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~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

My name is Beachy Sands, for what it’s worth, which is not much.

I’m a kick-ass waitress in Southern California who’s trying to break into showbiz.

With not much success, truth be told.

Until my headshot finds its way to the right guy.

Or so it seems because in this business you just never know.

Until you do.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~


(Click here to go to my author page)
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Prologue

College changed me. I know, I know - big whoop. Everyone says that, right? The thing is, I only finished one semester, so maybe it didn’t change me in the way you might think. It changed me in big ways, for sure, just not the usual ones.

First, there’s my name. I was born Rebecca Felicia Sands in Miami Beach, Florida, and everyone called me Becky when I was growing up. My family moved to Boynton Beach just up the coast from Miami a couple of years after I was born and I spent the rest of my childhood and adolescence there in what we not-so-fondly referred to as ‘Boinkin’ Beach’ for reasons I’ll get into later. The thing is, when my roommates at the University of Michigan found out where I was born and where I grew up, all of a sudden I was renamed Beachy Sands.

The other more important way that college changed me was my weight. I was always a chubby kid growing up. Not fat exactly, just pudgy - my grandpa used to call me Hudge-fudge before he died. My extra weight drove my mother crazy because she was gorgeous, rail thin, and owned her own women’s clothing store that specialized in beachwear in general and bathing suits specifically. Bikinis, in other words. Which I looked terrible in so I never wore them as a teenager.

Now, when I went off to college and moved from southern Florida to Ann Arbor, everything was fine for a while. The weather was colder than I was used to in the fall but I loved the trees and the way their leaves changed colors, something I had never experienced in the land of palm trees and bougainvillea. But then I got my first taste of winter and it hit me hard. I almost shut down completely - the endless gray skies, the sub-zero temperatures, the long nights - I was a freaking basket case. I wouldn’t get out of bed for days, skipped almost all of my classes, stopped eating, stopped talking, really, and just wanted to die. It was a nightmare.

The only good thing that came out of it - I lost a lot of weight. Fast. I went from a size twelve to a size two in three months. When I went home for spring break my mother was ecstatic - finally, I looked the way she’d always wanted me to look. The fact that I was in a deep spiral of despair barely registered for her because I finally looked good in a bathing suit. She barely noticed that I had flunked out of school.

I didn’t go home for the summer, though - I was too embarrassed. My mom dropped out of college after her freshman year when she got pregnant with me, and here I was dropping out after one year as well. I went west to live with my Aunt Sarah, my mom’s younger, funkier sister, who lived in - wait for it - Mission Beach, California, which is part of San Diego. So I was back at the beach but everything was different for me because now I looked fucking awesome in a bikini. I looked good out of one as well.

That’s where my story begins…


1 - “Life’s a Beach”

“Sands, order up,” Jack, my boss, bellows from the kitchen. I work as a server in his dive bar on Mission Boulevard, the Gotta-Go Bar & Grill. We’re understaffed - so what else is new? - and I’m juggling twice as many tables as a normal person could handle but I’m not normal, not even close. I run to pick up the orders of fish tacos and fries when I see a familiar face walking through the back door of the tiny restaurant. My Aunt Sarah takes her usual seat at the bar and settles in for an afternoon of drinking and eating, talking and smoking, flirting and maybe getting lucky. She’s really, really lucky, by the way.

Which is fine by me because I still live with her and she’s a real trip.

“Sands, order up!” Jack yells again as I stop to hug my aunt.

“I’m coming,” I yell back. I’m good at my job so I don’t take any shit from Jack but he loves throwing it at me whether I deserve it or not, just because he can. I’m pretty sure he’s got a thing for me - who can blame him but ewe, he’s twice my age - and he can’t afford to lose me. I’m his best server by a mile, so I flip him off just before I grab the order and he flips it right back at me, both of us grinning all the way. I’m out the door to serve the tacos to the tourists sitting on the small deck that faces Mission Bay, which you can actually see if you’re eighteen feet tall so you can look over the buildings that are blocking the view. Most people aren’t, though, so there’s that.

On my way back to the kitchen, our beautiful bartender Kylie, my best friend and wingman for the last five years, catches my eye so I stop.

“We’re still on for the Frat House tonight, right?” she asks without really asking. If she’s down to party, she knows she can always count on me.

“Of course,” I tell her with a flip of my long blond ponytail. “Where else would I go?” She smiles one of her ‘this is going to be a blast’ smiles and my nipples get hard just thinking about what the night might have in store for us. I race back to the kitchen before Jack has a nervous breakdown and grab another order while he curses the dishwasher who just broke another dish. I’m on my way back to the deck when my table of tourists asks me to take a photo of the group. I tell them I’ll be back in a second, which I am and they insist on taking another one with me in the shot. Which was the teenage son’s idea because his hand winds up on my ass before the flash goes off. Another day, another feel copped.

A Day in the Life of Beachy Sands.

Eight hours or so later, Kylie and I are Ubering to the Gaslamp, the nightlife district in what passes (barely) for downtown San Diego. We’re heading for the best place in town for two hot chicks to get laid but that’s a given when it’s me and Kylie because, as I said before, my twenty-eight-year-old BFF is a twelve and I’m a strong nine so eat your heart out, Bo Derick. Yeah, that dark-ages reference to a 1980s movie star is for all the dirty old men reading my book because, ewe, you’re probably three times my age, but I get it - a man’s reach has to exceed his grasp or what’s a penis for?

The Uber drops us down the street from the Frat House because we want to hit a bar first to get in the mood before we get serious about partying. Jack is strict as a nun about drinking the house booze at Gotta-Go so we’re stone-cold sober and that just won’t do. We hit one of the touristy places in the Gaslight, I won’t mention the name because it is so lame like most of the bars here, but we get served without having to wait due to professional courtesy - Kylie knows every good bartender in town and most of the bad ones as well - and in no time we’re sufficiently lubricated to ease into the scene that is the Frat House.

Now, you might be thinking - and I’m not ragging on you because it does make sense, even if it's not true - that the Frat House has something to do with a college fraternity. It does not. The nearest college is miles away. Having spent less than a year at college myself, during which time I never once set foot in a fraternity, I don’t know if this place is anything like a real frat house. Maybe they modeled it after the real thing, or maybe it’s just an idealized version of the frat houses of their misspent youths because the owners are a couple of guys in their late thirties. Good guys. Good-looking guys. Guys that I wouldn’t mind seeing in a more personal way, but never have, because even though Derek, one of the owners, clearly has a thing for Kylie, and I get a strong feeling from Danny that he wouldn’t mind getting all up in my business, the Double D’s as they call themselves have a strict no-fraternization policy when it comes to their paying customers. Which if you think about it, is either ironic or idiotic. I’m just saying.

“Hey, Paolo,” Kylie says as we come through the door. Paolo is the Frat’s head bartender and the best-looking guy in the place every damn night, and he has no qualms about fucking the likes of a babe like Kylie whether she’s a customer or not. “Got anything going on tonight?” she asks as he smiles that killer smile of his when he sees her.

That man could have his way with me, full stop. But it’s never, ever going to happen - a girl’s gotta have some integrity, right?

“Good evening, ladies,” Paolo says with his deep voice, sexy-as-hell Italian accent, and languid attitude. He and Kylie are friends-with-benefits so he knows what we’re here for but he doesn’t care. “Pool tournament in the basement tonight. Should be easy pickings for our little hustler,” he says with a glance at me. Just so you know, I’m pretty damn good with a pool cue. “Other than that, the usual.” He’s wiping a glass that’s already clean as he talks to us, a habit most bartenders have from what I’ve seen. He stacks the glass on the lower counter under the bar and grabs another glass to wipe.

“Any talent down there?” Kylie asks but we all know she’s not talking about talent at playing pool. Paolo keeps an eye on the men who come through the front door for us which isn’t as weird as it sounds. Kylie returns the favor by telling hot girls who wander into the bar that Paolo is as good as he looks between the sheets. Those two have the most unique relationship I’ve ever seen and believe me, I’ve seen a lot in my twenty-four years, especially since I moved to Mission Beach.

“Some, not a lot,” Paolo says with a shrug. “But it’s early.”

