looks in this business go a very long way” he said to me.

David went on to explain how he and his best friend and business partner own their own production company but relied on distribution networks that they didn’t own.

That they were at the point where they wanted to be autonomous and in control of everything but needed someone like me to make the splash they needed.

He also told me that if not me he would find someone else and gave me two weeks to ask any questions I needed answers to and give him an answer.

David asked me what I had done sexually with my ex-boyfriend and told me the more I was willing to do the more he would pay me to do it and all the avenues of branding he could take me down.

He told me he would pay me twice the standard industry rates and assured me that the talent he used for his films was disease-free and tested regularly.

David told me that I would move into his house, have a bedroom, and use his home as if it were mine because it would be.

He showed me what would be my room, gave me a tour of his house, drove me home, and handed me his business card.

I researched the industry and found out that going rates for the adult entertainment industry for women were $800 for a woman-on-woman scene, $1,000 for a man-woman scene, $1,200 or more for anal sex, and $4,000 or more for “double penetration.

I never watched more porn in my life as the days passed and I continuously- broke night and took notes on what I learned during my research, a lot of things that concerned me.

I learned that for every millionaire porn actresses they were thousands who wore chewed up and spit out with little to show for what they had done.

They had to pay for their outfits, makeup, nails, and hair, and “careers” could be as little as one scene to as high as eighteen months which wasn’t very long at all…longevity in the industry was far and few between.

I had convinced myself that becoming a porn actress wasn’t for me but as if by fate I found myself not having much of a choice.

It was a busy Friday night at the restaurant, and I was waiting at a table with a bunch of drunk young guys who were all hitting on me and talking disrespectfully.

As I did my normal routine of placing their drinks onto the table making sure to bend over in the way that I did to make my tits the center of attraction this fucking guy grabbed my ass with one hand and grabbed my pussy with this other hand at the same time.

I fucking lost it and I mean lost it.

I screamed out loud, balled my right hand into a fist, backhanded him with my clenched fist, and proceeded to attack with as many punches as I could to his face as he pushed me off him.

I hit the floor, sprung back up, and went back to attack mode as my manager wrapped his arms around my arms and carried me off into the kitchen.

I explained to him what had happened and was shocked, angry, and hurt by his reaction.

“Rosie, you know the protocol…you tell me, I boot them,” he said.

“He sexually assaulted me!” I screamed out in disbelief as he shook his head and said, “You’re fired.”

I walked into the locker room, changed into my clothes, tossed my unform into the trash, and walked out of the restaurant in tears.

I was not only barely keeping my head above water, but I was now unemployed.

I felt helpless and furious at the same time and thought about heading home to Mississippi as I sat on my bed crying and looked at David’s business card on my nightstand.

With my hands shaking I called David and told him what happened.

He was at my room within the hour as he comforted me and told me that it would be okay.

The thing that stands out most on that day was that when David came to comfort me, he not once mentioned or asked if I had decided on what I was going to do about his offer, I did.

“Okay, David…I’ll do it,” I said to him as he shook his head and replied, “You’re emotional right now and I don’t need a decision at this moment.

“Pack a bag and come with me,” he said as I looked at him with disbelief and did what he said.

David let me stay at his house, in the room that would be mine if I agreed, and for three days didn’t ask me if I decided.

On day four David had his best friend and business partner at the house, Gerrit.

Gerrit was a good-looking guy, kind of the popular guy in high school who aged well.

He was muscular, short blonde hair, and had gray eyes.

“Holy fuck!” he said as David introduced us.

“What?” I asked Gerrit as he smiled and looked at David with approval.

“I have questions,” I said to them both as David looked at me and I asked him about all the things that I had learned that concerned me.

“Rosie, none of that pertains to you.

You live here, rent-free…I have more than enough space.

I take care of wardrobe, makeup, hair, and nails, you don’t pay for any of it, it’s all on me.

I need you to do a few things for me though.

One, alcohol on occasion, and if you’re going to get wasted, don’t make it a habit.

Two, no drugs, other than weed.

I’ve seen too many people cut their lives short because of drugs and I will not allow the same to happen to you.

Three, keep yourself in shape, the better your body looks the more eyes you get.

Four, I will never force you to do anything you don’t want to do but if I ask you to do something it’s for a reason” he told me.

Fifth, there is one room in my home that is off-limits, no questions asked.

Last, forgot what I said about double scene pay, I’m going to pay you a flat fee per scene.

You’re going to be way ahead on earnings so if I need you to film more than one scene in a day that will be my way of getting back a few dollars.

“How much of a flat fee?” I asked.

David smiled and replied, “$3,000” as Gerrit looked at him and yelled out, “Are you fucking nuts?!”

We haven’t even taken photographs or filmed one scene yet, Dave!”

Gerrit left the house and returned a few minutes later with a large professional-looking camera.

“Ok, Rosie Daniels, clothes off,” he said as soon as he reentered the house.

“Right now?” I asked with nervousness.

“Yeah, now” he immediately replied as he sent a text message on his phone at the same time.

I nervously undressed in the living room with Gerrit and David watching me as they both smiled at the sight of my nude body.

“If you’re not comfortable with me touching you, the door is over there,” Gerrit said to me as David said nothing as he looked at me with a serious expression on his face.

“Fine” I responded as Gerrit, placed his camera on the coffee table and walked to me.

Gerrit squeezed each of my tits, ran his and over my stomach, told me to turn around, ran both his hands over my ass, and squeezed.

“Nice,” he said to me as let out a long exhale.

He walked to the coffee table took hold of his camera and said, “Spread your ass cheeks apart.”

As I did what he said I could see the flash of the camera with each completed task such as pressing my tits together, sitting on the couch with my legs spread, and spreading the lips of my pussy apart.

Gerrit left the living room and went into David’s office and walked back out with a large movie-type camera.

“Alright, I need you to sit on the couch and play with yourself,” he said to me as looked at him and asked, “Now, in front of both of you?”

“Listen, if you can’t do it in front of me and Dave this isn’t for you.

There is a minimum of ten people on set when we film and as many as fucking twenty-five depending on entourages, friends, and significant others” he said to me as he then looked at David.

“I would have liked to think you explained all of this to her already,” he said to David with frustration.

“Gerrit I already know this but give me a fucking break!

I wasn’t expecting to be doing any of this today so it’s a bit of surprise!” I said with annoyance.

“My bad,” he said to me as he looked at David and smirked.

“I’m going to wait for Leslie to do her thing and while I’m here might as well film something with Rosie so let’s take a few,” he said as an extremely gorgeous woman walked into the house, with a massage type table and a large bag over her shoulder.

Leslie stood around five feet four inches tall, was curvaceous, and had shoulder-length black hair, hazel eyes, and when she smiled tiny dimples appeared in her cheeks.

I learned that Leslie Giacomo, twenty-three, was the staff beautician for David and Gerrit’s production company which struck me as an odd career choice for a woman who looked the way she did.

David met her through a mutual friend, they hit it off, she wanted to open her salon, David financed all of it for a 25% cut of the profits, but part of the deal was that whenever he needed her she’d be there.

“Sorry, traffic was insane,” she said to both David and Gerrit apologetically

“Thanks for coming on such short notice” Gerrit said to her with appreciation.

“A woman needs to make a living so thank you,” she said with a wink as she looked at me and smiled.

I was sitting on the couch nude, yet she didn’t look at me oddly as she walked over to me, we said hello to one another and she said, “Follow me.”

I had never been nude in front of a woman before, and it felt strange to be following a woman I just met into one of David’s guest rooms.

“Have you ever been waxed down below?” she asked me as I shook my head.

“It won’t be pleasant but it’s tolerable and you’ll get used to it,” she said to me as she placed her table into position and told me to lay down.

Tolerable my ass!

Having my pussy waxed hurt like hell and after Leslie was finished, I was red as an apple down below.

She cut the split ends of my hair and smiled at me after she was finished.

We left the room and joined Gerrit and David in the living room.

“Shit…she’s too fucking red,” Gerrit said with disappointment present in his voice.

“No, she’s not doing anything today you psycho!” Leslie yelled at Gerrit as he rolled his eyes.

“Two days,” Gerrit said to David as he nodded his head in agreement to allow my nether region to recuperate from the waxing session.

“Dave, get Mandy over here to give Rosie pointers before I come back to shoot something,” he said to David as David sent a text message and both Leslie and Gerrit left the house.

I got dressed and looked at David in silence.

“Gerrit’s girlfriend ended things a few days ago and he’s moody.

He’s a great guy so don’t judge him based on today” he said to me as I nodded my head.

I followed David into his office as he grabbed a file off his desk and handed it to me.

“I want you to take that to a lawyer to review,” he said to me as I looked at him with confusion.

“Why do I need a lawyer?” I asked him.

“So, you know that you can trust me.

Everything we discussed is there in writing” he explained to me.

“I trust you, David,” I said to him as he smirked at me and slowly nodded his head.

“You want to review it together?” he asked as I agreed, we sat down, and David read off the contract and explained the legal ease to me.

That day we went to a notary public and executed the contract.

I was officially under contract as a porn actress with David and Gerrit’s production company and two days later was as prepared as I could be to film an “amateur” scene after a tutoring session with Mandy.

Mandy Fenix was her performance name and she had been in the industry for about a year when I met her for the first time.

She had a girl next door look and was bubbly.

My first impression of her was that she didn’t seem to be all that bright, almost childlike to an extent but was extremely nice and would become my tutor as I began my career.

I was so nervous I couldn’t stop my hands from shaking as Gerrit introduced me to Gage Cummings.

“Christmas come early,” he said to me with a lust-filled smile on his face and present his eyes as I smiled at him and swallowed my saliva hard and loud.

“Where’s David?” I asked.

“Doing David things but get used to him not being around for these, this is all me” Gerrit said to me.

“Alright Jessica, Gage is your boyfriend, and his parents aren’t home.

You don’t know that Gage has set up a hidden laptop to film the both of you so don’t look toward the laptop at any time.

You walk into their bedroom, you undress each other, Gage is going to go down on you for a while, you’re going to suck his dick for a little while, and then he’s going to fuck you until he cums.

I’m going to set up so you two chat about what you’re going to do” Gerrit told us as he walked up the stairs leaving me and Gage in David’s entertainment room with his bar.

“How do you like to have your pussy eaten?” Gage asked.

“I don’t know just do as you do normally” I replied.

“Missionary or doggy style?” he asked me as I looked at him.

Gage wasn’t a bad-looking guy, just not my type at all.

He was about twenty-three and not fat but not skinny either.

I wondered how this guy of all guys was cast to be a porn actor, but I would soon find out.

“From behind and don’t you dare cum inside of me,” I said to him as he nodded his head.

“Let’s go, baby,” he said to me as we walked into the bedroom.

“Alright do what you do and please make it last at least ten minutes,” Gerrit said to me and Gage.

“You’re leaving?” I asked Gerrit as he looked at me and replied, “There’s no reason for me to be here and watch.

The laptop is filming it all.

Count down in your heads from thirty seconds, go at it and be natural.

Say whatever you two want to see during and have fun” he explained.

Gerrit walked out of the bedroom, closing the door behind him as Gage and I began to count down silently in our heads from thirty.

As soon as I hit zero in my head Gage ran his fingers through my hair and kissed my lips as I kissed his lips and we began to kiss with our tongues.

As we kissed, I thought he was a terrible kisser and wondered how I was going to fuck a guy I had no attraction to at all.

As we kissed, we walked to the bed and laid down with him on top of me as she ran his hands up my shirt and over my breasts as he ground himself against me.

I could feel his dick begin to grow as he dry humped and fondled my breasts as he quickly pulled my shirt up to my head, I removed it and tossed it off to the side of the bed.

Gage immediately began to kiss, lick, and suck my nipples as I closed my eyes and ran my hands through his hair, and tried to enjoy the feeling.

He stopped as I opened my eyes to watch him remove his shirt as he then pulled my shorts and panties down and off in one motion and tossed my clothes behind and over him to the floor.

Gage wasted little time working his way from my tits, down my stomach, and in between my legs as he began to lick my pussy as I again closed my eyes.

I thought he was much better at eating my pussy than he was at kissing, but I had little to compare the experience to.

As he orally performed, I ran my hands over my tits and found myself becoming aroused as I opened my eyes and looked at Gage in between my legs.

Without thinking for a moment, I sighed with pleasure and cried out, “You’re so good at eating my pussy.”

He stopped eating my pussy and slide down to the foot of the bed and off as I watched him remove his shorts and briefs.

His dick was already hard, and it was massive!

It was not only long but thick as I rolled onto my stomach, crawled down the bed to his erect cock, sat on the foot of the bed, and placed it into my mouth.

As I sucked his dick, I wondered if having his dick inside of me was going to hurt as he moaned in pleasure and said, “I need to fuck you now.”

I removed his cock from my mouth and got onto the bed on all fours as he kissed both my ass cheeks, licked my pussy from behind, and slowly inserted his dick into my wet pussy.

“You’re so fucking big!” I cried out as he slowly began to fuck me.

I hadn’t been penetrated in over a year with anything and had wondered if having him inside of me was going to hurt…it did and badly.

As he fucked me, I took two hands full of the comforter on the bed as I grunted with each thrust and yelled out, “Fuck me!” as the discomfort began to disappear, and I began to enjoy the feeling.

I could feel his arms shaking as he held onto my waist and then quickly remove himself as I felt his warm semen land almost on the middle of my back, my lower back, and finally a little below my waist as he grunted in pleasure.

I was not only disappointed but angry that as soon as it started to feel good, he shot his load.

“You cannot be fucking serious!” I yelled out as I sat on my ass and looked at him with disbelief.

“You’re stupid hot and you’re so fucking tight I couldn’t help it” he replied with embarrassment as I got off the bed, grabbed my shirt from the side of the bed, put it on, and retrieved my shorts and panties from the floor at the foot of the bed and put those on as well.

I looked at him and said, “You have a big dick but learn how to use it” as I angrily opened the door, slammed it shut, and walked down the stairs where Gerrit was watching television in the living room.

He looked at his watch and asked, “What the fuck happened, that was like six minutes?”

“Big dick Gage came in like twenty seconds,” I said to Gerrit with a shake of my head.

About a minute, Gage walked down the stairs with embarrassment holding the laptop as Gerrit looked at him, said, “Make yourself a drink” and excitedly ran into David’s office.

“I’ve never cum that fast in my life,” Gage said to me as I rolled my eyes and replied, “Sorry for not being a whore.”

“You’re smoking and your tight.

Any guy would have cum that fast” he said as shrugged my shoulders and smiled at him.

“At least your good at eating pussy” as he looked at me and replied, “Thanks.”

When Gerrit returned he was giddy as he looked at both me and Gage and said, “One more time” as I rolled my eyes.

“Second time a charm?” I asked Gage as he shook his head and said, “I’m going to wreck you” as Gerrit ran up the stairs with the laptop and ran back down in less than two minutes.

“Jessica, after you two are done you discover the laptop.

Walk to it and slam the lid shut.

Gage be apologetic but confident that round two is going to be a winner.

Be natural…be boyfriend and girlfriend but fuck her missionary and look into her eyes when you fuck her” he told us with encouragement.

Back to the bedroom, we went as we got into position on the bed and counted down from thirty again.

We kissed and quickly undressed as Gage looked at me and said, “It’s not going to happen again.”

He placed himself in between my legs as we kissed, I took hold of his already erect penis and rubbed against my pussy and clit.

“Fuck me,” I said to him as I gazed into his eyes and he penetrated me.

I let out a gasp as he gazed into my eyes and began to fuck me slowly.

“Fuck me damn it!” I yelled out as he began to pound me as just as fast as before, pulled out, and shot onto my stomach as he grunted.

“What the fuck!” I yelled out as I then said, “Get the fuck off me” and then looked directly at the laptop sitting on the dresser.

“What the fuck is that?!” I screamed out as I got off the bed, walked to the laptop, and slammed it shut with anger.

“Fuck!” Gage yelled out as he ran his fingers through his hair with frustration and more embarrassed than before.

“Three pump chump, take this down to Gerrit.

I need a fucking shower” I said to him as I walked nude from the bedroom to my own and went directly into the shower.

As I washed myself the realization of what I had done came crashing over me as I began to cry.

“What the fuck do I do?!” I screamed out loud to myself as I sat down in the shower with my arms wrapped around my bent knees and cried as the warm water crashed over me.

I felt dirty, ashamed and the epitome of a sinner.

It didn’t matter that it didn’t last long either time but the fact that I agreed to do it, did it, and was getting paid for the acts made me feel like a prostitute.

I cried in the shower, cried as I dried off, cried as I got dressed, and cried as I walked down the stairs and looked at Gerrit.

“Rosie, what’s wrong?” he asked with concern as he quickly walked to me and embraced me.

“I’m fucking whore!” I cried out and onto his shoulder as he rubbed my back in a consoling manner and said, “No Rosie, you’re an actress, a fucking star, and a natural.”

I pulled away from him as he gently wiped my tears with his fingers, took hold of my hand, and walked me into David’s entertainment room.

He opened a bottle of champagne, poured two glasses, and handed one to me.

“Gerrit I can’t do this shit,” I said to him as he smiled and replied, “You don’t like champagne?”

“The champagne is fine,” I said to him as I drank it down and placed my glass onto the bar.

“This is just the beginning Rosie.

If you can’t do this then take this check, pack your bags, go wherever you’re going and live how you can live” he said to me as he slid her placed a folded in half check onto the bar from his back pocket.

I unfolded the $3,000 check and stared at it.

“Three grand for a total of fewer than ten minutes of your time.

I’ve been doing this for a long time and the deal Dave gave is far from the norm.

Three g’s is shit in this business but if it’s not for you, leave and we’ll eventually find the girl we need” he said to me.

“Why are you be so mean to me?” I asked honestly.

“I’m not being mean, I’m just telling you what this is.

If you don’t want the spot someone else will take it” he said to me as he drank his champagne.

“You can make close to ten grand dancing for a couple of hours at a gentleman’s club and I mean places where men of wealth and power go for entertainment.

You can book private sessions for ludicrous amounts of money if that’s what you want to do, you don’t have to but girls in this business would kill to get paid $50 grand or more to spend time with some rich fuck” he said to me.

“Letting a guy fuck me for $50,000 makes me a prostitute,” I said to him with anger.

“No that makes you a dream come true, a maker of fantasy into reality.

The truth is this business isn’t for everyone but if you embrace it and will embrace you back.

Dave and I will make a star out of you or whoever replaces you and make you rich beyond your wildest dreams or the other girl.

It’s up to you” he said to me.

“I don’t know…I need time to think about this,” I told him with sincerity.

I took hold of the bottle of champagne and began to drink straight from the bottle as he let out a small laugh.

“Those two videos today are fucking gold and we all stand to make a ton of money from those.

Don’t do anything drastic…give Dave and me two days to show you the possibilities and decide then” he said to me.

“Okay” I replied as I left the room with the bottle of champagne, my check, and went to my bedroom where I locked myself away for the entire next day.

I didn’t eat, I barely drank and cried my eyes out when I heard a knock on my door.

“It’s David, may I come in?” he asked.

“It is your room in your house” I replied as I unlocked the door and David entered with his laptop.

“I don’t want to watch that shit,” I said to him.

“I just want to show you something is all, okay?” he said to me as I nodded my head.

He opened the lid of his laptop and asked, “What’s the view number?”

“121,362” I replied as he looked at me and said, “From last night until right now.”

“Why should I care about that number?” I asked.

“If not one more person watches the video you already made almost another $1,500 Rosie,” he said to me.

“Every 1,000 views make me $35 of which you earn 35% in one program while 1,000 views make me $.65 and you $.23 but that’s just two revenue streams.

This one video could make you well over $30,000 if the numbers hold” he explained.

“$30,000?!” I exclaimed.

“Probably a lot more but if this isn’t for you, I’ll rip up the contact and you can move on,” he said to me.

“Will it always be like this?” I asked him.

“No, not always but we make as much as we can for as long as we can.

You won’t always be the newest hottest girl in the industry but while you are, I’m going to capitalize on it for me, Gerrit, and you.

I told you from the beginning I was going to become richer and make you rich” he told me.

“David, I had sex for money,” I said to him.

“No, you were paid money to film a movie scene in which you had sex.

Look at the comments, guys love you already” he responded.

I began to read comments such as, “The twenty seconds he lasted is eighteen more than I would have with her.,” “I’m in love,” and “I hope I see her again in anything else.”

I don’t know why but as I read through the comments, I felt so much better about myself.

Guys watching me have sex brought joy into their lives and would earn me more money than I could make doing anything else.

I could pay off my parent’s home, I could buy a home of my own in the Hollywood Hills and live the life of luxury I always wanted.

“Okay,” I said to him as he looked at me curiously.

“Embrace it all and enjoy everything about this opportunity.

By the time you’re my age you’ll have generational money” he said to me.

“So, what’s next?” I asked him.

“Once the views on this video die out, Gerrit uploads the other one and we slowly release more content.

There’s only one first time so we need to maximize each one time.

Gerrit has some ideas but I already told you I’ll never force you to do anything you don’t want to” he said with sincerity.

“I’m sorry for acting like this David,” I said to him.

“No apology necessary but it’s nice to hear,” he said as he kissed me on my cheek and said, “I have a steak with your name on it if you’re hungry.”

“Yeah, I’m starving” I responded.

I watched as the views on the first video continued to climb day after day.

Every view got me closer to 1,000 views and closer to my 35% of income.

I was hooked and checking the stats multiple times per day and calculating how much money I was earning.

When I wasn’t checking stats, I was reading comments and I finally decided to watch the video.

Not only was it hot but it was believable!

By the time both video's views were down to a trickle I had earned over $60,000 and I was addicted.

As David told me to do, I stashed 40% of the money I earned in a savings account for taxes, saved 40%, and had 20% to do what I pleased, a little over $12,000.

A little over two months after I had filmed the two scenes with Gage it was on to the next project.

It wasn’t what I expected but then again, I wasn’t sure what to expect as Gerrit filled me on what he needed me to do.

“You’re not a porn actress, you are a hot teenage piece of ass who will eventually become a porn actress.

Your boyfriend couldn’t make you cum and since so many guys are in love with your ass, they’re going to watch you get yourself off” he explained as she handed me a realistic looking and feeling dildo.

“Laptop amateur filming of you riding this bad boy like a jockey on a horse,” he said to me as we walked into the staged “teenager bedroom” in David’s house.

“I don’t cum that way…it needs to be from behind I said to him.

“Suction cup attachment and a flat smooth surface,” he said with a wink.

“Leave your shirt on, get yourself wet by playing with yourself inside of your panties and when your ready, take them off and ride it, cowgirl,” he said to me.

“I just get myself wet like that, I need visual stimulation” I admitted to him.

“Porn?” he asked as I smiled and nodded my head.

“What does it for you?” he asked as I felt my face become flush with embarrassment.

“Girl on girl” I admitted as he chuckled and replied, “No sound though” I then replied, “No sound needed.”

He streamed a lesbian porn scene for his cell phone onto the television as I did what I was told to do.

I hit the record button on the laptop and said into the camera, “My ex-boyfriend couldn’t come close to getting me off so what’s a girl to do other than take matters into her own hands.

I laid on the bed with my legs spread and facing the laptop as I watched the lesbian porn scene and became wet in less than a minute.

“I’m so fucking horny,” I said out loud as I slowly removed my panties and crawled backward on all fours to the suction-cupped dildo attached to a small piece of metal that was secured to the wall.

I guided the dildo inside of me as I continue to watch the lesbian porn scene and begin to fuck myself with the dildo that felt damn close to a real dick as I then begin to rub my clit at the same time.

“I wish this was real dick inside of me,” I said as I moaned and forcefully fucked the dildo as I rubbed my clit with more pressure.

It took me longer than usual, but I made myself cum in about ten minutes, removed the dildo from inside my pussy, and then walked to the laptop.

I blew a kiss into the camera and said, “Until next time” and pressed stop on the laptop camera.

“That was hot Rosie…great job,” he said to me as I looked at him and asked, “That’s all you need me to do?”

“Yeah but don’t get spoiled, it’s not always going to be like this,” he said to me as I rolled my eyes and responded, “David tells me that shit all the time.”

That video led to the creation of my traditional and not-so-traditional social media accounts that I directed traffic to in my next video of me using a thrusting vibrator to cum.

I plugged my website which was nothing more than a section of photographs of me dressed normally but sexy, a section where my videos were embedded, and a section where visitors could buy sex toys that were nothing more than an affiliate program.

As I had become addicted to video views and comments, I was becoming addicted to the number of followers I was getting on my social media outlets.

It was an adrenaline rush to see my followers increase day after day.

David through an industry party at the house was met so many people in the industry it had my head spinning.

I had never been hit on my women but on this night, I was hit on by more women than men which were a complete mind-fuck.

After the party, I said to David, “There were tons of women hitting on me.”

“How do you feel about that?” he asked.

“I don’t know it was kind of strange to have women looking at me the way guys do” I admitted.

“I need you to let a girl go down on you,” he said to me as my eyes opened wide as did my mouth.

“You need me to let a girl eat me out?” I asked as he nodded his head.

“Why?” I asked.

“So, we can get a female fan base.

Lesbian sex scenes lead to gay, bisexual, and straight women fans” he explained.

“Do I get to choose?” I asked as he shook his head.

“All the amateur sex shit you’ve been doing has paid off nicely but it’s time we get serious and introduce you as a porn actress.

It will be an actual film shoot” he told me.

“So that’s it, some girl is just going to eat my pussy?” I asked as he smirked at me.

“Okay, full transparency.

She’s going to go down on you, fuck you with a strap on and she’s going to eat your ass.

We’re going to follow that up with you doing the same to her but not until a month or two later” he told me.

“I’m already getting into lesbian porn,” I said to him.

“You knew it was coming and I’m giving you a heads up” he replied as I nodded my head.

I was shaking like a leaf on the day of filming as I met the actress, Alexa Lust, on the day of filming.

She was gorgeous, twenty-four years old, and a three-year veteran of the industry.

Five-foot-three, long blonde hair, an amazing body, and a beautiful face to go along with her dark black eyes.

She too had a unique look to her and was already well known and had a following I could only dream of at the time.

“Don’t be so nervous, it’s going to feel great and you’re going to love it” she said to me.

“I knew I was going to eventually do this, but it was somewhere in the back in my mind,” I said to her.

“I’m honored to be the one to give you this experience and I hope that we can work together again in the future.

This is going to be great for the both of us and I’m looking forward to unwrapping you like a birthday present” she told me with excitement.

Leslie did my hair and makeup and I dressed as I did at the restaurant I worked at consisting of yoga pants and a half tee shirt.

“Hey, is it okay if I suck your toes?” she asked me.

“You want to suck my toes?” I asked with my voice shaking.

“I have a foot fetish and you have sexy feet,” she said to me as I laughed uncomfortably and replied, “I’m ticklish” as she made a sad face and said, “In private than” as she winked at me.

“Alexa, baby you know what to do and Jess, be your natural self.

It’s okay to be nervous but have fun” Gerrit said to us.

For the first time I was not only going to have a lesbian experience but in front of an entire film crew as well.

Alexa and I sat on the living room couch in David’s house as Gerrit yelled out, “Action!”

“Hey, this is your one and only Alexa Lust here to taste super-hot amateur fan favorite, Jessica Angel.

Jessica how are you feeling?” she asked.

“Extremely nervous” I answered.

“This is going to be your first time getting oral from a woman,” she said as I nodded my head and said, “Yes, it will be.”

“I’m going to eat you until you cum, no matter how long it takes,” she said with excitement as she moved closer to me on the couch, grabbed my chin, and kissed my lips.

“Yummy,” she said followed by, “That was the first time Jessica has pressed lips with a woman.

Everything I will be doing to her today she’s never had done with a woman before” she said.

When I felt our tongues touch as we kissed, I thought I was going to pass out.

She was a good kisser but knowing I was kissing a woman had my mind doing backflips and when I felt her hand go up my shirt my entire body became tension-filled.

However, as she began to kiss and lick my neck it was like I forgot that it was a woman doing it to me as I removed my shirt without thought as she began to pull on my nipples.

As she sucked on my nipple I got onto my back as she continued, licked down my stomach, and spread my legs.

Alexa kissed my pussy over my yoga shorts and then pulled them off as she giggled and licked her lips.

I knew what was about to happen and I never thought I would feel the way that I did but I wanted her to go down on me.

She kissed my pussy as a shiver came over me and she rubbed my clit a little as I moaned

She giggled again and with the first touch of her tongue on my pussy I felt euphoric and then my head feels like it was going to explode as she sucked on my clit.

“Oh my God!” I cried out as I grabbed the back of her head and began to grind my pussy onto her face.

It was the most amazing feeling I had ever experienced!

She penetrated me with her tongue and tongue fucked me as she rubbed my clit at the same time.

My body began to shake as I began to rub my nipples.

Alexa then moved her fingers from my clit and penetrated me with her fingers as she then sucked on my clit again.

“Fuck…that feels so good” I cried out as she began to finger fuck me with the precision of a brain surgeon as I felt my clit in between her teeth.

“I’m going to cum” I said over and again as I watched her in between my legs and then exploded in the most amazing and intense orgasm I had ever experienced.

She removed her fingers from inside me, stopped sucking my clit, and slid herself up my body.

She kissed my lips and I practically forced my tongue into her mouth as we French kissed.

I loved the taste of myself present in her mouth and was disappointed when she stopped kissing me.

Her face was drenched in my juices as she licked her fingers, said, “Delicious” and then looked at me.

“How was that Jessica?” she asked.

“Amazing,” I said in a low tone and pleasure-filled voice as Gerrit yelled out, “Wrap!” as everyone clapped and cheered.

I immediately felt embarrassed and could feel my face becoming red as I put my shorts and shirt back on.

“You taste amazing,” Alexa said to me as she licked her lips and winked at me.

“Thank you,” I said in a low tone of voice as we took a twenty-minute break and went into scene number two where Alexa was going to eat my ass.

For this scene, I was already nude and leaning my chest over the back of the couch as I knelt with my ass in the air.

As soon as Gerrit yelled “Action!” Alexa said out loud, “I can’t wait to eat her ass” and went in.

I had never had my asshole licked and sucked and never had anything go inside but it felt amazing, kind of wrong yet pleasurable at the same time.

She stopped only long enough to reposition herself in a kneeling position beside me on the couch as I felt her tits on my body.

When she tongue fucked my ass and played with my pussy at the same time, I knew she was going to make me cum, and cum I did, loudly and proudly as we ended the scene with Alexa and me French kissing.

“I’m going to fuck the brain out of your head,” she said to me as I smiled and replied, “I’m looking forward to it” as we again took an approximate twenty-minute break between scenes.

“You good?” Gerrit asked me as smirked at him and said, “She’s amazing.”

“That’s why she’s here Jess,” he said with a wink.

“You seem to be enjoying yourself,” he said as I laughed with embarrassment.

Alexa walked onto the set, nude and with a strap-on already affixed to her.

She had amazing tits and when she spun herself around and did a short dance her ass looked amazing.

She wasn’t lying when she said she was going to fuck the brain out of my head as I felt that my brain was going to leave my head.

Granted at this time I had only been fucked by my ex and disappointing Gage but wow, just wow.

The feeling of her tits pressed against my back as she fucked me from behind was amazing and when she reached around and played with my clit as she fucked me, I enjoyed my third and final orgasm of the day.

I was not only exhausted but as sexually gratified as I had ever been.

I was beyond excited when the scene with Alexa going down on me was released and was ever so happy that it shattered the views of anything I had done up to that point in time.

I had always promised Peggy that I would visit her in New York but could never afford to, so I was excited when I called her to let her know I was finally going to visit.

When I called her, I knew something wasn’t right from the start.

She was quiet and wasn’t talking much.

“I thought you’d be excited to see me,” I said to her with confusion.

“It’s not a good idea that you come to see me,” she said.

“Why not?” I asked with disappointment.

“I’m busy and now isn’t a good time” she answered.

“When do you want me to come?” I asked.

There was a long period of silence as she finally broke it by saying, “I don’t know.”

“What kind of answer is that?

You’ve been all over me about not seeing you and now you can’t tell me when you want me to visit” I said in an upset tone of voice.

“We need a break Rosie,” she said to me.

“A break from what?!

We haven’t seen each other in almost two years!” I exclaimed.

“I don’t know who you are anymore,” she told me.

“You’ve known me your entire life Peg,” I said to her as I did my best to hold back my tears.

“I’ve known Rosie Daniels my entire life, but I don’t know when or why she became Jessica Angel,” she said coldly as I felt my heart drop.

“It’s just acting,” I said to her.

“It’s not acting when you masturbate on video or when you lay with another woman.

It’s sick, perverse and against God’s will,” she said to me.

“Peggy you cannot be serious.

One of the reasons you wanted to go to college in New York was to get away from religious rhetoric” I said to her filled with emotion.

“I can never unsee what I saw you do with that woman.

I will never, ever look at you the same again and every time I see you, I’ll think of what you allowed her to do to you” she said to me.

“Peg…Peggy what are you saying to me?” I asked through tears.

“I can’t and don’t want to associate with you.

We’re no longer friends” she said to me.

“We’re best friends, Peggy!” I cried into my phone.

“But as for the cowardly, the faithless, the detestable, as for murderers, the sexually immoral, sorcerers, idolaters, and all liars, their portion will be in the lake that burns with fire and sulfur, which is the second death,” she said to me.

“You’re going to preach and judge me when you’re not even a fucking virgin!” I exclaimed and waited for a reply that never came.

She had ended the call, I didn’t know exactly when and I still don’t know if she ever heard what I said last to her.

That was the last time I spoke with Peggy…the day I lost my best friend forever.

I was sad, depressed, hurt, and angry about Peggy.

In losing my best friend I realized that David, Gerrit, and Leslie were more than people I worked with, they were also my friends.

Leslie may have given me the best advice of all when she told me, “A true friend is a friend no matter what you do, what you say, and how you act.

A true friend tells you that they may not like what you do, how you’ve acted, or what you’ve said but that friend will always be there for you.

You may have known this Peggy girl your entire life, but she was never a true friend.”

My sadness, hurt, anger and depression turned to pure anger toward Peggy for never being my true friend and judging as if she had the right to.

I may have lost my best friend, but my career was taking off like a rocket after the second video with Alexa Lust was released.

“Alexa Lust Ass Worship of Jessica Angel” exploded in popularity I was on my way.

I was nervous as it was the first time, I would shoot a scene outside of David’s house and returning the “favor” Alexa did for me by giving me my first lesbian experience and drastically helping my career.

“Jess, this is simple.

You enter the room as Alexa enters the room after a shower wrapped in a towel.

The two of you have plans to have dinner together and she’s surprised that you’re early.

She tells you she needs a little time to get ready and you tell her how grateful you are for how much she’s helped your career.

You embrace, gaze into each other’s eyes, you stroke her hair, tell her how beautiful she is, kiss and remove her towel.

You push her against the wall and immediately go down on her and the two of you take it from there” Gerrit explains to me.

“I thought we were going to do separate scenes like the last time,” I told him.

“Change of plans, Jess,” he said with a wink.

“Hey sexy bitch” Alexa said to me as Leslie applied my makeup after doing my hair.

“Hey, Alexa” I replied with a smile.

“I’ve been looking forward to this since we last saw each other,” she said to me as let out a short exhale,

“Concentrate on my clit…suck it and bite it” she instructed.

“How hard?” I asked.

“Not like you’re trying to rip it off, but I like it hard,” she said to me.

“Also, while you eat my ass, finger my asshole a little…I fucking love that,” she said to me.

“Okay, concentrate on your clit, suck it and bite it hard, and finger your asshole…anything else?” I said to her.

“I only cum from penetration when I’m on top so I’m going to ride you when we break out the strap on and I’m going to play with your tits at the same time…it gets me excited,” she told me.

“Alright, I think I have it,” I said to her.

It was the first time having all-out sex with a woman but after filming I discovered something about myself that I truly never thought about, I loved fucking Alexa.

When I removed her towel, pushed her against the wall, went down on her, and licked her pussy for the first time my entire body tingled.

I loved the feeling of my fingers on her pussy, her taste, and enjoyed licking her clit as I bite down on it hard.

I loved the way she moaned and told me how bad she wanted me.

I knew at some point I would have my tongue inside of an asshole and had worried about what it would taste like and if it would gross me out, but her asshole was so clean it didn’t have much taste at all.

As she had instructed me, as I ate her asshole, I also fingered her ass and I knew she enjoyed it by the way she moaned and the movement of her body.

When I laid on my back with the strap-on harnessed to my body and watched her tits bounce up and down as she rode and played with my tits I was extremely turned on and when she orgasmed I felt like I had achieved a major accomplishment.

I had an all-out sex scene with one of the best women in the industry and made her cum!

Her cumming while she rode me was supposed to wrap the scene, but she was so turned on that she removed the strap on from my body, went down on me and we wound up in a sixty-nine with me on the bottom.

After she made me cum, she rode my face until she orgasmed for the second time.

A scene that was only supposed to last for around fifteen minutes lasted a little over half an hour.

Alexa and I were both drenched in sweat as Gerrit called out, “Cut!”

The entire crew exploded in claps, cheers, and whistles as Alexa and I looked at one another.

“We need to shower,” she said to me as she pulled me off the bed by my hand, we went into the shower together and had sex off-camera in the shower.

It was the first time I had sex off camera in my life with women, the second time I ever had sex off-camera, and it was amazing.

Washing each other’s bodies, kissing, caressing, and pleasuring each other felt more like a dream than reality.

After over half an hour on camera, we spent another twenty minutes pleasuring each other in the shower.

“I love fucking you,” she said as we dried our bodies and changed into our clothes.

“Same,” I said to her with a wink as we kissed each other’s lips, exchanged cell numbers, and parted ways.

That film session with Alexa boosted my earnings to a level that I didn’t expect to get to anytime soon.

Instead of releasing the video online, Gerrit and David released a teaser that showed the scene only up to the point where I was about to go down on Alexa.

The video was posted for download on her site as well as my site for $9.99 and sold better than anyone thought making me a little over $25,000 for having the time of my life.

David and Gerrit threw me a surprise private party for my twentieth birthday at a rooftop club in a luxury hotel and it was fucking blast!

Our entire crew attended as did many well-known stars in the industry.

I was young, making a ton of money, and began to embrace everything that came along with the perks of being a rising start in the adult entertainment industry.