“We’ll do a quick lap and see you soon,” Kylie tells him as we head across the dance floor to the stairs that lead to the basement. The floor is almost deserted as the live band is taking a break and the music coming from the sound system is weak. We descend the long staircase to find the pool tournament already in progress at the four pool tables. All the players are male, my kind of competition, and Kylie shoots me a look.

“How much do you want to risk?” I ask her and she digs into her purse for a Benjamin. I pull out my own C-note and go to the desk where the organizer is collecting the entry fees. He takes my money and gives me change, which I will use along with Kylie’s to place side-bets on my games at opportune moments to increase our take. If I run the room, which I often do, we can risk $200 and take home as much as a grand, split evenly between us.

“Beachy!” Marcus Newsome yells from across the room. “You in?” he’s waiting his turn at one of the tables and I can see from the configuration that he’s killing the poor sap who’s already looking like he realizes that he’s the sucker at the table.

“Of course,” I yell back as I walk toward him to watch and wait for my turn to play. I grab a cue and he high-fives me as we watch his sap miss an easy shot. Tourists - you gotta love ‘em.

Kylie taps my shoulder and when I turn, she tells me she’s going to go back upstairs as the band is warming up again after their break. I nod and then turn to watch Marcus make quick work of his sucker. I won’t play Marcus until much later in the evening as we both know it’ll come down to the two of us for the first prize money and there are too many suckers to fleece between now and then for me to show my hand. That’s the thing about being blonde and sexy and a girl - nobody takes you seriously. Not until it’s too late.

~ ~ ~

I first met Kylie the day I arrived in Mission Beach after I dropped out of college. It was the summer of 2018 and I was ready to be done with everything I’d left behind - the cold weather, depression, my life in Florida, everything. I had contacted my aunt to see if she had any room for me to stay with her and she told me she always had room for her favorite niece, bless her heart. She welcomed me with open arms but told me the morning after I arrived that it was time for me to get my shit together. It was just the kind of kick in the pants I needed although I didn’t feel that way at the time.

“Life’s been kicking my ass, Aunt Sarah,” I told her and she laughed.

“Life’s a bitch, Becky. No two ways about it. But you’re out in the real world now and you’ve got two days to get a job because it’ll be two weeks after you get hired that you’ll get a full paycheck.” This from the woman who never worked a day in her life, being fully supported by her mother, my nana, since she left home twenty years ago. I was about to bring that up when she shut me down.

“Don’t even go there, Becky. Just because I don’t have a job doesn’t mean you don’t need one, and it’s my place you’re living in so I make the rules.”

Some hippie, I thought at the time.

“Check out the Gotta-Go,” she told me. “They always need servers and you can probably pass the owner's entrance exam.” She smiled and winked at me, a first to my recollection. But I didn’t think it would suit me. I got into veganism just before my life went south with the weather back in Michigan and the thought of serving burgers and fries to fat tourists made me sick to my stomach. I went to see Jack, although I didn’t know his name at that point, thinking I’d check to box so Aunt Sarah wouldn’t throw me out and then look for something a bit more in tune with my eighteen-year-old sense of entitlement. God, I was young back then.

When I got to the Gotta-Go, the first thing I did was sit down at the bar to get a sense of the place. That led to meeting Kylie who knocked me out at first sight. I didn’t fall in love with her or anything - I’d fooled around in college with a girl or two and discovered it wasn’t for me - but she was so gorgeous and so cool I was completely infatuated with her in a completely non-sexual way. Well, not completely but it wasn’t the main driver. I’d just blown up my academic life, such as it was, and what friends I’d made in Ann Arbor were scattered to the winds for me, never to be part of my life again, so I was in dire need of some sort of friendship that would help me dig my way out of the hole I hadn’t quite climbed out of when I drove west in my dilapidated Jeep Cherokee. Kylie turned out to be that friend.

“Hi, there,” she said when she saw me. “What can I get you?”

“Do you have anything vegan?” I asked, feeling ridiculous saying it but new habits die just as hard as old ones.

“Seriously? Does that guy look like he knows from vegan?” She pointed at Jack who looked like the before picture in almost any before-and-after-comparison you can think of - unkempt, balding, pot-bellied, and not in a cute way like those tiny pigs. I didn’t realize at that moment that he’d be the guy who I had to interview with so I rolled my eyes and laughed with Kylie at the absurd notion. The thing is, he heard me laughing. Not the best way to apply for a job.

“What’s so funny?” he growled, sending me down the rabbit hole of self-induced anxiety I knew so well at that point in my life, but Kylie batted him away like he was a fruit fly on a bowl of overripe grapes.

“You are, you big ijit,” she said with a smile that made it okay, I guess.

“Very funny,” he said with a sour look. “Who’s this?” he asked as he looked at me.

“Our new server,” Kylie said, which shocked me. “What’s your name, anyway?” she asked me.

“Becky Sands, but my friends call me Beachy.”

“Beachy it is, then. I’m Kylie and that’s Jack. You ever done this before?”

“Waitressing?” I asked, still unclear about what just happened.

“Serving, sweetie. Waitressing went away about ten years ago. I’m Kylie, by the way. How soon can you start?”

“Do I get a say in all this?” Jack asked in a tone that told me he didn’t.

“What, you’re going to turn her down, Jackie-boy? Look at her. She’ll have the tourists falling all over themselves to ask her out and you know how good that is for business.”

“Wait, what?” I asked, shocked. I didn’t have any sense of self-worth at that point in my life and the idea that anyone would ask me out seemed absurd. 

“Don’t worry, hon. You’ll be fine. If anyone gives you a hard time, I’ll take care of it.” She picked up a bat from behind the bar and slapped the barrel against the palm of her hand, grinning the whole time.

Now, the thing you have to understand about Kylie is that she is seriously beautiful. I’m talking model-quality, as in ‘Why aren’t you up the coast making movies in Hollywood’ gorgeous, and to see her wielding a baseball bat like she was going to take someone out with it was seriously fucked up. I laughed before I realized she might take it the wrong way, but she didn’t. She laughed with me and we’ve been great friends ever since. 

“So, seriously, hon. When can you start? Because we had somebody quit this morning and if you can start like, right now, that would be great.” The whole time she was talking, she was making drinks and ringing up orders on the ancient cash register without missing a beat. I told her I could start right away so she gave me a tee shirt with the Gotta-Go Bar & Grill logo on the front and pointed me at the bathroom to put it on. Needless to say, I looked at her as if she was nuts, because she clearly was.

“Oh, and here’s the thing, Beachy. I want you to tie the shirt off just under your boobs so you’re wearing it like a midriff, okay? You got your naval pierced?” I shook my head. “We’ll get that done tonight, then. Drives the boys wild. You’re into boys, right? You don’t have a problem being a little bit slutty for bigger tips, do you? Or are you one of those bitches?” She laughed at her own joke although it was way over my head. “So, go get dressed and I’ll show you the ropes.”

Jack had wandered back to the kitchen by then so I took the tee shirt and ducked into the ladies' room, which had one toilet and a sink that looked as if it might fall off the wall if I leaned against it too hard. I took off my blouse and wished I’d worn a nicer bra but there was no way I was taking that off as the tee shirt was not quite see-through but it would be close in the right light and I have huge nipples that are almost always erect. I tied it off so that my belly button was showing, checked myself in the mirror, and reported for duty.

And oh what fun that turned out to be…


2 - “Alternative History”

It only took me a couple of hours to run through the field at the Frat’s pool tournament. Marcus and I dueled for the title as usual but he dropped the hammer on me and I had to settle for second-place money. Still, I’d won enough side bets to come out close to my goal and after I got paid I went upstairs to look for Kylie. She had checked on my progress a couple of times during the tournament but I hadn’t seen her in almost an hour so I figured she’d scored already. A quick look around the dance floor and the bar area confirms my suspicions.

“She upstairs already?” I ask Paolo when he has a free second.

“I think so,” he says with that sexy-ass accent of his. God, he melts my panties! I take a seat to see what kind of guy I can attract and shoot the breeze with Paolo during a lull. He’s still mixing drinks and ringing up orders just not the usual frenzy so we have a minute to talk.