As a birthday present from my guys, David and Gerrit, that gave me a $20,000 bonus and gave me an entire month off to enjoy the fruits of my labor which wasn’t labor in so much as it was fun.

It’s amazing to me that I could go from complete and utter happiness to suicidal in three weeks after my twentieth birthday.

I had so much money coming in that I wasn’t keeping track of my finances as I should have and the only reason, I discovered this fact was because of the letter my parents sent me.

To this day it’s too painful for me to repeat all that was written in that letter but “Come home, repent for your sins or forget about us” is etched in my memory for eternity.

When I went through my checking account, I realized that not one check that I had sent home was ever cashed, a total of a little over $40,000.

I don’t how they found out, but they did, and they disowned me because of it.

I tried calling a bunch of times but as soon as either heard my voice they’d hang up immediately.

Losing Peggy was one thing but losing my parents was an entirely different thing.

Two of the most religious people I ever have known disowned their only child because of her career choice.

To make matters even more unbearable my grandparents on both sides, my aunts, and one of my two uncles kicked me to the curb until I changed my wicked ways.

My cousins were told that if they associated with me, they would suffer the same fate as me.

There would be no more birthday celebrations, anniversaries, holidays, or getting together with my family…I no longer had a family.

I didn’t get into the industry solely for myself, I wanted to help my parents and family members financially to make their lives easier.

Not having my family anymore because of what I was doing was a total mind fuck and ate away at me.

I was at a rooftop club with a few industry friends and got so drunk I came close to being unable to walk or speak.

I remember walking to the far end of the rooftop, looking down to the traffic below, and wondering how bad it would hurt and what I would feel when my body hit the pavement.

I climbed to the top of the short wall, continued looking down, and realized that one small step would be all I needed to make the pain stop permanently.

I looked up to the sky and began to cry as I was suddenly pulled off and down from the wall by Sammy Johnston, a well-known industry writer, and producer who was also a close friend with both Gerrit and David.

He held me as I cried uncontrollably and called David to come and get me.

David stayed in my bed that night as he held me, stroked my hair, and made sure that I didn’t choke to death on my vomit as I had puked on and off for close to an hour.

When I awoke David told me what had happened as I only remember bits and pieces of the previous night.

I told him that my family disowned me, none of them would ever look at me the same way again, and that I wanted to die.

“I think you need to see a therapist or maybe go into an in-house treatment program,” he said to me that morning.

“No, David, what I need is a fucking break from all of this!” I screamed out in pain.

“Okay, Rosie, whatever you need.

If you need a break, take a break” he said to me with caring.

“I need to be normal again,” I said to him as he hugged me tightly and replied, “You are normal.”

Thinking back, I find it amazing that people who come into your life can become so important and integral in life.

When Leslie found out about what happened she moved into David’s house for two weeks and wouldn’t leave me alone for a second.

She even slept in my bed to make sure I wouldn’t do anything to myself.

She too had been disowned by her family but didn’t want to get into specifics as she told me it was too painful for her to talk about.

She told me that she once felt the same as I did but she realized that she couldn’t allow people who were never supposed to hurt her, hurt her, and ruin her entire life.

Leslie convinced me that this time in the industry wouldn’t last forever and that when I was finished with it, I could reconnect with all of them but if I never did it was their loss.

Peggy may have once been my best friend, but I started to feel that Leslie was going to be taking over the title.

If it weren’t for her I don’t think I would have been able to move on.

Knowing that there was a person in my life who was dealing with the same thing and lived a happy and full life without the love and support of her family gave me hope that I could do the same.

I took a total of three months off and although it hurt my career a little it was far from being able to recoup my momentum.

When I arrived from my two-week vacation in Aruba and arrived back at home David introduced me to new talent that had moved into the house with us while I was away.

An eighteen-year-old girl, Daisy Gomez with a performer name of Camila Corazon and Brian Blake, twenty-two with a performer name of Bo Dagger.

Daisy was the epitome of a hot Spanish girl with an olive complexion, jet black hair, eyes so dark they were mesmerizing, huge tits, and the most voluptuous natural ass I had ever seen.

Blake was ripped to shreds, had six-pack abs, short black hair, green eyes, a huge dick, and was the most masculine homosexual guy I had ever met.

We said our hello’s, chatted for a little bit and although I hate to admit this, I was extremely jealous that Daisy was now in the picture.

I did my best to be nice and sweet, but I knew I was coming off as a complete and total cunt.

“Make yourselves at home while Rosie and I have a little chat,” David said to them.

David and I walked into his entertainment room and looked at me with concern.

“You ready to get back into things?” he asked.

“Does it even matter…you have a new girl now right?” I questioned him unable to hide my jealousy.

“This was always the plan and you’ve always known that this was the plan,” he told me.

“Bullshit!

I take a few months off to get my shit together and now you’re replacing me!” I yelled at him.

“You’re irreplaceable and nothing changes. Rosie” he replied.

“Why is she here then?!” I said with my jaw clenched.

“She’s here because she’s a hot Spanish teenager who is willing to do anything.

Daisy opens a new market for the company and the fact is that it’s so much harder for ethnic girls to become huge in this business.

Some people just don’t like girls who aren’t Caucasian but Gerrit and I are going to turn her into the top ethnic bitch in the industry.

You always and forever will be our number one and we can’t accomplish what we need without you” he said to me.

“What are you telling me, David?” I questioned.

“What I’m telling you is something you already know.

Talent can only go so far on their own and need help to get to the next level.

We need for you to do for Daisy what Alexa did for you.

We going to put her out there, get her to as high as we can solo, and then you’re going to help her get to the next level” he explained.

“What if I don’t want to?” I asked as he made himself a drink and took a huge sip.

“Then you tell her that you don’t want to help her and tell her to pack her shit because without you there’s no point!” he said to me with anger.

In all the time I had known David I had never seen him angry before and it was not only shocking but a bit scary.

“I should just this hole fucking thing down!” he yelled as he finished his drink and slammed the glass onto the top of the bar so hard he broke the glass.

“David, calm down, you’re scaring me,” I said to him as calmly as I could.

“Shit…I’m sorry Rosie it’s just not an easy time right now,” he told me as I nodded my head.

“You want to talk about something?” I asked as he shook his head, made another drink, and took a sip.

“I’m sorry too…I’m not in the best frame of mind right now” I explained.

“Rosie, I need you, Gerrit needs you and both Daisy and Blake need you.

This will be good for all of us, especially you.

I know how hard things have been for you recently but working with Daisy exclusively for a while is a great thing.

You help her get to the next level and you increase your popularity while avoiding having to take things to your next level” he said to me.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“You know what I mean.

This lesbian thing we have going on is running out of steam which means that you need to work with a hot male star which only lasts so long.

Then we’re talking about anal, two guys at a time, three guys at a time, and orgies.

You work with Daisy and we all buy more time” he said to me.

“Yeah, I can’t always be the hot new girl on the scene” I replied with the realization that he was right as right can be.

“Are we on the same page?” he asked as I nodded my head and asked, “You have a drink for me?”

For as jealous I initially was of Daisy coming into the picture as I mentored her and Blake, I liked her.

She was sweet, innocent, and had a fucked up, life.

Daisy was born and raised in one of the highest crime, low-income areas of California to a single mom and never knew her dad.

She dropped out of high school at sixteen to care for her mother who was dying of cancer.

Gerrit had approached her about joining the industry but she was only seventeen and still needed to work and care for her mom.

Her mom passed a few months before her eighteenth birthday and with no education and no money, she decided this was her best opportunity so here she was.

She was hot as hell as most important a virgin!

Blake was the opposite of where Daisy came from.

A rich kid, born and raised in Beverly Hills who came out as gay at an early age with the love and support of his family.

He was a college graduate with a business degree and had always wanted to be in the industry.

When he told his family knew of his career choice, they also supported his decision.

When I asked him why a rich guy would try to become a porn star he smiled, laughed, and replied, “My parents are rich, I’m not.”

I had lost my family, but it was as if I was part of a new family and I embraced my mentorship role with both.

As Both Mandy Fenix and Alexa Lust had helped me, I would help them both.

Gerrit and David marketed the newcomer Camila Corazon via email and social media for a live web stream where I would introduce her, interview her, let it be known that she was a virgin, get her nude, feel her up and play with her to orgasm with no penetration whatsoever.

When we did a practice of the live stream at the house and I saw Daisy in the nude I was in complete awe of her.

Near perfect huge tits, small nipples, flat stomach, beautiful pussy with thick lips, and her ass was huge but no one fatty dimple to be seen.

When I ran my hands over her body, I was so turned on that I had to leave the room to prevent myself from doing anything naughty to her.

The morning of the live stream I woke up early, went for a run, showered, dressed, and asked to borrow David’s car.

“Not today Rosie, I have shit to do” he replied.

“I’ll be back in fifteen minutes, I just want to grab an iced coffee” I responded.

“You can’t use my car, Rosie,” he said to me as I rolled my eyes and crossed my arms.

“I’ll be back in ten minutes, then,” I said to him with a tilt of my head.

“Why use my car when you can use your own?” he asked.

“I don’t have a car David” I responded with frustration.

“Yeah you do,” he said with a wink as she handed me a jewelry box.

I stared at him, opened the box, and instantly became emotional as I looked at two car keys attached to two key fobs with a Lexus logo.

“What did you do?” I asked as I felt tears being too swell in my eyes.

“It’s a present,” he said as I hugged him tightly, moved away, and asked, “Where is it?”

“In the garage” he replied as I sprinted through the door to the garage and looked at the new red Lexus LC 500 Convertible.

I stood in amazement as it was my dream car and out my reach with a price tag of above $100,000!

“David!” I screamed out as I leaped into the air, he caught me and I kissed his cheek over and again until he laughed, pushed me away said, “Stop acting crazy, take it for a spin and enjoy it.”

“Why did you get this for me?” I asked as I couldn’t stop the tears from leaving my eyes.

“I didn’t get it for you, Gerrit, and I purchased it for you.

When Gerrit and I started this production company it was an idea and now it’s a successful reality and it’s because of you.

I have a business associate who owns a dealership who gave me a ridiculous deal but it’s all yours” he told me.

“I love you so much David…thank you” I cried out as she smiled from ear to ear.

“I love you too kid,” he said to me.

“Kid…you’re thirty-seven” I responded as he laughed.

I never got into a car as fast as I did that morning.

I drove straight to Gerrit’s house, pulled into his driveway, and honked the horn like a lunatic until he came outside.

I jumped out of the car, ran to him, hugged him tightly, thanked him repeatedly, and told him I loved him.

“Love you too kid” he replies as I laughed and said, “You too with the kid thing.”

David and Gerrit were my new family as were Leslie, Blake, and Daisy.

I drove from Gerrit’s house to a café and purchased an iced coffee that never tasted so good.

I was on cloud nine as I swung the door open with force to get back into my new car when I felt the door make contact, heard a grunt, and watched a guy fall to the floor.

“Oh, shit…I’m so sorry!” I exclaimed as I placed my iced coffee on the ground.

As I took hold of his hands to help the guy to his feet, we locked eyes and the moment was surreal.

I helped him to his feet as if time were in slow motion.

“Are you okay?” I asked as I looked at the most beautiful man I had ever seen before.

He was tall, around six feet, neatly combed short black hair, muscular, and had the most amazing light green eyes that when I looked into them, I felt lost.

“Other than the embarrassment I’m fine,” he said to me as I couldn’t help but smile as I watched him smile.

“You can make it up to me though,” he said as I smirked at him and asked, “How?”

“You tell me your name, give me your number and let me take you out for dinner and drinks,” he said to me.

“My name is Rosie, if you give me your cell phone, I’ll give you my number, but I’m technically not legally allowed to drink but dinner sounds good,” I said to him flirtatiously.

“I’m Devin by the way,” he said to me as he handed me his cell phone.

“It’s nice to meet you, Devin,” I said with a sigh that made me feel immediately embarrassed as he let out a small laugh as I handed him back his cell phone with my contact information.

I watched as he typed out a text and my phone went off.

“Dinner, tomorrow night, I’ll pick you up” I read as I giggled at how absurd it was that he texted me in front of me.

“You don’t waste any time,” I said with a laugh as he shook his head, replied, “Not when I see a good thing.”

I giggled like a schoolgirl as he smiled and said, “Now that you have my number, save it and 7 PM.

Text me your address when you can” he said to me as he walked into the café as I walked slowly to my car sipping my iced coffee.

I walked into the house and asked Blake, “Do you believe in love at first sight?”

“Love at first sight is lust at first sight” he answered.

“I’m supposed to text this guy my address tomorrow night,” I said to him.

“When should I send it to him?” I asked.

“Tomorrow afternoon at the earliest” he replied.

“Isn’t that kind of late?” I asked as Blake shook his head and replied, “Nope, not at all.”

I couldn’t get Devin out of my head as we were about to start the live stream of Daisy’s introduction.

“I don’t know where you’re head is at right now but clear it!” Gerrit yelled at me as he placed his hands on my shoulders.

“Okay…geez!” I replied with annoyance as I sat on the couch next to Daisy.

“5 seconds!” Gerrit shouted as I counted down in my head.

“Hello, my lovely Jessica Angel fans.

Today is a very special day for Naughty Worldwide Productions.

I’d like to introduce the one and only Camila Corazon” I said.

I interviewed her by asking where she was from, why she entered the industry, what she hopes to achieve and who she looked forward to working with.

All the answers were bullshit but no one watching knew as I then said, “Camila why don’t you give the fans a little preview of what they can expect?” as she nervously rose from the couch and slowly removed her clothes.

“I don’t about you watching at this moment, but she is ridiculous!” I said loudly as I took hold of her hand, spun her around slowly, and described her to the audience.

“Tell the fans something that may be shocking for a newcomer to the industry,” I said to her.

“I’m a virgin” she replied.

“Have you ever had an orgasm?” I asked as she exhaled slowly and replied, “No, I’ve never had an orgasm and I’ve also never been penetrated.”

“Today is not only your lucky day but a treat for the audience as I’m going to get you off,” I said with a wink and smile as I moved as close as I could to her.

I gently licked, sucked, and gently bit down on her earlobe as I ran my hand over her nipples and tits as I felt her body become as stiff as a steel beam.

“Don’t be nervous” I said to her in a low whisper as I licked her nipple and sucked on it a little.

I ran my hand in between her legs and as soon as I touched her below her entire body jerked and she placed her hand on top of mine as she looked at me with nervousness and fear.

I again whispered into her ear by saying “Relax” as I removed pulled my hand away from in between my legs, placed my hand on her chin, and gently moved it so that we could look at one another face to face.

I gently kissed her lips and then licked the bottom of her lip as I said to myself in silence, “Open your mouth.”

As if on cue, she slightly opened her mouth as my tongue entered and contacted hers.

As we kissed, I ran both my hands over her tits and nipples and then slowly moved my left hand to in between her legs.

She was as dry as a dessert as my mind began to race with thoughts of how to get her off when I couldn’t get her wet.

It was a live stream and stopping would have been a complete disaster!

I sopped kissing her, rose to my feet, removed my shirt, and sat on her legs as I kissed her again and pressed my tits against hers.

I gently move myself to the side so that my weight could cue her to lay down on the couch as she slowly began to move her body to a laying position on the couch.

I was now on top of her as we stopped kissing and I again began to lick and suck on her nipples as I again touched her below to discover she was still dry.

I slowly kissed down her stomach and kissed her crotch as I gently pushed her left leg to give me access and then licked her clit.

As I licked her clit her entire body became so tense, she arched her back as I then began to suck on her clit as her body suddenly loosened.

I alternated between sucking her clit and rubbing it with my finger as Daisy suddenly placed her hand behind my head and pushed my face into her pussy.

I licked and sucked her clit and then as Alexa enjoyed, I bit her clit but gently as she moaned and yelled out, “Oh…that feels good!”

I had no idea how long I had been sucking on her clit, but I did know that she was nowhere close to orgasm and my tongue and jaw were beginning to hurt.

I forced her into a kneeling position on the couch, slid myself in a seated position behind her with my legs beneath her, and began to rim her asshole as I rubbed her clit at the same time.

She began to pant and moan with pleasure as I penetrated her ass with my tongue and left it inside of her as stiff as I could.

Daisy began to sway herself into my tongue as I rubbed her clit as fast as I could with as much force as I could until finally, she orgasmed loud and hard.

She rolled over as I placed myself on top of her and we kissed as I then heard Gerrit yell out, “We’re offline.”

Daisy and I stopped kissing as she looked at me and smiled with sexual gratification.

“You okay?” I asked as she began to laugh hysterically.

“I think I’m going to enjoy this new career of mine” she replied.

“You’re fucking difficult,” I said to her.

“I was so nervous. but I think I can get over it” she said with an ear-to-ear smile as we both got off the couch and got dressed.

Gerrit hugged us both and said, “Daisy, great job” as she smiled and said, “I need a shower” and left us.

“Gerrit, I’m sorry, I didn’t know what else to do.

I couldn’t get her wet and I did what I thought was best” I explained.

“It’s fine…really and thank you for doing this.

We didn’t have too many eyes on the live stream but once I edit and upload this thing it’s going to do well” he told me.

The following day, a little past noon I texted Devin with my address, and I couldn’t wipe the smile off my face when he texted back writing, “I was nervous you weren’t going to text me but see you tonight” with a smiley face emoji.

I called Leslie and asked if she could come over and fix my hair and do my makeup before my date.

As soon as she arrived, I looked at her with panic and said, “Please help.

I don’t know what to wear and I’m freaking out.”

As she styled my hair and applied my makeup she laughed and smiled the entire time as I talked as if I had diarrhea of the mouth.

“Rosie, my face hurts” she laughed as she helped me pick out an outfit.

“It’s not funny, Leslie,” I said with a laugh of my own.

“I don’t know why I’m freaking out like this,” I said to her.

“What was the last date you went on?” she asks.

“Back home with my ex, Houston” I answered.

“It’s normal to be nervous, especially if this guy is a hot as you say he is,” she told me.

“I need to run but have a great time and let me know how it goes,” she said to me.

“Thank you so much for your help,” I said gratefully as she smiled, hugged me, and said, “You’re welcome.”

A little past 6 PM I left my bedroom and walked down the stairs as Blake looked at me and said, “Damn, you look so good I’m rethinking this gay thing” with a smile as David looked at me.

“Where are you off too?” David asked me.

“I have a date,” I said with a huge smile.

“You have a date with who?” he asked.

“This guy I accidentally hit with a door at a café yesterday morning” I replied.

“What do you know about this guy?” he inquired.

“Nothing but that’s kind of the point of a date…you know…get to know someone’ I said to him.

“You’re just going on a date with a guy you know absolutely nothing about,” he said to me sternly as I looked at him oddly.

“I’m a big girl, I’ll be fine” I replied sarcastically.

“You are not to leave this house until I meet this guy,” he said to me as I looked at him and laughed.

“Whatever, Dad,” I said to him through laughter.

“I’m fucking serious Rosie!” he yelled at me.

“You cannot be serious!” I yelled back at him.

“I’ll show you how serious I am!” he screamed out as she made a call on his cell phone, said, “We have a situation, get over here now” and ended the call.

“Who the hell did you just call?” I asked.

“Gerrit” he replied smugly.

“Oh my God!

What the hell does Gerrit have to do with anything?!” I shouted.