“Are you getting close with your real estate license?” I ask him, not really all that interested but it’s a way to get him talking. He’s got a head for numbers, a way with people, and like everyone else in SoCal these days, a fascination with the fortunes to be made in the real estate business. Or so he says.

“I’ve got a little more studying to do before I take the exam,” he tells me as he makes another margarita. “It’s coming along, though.” He smiles at me and I smile back. “What about you, Beachy? Doing anything with that agent of yours?”

“Other than fucking his brains out? No, not hardly.” I give him a look and shrug. “I mean, a talent agent down here? What are the odds he’s got any decent connections, really?” I hooked up with Ryan, a good-looking guy a few weeks ago who had a business card and a good line of bullshit about being with some agency that’s always looking for new models and actresses, a pretty standard line of bullshit in LA but somewhat unique out in the hinterlands of Mission Beach. I probably would have slept with him anyway but the pitch he threw me about getting me modeling jobs or a bit part in some indie movie was new and different so I played along just to see where it would lead. So far I’ve gotten a lot more sex than auditions but what else is new?

“But you’re still seeing him?” Paolo asks with a smile.

“He’s great in bed, what can I tell you?” I smile and he laughs. “It’s not like I really believe him or anything.”

“Seriously, Beachy?” he asks. “I think you light up every time I ask about him.”

I give him a look. “What’s that supposed to mean?” I’ve never gotten anything in the way of interest from Paolo and this doesn’t quite feel like he’s dancing around the line, but it’s a first that he’s even approaching it. Besides, he’s a regular hookup with Kylie so I’m not ever going there.

“Nothing at all, just an observation. If you want to string him along, that’s your business.”

“Me?” I blurt out. “He’s the one slinging the bullshit, Paolo, not me. I’m just listening.”

“And if he actually came through with an audition? What then?”

“I’ll cross that bridge when he tries to sell it to me, okay?” I don’t understand what he’s driving at and it’s beginning to piss me off that he’s even going there. What’s his deal?

He laughs, which also pisses me off but he’s so cute doing it. “Look, we’ve known each other for something like three years, right?” he asks while cutting up limes. “In all that time, I’ve never heard you talk about doing anything with your life, Beachy. Then this fellow comes along and you’re talking about getting into show business. Where did that come from?”

“I don’t know, but it doesn’t matter because it’s all talk so far.” Now I’m getting a little uncomfortable at his insinuations about my lack of ambition. I have ambition. I’m still figuring it out, is all.

“Yes, but that’s the thing,” he says with a sudden look of sincerity in his eyes that rocks me back on my come-fuck-me heels. “Before this, you never talked about anything but being a server and getting laid. And now? It’s a change, that’s all. So I’m asking you, is it him or is it you? What’s going on, Beachy?”

“I don’t know, Paolo, okay? I just don’t know.”

Fucking hell.

“Hey, good looking,” a voice whispers in my ear. I turn to see the man himself smiling at me.

“What’s up, Ryan?” I ask in a tone that matches my suddenly sour mood.

“Hey, what’s up with you, Beachy?” he asks defensively. “I just got here and you’re already in a mood?”

“Well, Paolo here was just asking about you. He wanted to know if I’ve gone on any auditions yet and you know what I told him?” He looks all defensive but I don’t care. “I had to tell him that I’ve yet to go on any auditions or casting calls, or whatever the fuck you people call them. Hell, I haven’t even had to do the whole casting couch thing, which would at least be something, you know?”

He’s beyond defensive now and working up to being pissed. Not as pissed as I am but I can see it coming. He’s got a bit of a short fuse from what I’ve seen so far.

“Are you done?” he asks at last. I nod. “Good, because I came here tonight to let you know that I’ve got an interest in you from a group that’s looking into making a movie. I showed them your headshot and they liked it. They liked it a lot.”
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Now I feel like shit. “Really?” I ask all contrite. “What kind of movie?”

“Does it matter? They want you to come in and everything.”

I side-eye him hard. “Well, yeah, Ryan. It fucking matters. For all I know this is some casting couch video that’ll go straight to Pornhub.”

“It’s not that, Beachy. Not at all.” He makes a face and I almost melt. He’s seriously good-looking - not in Paolo’s league but then, who is? He’s got wavy brown hair that he wears like he’s about to audition for a boy band but he’s got a nice scruff beard going that puts the boy band looks on a whole other level. And his dick is to die for. In fact, I’ve almost succumbed to it many times. La petite mort, or some such thing. See? I’m not completely uneducated…

“Then what kind of movie is it?”

Suddenly, he gets all dodgy on me. “It’s hard to describe,” he says defensively again.

“Let me guess,” I deadpan, rising to the occasion again. “Girls Gone Wild, post-Covid?”

“Cute,” he says with a sneer. “No, there’s still working on the script.”

“Do they have a title at least?”

“Uh, yeah. Sort of.”

“Well?”

“It’s based on a book, a series of books, actually. The series is called ‘Slave of the New Confederacy’. It’s an alternative history thing where the South won the Civil War and slavery still exists.”

I just stare at him as if he has two heads. “Come again?”

“It’s called alternative…”

“I heard you, dingus. I don’t know what that means.”

“Which part?”

“All parts, Ryan. Why would they want me for something like that? And why would I want to audition for it?”

“Why wouldn’t you, Beachy? It’s a part, the lead, in fact. Are you actually turning shit down now before you’ve even gone on one audition?” He looks at me like I’m nuts. I probably am.

“Wait. They want me to play the lead character?” I’m pretty sure my mouth is hanging open at this point.

“Yeah, that’s what I’m trying to tell you. The main female character is the slave.”

“But I’m white, in case you hadn’t noticed,” I deadpan.

“No shit. That’s the thing. The women are all white and most of the men who look after them are black.”

“How the fuck does that even make sense?” I wasn’t a great student in high school and as I said, I flunked out of college in short order, but I know something about the Civil War and Lincoln freeing the slaves and all. This sounds nothing like that.

“Look, just read the script, or the book since they’re still working on the script, and go see them. Take the meeting, Beachy.”

I nod and look at Paolo who’s been listening this whole time. He nods, too. “It sounds like something, at least.”

~ ~ ~

With absolutely no experience being a server but with the strong incentive of not wanting to be homeless, I started at the Gotta-Go Bar & Grill back in the summer of 2018. Kylie showed me the ropes and coached me like crazy on the job, like giving me pointers on how to juggle too many tables, because even back then we always seemed to be short-staffed. She taught me how to upsell appetizers and desserts, more expensive drinks and entrees, and even how to handle handsy male customers. She was a real pro at that last part because as I said, she’s fucking gorgeous, but she had the distinct advantage of being behind the bar most of the time.

“Yeah,” she explained when I called her on it. “But I started out doing what you’re doing so I know the drill. The thing you gotta do is make them feel like they want to do a little flirting but don’t let them get away with anything physical. It’s tough but you’ll get the hang of it.”

I needed all the help I could get.

California and San Diego are big tourist destinations but the demographics are split - a lot of ancient white heads and blue hairs, plus a lot of young wannabe-surfer types. The old farts are mostly harmless although it’s harder to get them to tip you without being a little gross, fawning over a guy old enough to be my grandpa. Plus, they’re almost always with a woman who, if not exactly suspicious is on the lookout for any kind of unusual attention directed at their significant others. It’s not that they’re jealous or anything - hell, if anyone knows the score with old farts is the ladies they sleep with. Most of them haven’t gotten a good hard-on in years and wouldn’t know what to do with a young babe like me if they did, so the wife knows what’s really going on. The guys, though, are clueless. They think, or act, as if they still got it, and if I give them a little nudge in that direction, they’re likely to be a lot more generous about ordering food they don’t want or drinks they can’t handle, and tipping a pretty young thing like me just makes them feel like they still have a big swinging dick even if they never did in the first place. So, it’s a delicate line I have to walk but it’s all harmless - I’ve never once had anyone over the age of sixty actually put the moves on me.

Now, the younger guys are a whole other story. They have some game, some of them, and if they’re halfway decent-looking and not jerks about it, they might actually experience some success once in a while. Not with me, mind you, at least not back when I first started out. At that point, I had no idea what that would be like. When I first started, I was strictly playing defense, as Kylie liked to put it, what with her being a jock on top of being gorgeous and great in bed.