“Listen, young lady, you live under my fucking roof and if you’re going out on a motherfucking date with a guy you know absolutely nothing about, both Gerrit and I are meeting him or you’re not going,” he said to me with seriousness.

“Blake,” I said as he looked at me and said, “I’m staying out of this.”

“I am not a child, even a teenager…I’m an adult!” I screamed.

Gerrit walked in, looked at me, and then looked at David.

“What’s the situation?” he asked.

“Rosie has a date” David replied.

“With?” he asked.

“You too!”

“I’m a fucking adult!” I said with frustration and disbelief.

“You are one of the hottest porn actresses in the country and there are a lot of sick fucks out there.

You are not walking out that fucking door until Gerrit and I feel him out and he answers a few questions.

For all you know, he could be a stalker fan who’s going to kidnap and murder you” David said.

“That’s not the case.

What am I supposed to say to him?

I need you to come inside and meet my David and Gerrit?” I replied.

“Uncle Dave and uncle Gerrit” Gerrit replied with seriousness.

“I cannot believe the two of you!” I exclaimed.

When Devin called me to tell me he was at the gate I told him that I needed him to come inside.

What followed was one of the most embarrassing moments I ever sat through as my “uncles” grilled him for close to an hour.

I learned that Devin was twenty-five, was a real estate flipper since he was eighteen years old, was born and raised in Santa Monica, his parents were still happily married, and he had two siblings, a younger brother, and a sister.

He drank occasionally, didn’t do drugs and he intended to take me out to dinner to get to know me better.

I was mortified when Gerrit wrote down his license plate number and was so embarrassed when we left that my face was bright red.

“I’m so sorry about that,” he said to me.

“Don’t be, my parents are the same way with my sister…there’s a lot of crazy people in the world” he said to me with his amazing smile.

“So where are we going?” I asked him.

“It’s a surprise,” he said to me with a wink.

I was surprised when we arrived at a family fun center, one of those places with minigolf, batting cages, arcade machines, race car track, bowling, and carnival games.

“Sitting in a restaurant making small talk while watching each other eat is not the best way to get to know someone he said to me” as I giggled and replied, “I couldn’t agree more.”

I was making all this money, going out to clubs, and hanging out with industry people but on this night, I had fun for the first time since I had left home.

Devin was not only devastatingly handsome but sweet, caring, charming, sincere, and funny.

I laughed so hard and so much that my face hurt.

After we left the fun center, he drove us to the beach where we walked on the sand while holding hands and I told him about where I grew up and how I was raised as he listened intently.

“What do you for work?” he asked me as I looked at him in silence as we stopped walking.

“Pease take me home,” I said to him as he looked at me with shock and surprise.

“I thought we were having a good time…did I say something wrong?” he asked.

“I’m having a great time it’s just getting late and I’m tired,” I said to him.

He looked upset as he nodded his head and we walked back to his car.

We drove back to the house in silence, he stopped his car in front of the gates and looked at me.

“May I walk to your door?” he asked.

“Thank you but it’s not a good idea…I’m sure my uncle is lurking” I replied.

“Can I see you again?” he asked me.

“I had a great time tonight.

It was the most fun I’ve had in a long time so thank you but I know you won’t want to see me again” I said to him with sincerity as he looked at me with confusion as I exited his car and watched him drive off.

David was sitting in the living room with Daisy when I walked into the house.

“How did it go?” Daisy asked me as I became upset and replied, “It was great” and went to my bedroom.

I changed and laid in my bed staring at the ceiling for hours when I decided I should let Devin know what I did for a living.

I texted him a link to my website and wrote, “I had a great time, but this is what I do for a living.”

I remember the sadness I felt after I sent that text.

Here was a great guy who was interested in me, but I was a porno actress and realized that most guys wouldn’t be able to handle being in a relationship with a girl who did what I did for a living.

In the morning I showered and as I was getting dressed my cell phone rang.

I looked at the number with shock as it was Devin.

“Good morning” I answered his call.

“Are you doing anything on Saturday afternoon?” he asked me as I replied, “No.”

“How is noon for you?” he asked.

“Why do you want to see me again?” I asked with shock.

“I want to keep learning about you” he instantly replied.

“Devin, did you look at my text last night?” I asked.

“Yeah” he replied seemingly without a care.

“You still want to see me?” I said to him becoming emotional.

“What are you doing right now?” he asked.

“Nothing, why?” I asked.

“I’ll be there in twenty minutes,” he said as he ended the call.

My mind was completely blown as I dressed and waited for Devin to arrive.

As soon as Devin walked into the house Blake looked at him and said, “Why hello there” in a flirtatious manner as I looked at him with annoyance and shook my head.

As we walked through the house and out to the backyard Devin asked, “Who was that?”

“Co-worker” I answered.

We sat next to each other at the patio table as he looked at me and smiled.

“Talk to me,” he said to me.

“About?” I asked him.

“I don’t know, why…how…do you like it?” he said to me.

I explained everything to him, told him how I was fired from the restaurant, and moved into David’s house.

I told him that I lost my best friend, my family, and my mental state as a result.

I told Devin that I had taken a break and was now helping to establish Daisy and Blake in the industry.

I admitted that I loved the money and that I didn’t love what I did but didn’t hate it either.

I also told him that because of the industry I discovered that I was bisexual and was working exclusively with Daisy but that always would be the case.

I was open, honest, and told him everything that I needed to tell him.

“Noon on Saturday?” he asked me.

“After all I’ve told you, you still want to see me?” I asked with a stunned tone.

“Yeah” he replied.

“You just want to have sex with a porn actress,” I said to him half-jokingly.

“Not because you’re a porn actress,” he said humorously as we both laughed.

So, it began, my relationship with Devin Walters.

As I dated Devin I continued to film monthly with Daisy.

After the live stream with Daisy, Daisy and I filmed a scene with her going down on me titled, “First Taste.”

After “First Taste” we filmed scenes of me seducing Daisy during a massage resulting in a scissor session, and us eating each other’s asses.

Three scenes and three months and a half months later David and Gerrit were scratching their heads on how to introduce Blake.

“This is easy…a three-way thing.

You have me introduce him on a live stream interview as the hottest new gay porn actor in the industry and post that online.

Then you film him fucking whatever known actor with Daisy present.

After he fucks the guy, Daisy’s ass is so great that he fucks her in the ass while the guy fucks Blake” I explained.

“You’re a fucking genius, Rosie” Gerrit exclaimed as he kissed my forehead.

Admittedly, I was doing my best to put off the inevitable.

It was only a matter of time before I stopped filming with Daisy and went into scenes with me and men and I was worried and scared about how Devin would react.

We had been dating for a little over three months and although we had fooled around, we hadn’t had sex yet.

I wanted to have sex with him but somewhere in the back of my mind, I worried that the only reason he wanted to have sex with me was that I was a porn actress.

I was still making decent money from the videos I previously made and okay money from the scenes I was filming with Daisy.

I honestly didn’t care that I was making less than before, I only cared about Devin.

I had never been in love before, but I knew that my feelings for Devin were something I never experienced.

Devin and I were at his house, attempting to watch a movie but neither of us could keep our lips and hands off one another.

I not only wanted him, but I also needed to be with him.

We kissed for a while, I rubbed his cock over his pants and within seconds I had his dick in my mouth.

As I sucked his dicked, I could feel myself becoming excited as I stopped sucking his dick, removed my clothes, and looked at him with yearning.

“Baby, I don’t have condoms,” he said to me as I looked at him, ignored what he said, and placed myself over him in his seated position.

I guided his hard cock inside of me and began to slowly ride him.

As I rode his cock we kissed, and I felt as if fireworks were going off inside my body.

Devin wrapped his arms around me as I began to ride him harder and faster as we stopped kissing and we gazed into each other’s eyes.

He suddenly had a pained looked on his face as he looked at me and said, “I’m going to cum”

“No,” I said over and again in a low voice.

“I can’t hold off,” he said through grunts as I ignored him and continued to ride him harder and faster.

“Baby…oh shit…I’m…” he cried out as I forced myself off him.

He was so close to cumming inside of me that as soon as his dick left my pussy, I felt his hot sperm on my pussy.

I had only ridden Devin for like a minute before he orgasmed, and I could immediately tell he was mortified.

“I’m sorry,” he said to me as I kissed him and smiled.

“It’s okay,” I said to him.

“That’s never happened to me before,” he said with embarrassment as I smiled and said, “Practice makes perfect.”

I took hold of his hands and pulled him up from the couch and walked us to his bedroom.

It was the most sensual and erotic experience I had ever had.

Everything we did that night I had already done but it never felt the way that it did with Devin.

I didn’t cum but didn’t care that I didn’t, all I cared about was the way Devin had sex with me, the way he looked at me.

We laid in his bed as he spooned me, and he kissed my cheek.

“Rosie?” he said to me as I rolled over and placed my forehead against his.

“I know we haven’t been together all that long, but I’ve never felt this way about anyone before,” he said to me.

“How do you feel about me?” I said with humor as I stuck my tongue out at him.

“I love you,” he said to me as I gazed into his eyes.

“I love you too” I instantly said without thought.

Although I had never been in love before knowing how I felt about Devin and feeling the emotions that I felt at that moment I knew it was love as it could be nothing else.

With Gerrit and David preoccupied and working hard to get Blake known and Daisy to the next level I managed to get to month number five off.

During that time, I took pole dancing classes as well as erotic dance classes as strip clubs had begun inquiring about my services.

I wasn’t well known enough to command huge money but offers were coming in as high as $5,000 for twenty minutes on stage.

I was at home chatting with David and Gerrit when the topic of when to film Daisy losing her virginity should happen.

“No one goes from zero to a hundred in seconds.

In the real world we girls warm-up before going all the way” I explained.

“What are you thinking?” Gerrit asked.

“Girls don’t give it up until they at minimum fingered.

I haven’t filmed in a couple of months so I think it should be me who fingers her for the first time as we’ve been working together.

After that, I could use a strap on her or you guys find the guy to do it” I further explained.

“Alright…that sounds like a plan,” Gerrit said as he left the house with David and me now alone.

“I know what you’re doing,” David said to me.

“I’m not doing anything” I lied.

“Your boyfriend has you twisted,” he said to me with seriousness.

“My boyfriend is more than fine with what I do” I quickly replied.

“If he is, why are you stalling?” he asks.

“I’m not stalling, David!” I exclaimed.

“Rich Steele’s agent contacted me.

Rich isn’t signing a new contract, he’s going independent, but he wants to work with you” David said to me.

“Why me?” I asked.

“You know why” he quickly replied.

“If I knew why I wouldn’t be asking” I responded.

“You’ve filmed two amateur scenes with a guy, namely Gage who’s not even in the industry anymore.

Rich is a name, a huge name and there’s a lot of money to be made” he explained to me.

“After I’m done working with Daisy, we’ll discuss it,” I told him.

“We’re discussing it now and I need to get back to his agent,” he said to me.

“I’m not ready to film a professional scene with a guy yet, no matter who it is,” I told him.

“Yeah, because of Devin” he responded.

“Devin has nothing to do with this” I lied again.

“Rosie, come on…do you honestly think you have a future with this guy?” he asked.

“David…I love him” I confessed.

“Come here,” he said to me as I walked to him, he placed his hands on my shoulders and locked eyes with me.

“I’ve been doing this a long time and long enough to know that relationships and this industry do not go hand in hand.

Even people who are both in the industry have issues.

I’m not saying it’s impossible but it’s improbable” he explained to me.

“Why can’t Devin and I be that couple?” I asked.

“I’m not saying that you can’t…all I’m saying is that I don’t want to see you have your heartbroken,” he told me with caring.

“You told me from the beginning that you would never force me to do something I didn’t want to do,” I said to him as he removed his hands from my shoulders and nodded his head.

“I don’t want to film any guys yet,” I said to him as he threw his hands in the air with frustration.

“Rosie, you have limited content as it is, and sure, we still get views, but the fact of the matter is the revenue is down to a trickle,” he said to me.

“I know David, believe me, I know.

I’m not close to earning last year” I admitted.

“I doing my best to brand you and keep true to my promise to you, but I can’t do that if you’re not helping,” he said to me with continued frustration.

My contract with David and Gerrit stated that anything I did outside of the industry was all mine as in 100% but if I wasn’t filming, none of us were earning a red cent.

I put my thinking cap on and began to research what stars in the industry did to supplement their incomes.

Very few of us in the industry performed full time as most had real jobs and careers and performed to supplement their incomes but I was looking for a way to supplement my porn career.

There was a company that made vagina strokers for guys that mimicked the pussies of porn actresses.

I reached out to them and had my very own created.

I spent a few dollars on having a professional video made of me promoting my vagina stroker.

“You all know that I love men but they’re so far and few in between.

If you’ve ever thought about what it would like to put your hard dick inside of my tight pussy think no longer.

Put your cock inside of my pussy stroker and you’ll know what it’s like to fuck me, Jessica Angel” I said in the video as I blew a kiss to end it.

I had Gerrit post the video to both the company site as well as my own and it began to sell well from the start, but the money wasn’t substantial by any stretch.

Then as if by destiny but probably more by chance something that I never imagined would happen, happened.

Mandy Fenix invited me, Alexa, and a few others to a strip club she was performing at in Atlanta that very next weekend.

I wasn’t filming, Devin was scouting new projects and finishing up a few so I decided to go.

The club was jam-packed for Mandy and we had a VIP table off to the side of the stage.

There were these guys at a VIP table next to us throwing out money as if they had a limitless supply, wearing thousands of dollars in jewelry, drinking excessively, and losing their minds.

“Who the fuck are they?” I asked Raven as she smiled and replied, “The guy in the middle is an up-and-coming rapper…he’s probably going to get signed soon” she said with lust.

“Guess he’s your type,” I said to her as she smiled and said, “I’m going to fuck him so hard his dick may fall off” with a laugh.

After Mandy finished performing and walked over to our table, a guy said, “Yo, Malik, that whole table, porn bitches!” as the rapper rose from his seat, shook his head, and stared at the guy with a serious expression.

“Malik, bring your ass over here!” Mandy shouted out as the rapper walked over to our table alone.

“You can dance your ass off girl,” he said with a smile.

“I can do more than dance my ass off” she replied in a flirtatious tone.

“No doubt,” he said with a wink as I looked at the tall, handsome, and muscular man.

He smiled at me and said, “I’m Malik” as I smiled back at him and replied, “Rosie.”

“Ladies, excuse my man, he sometimes doesn’t know how to act” as we all laughed.

“What do you have going on?” Mandy asked.

“I came through to check you out but now that you're done, I’m out” he responded.

“Where we going?” Mandy questioned in reply.

“My crib to cut a track,” he said with a coy smile.

“Ladies!” Mandy yelled out as rubbed his hands together and said, “You know where I’m at” as he waved to his table and exited the club.

“We’re out of here!” Mandy exclaimed as we all get into her limo, popped open a few bottles of champagne, and headed to Malik’s house.

For an up-and-coming rap artist, he sure as hell wasn’t living like one.

The house was huge and had a recording studio in the basement where we all gathered.

I was honestly a bit nervous as there were so many men there, easily outnumbering by at least three to one.

Within minutes of us arriving, bottles of champagne and liquor were being opened and the studio was quickly filled with weed smoke.

They were smoking so much weed I became high without taking one drag of anything as Raven was all over Malik.

“I gotta do my thing, excuse me for a bit,” he said as Raven got off his lap and he entered the studio.

The hip hop genre of music was never my thing but with alcohol running through my veins and as high as a kite I began to dance as Mandy joined me.

He was rapping to a song titled, “Love Me a Bad Bitch,” as the man sitting at a large board with switches, the producer, listened intently through headphones.

A bunch of the guys starting chanting “He love him a bad bitch!” over and again.

I don’t know what came over me but as I danced, I sang out, “That’s me!” every time the guys chanted, “He love him a bad bitch!”

Malik came out of the recording booth as the producer, Fire Beats Gawd, yelled out, “All of y’all shut the fuck up!” as the entire room became silent.

The producer played back the track as Malik listened intently while smoking a joint and sipping a drink.

“We need a fire hook,” Malik said to Fire Beats Gawd.

Without thinking a yelled out, “You love bad bitches and I’m a bad bitch!” as I drank champagne straight from the bottle as both Malik and his producer both looked at me and smiled.

“You, a down south girl,” he said as I spelled out Mississippi in a singing tone.

The entire room erupted in laughter except for Malik as he looked at me oddly.

He walked to me and yelled out, “I love me a bad bitch!” as I yelled back at him, “That’s me!”

“Again!” he yelled out as he again yelled out the line and I yelled, “That’s me!”

The next thing I knew I’m in the recording booth with Malik as she giving me instructions on how to say the line.

When I heard myself on the track, I didn’t think much of it but the guys in the studio were going berserk.

“That shit is fire!” a guy yelled out as I shrugged my shoulders as Malik sat down on the couch with a pencil and a legal pad and began writing as I continued to drink, and the room continued to be filled with the smell of marijuana.

“Rosie…bring that fine ass over here,” he said to me as I sat on the couch next to him and he handed me the legal pad.

“Read that,” he said.

I read, “He love him bad bitch, that's me.

So damn bad I make em go on shooting sprees.

Catch me on video doing my thang, looking at my body stroking that ding a lang.

Wishing they could bang me, you see, is that baddest bitch.

Sexy, stunning, cunning, and rich.

The baddest bitch I make straight chicks wanna switch.”

“You is a bad bitch, so bad you gonna rap that on my track,” he told me as I looked at him and laughed.

Five hours later I finally said the lines the way both Malik and Fire Beats Gawd wanted as the sun rose.

Most of the room had left with only a few guys and my friends still smoking and drinking.

“Yo, I need you for the video,” he said to me as I looked at him.

“You’re seriously putting me in your song!” I exclaimed in disbelief.

“What can I say…you a bad bitch” he smiled.

I stayed in Atlanta for over a week, partying until the video shoot.

Me being high and drunk after Mandy’s appearance at the strip club and saying the line of “I’m a bad bitch,” along with the short rap verse on Malik’s track was the best thing that could have happened to my career at the time.

When the video was released online, I went viral, and so did I.

People who watched the rap video wanted to know about me resulting in hundreds of thousands of new social media followers.

The videos I had made when I first began in the porn industry were getting thousands of new views daily and when Malik told me, he was “Blessing me” I had no idea what he meant until the checks started showing up.

He gave me a generous percentage of the money the rap song earned through video views and streaming downloads.

My vagina stokers were selling like wildfire and I had a poster created of me in a string bikini that had the words, “Bad Bitch” printed on it which also sold at a ludicrous rate.

The money was pouring in at an insane rate and although I tried to give both David and Gerrit money, they refused to take a dime from me but wanted us all to capitalize on my newfound fame.

“We need new content for you,” Gerrit said to me with excitement.

“I may never be hotter than I am now, so I think filming with Daisy is the way to go,” I told him.

Both he and David couldn’t have agreed more which led to me filming a 3-video series with Daisy, titled, “Bad Bitch Jessica Angel Loves Her Some Camila Corazon.”

The first video of the series was of Daisy and I kissing, going down on one another, and me finger fucking her while playing with her clit to orgasm.

The second video was us eating each other’s pussies and asses with the final video of me dominating Daisy and ending with me fucking her ass with a strap-on while she masturbated at the same time.

All three videos were in the millions of views within days of being released and it was official…I wasn’t just a porno star I was the porno star!