“So, flirt with them but only just enough to give them hope without leading them on,” she told me on my first day. “Smile a lot, laugh at their lame jokes, touch their shoulder when they say something they think is witty but don’t let them anywhere near you for real and whatever you do, don’t let them corner you on the way to the bathroom.”

“That’s a thing?” I asked, shocked.

“Oh, fuck yeah. At least one or two a shift will watch you like a hawk and as soon as you make a move in that direction, he’ll be on you like stink on shit. Use the facilities before your shift starts and don’t go again until the rush is over so you don’t have to physically fight them off.”

“Isn’t that illegal or something?” This was all so new to me.

“Of course, but are you going to call the cops, press charges, show up in court, and all that shit? No way in hell. You’ll just extricate yourself as best you can but it can do a number on your head, especially if you let it happen too frequently.”

“So, blame the victim? That’s what you’re saying? If I get accosted it’s really my fault for being too available?”

Kylie shrugged. “I’m just saying, it’s still a man’s world and you’re living on borrowed time. At some point, you’re gonna get put in a bad situation, and thinking the law or their fear of going to jail is going to come to your rescue is a good way to get…” She raised her eyebrows at me.

“You’re depressing the hell out of me,” I told her.

She smiled. “I gotta get all the bad stuff out of the way early. Once we close for the night, we’ll get to the good stuff.”


3 - “The Hands-down Winner”

I’m sitting in a Starbucks off of Sunset in LA waiting for the ‘casting director’ to arrive and talk to me about the lead role in some off-the-wall indie film. I wound up going home with Ryan last night, his home, not mine, and we fucked our brains out instead of reading the book that they’re making the movie out of, so I still have no clue what the movie is all about except for what he told me. Of course, what he told me is why we wound up fucking our brains out all night because it sounded so hot. Now, however, in the cold clear light of early afternoon and with my head throbbing from all the shots I downed last night, it just sounds insane.

Then Justin, the casting director, shows up and although I really have no idea what a casting director should look like, Justin doesn’t even come close. He’s got a plaid sports shirt on with a pocket protector like the nerds I knew in high school - I kid you not. Cargo shorts - need I say more? His hair is long but not in a cool way and kind of greasy on top of everything else. And he’s wearing Birkenstock sandals with white socks. He sees me and I just want to crawl under the table.

“Beachy? Beachy Sands?” he says as he comes at me with his hand extended. I grit my teeth and offer to shake, knowing his hand will be clammy and I am not disappointed. Or maybe I am. I’m not sure which is worse.

“Justin Margolis,” he says as he sits opposite me at the table. I look at the counter to suggest with my eyes that if he wants something to drink he’ll have to get in line but he’s clueless so I just settle in for the duration. “Thanks so much for meeting with me.”

“My pleasure,” I lie. I’ve got about a million questions so I am glad we’re meeting, I just wish Ryan had been able to come with me but that’s what you get when your agent, and I use the term loosely, is part-time and has to go to work during the day. I drove up to LA from San Diego on my own, hoping against hope that my car would make the trip without throwing a rod or something.

“Mind if I start?” I ask Justin and he nods his head with a look on his face that has me way beyond second thoughts for coming. “How on earth did you find me?”

He smiles without a trace of irony, a rarity in SoCal. “Sure, sure. We’re doing things differently and that includes the casting since we’re a hundred percent crowdfunded. You know what that is, right?”

“Uh, I know what crowdfunding is,” I tell him trying to not roll my eyes. “I didn’t know you guys are crowdfunding a whole movie. Is that really a thing?”

“More and more,” he says with way too much enthusiasm. “You’ve heard of Veronica Mars, right?”

“Of course, but that was the biggest crowdfunded movie ever, wasn’t it?”

“Sure, sure. And they had the advantage of being a TV show before the movie was even a consideration.”

“Which you don’t have, I assume,” I deadpan.

“No, but we have a lot of people who read the books, so we’re not totally starting from scratch.”

“Wait, books?” I ask. “I thought this was based on one book.”

“It’s a series, six books in the main series and a few more on some secondary characters.”

“But you’re only making the movie about the first book?”

“Well, we’re still working on that. We might do the first three books in the first movie and if we do well enough we can always make a sequel or two.”

I lean back in my seat and just stare at him. “Jesus, Justin. Getting a little ahead of yourself, aren’t you?”

He smiles sheepishly. “Well, yeah, I guess. We’re just happy to have enough money for the first movie at this point.”

I lean forward again. “And how much do you have at this point, Justin?”

He looks down and mumbles something I can’t hear. I ask him again. “Three hundred thousand.”

“Really? And you’re going to make a whole movie with that? I doubt it.”

“Well, we’re doing everything we can to raise more, but yeah. At this point, that’s what we have.”

“So tell me about the plot, Justin.”

“You haven’t read the book?” he asks without making me feel like a complete idiot. Points for the nerd, or geek, or whatever the hell he is.

Dork. Let’s be real clear, he’s a dork.

“Not yet,” I tell him. “I just found out about it last night and I was, uh, busy.”

“Well, it’s pretty simple. The premise is that the South won the Civil War so they have a separate country from the US and slavery is still legal.”

“See, that’s what I don’t get, Justin,” I tell him, trying not to sound like a bitch but not pulling it off - not even close. “I would think you need a black woman for the lead.”

“Yeah, about that. The way it’s described in the book, and we’re following the book’s plot as closely as we can afford, the whole institution of slavery changed over the decades since the war, and by the present day, white women make up the vast majority of the slave population in the Confederacy.”

“Why’s that?”

He looks down again, clearly embarrassed by what he’s trying to tell me. I think I know why. “Because they’re sex slaves, mostly.”

I just stare at him until he looks away. “So this isn’t really a movie, it’s porn.” He doesn't meet my eyes. “Justin? Is it porn?”

“Sort of, but not really. We’ll have a lot of nudity in it and a fair amount of sex, but that’s not the whole point of the movie, so it’s not really porn.”

“What is the point of the movie, Justin?”

“You should probably talk to the guy writing the screenplay and the director about all that, Beachy.”

“I will. But you still haven’t answered my original question. Why me?”

He finally looks up and gets enthusiastic. “Oh, that’s easy. We put a picture of you on the crowdfunding website along with a bunch of other actresses and asked the people who contributed money who they’d like to see play Grace. You were the hands-down winner.” He smiles like he won the lottery.

“Grace?”

“The name of the female lead. She’s a high-school senior who gets caught up in the system inadvertently. The story is about what happens to her when she becomes a sex slave.”

My pussy gets wet as Justin talks, just like last night. I try to ignore it but I can’t - this is beginning to sound too good to pass up. But there’s one major consideration that we’ve yet to talk about.

“Where did you get my picture?”

“From your agent.”

“Which one?”

He looks at me like I have three heads. “You have more than one agent?”

I roll my eyes. “Which picture?”

“Oh, yeah.” He takes out his phone and flips through some photos, then he shows it to me. I recognize it but I’m surprised that’s the one that Ryan submitted to the producers. I’m sitting and leaning forward, wearing a dress that’s mostly made of feathers and some lacey material on my arms. My legs look good but you can’t see the rest of my body. My shoes look great, though - strappy numbers in black and white leather with three-inch stiletto heels. I look good but I can’t say I look good enough to win any kind of contest. It strikes me as strange but, whatever. He said I won so I guess I won. I move on to the real question, the one that my agent couldn’t, or wouldn’t answer last night.

“What do you plan to pay me if I say yes, Justin?”

He looks down again. “We budgeted $25,000 for the female lead character,” he says in a low voice.

“And what do I have to do for that?” I ask.

He looks up, confused. “What do you mean?”

“Do I have to sleep with you? Or the director?”

Now he looks horrified. “Oh, no. I would never. This is my first time doing any of this and I would never do anything like that.”

I stare at him without saying anything. He’s almost certainly telling me the truth - he looks too naïve to be yanking my chain. And, he’s already given away the key bargaining chip - I was picked by the money guys - and they need me to keep their investors happy.

“Okay, Justin. I’m inclined to say yes but there’s one thing I need from you.”

“What’s that?”