I was making a ludicrous amount of money and Daisy was making more money than I had in my first year in the industry.

My relationship with Devin during this time was getting extremely serious resulting in him taking me home for his younger brother’s birthday.

I got along well with his friends from home as well as his younger brother and his friend for obvious reasons but when it came to his family it was an entirely different story.

They didn’t disrespect me or treat me badly by any stretch of the imagination, but I could see it in their eyes and demeanors that they didn’t approve of my relationship with Devin.

I felt so enormously uncomfortable around his entire family that instead of staying at his childhood home as we had initially planned, we spent the night at a hotel.

“Your family hates me,” I said to him that night.

“I love you and I don’t give a shit how anyone in my family feels about me being with you.”

I knew he meant those words to me, but it made me feel terrible as the last thing I wanted was for Devin to have issues with his family because of me.

Devin and Gerrit were so happy with the amount of money my series with Daisy earned that they decided to concentrate on getting her as high on the totem pole as possible, resulting in her finally losing her virginity on camera by yours truly.

My career was turning out to be more than I could have ever imagined and best of all was that I passed the two-year mark in the industry without needing or having to film any sex scenes with men.

The most well know nudie magazine in existence paid me close to $1 million to appear on the cover, shoot a spread, and interview.

Rosie Daniels and Jessica Angel were now the same people.

There was no more hiding behind my screen name, my fans and non-fans alike now knew exactly who I was.

“Daisy, it’s time to take this to another level.

$19.99 per month membership to your website where subscribers get exclusive premium content.

You’ll chat with fans, answer questions, we’ll shoot new scenes solely for the site and Gerrit came up with the greatest idea” he said to me with joy.

“Please tell,” I told him with an ear-to-ear smile.

“To get as many members as possible, anyone guy who joins and stays on for at least three months gets entered for a chance to have his dream come true.”

“What’s the dream come true?” I asked.

“Film a scene with the one and only Rosie Daniels also known as the baddest bitch in the porn industry, Jessica Angel,” he said with passion.

“You want me to film a scene with an everyday person?” I asked with shock.

“Rosie, we’re talking about huge money here.

45% of $19.99 for every 1,000 subscribers is an insane amount of money for all of us.

Gerrit and I are beyond confident that we can get at least 6,000 subscribers easily with your social media following and fan club.

Not considering fees you’d be looking at a minimum of between $40,000 and $45,000 per month, every month.

That’s a minimum of close to half a million dollars for the year just on the site not including new scenes we’re going to film.”

“That is huge money but why can’t we open the chance to be with me to a girl?” I asked.

“The girl-on-girl stuff is a wrap for now…guys want to see you with a guy and there’s no better way to film that with a guy that’s a super fan” he explained to me.

The more I thought about it the more it made sense to me, especially when I expressed my concerns that I didn’t want to have sex with an old guy and was assured that the winner would be rigged.

They would provide me with the names of the guys, and I could find their social media accounts to see what they looked like and pick the winner.

Better yet that since I would be filming with a non-industry person the sex, I felt that the sex wouldn’t last long, maybe a few minutes if that, but I thought I had an even better way to assure that it wouldn’t last long.

“David, how about an anal sex scene?” I asked him.

“Why an anal sex scene?” he asked curiously.

“The only vaginal penetration I’ve had on film was with Gage Cummings and doing it again with an amateur is leaving money on the table.

We’ve already done amateur vaginal penetration on video so it should be with a hot new stud not some guy who’s going to cum in a couple in a few seconds, been there done that” I explained.

“Yeah alright, sounds like a plan,” he said to me, so I agreed to do it.

I knew I had to film with a guy, and I couldn’t stall any longer, but I was tremendously worried about how Devin was going to react and wasn’t sure how to bring up the subject.

A few weeks after I agreed to shoot the scene with the fan, I decided to tell Devin.

“Baby, I need to tell you something,” I said to him.

“Okay, what is it?” he asked.

“David and Gerrit are taking my earnings to a level they told me they would get me to when I first started but I didn’t truly think was going to happen,” I told him as I explained what we were doing.

“Just anal then?” he asked.

“It’s going to be anal but I’m sure he’s going to go down on me.

Also, if he spews in thirty seconds it’s not going to be all too great so to make it last longer, I’m going to go down on him” I explained as Devin rubbed his face and chin with his hand and then ran his fingers through his hair.

I could tell he was not only upset but trying to act as if he weren’t.

“Do what you need to do” he said to me as I looked at him, nodded my head, and smiled.

Three months later, Daisy and Blake helped me weed out the subscribers and ultimately select a “winner” after over a week of researching social media profiles.

His name was Zackery Boggs, a twenty-year-old Los Angeles college student who was over the moon with joy and excitement when he was notified that he had won.

To assure I was safe he was tested for every sexually transmitted disease there was which he passed.

The enrollment campaign was even better than Gerrit and David thought it would be resulting in a little over 8,500 subscribers, earning me over $70,000 at the end of month 3, earning me a total of over $100,000 in only 3 months.

For weeks before filming the scene Devin did his best to pretend that it was no big deal to him, but I knew it was as I could see it in his eyes.

I had never had anal sex before but after speaking with Daisy on how to prepare I did as she told me.

I used my finger at first to get comfortable with the feeling and then moved to using two fingers.

After using my fingers to loosen up I moved on using a small butt plug and little by little I increased the size of the butt plugs.

The night before filming I had an enema and made sure not to eat anything from that time until filming.

“Congratulations, Zackery…are you looking forward to filming with me?” I asked.

“This is dream come true.

I’ve beat off to you more times than I can remember” he replied as I giggled while thinking that it was kind of odd of all things, he could say to me at that moment that’s what he chose to say.

“What do you plan on doing to me, baby?” I asked him as he looked at me with eagerness and answered, “I’m going to eat your pussy and your ass” as I winked at him and then at the camera.

“Sounds amazing,” I said to him in a lust-filled voice as I looked at him and said, “Time to get naked, Zack” as he removed his clothes as fast as I had ever seen someone undress.

“You’re already hard for me,” I said to him as I too removed my clothes.

He laid on his back as I took hold of his rod and placed it in between my tits and squeezed my tits together.

I placed his dick, in my mouth and begin to suck his dick as I played with his balls at the same time.

“I can’t believe this is happening!” he exclaimed as he began to moan as I slurped on his dick.

I was honestly surprised that he hadn’t orgasmed as I sucked him for a couple of minutes.

Zack lasted a little under five minutes before he yelled out, “I’m going to cum!” when I removed his cock from my mouth, jerked him off to completion and he shot large streams of sperm.

I got onto all fours on the bed as he placed himself behind me and began to kiss, lick, and suck my pussy with his mouth and penetrated my pussy with his tongue.

As he orally performed on me, I tried to enjoy the feeling, but he was all over the place and failed to concentrate on my clitoris at all.

Again, he wasn’t there to please me, he was there to please himself and please himself he did as he moved from my kitty to my asshole.

He was much better at eating my ass than he was my pussy, and it took him until he was rimming and sticking his tongue in my ass for him to touch my clit.

It’s not that what Zack was doing to me didn’t feel good it was that as he performed, I was thinking about Devin.

“You ready to fuck my ass baby?” I asked in a yearning tone of voice.

“Oh yeah…I’m going to fuck that ass right now,” he said with longing as he got off the bed as I watched him grab a bottle of lube and place a cock ring on himself.

I wasn’t expecting him to use a cock ring and although I knew it helped some guy last longer, I was hoping it didn’t have the same effect with him.

He lubed his cock and my asshole, placed himself behind me, and slowly penetrated my ass as I did my best to breathe properly and not become tense.

I now had a cock inside my ass for the first time in my life as I moaned, groaned, and grabbed handfuls of the bed sheets as his dick inside of my ass hurt.

As he fucked my ass slowly at times, I felt like I needed to poop and I wasn’t having fun or enjoying the feeling but pretended that I did by continuing to moan and say, “Your dick in my ass feels so fucking good.”

I figured if I talked dirty to him while he was ass fucking me it would make him cum quicker as I found myself not enjoying the feeling of Zack inside my ass at all.

“Yeah baby, fuck my ass!” I exclaimed as he moved a little faster but was still moving in and out of me slowly and methodically.

“You want to cum in my ass Zack...huh…cum in my ass, I want you to cum inside my tight ass,” I said to him as I gritted my teeth momentarily and did my best to breathe correctly.

The encounter was lasting longer than I thought and for as much as I had hoped, I would enjoy the feeling I wasn’t.

“Come on Zak, cum in my ass…I want to feel your hot cum drip out of me,” I said as she began to fuck me a little faster and then reached around my waist to in between my legs and began to play with my clit.

“Zak…cum…cum for me…cum in my ass!” I cried out as he was cock was now moving in and out at about twice the speed as previously.

All I could think about at that moment was how bad I wanted his cock out of me as he stopped playing with my clit, placed both his hands on my hips, and began to fuck me with short deep thrusts.

He moved his hands from my waist to my shoulders and began to pond me as I began to yell out, “Yes, baby…cum, I want to feel you hot cum in my ass” as in my head I was screaming, get your cock of my ass!

Mercifully he stopped pounding me, leaving his manhood inside me as I felt it throb, he grunted and slowly removed it from my ass.

I felt his hot semen leave my asshole and drip down onto my pussy as I whipped my head back and looked at his pleasure-filled face from over my shoulder.

“Was that good for you?” I asked him as I got off my knees and off the bed.

“That was the greatest moment of my life!” he said with delight as I giggled and replied, “You cock in my ass felt amazing.”

Gerrit stopped filing as I hugged Zack and kissed him on his cheek and immediately went to the bathroom to shower.

Hours later it was like I could still feel Zack’s dick inside of my ass and I wasn’t sure if I didn’t enjoy it because it was my first time or because I simply wasn’t ever going to enjoy anal.

I talked to Devin that night but didn’t see him until two days after and he seemed extremely nervous for some reason, but I had no clue as to why.

He took me to this amazingly romantic restaurant complete with violinists and looked as if he was going to sweat even though it was comfortable inside the restaurant.

As we ate dinner and I tried to have various conversations with him, but he was either gave me short responses or seemed not to be paying attention.

“Devin…what did I just say?” I asked him.

“Huh…what?” he asked in reply.

“What is going on with you tonight? I asked him with concern.

“I love you so much,” he said to me.

“I love you too” I replied as he rose from his chair.

As if time were in slow motion, I watched him get down onto one knee as he took my hand as I opened my eyes wide.

Time was no longer in slow motion as I realized what he was about to do.

“Devin, get up…now…Devin don’t” I plead with him as he asked, “Will you marry me?” as he pulled a ring box from inside of his sport coat and opened the box.

I didn’t know what to say as I closed my eyes, opened them, and looked at him with a pained look.

“Devin get up please,” I said to him as he let go of my hand as the violinists approached as did the waiter with a bottle of champagne.

“May we have the bill please?” I said to the waiter as I closed the ring box, Devin placed it back inside his coat and sat back down in his chair as he then looked at me with an upset expression on his face.

He paid the bill as we stared at one another in silence, left the restaurant, waited for the valet to bring his car to the front, and entered.

I knew Devin was driving me home as we rode in silence as I gazed outside my window.

He stopped his car in front of my house, put the car into park, and turned off the engine.

“You don’t want to marry me,” he said to me as I exhaled and replied, “It’s not that I don’t want to marry you I just don’t get married anytime soon, Devin.

I’m twenty-one getting engaged is not on my radar right now” I admitted to him.

“If you truly and honestly love me you’d want to marry me,” he said to me clenching his jaw.

“Devin, I do love you but no, I don’t want to get engaged and I don’t want to get married.

Just because I don’t want to get engaged doesn’t mean I don’t want to be with you because I do” I said to him with sincerity as he looked at me.

“Why now, Devin, huh…why is it so important to get engaged now?” I asked him.

“I thought You may say yes and then I could ask you to stop doing what you do,” he said to me.

“Getting engaged wouldn’t change that” I instantly replied.

“What will?” he asked as I stared at him not knowing what to say.

He slammed both of his hands onto the top of the steering wheel and said, “I haven’t been able to sleep…think straight since you did the thing.

You had sex with another guy” he said to me.

“I had anal sex with the guy” I quickly replied.

“You sucked his dick, and he went down on you right?” he responded as I nodded my head.

Devin began to tear as he wiped at the corner of his eyes with his fingers.

“This shit is eating me alive, Rosie.

I make more than enough money to support us both and you’ve made a lot of money in a short period.

We can do real estate flips together, buy rental properties, and live a lifestyle most people could only dream about” he said to me.

“Devin, I’ve been honest from the start,” I told him.

“I know you have but I’m being honest with you too.

I can’t do this…I can’t live like this.

I love you but I can’t have a relationship with you while you have sex with guys…I can’t” he said to me with sadness and frustration.

“What do want me to do?” I told him.

“I need you to quit doing what you’re doing” he replied immediately.

“Devin, I’m at the height of my career.

I lost my best friend and my entire family to get where I am…how am I supposed to walk away now?” I said to him.

“You leave the industry, and you can reconnect with your family…you told me that they want nothing to do with you because of what you do,” he told me.

“It’s not that simple Devin…David, Gerrit, Blake, and Daisy depend on me, they need me,” I said filled with emotion.

“I need you!

Do you honestly think they give a shit about you?

You’re nothing more than dollars to them, all of them!” he yelled at me with anger.

“I know they do and they’re my family!” I screamed out at him.

“How much god damn do you need to make huh?!” he shouted at me.

“As much money as I fucking can!

Women in the industry have careers that take close to a decade if not more to get where I’m heading.

No one…no one has achieved what I have with so little time in the business.

I’m making history.”

If I mean anything to you if you love me, you either quit the business or we’re history!” he said to me as he punched the middle of the steering wheel.

“You’re making me choose you or my career,” I said to him in disbelief.

“Rosie, what you do is not a fucking career!

I could barely handle you being with a woman, but I cannot, I cannot deal with you being with guys!”

“You knew what I did from day one and you still pursued me!

Now you have an issue and I’m just supposed to be okay with this?!

This is not how things work!” I said yelled out with frustration.

“This is how life works, Rosie.

Sometimes you need to make difficult choices in life but I’m thinking that your choice isn’t so difficult.

You’re not going to quit the industry for me” he said to me.

“Fine, stop flipping houses then,” I said to him sarcastically.

“You know comparing what we do is absurd.

I have an actual career and you make money using your looks and your body.

Anyone can get fucked on video” he said to me.

“Lots of people do and have but no one has been as good at is me,” I said to him with anger so intense spit was flying out of my mouth.

“Yeah, so you’re choosing the business,” he said to me.

I did not doubt that I loved him, and I was trying to calm myself down so I could think clearly.

It was true what he said to me, that I made a lot of money in a short period and I could use that money to not only build his business and we could live a life that most people could only dream about.

I was about to tell him to at least give me a day or two to think about it when he looked at me and said “My dad is right, I can’t turn a whore into a housewife” in a tone that I never heard before and a look that I’ve never seen.

Both his tone and his look were something I thought I would never see from him.

“I don’t want to be a housewife and I’m not a fucking whore!” I screamed out in a combination of hurt and fury.

“Not a whore but about to continue a supposed career one dick at a time,” he said to me shaking his head.

“Not even an hour ago you wanted to marry me and not even three minutes ago you asked me to choose between you or my career but now I’m a whore.

Fuck you!” I said to him as tears left my eyes.

“Never again…get the fuck out of my car!” he yelled at me as I got out of his car and slammed the door as hard as I could behind me.

As I walked away from his car, I heard it start and heard the screeching of the tires on the road.

I ran into the house, passed Devin and Daisy, ran up the stairs, and locked myself in my bedroom.

Had he even given me 5 more seconds before saying what he did to me those words would never have left his mouth, but they did and that’s what hurt most.

He asked me to be his wife, told me he loved me, and asked me to choose yet he called me a whore.

It wasn’t so much that he called me whore it was how he said it to me…it kept playing over and again in my head.

“Rosie…” I heard Daisy say through my door as I yelled out, “I need to be alone” through my sobs.

It wasn’t even 10 PM by the time I cried myself to sleep with Devin’s words and look running through my mind over and again.

He called me to ask if he could come over the next night so we could talk and I agreed although we had nothing to talk about, I just needed to say what I needed to say to him.

“Had you not said what you said to me last night I would have chosen you but I’m happy that I didn’t.

I will never in my life get over what you said to me and it’s not that you said what you said or even how you said it, it’s because you meant it.

Deep down inside you meant every single fucking word you said to me, you called me a whore because you think I’m a whore, and had I chosen you it would only be a matter of time before your true feelings came out.

I loved you and honestly, I still do but you broke my heart and that will never happen to me again.

Goodbye,” I said to him that night.

He didn’t say a word to me as he put his head down and walked away.

That was the last time I ever saw him or spoke to him.

Everyone tried to talk to me about what happened with Devin, but I refused and told everyone that I never wanted to hear his name again.

I felt foolish and dumb to have thought it was possible to have a relationship with Devin even after David told me what he told me.

I knew David was right and that a relationship with anyone, whether in the industry or not was near impossible, not worth the effort and I vowed never to try again.

Instead, I decided to put all my effort and every ounce of my energy into doing what I did and making the most money I could.

I spoke with David and told him that It was time for me to do accomplish what no other person in the industry, male or female, had ever accomplished before.

I told him I was going to be the youngest and richest bad bitch of all time.

One of the things I loved most about both Gerrit and David was that they weren’t greedy as they bypassed my contract, bumped all my earnings through the production company to 45%, meaning I was making more money than either David or Gerrit.

They were splitting 50% of my revenue but they were paying for everything from production to marketing to David not charging me a red cent to live in his house.

As they were doing all that they were doing for me in return I bypassed the $3,000 for filming scenes and I also decided to pay David a 15% agent commission on my strip club appearances where my starting rate was $30,000 for 20 minutes or $45,000 for a half an hour.

Any strip clubs that wanted me for longer than half an hour needed to book me for a complete hour at $90,000.

The money was like a fucking drug and like a drug I became addicted to making as much money as possible and without Devin in my life any longer I was willing to do whatever David and Gerrit felt best for my career.

My first order of business was to work with Richard Steele for my first professional sex scene with a guy and I understood why his performer last name was Steele as his cock was as hard as steel.

Richard was in his mid-thirties, handsome, fit, and fucked like a thoroughbred, and no matter how many times Gerrit yelled out to cut a scene for us to change positions or to get a better angle his dick stayed hard.

Many male performers need fluffers to get their dicks hard again but not Richard Steele.

The man’s cock was bigger than average and stayed hard.

I had wondered why he was considered the top male performer, but I no longer wondered after shooting as not only did he stay hard, but he could cum on command, no bullshit.

He was also sweet, nice, and treated me with respect which is also why I enjoyed working with him as much as I did but the money, we made from the video was more enjoyable.

After I filmed with him, both Daisy and I were to film a threesome with him at a rented house in Beverly Hills.

“Hi, I’m Courtney you and Daisy’s stylist,” an older woman said to me as I looked at her with confusion.

“Uh…Leslie is my stylist,” I said to her as she shrugged her shoulders and replied, “I don’t know who that is, but David Miller hired me to style both you and Daisy.”

I was quite upset that neither David nor Leslie said anything about her no longer be the production company stylist, but I put it in the back of my mind as I was going to be filming a scene with Daisy and Richard.

Richard Steele gave Daisy multiple orgasms as she ate my pussy while he fucked her from behind and made me cum when Daisy and I switched positions.

With me wearing a strap on and having it in Daisy’s ass while Steele fucked her pussy, she again had multiple orgasms during that part of the shooting.

Daisy had four orgasms in total while filming with us and it did something to her as after that video, she was horny all the time.

After filming I went to David visibly upset and asked, “Why didn’t Leslie style me and Daisy today.”

“Leslie’s business is taking off and I can’t keep having her go on set when her time is better served operating the business.

She’s taking off, Daisy, and is opening a second location and she’s getting too busy to keep doing this for me” he explained.

Leslie was there since I started in the industry and not having her on-site to talk to and laugh with before filming felt odd and from that point on it just wasn’t the same.

Courtney was a very nice woman, but she wasn’t Leslie and I greatly missed Leslie.

Daisy was becoming a star in her own right as was Blake who was quickly becoming a sought-after commodity especially since he was openly gay but was able to perform with women.

Blake loved the industry as did Daisy, but she was beginning to worry both David and me as she was partying all the time and going home with random guys she met while out.

I was so close to reaching my seven-figure mark I could taste it but after three years in the industry and filming as much as I was by that time my earnings began to not only stagnate but began to drop.

My star was still bright no longer as bright as the “Love Me a Bad Bitch” days as it was no longer as popular and slowly became just another once-hot song.

My website was still generating a substantial amount of money but not as substantial as before as the subscriber base never surpassed that little over 8,500 membership level and instead consistently fluctuated between 4,000 to around 5,500.

I was still the baddest bitch in porn, the biggest female star of the female stars, and although my earnings were substantially greater than anyone else it was my mission to break the 7-figure barrier even though I was getting further away than closer.

Even my strip club appearance fee when down to $20,000 per half hour and no one wanted to book me for a complete hour.

David and Blake accompanied me to an appearance at a “Gentleman’s Club” in Houston one weekend.

After I finished performing an older man dressed in a business suite approached me and said, “You’re amazing” as I giggled and responded, “I know.”

“Out of curiosity, if a man such as myself wanted an overnight private appearance from you, how much would that cost?” he inquired.

“More than you can afford” I replied.

“May I be the judge of that?” he asked as I thought of the most ludicrous number I could think of and answered, “A hundred grand.”

“How would I make the arrangement?” he questioned as pointed to David, went to the locker room, showered, and changed.

When I exited the locker room, David was sitting at his VIP table alone and waved me over to him as I took a seat next to him.

“I had an interesting conversation with someone about making a certain arrangement,” he said to me.

“That guy was full of shit,” I said to him as he shook his head and replied, “Not in the last.

He’s like to pay with an AMEX black card.”

“What…he wants to pay a hundred grand for me to spend the night with him?” I asked with shock and surprise as David nodded his head.

“Fuck…book it,” I told him as he looked at me oddly.

“I talked to you about this years ago and you told me that letting a guy fuck you for $50,000 would make you a prostitute,” he said to me with seriousness.

“We’re not talking about 50 grand we’re talking double the amount” I quickly responded.

“The only difference Rosie is more money,” he said to me as I shrugged my shoulders and said, “I don’t care, book it.”

“Does this have anything to do with what’s his name?” David asked me as I shook my head.

“This has to do with me getting to where I want to be financially.

This guy and maybe two others at that price point gets me over the hump” I responded.

“I don’t like it,” he said to me as I stared at him with a bit of anger as I replied, “it’s not for you to like or dislike.

It’s my body and my decision” I said to him.

“No, I won’t allow you to do this…have some patience and you’ll get to where you want to be,” he said to me.

“You won’t allow me to do this?!

Who do you think you are?!” I asked him with total anger.

“I’m the guy who’s always looked out for you and this is not fucking going to happen so this is the end of the discussion.

I was furious with David and didn’t talk to him for days after the appearance in Houston.

It was a Wednesday morning when I walked down the stairs and laid my eyes on him for the first time.

He was well over six feet tall, had a large scar across his right cheek, an extremely serious look on his face, and he kind of scared me.

“Rosie this is Yerik” David said to me.

“Okay…why is Yerik here?” I asked with puzzlement.

“This is something we should have done a while back but Yerik is your chaperone,” he said to me.

“I don’t need a chaperone!” I exclaimed.

“He’s more of a bodyguard but from here on out wherever you go, Yerik goes with,” he said to me with seriousness.

“I’m a big girl and don’t need a bodyguard,” I said to him.

“You do and it’s done so get to know him,” David said to me with a smile.

“This is because of the other night in Houston!” I shouted as David shrugged his shoulders and replied, “When people make questionable decisions it’s best to assure that someone is always there to make sure things don’t happen.”

“This is fucking bullshit, David!” I exclaimed as he looked at me and replied, “This is reality…you may not like it, but you’ll learn to love it.”

Not only was Yerik scary looking but he was kind of creepy as well.

No matter what I said to him he didn’t reply and didn’t smile.

I now had a 24/7 caretaker with the looks of Frankenstein and the personality of a tree.

A few days after Yerik came into my life I was watching the news on television in the living room with Daisy and David when I felt as grateful as I ever had to David.

“Texan oil magnet, Wesley Atkinson was taken into custody today and charged with aggravated sexual assault and murder of an escort found dead three days ago.

More to come on this shocking development as more information becomes available” the news anchor said to the screen as I looked at the picture of the same man who approached me in the club in Houston.

I had been so furious at David for not booking the overnight liaison with the same man less than a week before and the pretty woman who no longer walked the Earth could have been me had I left with him.

David looked at me and said, “There’s a lot of sick fucking people in this world and you’re well known.

You may not have been her, but you just as easily could have been.

I’m may not always be around to protect and guide you, so you need to make better decisions in your life.

I know you’d prefer not to have Yerik around, but he’s needed” David said to me and knew I agreed without me saying a single word.

David always had this uncanny ability to be right more often than wrong, and I soon discovered that I indeed needed Yerik.

Whenever I went out in public Yerik would walk a few feet behind me as I would often have fans, I would bump into it who would ask for a photograph with me or an autograph.

I took a quick trip to the mall close to closing time to purchase a dress that I saw online and couldn’t wait to get my hands on.

It was late and the mall was practically empty as I walked quickly trying to distance myself from Yerik as I didn’t want him to be with me.

I exited the mall, entered the parking garage, and walked so fast as I was in a near sprint as I opened the doors to my car and popped the trunk with my key fob.

I placed my shopping bag into the trunk when suddenly I had a hand over my mouth and found myself being dragged away from my car.

I didn’t know who it was that was doing this to me…I couldn’t see the person and I didn’t even feel the person closing in on me.

As I was being dragged, filled with terror, kicking, and trying to scream with a hand over my mouth Yerik saved me.

He beat the ever-loving shit out of the man who attempted to abduct me.

When the police arrived, I heard him speak for the first time.

“He try to take boss, he fall, I save” he said to the officer in a thick Russian accent.

“Is that what happened ma’am?” the officer asked me as I nodded my head.

David was right again!

Had he not hired Yerik to be my bodyguard I would have been abducted.

The guy who tried to kidnap me had been stalking me for well over a year without me having a clue that he was.

When the police searched his apartment, they found a shrine dedicated to me in his bedroom complete with pictures of me jogging and sipping coffee.

I would tell you who the guy was but fuck him, he doesn’t deserve the acknowledgment.

My attempted kidnaping received a ton of attention and regardless of what would have happened had Yerik not been there to save me, it put money in my pocket as I once again became viral.

“Daisy you’re getting out of control,” I said to her on a Sunday morning as I ate breakfast and she stumbled into the house in the worst shape I had ever seen her in.

She was extremely drunk, and she kept inhaling deeply through her nose as if she had a cold, but I knew she didn’t.

“I’m young, hot, and having a good time!

Get off my case mom!” she said to me with venom that morning.

Later that same day, both David and Gerrit introduced us to two more newcomers who would also be moving into the house.

The first was a back girl named Kiana Strahan, twenty-one, with a performer name of Amber Ebony.

She was tall, slender, had an amazing ass, perky tits, and an incredibly pretty face to go along with an amazing smile that could light up a room.

The second was a black guy named, Denzel Taylor, a bisexual black male with an amazing ripped to shreds body, a handsome face, and the biggest cock I’ve ever seen or have had in me to this day with a performer name, Lawrence Gunn.

When I was introduced to them both I knew where David and Gerrit wanted to go.

They had Daisy a hot Latina, Blake a hot Caucasian gay male who could perform with women, me, and now Kiana, a hot black girl, and Denzel a hot black guy.

Both Kiana and Denzel were exactly who I needed when I needed them to not only take my earnings way over where they had been but get me ever so closer to that 7-figure mark I so desperately wanted to achieve.

I first filmed a series of scenes with Denzel with the first scene titled, “Jessica Angel Gets Her First BBC” that exploded as did I when Denzel fucked my pussy with his huge cock.

In addition to that video, we filmed him ass fucking me and a three-way with me, him, and Blake.

Kiana and I had amazing chemistry while filming scenes together and I think a major reason why was because we could easily read each other’s body language.

I filmed a series of videos with Kiana, then with Kiana and Daisy, Kiana and Blake, and round and round, we went for an entire year.

Kiana and Denzel climbed the charts much quicker than both Blake and Daisy and there was an odd competitive tension that was beginning to feel palpable.

Daisy became more out of control than ever with the tsunami of money she had coming in and started disappearing for days at a time but no matter what was said to her or who said something to her it went in one ear and out the other.

“Rosie!” I heard a once familiar voice scream out with excitement as I spun my body around in the direction of the voice to see Leslie.

“Oh my God…Leslie!” I screeched as we ran to one another and embraced.

As soon as we stopped embracing, she looked at Yerik and asked, “Who and what is that?” as I laughed and filled her in.

We went out for lunch and as we ate and caught up on life, I realized how much I missed her.

I missed her face, smile, voice, and humor as lunch turned into drinks which turned into dinner, more drinks, and us hanging out at her apartment.

“Your career is on fire!” she said as she placed her straight finger on her ass and made the sound of sizzling meat.

“You’re one to talk” I replied with laughter.

By this time Leslie had salons in Los Angeles, San Francisco, and San Diego.

Her salons were quickly becoming the go-to places for the wealthy and famous and I could tell she was overwhelmed.

“You look stressed out,” I said to her.

“Not so much it’s a…a…yeah, I’m stressed out, but I love it.

I never imagined for a second that any of this would be possible…all I wanted was to lice comfortable, but this shit is crazy to me” she said to me with pride and joy.

“I’m so happy for you but I miss you.

Since you became the Leslie Giacomo I barely talk or see you anymore” I said to her as she nodded her head slowly and replied, “I know but as soon as things calm down, we can chill out” she said with her amazing smile.

“Make time me for me bitch” I said to her jokingly as she laughed, hugged me, kissed me on my cheek, and said, “We can’t go this long without seeing each other again” as I kissed her cheek and replied by saying again, “Make time for me bitch” as we both laughed.

“Rosie, you need to see this!” Gerrit said to me as soon as I entered his house and waved to, Tiffany, Gerrit’s now serious and live-in girlfriend.

“He’s lost his mind,” Tiffany said to me apologetically as Gerrit placed his laptop onto his dining room table and pressed play on a video.

“My name is Michael Bradley, and this is my best friend, Chris Tatum” the video began with a cute and athletic-looking high school kid’s picture being shown on the video.

“Chris has had it rough lately and I’m reaching out to the one and only Rose Daniel’s for her help.

Chris’s mom lost her battle to cancer a little over six months ago and his girlfriend dumped him for a college guy who happens to be taking her to prom.

He’s been my best friend since birth and I’ve never seen him this low and I’m worried about him…the only time he smiles is when he looks at the “Bad Bitch” poster of you hanging in his room.

He would kill me if he knew I was doing this but there’s only one way for me to get my best friend back and that’s with you.

Chris is a great-looking but not so confident guy who’s had his heart broken twice in a short period, first with his mom’s death and second with the loss of his girlfriend, the hottest girl in school, Debbie Manning.

He’s eighteen, athletic, humorous, the greatest person I know and I’m begging you to go to senior prom with him.

I can only imagine the look on Debbie’s face if he were to walk into prom with his hand holding yours.

I’m sure this probably doesn’t mean anything to you but if you can find it in your heart to fix his heart, I would forever be grateful.”  the video ended.

“Oh,” I said with a sad voice and face as Gerrit looked at Tiffany and said, “I told you!”

“There is no way you’re going to got a high school prom with this kid,” Tiffany said to me.

“I don’t know…I mean…it’s only a couple to a few hours and maybe I can do a good thing for someone,” I said to her with a smile.

“Rosie, please do this,” he said to me as I quickly nodded my head.

“No, you can’t go!” Tiffany exclaimed.

“I’m going and why not?” I asked as Gerrit smiled, raised, and lowered his eyebrows, and said, “Tiff, you lose I win…get ready.”

I called Michael on the cell number he provided in the email and the following Saturday I was in Phoenix for a surprise prom date without Yerik by my side.

Michael and his girlfriend, Tonya picked me up at my hotel in a limo and we were driven to Chris’ house.

I exited the limousine, walked to the front door, and rang the bell as an older man opened the door and looked at me with his mouth wide open.

“Is Chris home?” I asked as the man slowly nodded his head as I smiled at him.

“Can you please get him for me?” I asked as the man said, “I’m Dean, Chris’ dad, please come in” as I entered the house.

“Christopher Allen Tatum, downstairs now!” he barked out as I heard a voice say, “What did I do now?!”

I heard the footsteps on the wooden stairs and then the words, “Oh my God!”

“Hi Chris, I heard you needed a date for senior prom so here I am,” I said with a huge smile.

“Am I dreaming right now?” he asked in a low tone of voice.

“Chris, get ready asap and get the fuck out of here before I disown you,” his dad said to him as he looked at me like a kid on Christmas morning and said, “I need ten minutes” as she sprinted up the stairs.

“Michael?” Dean said to me as I smiled and replied, “Yeah but I think it’ll be fun.”

Not even five minutes later Chris came running back down the stairs and said, “Uh…um…I don’t have a corsage for you.”

“I’ll think of a way for you to make it up to me” I replied with a wink as he looked at his dad, his dad smiled at him and said, “Have fun.”

We exited the house to find Michael leaning against the limo as Chris ran past me to him and bear-hugged him.

It was adorable the way Chris looked at me as he sat across from me inside the limousine.

He had a huge smile on his face and was almost in a trance-like state as we arrived at the venue and we walked out of the limo hand in hand.

When we entered the venue, the entire room became so silent all that could be heard was the music being played.

I was mobbed for a few minutes as I politely snapped a few pictures and said, “I need to get back to my date.”

I had gone to my senior prom but this one was a thousand times better.

As a slow song came on, Chris and I danced, Michael pointed to the entrance as he danced with Tonya giving me the cue that Chris’s ex-girlfriend, Debbie, had arrived.

“Put your hands on my ass,” I said to him as his eyes opened wide and he shook his head.

I rolled my eyes, placed my hands on top of his, and moved them onto my ass as I rested my hand on his shoulder.

“She’s not all that,” I said to him as he laughed but didn’t reply.

The look on the girl Debbie’s face that night was priceless and forever etched in my brain.

All night long she looked at Chris and me over and again so much that her boyfriend became so upset he left her there by herself.

Chris and I walked outside of the venue as she looked at me and said, “Thank you so much for tonight.

Not only is it a dream come true to hang out with you but a bonus that we ruined prom for her” he said to me gratefully.

We talked outside for a long while as he told me about his plans for college and hopes for the future.

By the time we were ready to go back inside the prom was coming to an end as Chris suddenly looked sad.

“What’s wrong?” I asked him as he looked down at the floor.

“Tonight was supposed to be the night,” he said to me as I looked at him not knowing what he was referring to.

“The night?” I asked as he looked at me with embarrassment and said, “You know…the night” as I replied, “Oh.

You haven’t?”

“No” he replied with a sigh.

We all got into the limousine and I was driven back to my hotel.

“Thank you for tonight, I’ll never forget it,” Chris said to me thankfully.

“Aren’t you coming?” I asked him as he swallowed his saliva loudly and asked, “Coming with you?”

I winked at him and nodded my head as I got out of the limousine as he then jumped out immediately after me.

We entered my hotel room as I looked at him and asked, “Champagne?” as he nodded his head.

“You’re not going to rat me out that I’m serving alcohol to you, are you?” I asked as he quickly shook his head.

“Chris, get comfortable.

Take your jacket, your shoes off, your jacket and tie off” I said to him as he quickly did as I said.

“I had a great time, that was way better than my prom,” I said to him.

“No, thank you…the look on her face was priceless,” he said to me as he drank from his champagne glass and suddenly became sad.

“What’s wrong Chris?” I asked him.

“I loved her and even though she cheated on me and broke my heart there’s a part of me that still does.

It’s dumb and I doubt you understand” he said to me.

I understood all too well as he said those words to me…Debbie was my Devin.

“I do…I’ve had my heartbroken,” I told him.

“You have?!” he exclaimed with shock as I nodded my head.

“Yeah, I was in love once…his name is Devin and he destroyed me.

I don’t know if I’ll ever truly get over it” I confessed.

“I don’t know who this Devin guy is, but he must be insane,” he said to me seriously.

Up to this point, all I was going to do was, have a few glasses of champagne, talk, and call it a night but I instead went in a completely different direction.

“Your BFF told me you have my poster on your wall,” I said to him as he smiled with embarrassment.

“Why?” I asked.

“You know why…that’s why you made it,” he said to me as I couldn’t stop myself from laughing.

“You ever, you know…get yourself off to me?” I asked him in a flirting manner.

He downed his glass of champagne and replied, “I may have a record” as his face turned red.

“You’re here, I’m here so you don’t need to imagine what it would be like,” I said to him as I gazed into his adorable light brown eyes.

“I don’t?” he asked nervously.

“Debbie is a cunt, she doesn’t deserve you and I would be doing female society an injustice if I allowed you to graduate high school and head off to college as a virgin.

You may fall in love with the first girl you fuck and that would just be wrong” I said to him.

“It would be?” he asked in a nervous low tone of voice.

“Yeah, it would be” I immediately said to him.

“Are you thinking about doing what I think you’re thinking about doing?” he asked with shock.

“I’m not thinking about anything, we’re fucking” I said to him as I turned around and said, “Unzip my dress.”

I could feel his shaking hands as he slowly unzipped my dress.

I removed my dress and quickly removed the rest of my clothing as I then stood before him in the nude as he looked at me in shock and awe.

“Your turn,” I said to him as he quickly removed his clothes yet placed his hands over his manhood as I laid myself back first onto the bed.

“I don’t have condoms,” he said to me as if he just lost his best friend.

“You don’t need a condom.

I’m safe and on birth control” I explained to him as I called him to me using my index finger as he slowly climbed on top of me.

Chris was so cute and so nervous as his hands were shaking uncontrollably when he touched me.

As I rubbed his cock on my pussy to get myself wet as he slowly and gently penetrated me.

“Congratulations, you’re not a virgin anymore,” I said to him as she smiled, kissed my lips, and began to slowly fuck me as I wrapped my arms around his neck.

About thirty seconds later I felt him cum inside of me as I kissed him and smiled as he looked at me with embarrassment.