“Points.”

“Points?”

“That’s right. Do you know what that means, Justin?”

“You mean a percentage of the profits?”

“Nope. I want a percentage of the gross revenues.” His eyes go wide. “Have you ever heard of a really old movie, Behind the Green Door, Justin?” He shakes his head. “Well, it’s one of the first mainstream porn movies made way before either of us were born. It was a big hit, too. Made everyone a lot of money. The lead, a girl named Marilyn Chambers, insisted on getting 10% of the gross to do the film. And they agreed to it, Justin. You know why?”

“No, why?”

“Because she was the model they used on the Ivory Snow detergent box and the producers knew they could make a huge deal out of that. And it worked. They all made millions. Now, I know that I’m not famous but you already told me your investors want me to play Grace. So I kind of have the upper hand here, don’t I, Justin?”

He doesn’t say anything. He just hangs his head and nods.

“It’s okay, though. I don’t want to bleed you dry. I’ll take $10 grand up front and 5% of the gross and we’ve got a deal. Okay?” I extend my hand and he looks up. His eyes go back and forth between my eyes and my hand before he finally shakes it.

“Deal.”

~ ~ ~

“So,” Kylie said as she shut off the interior lights at the restaurant and locked the door at the end of my first shift at the Gotta-Go Bar & Grill. “I hope you’re good to party late because we never get out of here before midnight.”

“I’m cool,” I said to her while I waited. I was up for anything after a full day of serving people and not getting anything to drink myself. I’m not a big drinker but I must have served a hundred cocktails over the day and evening and now I needed one desperately. But I didn’t say that to Kylie.

“We’re going to my favorite bar, which is in the Gaslight, the entertainment district downtown. It’s not far and the place is just around the corner from my apartment which can really be convenient. But even better, the place we’re going has rooms upstairs you can rent if you’re just dying to fuck someone and don’t want to bother with all the hassle of bringing him home.”

“Is that even legal?” I ask, naive as hell.

“If it’s not, that’s the owners’ problem, not ours. I ran it by Jack’s lawyer because I had the same thought that you did and he assured me if the cops raid the place, we’re fine. As long as we’re not charging anyone.”

“We’re not, are we?”

She turned and looked at me with a big shit-eating grin on her face. “Well, aren’t you the slutty one?”

“I was just asking.”

“And have you ever charged anyone to fuck them?” She was still grinning at me.

“No.” I looked away so she couldn’t see how red I was getting.

“Well, that’s a relief. Anyway, the owners of the Frat House are good guys but they won’t hit on you. It’s not their way of doing things, so don’t feel slighted.”

“I wouldn’t ever feel bad about not getting hit on, Kylie. Nobody ever gave me the time of day in high school or college. I didn’t always look like this.” I was wearing a slinky dress that I’d grabbed from my aunt’s house during my last break. It was one of my favorites at the time because it really showed how much weight I’d lost the prior year. At that point, I still wasn’t used to being hot.

That started changing that night.

“Well, anyway, just stick with me and we’ll make sure someone notices you.” She smiled at me and I almost believed her, but I knew from hard experience that she had her work cut out for her.

The place we went to that first night was, of course, the Frat House. I met Derek and Danny for the first time and watched in awe as Kylie flirted with both of them without making it obvious which one she preferred. I found out later how she managed to do that - she didn’t care. Either one would serve her purposes and in a few months, Derek would be the one that gave her the keys to the castle, so to speak - a free room whenever she wanted one.

But that night, she just played with both of them and they played with her, nothing overtly sexual, just a lot of casual touching and double entendres, private smiles and languid looks. I was in awe. It was like I was suddenly getting a graduate-level course in flirting from a PhD in the subject. A Nobel laureate, even.

“So, anyone strike your fancy in here?” she asked me when the Double D’s were called away. I looked around and pointed to a tall drink of water in a nice shirt and a tight pair of jeans. “Come on, then,” she said and walked toward him. My head almost exploded. I was not used to just picking a target and then going in for the kill. I had so much to learn.

“Hey, there,” Kylie said when she reached the guy. He almost did a spit-take with his beer when he turned around and saw this golden-haired goddess talking to him. I sidled up beside Kylie wondering if he’d even notice me when she draped her arm around me and pulled me close. “We’re interested if you are,” she whispered in his ear but loud enough for me to hear. I can’t tell you if I was more stunned than he was by the look on his face or the way mine bloomed into a deep shade of red. But he recovered quickly and the three of us went upstairs together.

“What are your names?” the guy asked as they climbed the stairs. I was about to answer him when Kylie did.

“Oh, we don’t need to get into all that,” she purred with a smile that seemed to make anything she said okay. “This is just going to be a one-time thing, okay?” He nodded reluctantly but he wasn’t about to object. I just went along with whatever Kylie said.

“Sit over there,” she told him when we closed the door to a room she picked out, seemingly at random. I know how the Frat House works now but back then I was clueless and I just marveled at the incredible availability of a room and a bed right above the bar. It struck me as pure genius and I still like it a lot but there are some drawbacks. I’ll get into that later.

Back to our nameless friend for the evening, he took a seat in the only chair in the room as Kylie and I began to undress, with me following her lead. She didn’t make a show of it or anything - she didn’t have to. I was mesmerized by her as she unbuttoned her blouse as if she were alone in her own room and getting ready to go to sleep. I’d known her for all of two days at that point and I couldn’t wait to see her body and I didn’t think I liked girls at that point. I’d never done the whole bi-curious, experimentation thing during my disastrous freshman year at college, so I didn’t know if I didn’t like girls either. But I had a strong feeling I was about to find out.

“You don’t mind watching for a few minutes, do you?” she asked our new friend as she unhooked her bra and revealed her gorgeous breasts. I doubt he even heard her - I know I was distracted by their magnificence and I’ve got my share of bodaciousness in the boobie department myself. But hers were nothing short of amazing - firm, perfectly proportioned for her body, clearly natural, with tight, dark areolas and perky nipples. I’ve come to love Kylie’s boobs as much as I love my own but at first glance, I was in awe.

I undressed along with her and by the time we were both naked I was a strange combination of turned on and embarrassed because I didn’t hold a candle next to her. She had a better figure, better hair, prettier eyes, fuller lips, the works. But when she turned to me and draped her arm across my shoulder with a come-hither look in her eyes that was undeniable, all of my concerns melted away. And when she kissed me, really kissed me for the first time, I fell in love with her for real. I still don’t have much interest in girls sexually but Kylie is on a whole other level and she can always, always have her way with me whenever she wants me. And she knows it.

“We don’t have to do much,” she whispered to me as she nuzzled my ear. “But I’ve been lusting after you since you walked in the door.” I leaned back and looked at her, astonished.

“Me? Are you kidding?” I gaped. “You’re the one…”

“Nonsense, Beachy. You are so scrumptious I could eat you up.” She kissed my neck as she reached for my breasts and tweaked my nipples one after the other. I was in heaven. I was as green as they come back then, especially with how much girls know about how to touch other girls. We kissed again and her tongue explored my mouth as she wrapped her arms around my body and held me close, our boobs pressed against each other most satisfyingly. I would have been content to stay like that for hours but our friend stood up and began to get undressed himself, signalling an end to his willingness to spectate. Kylie, in a move I saw many times afterward, opened one arm to him when he was naked and invited him in, which he accepted without hesitation. Best of all, he followed her lead in being gentle and patient with us, allowing the mood to continue in the tone Kylie had set.

Now, don’t get me wrong - when the mood strikes me I love being manhandled by a lover as much as the next girl, but that was not the time or place for some macho show of force by our new friend and, bless his heart, he got that without being told. He just joined in with the gentle touching and kissing and fondling perfectly, his rough hands adding the perfect amount of testosterone to the mix without upsetting the delicate balance. He kissed Kylie deeply then switched seamlessly to me, then waited patiently as Kylie and I kissed each other again.

God, I was in heaven!

“Have you got it in you to take both of us?” Kylie asked the guy at last. “Or will one be enough?”

“I can fuck you both but I don’t think I can cum twice,” he said without embarrassment.

“I love an honest answer,” Kylie said as she sunk to her knees and dragged me down with her. “My friend here will be happy to fuck you soon enough but for now it’s your lucky day.” She ran her lips along the side of his erection and motioned for me to join in. We slid our mouths up and down his shaft and head, kissing when we overshot the mark but heard no complaints. I’m sure we put on a hell of a show for him. We nibbled and sucked his cock and balls until he made us stop.

“If you don’t let me fuck you right now it might not happen,” he said at last, backing away from us.

“Let me set this up,” Kylie said as she climbed onto the bed and proceeded to lie on her back. “Put your knees right here,” she told me, patting the bed by her shoulders. I realized a beat too late she wanted me to straddle her head and sixty-nine her, something I’d never even done with a boy at that point. But I was game to try anything so I carefully placed my knees where she told me and leaned forward. I eyed her pretty pussy with a huge feeling of hesitation mixed with peer pressure - how could I balk at continuing the fun at that point? I couldn’t, so I didn’t. God help me.

I put my hands on the bed next to her hips, our male friend all but forgotten at that point, and stared at her vagina, the first one I’d ever seen from such an up-close-and-personal vantage point. It was super intimidating but when she wrapped her arms around my thighs and pulled my vulva to her mouth, I got into the swing of things. I inched my lips closer to hers, mewling and gasping the whole way because of what she was doing with her tongue to my clit, and just dove in. I licked her cautiously before realizing that she hardly tasted bad, no taste at all. She arched her back and pushed her pussy up into my face, startling me but I lived through it. She was working my clit over and I was getting close to climaxing when I felt our visitor nudge his penis between my lips and penetrate me, slowly at first but then with quickly-building aggressiveness. I moaned loudly and Kylie used that as her opportunity to let go of my thighs and put her hands on my shoulders. She pushed my head firmly between her legs and mashed my face into her pussy. I was drenched with her nectar in a flash.

Meanwhile, our male participant upped his tempo and fucked me hard for a few delicious strokes as Kylie licked my clit hard, an incredible sensation, unlike anything I’d ever experienced or even imagined before. My climax welled up ferociously, slamming into me like a runaway freight train barrelling downhill, uncontrolled and uncontrollable. The penis spurted into my chamber and I let out a wail that might have woken the dead had my head not been trapped between Kylie’s thighs at that moment. In one final act of brutal selfishness, she wrapped one of her legs around my head and forced my face into her pussy, one last desperate try to get me to pay attention to her needs which, I’m sad to say, I didn’t attend to properly. I’ve made it up to her many times since but that doesn’t change the fact that at that moment, I failed her.

“Nonsense,” she told me later with a flip of her hand and a roll of her eyes. “I had a blast, and you were amazing. Are you sure that was your first threesome?”

“I’m pretty sure that was my first anything unless you count the time my second or third cousin talked me into something not nearly as much fun or fulfilling.”

By that time, the penis had gone home or at least somewhere else and Kylie and I were just lying in each other’s arms in the soaked bed. I was cock-drunk, she told me later, something I’d never really experienced before and didn’t quite understand - I was a lot happier about being with Kylie than the guy whose name is lost to the ages. We never saw him again. Which I find astounding to this day.

“It’s understandable,” she whispered as she held me in her arms. “You’ll get used to it but for right now, it’s fun to just revel in the moment, right?”

“I can’t imagine ever getting used to this,” I told her honestly.

And I never have.


4 - “Leave Oscar to Me”

“What the hell did you do, Beachy?” Ryan shouts when I see him later that day. “Are you crazy?

“No, I really don’t think so,” I say politely. He looks like he might have a stroke but I just smile, innocent as a lamb. “Why do you ask?”

“You demanded points? Gross point? That’s out of the question, Beachy. You’re an unknown, with no experience whatsoever. Where did you get the idea you could demand anything? You should be glad you’re even being considered.” He’s ranting with his hands and arms as well as shouting at me so I just fold my arms and wait. Finally, he raises his eyebrows and glares at me. “Well?”

“Are you quite finished, Ryan?” I ask in a too-calm voice.

“Oh, don’t give me that crap, Beachy,” he whines and I just want to slap him silly. “What are you trying to do? Blow the best chance you’ve gotten so far at getting into the industry?”

“First of all,” I begin, growling as best I can, “I’m not getting into the industry with this movie, Ryan. It’s a crowdfunded piece of shit, more porn than anything else, and it’ll probably kill any chance I have of going mainstream when it comes out if I decide to go through with it, which I’m beginning to think would be a huge mistake.”

“Say what?” he asks, dumbfounded. “You make demands and then if they accept them, and that a really big if, you walk away from the deal?”

“See, right there. Do you see what happened? You started off talking about how I’ve blown my chances to get the role, then when I threaten to walk away from a deal I don’t have yet, you make it seem like I’m out of my mind. Which is it, Ryan? Am I not getting the deal or am I crazy for walking away from it?”

He just stares at me for a few seconds before he sputters and shakes his head. “You really are something, Beachy, you know that? A real piece of work.”

“I think I’m doing all the work, Ryan. What am I paying you for if I have to negotiate my own contract?”

“Paying me? You haven’t paid me a damn thing, Beachy,” he shouts.

“Because you haven’t gotten me any work, Ryan,” I shout right back at him. “Don’t you know how you get paid? What kind of an agent are you, anyway?”

He stares at me and I stare back, then we attack each other. What can I say? We have a complicated relationship. Actually, that’s not true - I can barely tolerate the man. But he has an amazing dick and he knows how to use it.

After a quick but satisfying fuck, we lie in my bed for a while talking about the movie, such as it is. “Have you read the book, or seen a screenplay?” I ask him as I play with his soft, wet dick.

“I read the first three books,” he tells me and I look at him, astonished.

“When then, spill, big fella. What’s it about?” He sits up and looks at me, all serious. “Uh, oh. That bad?”

“No, it’s pretty interesting. A lot of people have read it so it’s got a built-in audience,” he says with not a lot of conviction.

“But?” I prod him.

“But it’s really different. And I’m not sure how the hell they’re going to put it all together.”

“Meaning?”

“Well, Justin told you how much money they have, right?”

“Yeah.”

“That’s the catering budget for most indie films these days.”

“Okay, so they’ll raise more. They’re not done, are they?”

He rolls his eyes. “The last I heard, they’ve got a meeting with that new streaming service,” he says with even less enthusiasm. This is beginning to sound like a pipe dream to me.

“What streaming service? Aren’t they all struggling? Isn’t that what the writers’ strike was all about?”

“Yeah, but this is different. It’s just for indie-produced movies that are… How can I put this? Outside the box?” He gives me a crooked smile like that explains what he’s trying to not tell me.

“Just spell it out for me, Ryan. What’s the name of the service? Let’s start there.”

“Sinflix,” he deadpans.

“Shit, really? Sinflix? Is that some kind of joke?”

“I wish it was. According to Oscar, they’ve got some money for promising projects. He’s pitching them next week.”

“And who’s Oscar?” I ask, not wanting to know - who names their kid Oscar, anyway?

“Oscar Drummond. He’s the executive producer. He’s running the whole show.”

“Yeah, I know what an executive producer is, Ryan. Jeez, what kind of idiot do you think I am, anyway?”

“Oh, there’s no way anyone thinks you’re an idiot, Beachy. Least of all, me. Where did you even come up with that bit about Behind the Green Door, anyway? Is that even true?”

I roll my eyes. “Of course it’s true, dingus. I read about it on the internet.” I side-eye him hard and we both laugh. “No, seriously. I read it on Wikipedia and I checked out the footnotes. It really does look legit.”

“It’s a good story, at least. And Justin bought it, that’s for sure. But I don’t know if Oscar is going to go for it, and he’s the one who signs the contracts, Beachy.”

I grab Ryan’s dick again and start stroking him. He’s getting hard again in no time and just before I lean over to take him into my mouth for another round of fun, I look up and whisper, “You leave Oscar to me.”

~ ~ ~

After our first threesome together with our nameless friend, Kylie and I spent most of our free time at the Frat House looking for men to have fun with. She never left me to fend for myself if someone hit on her, which was like every night. Instead, she’d either pester the guy who wanted her to find someone for me or she’d insist that the guy screw both of us. Needless to say, almost no one turned us down.