“We can do it again,” I said to him as he slid himself out of me and exhaled slowly.

“Chris, don’t be embarrassed, it gets better I promise,” I said to him as his face turned red as she smiled at me.

I can’t say much for the second time, but the third time was a charm as he fucked me so hard and good that he made me cum.

“Did you fake that?” he asked me as I panted and answered, “No, not at all.”

We talked for a while as he then began to dress.

“You can stay with me,” I said to him as he shook his head and replied, “Thanks but I don’t need the pit stay over after the pity sex,” he said to me.

“I didn’t have sex with you because I feel sorry for you.

I had sex with you because I wanted to” I explained as he smiled, undressed, and get back into bed with me.

The next morning, we had breakfast together and after breakfast, Michael came to the hotel to pick him up.

“You’re great and you’re going to leave a trail of broken hearts behind you,” I said to him as I kissed him and hugged him.

“I’ll never forget you,” he said to me that morning as I winked and replied, “I hope not.”

That night with Chris was the first time I felt normal in a long time, as I felt before getting into the industry.

I wasn’t lying when I told him I had sex with him because I wanted to because I did but it made me realize that having sex with someone because I wanted to was far from my normal.

That night with Chris made me seriously question what I was doing with my life but the money I was making quickly removed the thought from my mind.

Four months after that night with Chris, I arrived home after a night of partying and went straight to bed without even changing out my clothes.

I awoke that morning feeling as if I had just risen from the dead as I took a long hot shower, changed, left my bedroom, and went downstairs to David’s office to find David crying his eyes out.

“What’s wrong?” I ask him with concern as she pointed to an empty chair in front of his desk and replied, “Have a seat.”

I slowly sat down in the chair as I continue to look at him with concern as I never saw him cry before.

“Daisy’s gone,” he said to me as I looked at him with confusion.

“Why and where did she go?” I asked he shook his head and did his best to choke back his tears.

“She’s dead Rosie,” he said to me as I looked at him in stunned silence.

“What the fuck do you mean she’s dead?!

She can’t be dead, I saw her last night David!” I screamed in pain.

“She collapsed at the club a little before closing.

I don’t have all the details yet, but she was dead before she arrived at the emergency room…Gerrit identified her body about an hour ago” he explained to me.

Daisy Gomez known professionally as Camila Corazon, my friend, and fellow actress was dead two days after her twenty-first birthday.

We all took it hard, but no one took it harder than David.

“Gerrit, I’m done, done with all of this shit!” David yelled out as Blake, Kiana, Denzel, and I sat in the living room listening intently to their loud voices emanating from David’s open office door.

“We’re all upset that Daisy is gone but life goes on!” Gerrit yelled.

“Life does go on and it’s time for me to start living my life, free from all this shit, the way I supposed to!” David replied.

“I get it…dealing with Daisy’s death must have you dealing with Michelle’s death all over again all over again!” Gerrit responded.

“Don’t say her fucking name, Gerrit!

I’ll sign the company over to you but I’m selling this place and I’m gone!” he yelled out.

“Dave, please man…don’t do this!” Gerrit begged.

“It was going to end at some point, and you’ve made enough money that you can make real movies now!

I’ve made my decision and there’s no talking me out of it!” David exclaimed.

“I make…we make real movies Dave!” Gerrit yelled with anger.

“It’s bullshit that you would make a spur-of-the-moment decision like this!” Gerrit roared.

“Maybe but the decision is mine to make” David replied.

“Dave, I know this has nothing to do with Rosie and everything to do with Michelle!

I miss her too, not a day passes that I don’t think about her, but she’s gone and Daisy's passing is not the same!
 

“I told you not to say her fucking name damn it!” David yelled.

“Michelle!” Gerrit yelled out over and again as we all heard brawling begin and all ran into the office as Denzel grabbed David, Blake grabbed Gerrit as Kiana and I placed ourselves between them.

“Get the fuck out of my house!” David yelled as Gerrit pushed Blake away and angrily left the office and house with David seething in anger.

“Everyone out…now!” David fumed as we all rushed out of his office as he slammed the door shut behind us.

“I think we should get lost for a while,” Denzel said as both Blake and Kiana agreed but I felt that I needed to stay behind so I did.

I sat alone in the living room for about half an hour as I watched David’s office door finally open and saw him walk toward his bar.

I walked into the bar to find him standing behind it, drinking straight from the bottle as he looked at me.

I sat on a barstool across from him and asked, “Have one for me?”

He made me drink and slid it across the bar.

“Where did everyone go?” he asked as I shrugged my shoulders and smiled.

“Why didn’t you go with them?” he asked.

“I didn’t want to leave you alone” I admitted as she looked at me and grinned.

“Rosie from Mississippi,” he said with a chuckle as he took another drink from his bottle.

“Are you and Gerrit going to be okay?” I asked.

“Yeah, we’ve had it out way worse than that before” he admitted.

“Who’s Michelle?” I asked as he shook his head, looked down at the bar top, and took another drink from the bottle.

“I feel responsible for Daisy.

I knew she was going off the deep end and even though I tried to talk to her I should have tried harder” he told me.

“Don’t feel responsible because it’s all my fault” I said to him as the waterworks began.

“I should have made her leave with me…I should have done a lot of things differently, but I didn’t and now she’s gone,” I said through tears as I finished my beverage in one drink and slammed it onto the bar.

“I’ll never forget her,” he said to me as I said the same to him.

“I’m sorry but I’m going to have Gerrit take her videos offline,” he said to me.

“I don’t care about the money,” I told him with honesty.

“You should care more about money,” he said to me as we spent hours talking about investments, business opportunities, and finance.

“You can’t do this forever Rosie but do what I tell you and you’ll never need to work again,” he said to me.

“Do I still have a career to build upon my wealth with?” I asked.

“Yeah,” he said to me.

“Who’s Michelle?” I asked him as he took a deep breath and exhaled slowly.

“My wife,” he said to me as I looked at him in stunned silence.

“Gerrit isn’t just my best friend and business partners, he’s also my brother-in-law,” he told me as I stared at him.

“She lived in New York and moved back to Los Angeles.

I had never met her but knew a lot about her because Gerrit was so close to her…it was like I knew her before I met her.

When I met her for the first time it was the most amazing moment of my life, she took my breath away.

We hit it off from the start, we dated, became serious, and married even though she hated the industry.

It was causing problems in our marriage so when I found out we were expecting I told her that once our son was born, I would leave it forever.

There were complications during birth…neither of them made it” he said to me choking back tears.

“How long has it been?” I asked with tears in my eyes.

“A little over a year before we met,” he told me as he walked to me from behind the bar, took my hand, and walked me to the door of the room no one was ever allowed to enter or question.

It was his unborn child’s room and it hit me hard to know that David had been dealing with so much pain but never said a word to me.

“Why didn’t you ever say anything to me?” I asked.

“It’s hard for me…I haven’t been with anyone since her and don’t think I ever will be…she was my soulmate…my everything…the mother of my son,” he said to me as he broke down and began to sob.

I embraced him and said, “I love you David” as he squeezed me tightly and replied, “I love you too Rosie.”

That day profoundly changed me.

For as heartbroken and racked in pain as David was it made me want to feel for someone as he felt and still did toward Michelle. I wanted to experience a love so deep and true and know what it felt to have someone love me in the same way.

The day of Daisy’s burial could not have any more perfect than it was. It warmed my heart to see the number of people who cared about her and who she touched in such a short time.

It was great to see Leslie and to learn that her business was now at a place where she could take a step back and begin to enjoy the fruit of her labor.

David and Gerrit had a long talk, hugged it out, and moved forward as best friends, family, and business partners but I wasn’t expecting them both to decide on taking the production company in a different direction.

Instead of filming the short, low-budget movies and scenes, they had based the company around they decided they wanted to create feature films, with better and more solid acting.

As such, Blake, Denzel, Kiana, and I enrolled in an acting class with a specialization in acting technique and scene study. It wasn’t an extremely long course, but it gave us all an opportunity to take time to grieve and heal from Daisy’s death.

It was toward the end of the acting classes where I began to flirt with a handsome waiter and struggling actor named Zander. He had always shown interest, but I didn’t want to start mixing business with pleasure at the start.

Long story short, he asked me out, I accepted and was more excited than I thought before our first date. To be honest, I was nervous and a bit worried about telling him about my career.

Leslie prettied me up as only she could, and I dressed sexy yet conservative at the same time. He was charming, funny, and seemed to be an all-around great guy.

When he kissed me goodnight, I told him what I did for a living and from his facial expression I didn’t think I would hear from him again, but I did and was enthusiastic that he wanted to see me again until I arrived at his apartment that night.

His apartment was dark, and the only light was from candles that seemed to be strategically placed to lead to his bedroom.

He kissed me hello, gazed into my eyes, and said, “We should get right down to it.”

“Right down to what?” I asked with confusion.

“To the bedroom Rosie so you can teach me a thing or two” he replied with lust-filled eyes.

“Just because I’m in the career that I’m in doesn’t mean I’m going to jump into bed with you,” I said to him with annoyance and disgust.

“Should I pay you?” he asked me with seriousness.

“I’m not a fucking prostitute Zander,” I said to him as he laughed and replied, “Yet you fuck for money.

I watched you get double penetrated by two transexuals but I’m not good enough to fuck.”

I slapped him and stormed out of his apartment with anger at myself for having thought that a “normal” guy would want anything to do with me or treat me with dignity and respect after learning of my porn career.

As only Leslie could she gave me advice, cheered me up, and encouraged me that I could someday find true love, regardless of my career.

“Leslie, who would ever want me?” I asked her.

“There’s someone out there for you.

I don’t believe it I know it Rosie” she said to me as we embraced a few nights after my horrific experience with Zander.

Although the new direction of the production company drastically affected my income seeing Gerrit and David so happy with the finished films made me feel that I shouldn’t bitch or complain that my earnings were hovering around half of what I had become accustomed to earning.

Truthfully, I did enjoy making the movies, especially since Leslie was coming to set as much as she was. I hadn’t seen her as much in what felt like forever and we began to hang out more than we ever had yet I was blind to what was happening.

It was a little over a year of filming these erotic feature films when Kiana and I met up with Leslie at a Mexican bar and restaurant.

Leslie was as happy as I had ever seen her and seemed overjoyed to be meeting up with Kiana and me.

“You seem unusually jovial,” I said to her as she smiled big and bright and replied, “I’ve been seeing someone on and off and we’ve decided to give things a try,” she said to me.

“Who is he?” Kiana asked as Leslie giggled, smiled, and said, “Her name is Kathy” as she showed us both a picture of a stunningly beautiful woman.

I was fucking stunned as I looked at the photograph of the tall, slender, blue-eyed, blonde-haired bombshell.

“Are those natural?” I asked Leslie as she winked at me and said, “There’s nothing fake about her.”

“I had no idea,” I said to her as she shrugged her shoulders and replied, “We’ve been seeing each other on and off for about a year but we started seriously dating a few months ago.”

“Can’t wait to meet her” I said to her as she smiled and replied with excitement, “She’ll be here any minute.”

Not even two minutes later in walked Kathy with a “K” and I instantly found myself disliking her.

“You must be Rosie,” she said to me with a look of superiority as I smiled and replied, “I am.”

“Nice to finally meet you…Leslie talks about you all the time,” she said with a fake smile and she gave me a dead fish handshake.

When I introduced her to Kiana and saw how much nicer she was to Kiana it made me furious!

As we talked, ate, and drank heavily I found myself becoming agitated, angry, and couldn’t stop myself from rolling my eyes over and again over her fashion career.

“The Beth Townsend wants to work with me, and I can’t blame her.

Her designs have been becoming bland and I know that I can give her insight into where she’s been going wrong” Kathy told us as I sipped my drink and watched Leslie look at her lovingly.

At the end of the night, Kiana and I parted ways with Leslie and Kathy as I watched them walk hand in hand down the street. I immediately went on a tirade.

“I had no fucking clue that Leslie was into girls, but I guess that’s why she had a falling out with her family.

I’ve known her for years I would like to think that we’re close enough that she would have told me at some point in time.

God, I can’t her obnoxious girlfriend…nothing fake about her my ass.

Her nails are fake, she gets collagen injections in her lips and I wanted to smack the smug fucking look off her face.

Oh, I’m super awesome, I’m so super fucking awesome I have the Beth Townsend wanting to work with me.

Hey, I may not be as hot as her but at least I’m real!

What the fuck does Leslie see in that bitch?!” I spewed to Kiana as we walked into the house and heard David, Gerrit, Blake, and Denzel playing pool in David’s man cave.

“How was the restaurant?” Denzel asked as Kiana laughed and replied, “Ask Rosie” as I looked at all of them with my chest rising and falling and exclaimed, “What?!”

Kiana began to laugh hysterically as she told everyone, “Rosie has a thing for Leslie!”

“I do not have a thing for Leslie, she’s just my friend!” I shouted.

“Rose has been talking shit about her girlfriend Kathy since we left the place” Kiana explained as David and Gerrit both looked at me with smirks.

“I do not have a thing for Leslie!” I exclaimed as I stormed out and went into my bedroom.

I took hold of a picture that I had of Leslie and me and sat on my couch with fury.

“Okay so she’s hot but I don’t like her like that!

Yeah, she’s curvaceous and beautiful and I love her hazel eyes and find the dimples in her cheeks when she smiles adorable but she’s nothing more than my friend.

Leslie is smart, ambitious, successful, has always treated me great, and is always giving me the greatest advice but that’s what a friend does for a friend.

I just don’t understand why she never told me she’s into girls and I have no fucking idea what she sees in Kathy of all fucking women!” I exclaimed to myself.

It was at that moment I realized that I may indeed have a thing for Leslie!

It made my mind do cartwheels as I knew I enjoyed having sex with women when filming and had once off camera, but I never thought I would want to be in a relationship with a woman.

I had always found Leslie to be attractive and a great person, but I never thought I would ever develop romantic feelings toward her but was I truly?

I decided my best course of action was to shake off whatever it was I thought I was feeling but as time passed, I found myself unable to.

The more I spent time with Leslie alone and the more time I spent around her with Kathy present the stronger my romantic feelings became as did my level of dislike toward Kathy.

It was only a matter of time before the building tension between Kathy and I came to a head.

David and Gerrit threw a party to celebrate a couple of awards I had won for a film we made called, “Fatal Obsession,” where I played a nanny who had an affair with a married woman and became obsessed with her. It was a C-level film at best but for a pornographic movie, it was A+.

“Congratulations on your awards,” Kathy said to me smugly as I flashed a fake smile and replied, “Thank you.”

“You nailed being obsessive…it was like watching art imitate reality,” she said to me as I looked at her with my nostrils flaring.

“What the fuck are you talking about, bitch,” I said to her as she laughed and looked at me as if she wanted to cause me physical harm.

“Leslie may be blind to it but don’t think for a second I don’t see the way you look at her.

You want her so bad it’s eating you alive but face the truth Jessica Angel, she’s with me, she loves me, and you will never, ever have her.

I’m a professional in an actual career and you’re nothing more than a white trash filthy fucking whore who wins awards and earns a living fucking anything and everything that moves for a paycheck.

You’re not only disgusting, your pathetic and there is no way possible Leslie will ever see you for anything more than what you are…a filthy, disgusting, piece of shit who fucks for a living” she said to me.

“You’re a vile and disgusting person and it’s only a matter of time before Leslie sees you for who you truly are,” I said to her with anger I never felt before.

“Your opinion is what you are…complete and utter shit!” she exclaimed as she poured her drink over my head and I lost it.

I grabbed her by her hair and forced her head down as she reached up and did the same to me as we both pulled each other to the floor and began to roll around like uncaged animals.

We were pulled apart and I was dragged away from her falling my arms and legs as I spit striking her in her stupid smug face.

The next morning Leslie called me to get my side of the story, but I refused to tell her anything other than Kathy and I would never get along and I wanted nothing more than for her to be happy.

“What would make me happy is that my closest friend and girlfriend could get past their issues and get along,” she told me.

“I’m sorry but that’s not going to happen, Leslie,” I said to her.

“This is bullshit, Rosie…Kathy is willing to at least try.

If you’re my friend, you would too but you don’t want to.

You’re putting me in an impossible situation” she told me.

“I understand but I need you to understand that it’s never going to happen.

You love her so do what makes you happy…be with her and we can hang out whenever we can without her present” I said to her.

“Whatever, Rosie!” she screamed at me as she ended the call.

I needed to face the reality of my situation. I was head over heels in love with Leslie and she was head over heels in love with Kathy. I could do nothing more than to take a step back and allow Leslie to be happy.

I was depressed, miserable, and as unhappy as I had been since my family shunned me and I couldn’t talk to Leslie about how I felt as she was the root of my issue.

Over the next few months, I hung out with Leslie less than a handful of times, but it was so excruciatingly painful that I decided to let her be and stopped answering her calls, voicemails, and text messages.

Then as if out of nowhere a person from my past reentered my life, a person I thought I would never in my life see again…Christopher Tatum.

I was at the mall with Blake as Yerik shadowed us he always did when I heard a voice scream out, “Oh shit…Rosie Daniels!”

Both Blake and I spun around in the direction of the voice as we watched Chris sprint toward us as Yerik took hold of him and slammed him violently to the ground.

I ran toward Yerik as I looked at Chris laying on the floor with Yerik about to pummel him, recognized him, and yelled out, “Yerik, no!”

“Chris?” I asked as I knelt next to him as he smiled and looked at me with a dazed and confused look.

“Nice to see you again,” he said to me as I laughed and helped him to his feet.

The handsome boy I had spent one night with all those years ago was now a gorgeous man!

“I’m so sorry Yerik did that to you,” I said apologetically.

“You can make it up to me,” he said with an ear-to-ear smile.

“How?” I asked.

“Let me take to you out to dinner,” he said to me.

“Okay” I replied as we exchanged numbers and made plans for the following week.

“Why have you been ghosting me!” I read the text from Leslie.

I took a deep breath, exhaled, and called her.

“I haven’t been ghosting you…I’ve just been ludicrously busy as of late” I tried to explain.

“You’re being such a shitty friend to me,” she said with an upset tone.

“I know I have but I don’t want to cause friction in your relationship,” I told her.

“I miss you,” she said to me as I confessed that missed her too.

We spent close to two hours talking when I told her about meeting Chris again.

“Okay, I’ll hook you up,” she said to me.

“Hook me up?” I asked.

“As usual I will have you looking amazing for your date,” she said to me.

“I’m so sorry Leslie,” I told her.

“You should be, and don’t you dare ever doing that to me again,” she said seriously.

“I won’t…I promise,” I said to her not knowing if I could not break my promise.

Chris was exactly what and who I needed at that time in my life.

Here was a guy who treated me with dignity, respect and put me on a pedestal. Here was a guy who knew full well what I did for a living yet treated me like a princess and a queen.

He had moved to Los Angeles for his career as an IT security specialist and was in the beginning stages of starting his own company.

I could talk to him about my days on set, what I felt and what I experienced yet he looked at me no differently.

“It was the worst fucking experience I’ve ever had on set.

I felt like to the most unattractive person on Earth…he couldn’t stay hard and needed breaks… he kept losing his stiffy” I explained to him one evening.

“Fucking guy must have issues” he said to me as he kissed my lips.

I dated Chris for two months before I slept with him and when I did it was mind-blowing amazing!