It turned out to be heaven for me. I was always getting laid and when I wasn’t, I was with Kylie. I had no idea when I met her that I was bisexual. I should have realized it when I couldn’t stop thinking about her in a sexual way but I just wasn’t that tuned into my sexuality in those days. I never imagined I’d be interested in girls because I’d spent so much of my youth thinking about boys.

I guess I should back up a bit here. When I was in high school, as I mentioned earlier, I was not very attractive. I weighed at least twenty pounds too much and a lot of it showed in my face. Guys just weren’t into me. Heck, I wasn’t into myself in those days. My mother never stopped nagging me to lose weight but the more she bullied me the more I ate. It’s a common enough story but it was true. I could polish off a sleeve of Oreos in those days while watching TV without a problem, which was actually a huge problem because it kept me huge. And being a fatso in high school in Florida, in a place known as Boinkin’ Beach, was not optimal. Not by a long shot.

I hung around in those days with the other rejects and castoffs of our school. A girl named Kelsey Atkins was my best friend, which did nothing for my social life because she was a certifiable freak - geeky as hell, had no social skills, and was  either unaware or unconcerned that kids found her weird as shit. To make things worse she was as skinny as I was fat. We made for quite a pair and we wore our weirdness like badges of honor.

Kelsey and I used to hang out at my house because my mom was always at her shop. My father divorced her a few years after my younger brother was born, so since I was five it was just the three of us. My gram helped out as best she could but she lost my grandpa to a heart attack when I was about eight and it really hit her hard. After Pops died Gram was always hanging out with these low-lifes who used her as a meal ticket or worse. She had a knack for making money but no sense when it came to men, especially later in her life. The bottom line was that my mom had to work her ass off to stay afloat at the store she owned and my brother and I pretty much took care of ourselves. Which meant we didn’t have a lot of adult supervision. We were raised free-range long before that was even a thing.

Getting back to Kelsey and me. We would hang out together after school and watch game shows and reruns while I would pig out and she would just let me. I’m pretty sure she wasn’t bulimic or anything but she never seemed to crack a hundred pounds. Since she was barely there and I was too much, the boys cut a wide path around us at school and at the beach. My house was within walking distance of the Atlantic Ocean and we both loved the water, so we were always there, swimming and sunbathing and such. I looked at boys but never did anything about it while Kelsey didn’t even look. To this day, from what I’ve seen on Instagram and Tic-Toc, she’s still living at home and likely still a virgin. And probably happy as a clam.

But I was miserable back then. I ached to be touched. I knew I would love it because I took great pain to read everything I could about sex on the internet. And I watched porn. Oh, brother, did I watch a ton of porn. My mom wouldn’t have known a parental control if it bit her on the ass so I was free to look at anything and everything and I did. Nothing was too much for my teenage sensibilities because none of that shit was ever going to happen to me. How could it? I was too fat and ugly for anyone to ever give a shit about.

Except for this one time that my second or third cousin, Frank, came to visit with his family. My mom was not pleased they just showed up without an invitation but she didn’t have the cojones to tell them to leave so they stayed with us for a week. She went to the store every day as if they weren’t there and Aunt Mabel and Uncle Fred or whatever their names were would leave Frank and me and my brother TJ alone in the house. This was right after my junior year so I was as heavy as I’d ever been but Frank was nothing to write home about either. Then again, he had a dick and he knew what he wanted to do with it and one thing led to another. By the end of the week, I was tired of fending him off so I let him stick it in me. We messed up the sheets, I worried about getting pregnant until my period arrived three days after they left town and I never heard from Frank again. Dodged a bullet there, that’s for sure.

That was the sum total of my sexual experience before I went off to college and lost all that weight by being so depressed I almost starved myself to death. But that’s a whole other story.


5 - “Ulterior Motives”

Oscar Drummond looks just like his name would imply, at least to me does, anyway. He’s tall but lanky in a not-cool sort of way. He’s not quite bald but well on his way and he wears glasses that might look retro on the right face but on his, they just look old-fashioned. He’s got thick lips and a big nose and his eyes are way too close together for his face. Pure Oscar, as I said.

But he seems likable enough when I meet him at his office in West Hollywood - at least he’s got an office and didn’t tell me to meet him at a coffee shop.

“So glad you could come, Beachy,” he says with a big smile when we shake hands just inside his office door. He’s got an office but no receptionist, so there’s that. “Justin raved about you.”

“That’s good to hear, Oscar,” I tell him with a warm smile of my own. “Thanks for seeing me on such short notice.”

“Well, I’ve got ulterior motives on that score, Beachy. By the way, is that really your name?”

“No, my parents named me Rebecca and called me Becky all my life. They still do, actually. I got the nickname in college and I decided to keep it. Sets me apart from the millions of Becky’s in the world, you know?”

“Okay, sure. That’s fine,” he says with a tone that tells me it’s not all that fine but, whatever. I’m not going to fight over my freaking name. “We want to set up a screentest for you and one of our male leads. Can you do it tomorrow?”

I look at him like he’s nuts, just because. “Tomorrow? Isn’t that a little short notice, Oscar?” I’ve already taken so much time off of work I’m going to have to short my aunt for the rent I still pay her even though I’m hardly ever home these days. “Why the rush?” I ask, gritting my teeth.

“Well, we’ve got another consideration in the works, here,” Oscar explains as he grabs a stack of papers like it’s 1990 and the internet doesn’t exist yet. I want to press him on why he doesn’t just use his iPhone like everybody else but I hold my tongue about it.

“What’s the other consideration?”

“We want to have the main casting all set when we pitch Sinflix next week and show them some footage at the same time. We think it will help us make our case.” He grins a lopsided grin at me like he’s a little off in the head, which who knows, maybe he is.

“So, you want me to audition and film a highlight reel for you as well, and all in a couple of days?” I roll my eyes. “Sure, Oscar. No sweat.”

He doesn’t catch my sarcasm, which to be fair I’ve been told is a little hard to discern sometimes.

“Great, Beachy,” he says before I can straighten him out. “We can put you up for the night if you don’t want to drive back to San Diego just to round trip it tomorrow.”

“Put me up where Oscar?” I ask quickly. “No offense but I’m not sure I want to spend the night in some fleebag motel by the airport.”

“Actually,” he says getting all quiet suddenly, “I’ve got a mother-in-law bungalow behind my house. You’d have the place all to yourself.”

I give him a look but he’s not looking at me. “No mother-in-law?”

“Not even a wife. She left many years ago. Too many to count.” He gives me a weak smile.

“Sorry to hear that,” I mumble. I really am - I’d be a lot more comfortable staying at his place if he had a wife there to keep him in line. At least he invited me to stay in a separate structure but I’m still on the fence about it.

“It’s fine,” he says, finally looking at me. “We weren’t really all that compatible.”

“Oh, okay,” I tell him not wanting to get into his sad story because don’t all divorced men have a sad story? In my experience, they do, and they’re almost always the same. Oh, my wife doesn’t understand me, she doesn’t appreciate everything I do for her, and she gets upset just because I took her younger sister to Vegas for the weekend. It’s a laugh riot, let me tell you.

“So, is that a yes?” he asks, seemingly a bit too hopeful for my tastes. But the Five at this time of day - any time of day, really - will be a nightmare, and staying would save me hours and hours on the road.

“I’ll think about it.”

“Okay,” he says without drooling, a big plus. Maybe he doesn’t have designs on me. “Let’s talk about points, Beachy. We can’t give you points, certainly not gross points, and really, not even net points. It just won’t fly with our investors.”

“Then I guess I won’t be staying the night, Oscar,” I tell him simply as I stand up and sling my bag over my shoulder. “It’s been real.” I turn to leave as he leaps out of his chair.

“Wait, hold on.” He’s coming around his desk with a full head of steam which unnerves me - I can hold my own at the Gotta-Go or in a club, no problem. But this is his turf and I’m on my own. Ryan and Kylie know I’m here but they’re miles and hours away - so, useless. I’m usually not this paranoid but I’m usually not this vulnerable. As I said, it’s unnerving.