He was so in tune with what I needed as if he were somehow reading my mind.

When he went down on me, he didn’t come back up until he made me cum and when he inserted his steel rod into my dripping wet pussy, he fucked me long, hard, and as well as I had ever been fucked off camera resulting in a second orgasm.

Chris had somehow gone from the boy whose virginity I took to a sexual God!

I knew I liked him, but I also knew that if things continued to progress as they had been, I could see myself falling for him and starting a life with him.

I still had strong feelings for Leslie but being with Chris made it bearable to be around her and Kathy at the same time.

For the first time in my life, I felt I was exactly where I should be and with the person, I should be with until one trip changed everything.

Chris and I had been serious for close to a year when he asked me to go back home to Phoenix with him for his Dad’s wedding.

I expected to receive a warm reception from his father Dean and his best friend Michael, but it couldn’t have been any colder than it was.

The day before the wedding Michael asked to take me out for drinks so we could talk but I had no idea as to what he wanted to talk to me about.

We went to a dive bar downtown and took seats in a booth with a couple of shots and a few beers each.

We downed a shot, sipped our beers as Michael looked at me with concern.

“So…” I said to him.

“You know he loves you,” he said to me as I nodded my head.

“Do you love him?” he asked.

“I’m getting there” I answered honestly.

“So, it shouldn’t be hard for you to walk away then,” he said to me as I opened my mouth wide.

“I’m not walking away from Chris!” I exclaimed.

“He’s my best friend…fuck that, he’s my brother and you need to do the right thing,” he said to me.

“What’s the right thing, Mike?!” I yelled as I downed another shot and drank my beer without removing my lips from the bottle.

“Please end this before you destroy him,” he said to me.

“I’m not going to destroy him.

We’re both happy and it’s none of your fucking business” I said to him with anger.

“Rosie, he wants to get married, start a family and he wants these things with you.

You’re his dream girl…he still has your poster on the wall of his bedroom at his dad’s house.

You doing what you do is killing him inside, but he won’t tell you because he’s afraid of losing you” he explained.

“Then he should ask me to quit” I instantly replied.

“Will you…for him?” he asked.

“Probably,” I told him honestly.

“You want kids?” he asked as I shook my head and replied, “Chris and I discussed this already, he knows, and again it’s none of your business.”

“Do you honestly think you’ll ever have a normal life with him?” he asked me with a pained look on his face.

“Yeah, why not?” I asked in response.

“Let’s say you accidentally get pregnant with a kid you don’t want.

You buy a house out in the burbs, you’re no longer in the industry and become an unhappy homemaker.

You’re daughter or son comes home and is beyond upset that one of his or her friends found out about what you once did for a living or are still doing.

Your kid is getting bullied at school because of it, your unhappy and he’s unhappy.

Why travel down that path?” he told me.

“I’m not going to ever get pregnant because I don’t want children.

I would never be a homemaker because that sounds like hell on Earth, and I would never move to the fucking suburbs” I said to him.

“See what I’m trying to tell you Rosie?” he asked as I sat back in my seat and looked at him.

“There’s only one way that your relationship with Chris is going to work out.

It’s not a matter of if, it’s a matter of when and when it’s time for it to end it also ends with Chris being destroyed.

Do the right thing, hurt him now so you don’t prevent him from finding the woman he’s supposed to be with.

There’s only one thing in life that can never be regained, and that thing is time” he said to me.

“He makes me happy, I make him happy and I’m not leaving him,” I said to him with disbelief that I was having the conversation I was having.

“You should love him by now and there’s a reason you don’t.

Telling him you love him when he tells you he loves you is fucked up.

If he means anything to you, you’ll do the right thing.

Break his heart now so you don’t do it later…please” he said to me.

“I want a normal life!” I screamed out.

“I’m sure you do and I’m sure you know that it’s not impossible but rather improbable, especially with a guy you don’t love when you should by now.”

I knew he was right…every word he said to me I felt in my heart and soul.

All I wanted was to truly be loved and to truly love someone in the same way, but I could never have that with Chris.

I would never love him the way he loved me…we wanted different things in life and time is a commodity that can never be recouped.

I didn’t want to ruin Chris’s time at his dad’s wedding, so I put on my best face and gave Chris the best night I possibly could as that what he deserved.

When he made love to me that night and I realized how deeply in love with me he was I couldn’t do it to him anymore.

The worst experience of my life was having the conversation I did with Chris when we arrived back in Los Angeles the following night and I could see his heart breaking with every word that left my mouth.

He cried, begged, and wanted nothing more than to spend the rest of his life with me but I couldn’t and knew I never would as my heart belonged to someone else.

Chris was in love with me, I was in love with Leslie and Leslie was in love with Kathy.

As I laid in my bed that night I thought about all that had happened in my life, the experiences I lived through, and asked myself a question I had never been brave enough to ask myself. Was I happy?

I lost my family and my best friend. I had my heart broken, had broken a heart, and had seen the destruction of the industry firsthand with Daisy’s death.

I thought all I wanted was wealth when I began my career and wealth was what I had as I was a porno star. What I discovered was what I truly wanted I could never have.

I was now twenty-five years old, a six-year veteran adult film actress, a fading star, and had accumulated more wealth than I thought possible but the only thing I wanted was Leslie who was now engaged to Kathy.

I had seen actress after actress enter the industry get chewed up and spit out time and again and began to realize that I no longer wanted to live the life.

David told me I would earn millions and would never need to work again, and it was the truth, I did and never needed to, yet I kept going until I could go no more.

“Rosie, this is Brianna,” Gerrit said to me.

I smiled, hugged her, and didn’t need to ask Gerrit the questions I already knew the answers to.

There was already a new Blake and a new Daisy, and I was next in line so my only surprise was that it didn’t happen sooner.

Brianna was the new me, my replacement. She was the new baddest bitch, and future star of the industry. It was going to be my role to groom her and provide her with all the knowledge I had gained throughout my now fading career.

“Where is David?” I asked.

“Where David always is” he replied as I walked to David’s office and closed the door behind me.

“Nothing lasts forever,” he said to me as I sat in my normal chair at the front of his desk.

“I know David” I replied and then asked, “How are things with Carey?”

“Amazing…I’m in love,” he said to me with a warm smile.

“Thank you for everything you’ve done for me but it’s time,” I said to him.

“Time?” he asked curiously.

“Time for me to go” I immediately responded.

“You’re not leaving,” he said to me with belief.

“I don’t know where I’m going to go but I am, I don’t want this anymore…any of this,” I told him.

“Talk to me Rosie,” he said to me as he rose from his chair and sat at the front of his desk as she looked at me.

“I don’t know if a normal life is possible but I’m going to try.

I can’t undo any of the things I’ve done and if I could I don’t know if I would, but I do know that I need to find out how close to normal I can get to.

Thank you for everything, for keeping your word and loving me like a member of your family.

I’m going to pack my things and send for them when I discover where I’m supposed to be” I said to him.

“Any ideas?” he asked.

“A few but I don't know if I stay here,” I told him.

“Rosie from Mississippi,” he said to me as I laughed and took hold of his hand.

“Jessica Angel of Los Angeles” I replied with a wink and a smile.

“When are you leaving?” he asked.

“As soon as I wake up tomorrow” I replied.

“Thank you, Rosie Daniels,” he said to me as we locked eyes.

He didn’t ask me to stay, didn’t ask what he could say or do to try and convince me to stay, I guess sometimes words don’t need to be said.

That night I packed a couple of bags of clothes and personal effects and got into bed, excited for the first time since I left Mississippi for Los Angeles over my unknown destination and future.

As I closed my eyes my door swung open and was violently slammed shut, startling me as I sat up in bed as my bedroom light was turned on.

“Where you going to say goodbye?!” I heard Leslie screamed out.

“No…there’s no reason to.

I’m not saying goodbye because this isn’t goodbye, I’m just going on a trip and ultimately moving is all” I explained.

“You’re leaving!” she screamed out in fury.

“All I’m going to do is eventually change my address for the second time in my life, but I don’t know when that’s going to be.

I’m still your maid of honor, will still throw you an amazing bachelorette party and I’ll still be at your wedding” I said to her with sincerity.

I was dumbfounded as Leslie exploded into tears as I looked at her with a combination of confusion and concern.

“How could you just leave me like this?!” she exclaimed as I instantly got out of bed and stared at her not knowing why she was behaving like an insane person.

“Leslie, calm down.

What is happening right now?” I asked with puzzlement.

“Is it true…is what Kathy has been telling me true?!” she screamed.

“I don’t know what Kathy has been telling you so I can’t answer your question,” I said to her.

“Are you in love with me?” she asked as she began to cry.

“You’re getting married Leslie” I replied calmly.

“Answer my God damn question Rosie!” she screeched.

“It doesn’t matter, and it doesn’t change a thing but yes” I confessed.

“Am I the reason you ended things with Chris?” she asked.

“There is more than one reason for that, but you can say that” I admitted.

“Why didn’t ever you tell me?” she asked with tears streaming from her eyes and down her cheeks.

“I don’t know…maybe the fact that I didn’t know you liked girls, the fact that you never told me why you had a falling out with your family and that you’re engaged to be married,” I said to her.

“This is my fault?!” she screamed.

“No one is wrong Leslie.

I didn’t realize how I felt about you until Kathy came into the picture.

You’re in love with her, you’re getting married to her, you’ll live happily ever after and we’ll both be fine” I told her.

“Wait a minute…how did you know I was leaving?” I inquired.

“David!” she shrieked.

“What did he tell you?” I inquired.

“That you quit and that you were leaving for good” she immediately replied.

“I’m not leaving for good, not yet anyway” I explained as she shook her head and balled her hands into two fists.

“Were you ever going to tell me or were you just going to watch me get married?” she asked.

“All I want is for you to be happy and Kathy makes you happy,” I told her.

“If you can’t be with the one you want settle for the one, you’re with,” she said to me as she cried so hard her entire body shook.

“What…wait…what?!” I said with my eyes opened as wide as a deer in headlights.

“You heard me!” she exclaimed.

“You had feelings for me?” I asked in a combination of amazement and shock.

“Had you told me everything would be different” she cried out.

“Why didn’t you ever say anything to me?!” I shouted.

“I had no idea you liked girls!’ she yelled at me.

“I’ve fucked so many women I’ve lost count,” I said to her.

“On camera, Rosie…for your career,” she said as she wiped her tears with her fingers.

“Even after knowing what I’ve done for a living his entire time you still had feelings for me,” I said to her.

“I still have feelings for you” she cried out.

“Leslie, you’re getting married to Kathy,” I said to her.

“Please don’t leave” she cried.

“Leslie, what are you going to do?

You’re going to end things with Kathy to be with me of all people?

I’m no good, I’m not a good person and I’m not good for anyone” I said to her as I began to cry.

“You’re not a good person, you’re a great person, Rosie.

Not in a million years would I think that you would ever want to be with me” she confessed.

“I’m not going to ruin your life,” I said to her.

“You won’t ruin my life!” she screamed.

“I may decide to get back into the industry and then what?

You may think that you don’t give a shit about my past, but you will if you fall in love with me.

If I decide to get back into the industry, you’re going to be okay with me getting gang fucked by six guys huh?

Two dicks in my pussy, one in my ass, one in my mouth, and two in my hands.

It will eat away at you the same way it did with Devin and Chris.

It’ll end us” I explained to her.

“You’ve already done that exact scene you described, and I know it was because of your career.

It doesn’t change anything…it doesn’t change how I feel about you.

You want to quit the industry then quit. You decide you want to get back into it then do it…I don’t care Rosie!” she cried out in agony.

“You will if you fall in love with me!” I screamed.

“I’m already in love with you!” she shouted as I looked at her in disbelief.

“Leslie, you just don’t want me to leave,” I said to her in a low tone.

“I don’t want you to leave because I love you,” she said to me.

“What about Kathy?!” I asked.

I watched as she slowly removed her engagement ring, walk toward me, and placed it onto my nightstand.

“Please don’t leave me,” she said to me as she pressed her body into mine and ran her fingers through the side of my hair.

As she ran her hand down the side of my face and then wiped my tears, I closed my eyes in disbelief as to what was happening.

Leslie wanted me as much as I wanted her and was willing to end her engagement just to try and have a relationship with me.

I slowly opened my eyes and gazed into her beautiful weepy hazel eyes, closed my eyes again, and slowly moved my lips toward hers as I took hold of her and gently pulled her toward me.

As our lips touched my body felt as if was going to melt as my body began to tingle.

“Make love to me,” she said as our tongues then touched for the first time as I pulled her with me while moving backward toward my bed.

“Is this happening?” I asked in shock and yearning as she smiled at me and slowly nodded her head.

“Make love to me Rosie,” she said to me again.

“After I fuck your brains out of your head!” I exclaimed as I lost complete control of myself.

I rolled her over, so I was no on top of her, got off the bed, removed her shoes, and then violently moved her shorts and panties in one motion down to her ankles and off.

She sat up in bed only long enough to removed her shirt and when I saw her bare tits and small pink nipples for the first time, I looked at her as if I were starving and she was a five-course meal.

As she looked at me in a combination of lust, yearning, wonderment, and a bit of fear of the unknown I attacked her!

I sucked her earlobe for a few seconds, licked her neck, and bit her neck so hard I thought I may have broken her skin as she cried out in pain.

I pinched her nipples, tugged them hard, and slide my body down hers as I gazed at her beautiful thick pussy lips and then buried my face in between her legs.

“Oh shit!” she screamed out as I began to devour her pussy, lick, suck and nibble on her small clitoris.

“Rosie…shit…slow down!” she pleaded with me as I couldn’t stop myself as my face began to become soaked in her juices.

Her scent and sweetness with a hint of tartness taste drove me insane as I removed her clit from my mouth, began to rub her clit with my fingers with force and quickness, and proceeded to insert my fingers inside of her.

As I finger fucked her, I again nibbled on her clitoris as she cried out in pleasure, “Rosie…oh shit…fuck…God!”

I quickly flipped her over with my fingers still inside of her, buried my face in between her ass cheeks, and rammed my tongue inside of her tight pink asshole.

“Tongue fuck my ass!” she cried out as forcefully complied while continuing to finger fuck her pussy that was so wet that I could hear my fingers move in and out of her.

“I’m going to cum” she began to say over and again as if chanting as I reached around her and ran my free hand across her tits and nipples.

“So close” she cried out as she then exploded in screams and sounds that I not only found adorable but invigorating.

“That was amazing!” she said with satisfaction as I removed my tongue from her ass and my fingers from her pussy.

“I’m not close to being finished with you yet!” I said with passion as she rolled over and looked at me with her eyes wide open.

“I need a minute,” she said to me through her pants as I shook my head and giggled.

“I told you I’m going to fuck your brains out of your head!” I exclaimed as removed my clothes and again went in for the kill.

As I again buried my face in between her legs and began to again enjoy her scent and taste I felt that I could do this for the rest of my life.

I loved everything about having sex with Leslie from her taste to her body movements to her sounds of pleasure and moans.

I fucked her over and again as if I were attempting to win the award for most real orgasms during a sex scene and made her cum two more times as I finally collapsed onto the bed in a pool full of sweat and exhaustion.

As I close my eyes with Leslie and me unable to move I’ve never felt so completely happy in my life.

She didn’t touch me once, yet I had the most amazing sexual encounter that I feel can never be topped, in real life or on film.

As I close my eyes with Leslie cuddled against me, I feel as if this is exactly where I’ve always have been meant to be…as if this were my unknown destiny all along.

I slowly open my eyes to the feeling of pleasure as I rub my eyes and look at Leslie in between my legs and feel her tongue exploring every inch of my pussy.

“What a way to wake up,” I say in a sleepy voice as I feel my eyes roll to the back of my head as I begin to sway my hips into her mouth.

I love the sound my drenched pussy makes as I run it across her mouth and face and then begin to grind myself into her face.

I move my hands across my tits and gently tug my nipples I feel as If I’m going to orgasm.

There is no way that I’m going to cum…I’ve never cum this fast ever!

As I gaze into her eyes and watch her eat me, I feel my body begin to tremble as I place my hands on top of her head.

“Penetrate me!” I exclaim as I feel her fingers enter me and then feel lost, confused, and then as If I just jumped off the roof of a skyscraper.

“Fuck!” I cry out as I cum inside of her mouth, look at her with confusion and shock as she removes her fingers from inside of me and her mouth from in between my legs.

She seductively crawls up my body, kisses my lips, and then runs her wet face across my cheeks as I begin to laugh.

“Leslie, that’s never happened to me before,” I say to her as I place my hands over my face in astonishment.

“I made the Jessica Angel cum in record-setting time” with a tone of accomplishment as I again laugh, grab her and roll myself on top of her.

She runs her fingers through my hair, gazes into my eyes, and says, “I love you.”

“I love you too,” I say to her realizing this is the first time I’ve ever said those words and truly meant them.

“You’re done with the industry, right?” she asks me as I look at her with my mouth opened wide.

“What about all that shit you were talking about last night?” I asked her with amusement.

“That was yesterday, and this is today” she quickly replies.

“I don’t know…I can still make a ton of money,” I say to her jokingly.

“We’re both rich and if I found out you ever fuck anyone else in your lifetime, I will murder you in your sleep,” she says to me with seriousness as I laugh and roll myself off her.

“Most girls would take the jealous thing as I warning but I fucking love it” I admit to her as she sighs and replies, “I’m glad but I meant every word.”

“Leslie…how are you going to end things with Kathy?” I ask.

She bites down on her lip and looks at me with a smirk.

“Kathy and I are done…I was at her place last night when David called me.

We had a huge argument that ended when she told me if I left her place we were done and there was no going back.

I told her I was okay with that and I was going to take my ring off right then and there to give it to her, but I couldn’t get it off, so I just left” she explains to me.

“What now?” I ask her with my heart pounding.

“I’m still getting married,” she says to me as I laugh and then see the serious expression on her face.

“Have anyone in mind?” I ask with a giggle.

“You know it porn star,” she says to me as she gets out of bed and smiles at me with her delightful, dimpled smile.

“I need to shower but can you find something for me to wear?” she asks.

“Of course,” I answer as I watch her tight little ass strut into my bathroom.

I don’t know many things, but I know that I’m going to spend the rest of my life with Leslie Giacomo, and I’m done being a porn star.

I had a great run, have made a ton of money and although I’ll never be referred to as the biggest porn star who ever lived few in the industry have been able to accomplish what I have in such a short career.

In six years, I’ve made millions of dollars, I’ve invested wisely, and I don’t need to work again as David had told me time and again.

I know my story isn’t the norm when it comes to teenage girls who enter the industry but it’s my story. For one of me there are hundreds if not thousands of others who tried and failed and have lost their lives like Daisy.

Not many of us girls have a David in their lives, but I do and although I don’t know if I will ever get my biological family back, I know that no matter what I will always have my other family.

I was once Jessica Angel, but I’ll always be Rosie from Mississippi and I’ll always know that I lived the life of a porno star.

A MESSAGE FROM THE AUTHOR – ANTOINETTE SAX

Thank you for reading “Life of a Porn Star.”

If you enjoyed this story and would like to read more from me, you can visit my Amazon Author Page by going to www.AntionetteSax.info

To be notified of new releases you may follow me on Twitter @AntoinetteSax or go to https://twitter.com/AntoinetteSax
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