“What for, Oscar?” I manage to ask without losing my shit. “I mean, Justin spilled the beans, right? I know I was far and away the first choice by those very same investors to play Grace so I’ve kind of got you by the short hairs, don’t I, Oscar?” He’s not foaming at the mouth or anything so my courage comes back. “Why don’t you put it to a vote again?” I can’t believe I’m saying this but I feel like I’m in a position to be a bitch and I love that.

“Look,” he says, all defensive suddenly. “Justin definitely gave away far too much information when he talked with you, Beachy. I’ll give you that. But we’re barely able to fund this with the money we’ve got so I’m really over a barrel if you insist on taking ten percent of the gross. We won’t have a prayer of getting any more money from the current group and it’ll be that much harder to bring a new investor on if we’re only dealing with 90% of the revenue right from the start. You can understand that, can’t you?”

“What I understand is that it’s your problem, not mine, Oscar.” I smile but I also make it clear I’m not budging on this. “Look, I read the book last night, the first one, and she’s naked the whole time other than when they’re on the bus. And she’s having sex with men she doesn’t know by the end. This is pure porn, Oscar. If I do this, I’ll never work in Hollywood, just like Marilyn Chambers, the woman who starred in Behind the Green Door. I didn’t have a career in porn in mind when I got into acting, you know? Otherwise, I’d be talking to the guys in the valley instead of you, Oscar.”

He smirks, the first one I’ve seen from him. “And yet, here you are, Beachy. Talking to me.”

I frown. This is not going the way I envisioned it going. “Are you going to put it to a vote on the crowdfunding site or not, Oscar?”

He loses the smirk but not the attitude. “I don’t even know how we would do that, Beachy.”

“It can’t be difficult, Oscar. You must have a list of people who gave you money. Just tell them what I’m asking and see what they say.” I pause as another thought strikes me. “Tell you what. Why don’t you ask them what they would be willing to pay, gross points, and we’ll see how much they really want me.”

“What if they come back with nothing? No points? Would you do that and just take the cash upfront like we offered?”

“Twenty-five thousand?”

“Sure. We’ll stand by that.”

“And you’d put it the way I asked when you poll them? Ten grand up front and however many points they’re willing to give me?”

He stares at me for a few long moments. “I’ll go one better. Do the screentest tomorrow with Damian and we’ll send a copy of it out with the poll so they can see what they’re getting. That will help your cause, because your pictures don’t do you justice, Beachy. You really are perfect for the role.”

I let the fake flattery jet by me and focus on what he’s offering. It appeals to me, I have to admit. But there’s one thing that’s sticking in my mind and won’t let go. “Why haven’t you hit on me, Oscar? Are you gay? Is that why you’re wife left you?”

His eyes open wide for a split second before he recovers. “Guilty as charged, Beachy. I’m as queer as a three-dollar bill. Is that a problem?”

“No, not at all. I’m bi-sexual myself so there are no issues. I was just curious.”

“You could tell just from a twenty-minute conversation?”

I snort. What can I say? It’s a bad habit of mine. “I could tell in the first twenty seconds, Oscar. You never even glanced at my boobs.”

“I didn’t have to, but point taken. Besides, it’s not your boobs that are going to make or break our movie, Beachy.”

“What is, Oscar?”

He smiles and stands up, our meeting over, one way or the other. “Your willingness to play the role the way it was written.”

~ ~ ~

When high school mercifully ended and I packed my inappropriate clothes to move to Michigan, I didn’t think anything would change when it came to my love life and it didn’t. The boys took one look at me and ran for the skinny bitches with their midriff tops and Daisy Duke short-shorts running around the quad in the warmth of early fall in Ann Arbor. I finally broke out of my geek prison because I was assigned three roommates in a two-bedroom suite, the lap of luxury for a lowly freshman but hey, what can I say? Even a blind pig finds an acorn once in a while.

The Girl Squad, as we called ourselves first semester, was on the prowl but we didn’t have a clue what we were doing so we spent a lot of time getting wasted or high, or both, without really learning a fucking thing about what it took to be attractive to guys. We flirted, shamelessly and ineffectually, and I practically threw myself at guys I wouldn’t give a second look to now, but I was so desperate for attention I practically reeked with neediness. I don’t know why but I just never seemed to learn how to do it.

Actually, now that I’ve been riding shotgun with Kylie for a few years, I know exactly what the problem was - I was hanging around with girls who were too much like me - clueless. Oh, I tried to get in with a better crowd, either in the dorm or in one of the huge freshman classes you get stuck in as a first-semester frosh, but to no avail. If I’m completely honest, I’d have to say that it wasn’t all me. Pretty girls in college are just as bad as pretty girls in high school, only worse because there are no parents around to reign in their bad behavior.

One case in point comes to mind. I was invited to a party at another dorm with one of my roommates and we were totally pumped to see if we could get laid, or at least make out with a new crowd of boys. The party was in the basement of the dorm and of course, beer was not allowed because no one was old enough, but there were plenty of flasks being passed around and Brittany, my roommate, and I got wasted pretty quickly, this being my first real party and all. I wandered into a store room where a couple was making out. They stopped when I opened the door but the girl called me ‘Fatty’ and told me to get out. I left the party immediately and cried in my room for the rest of the night. It seemed like college would be no different than high school after all.

And it wasn’t, not really. Bigger, a lot more people, but basically the same old shit. Plus, football, which I never liked and never got with the program in one of the biggest college football towns in the country.

Then the weather began to change. It wasn’t too bad at first - cooler days, and longer nights, all made somewhat bearable by the changing leaves on the trees. It was beautiful, no doubt, but I struggled with my studies and the days just kept getting shorter and shorter.

Then, Daylight Savings ended and I went over the edge. Suddenly, the sun was gone by mid-afternoon and the darkness seemed to magnify my loneliness. My roommates eventually got boyfriends so I felt like a fifth wheel, or seventh, I guess, and pretty quickly I was even more lonely than back home where at least I had Kelsey. Now, I was totally alone, struggling with courses I had no business being in, and too depressed to leave my room most days. I stopped going to the dining hall, instead binging on junk food in my room. It wasn’t pretty.

I barely passed enough of my courses to come back for the spring semester which started out worse than ever. My suitemate who roomed in my bedroom dropped out of school unexpectedly so I was even more alone, not that she spent a lot of time in the room towards the end of the first semester. Loneliness closed in on me with a vengeance and I stopped eating almost entirely. I’m sure I was borderline anorexic but I started from a pretty high weight so no one noticed, including me until my clothes looked like they were hanging off of me. I was hardly going out at all by that time so I didn’t see it as that big a deal - I just never got dressed most days. I just stayed in bed.

I was so deep in the hole of my depression that even when the weather started to change in the spring it had almost no effect on me. I couldn’t dig my way out on my own. I knew I was done with school, at least for now, and I called my aunt in Mission Beach and asked if I could move in with her. She welcomed me with open arms, bless her hippie heart. So I packed up my car, prayed that it would make the trip without leaving me stranded in the middle of nowhere, and headed west.


6 - “Why the Fuck Not?”

“What’s that supposed to mean, Oscar? Play the part as written?”

He smiles at me as he walks me to his office door. “Well, we’re going to do things differently, partly because we have to, given our monetary constraints but also because that’s one of the things we promised our investors. They are, pardon the pun, invested in seeing the movie made as faithfully as possible with the spirit of the book. We’re going to deliver on that promise.” He locks his office door and we ride the elevator down to the lobby of his building. “Okay if I drive?”

I side-eye him hard. “I don’t remember agreeing to come with you, Oscar.”

He laughs. “Come on, Beachy. You want to do this, I can tell. Stop fighting it, and me.”

I’ve heard those words before. “Where are we going?” I’m not getting in his car until I know what to expect.

“I’ve got a place in Laurel Canyon,” he says simply, flooring me.

“What? Laurel Canyon?” I’m stunned. Really, I am.

“Yeah, I bought it a long time ago. It’s pretty nice.” He smiles at me as if a place in fabled Laurel Canyon, the place where the best music of the sixties and seventies was born, is like a walk in the park. “You’re familiar?” he asks with a twinkle in his eye.

“Fuck, yeah, I’m familiar.” My friend Kelsey and I discovered Joni Mitchell in high school and we learned everything we could about her days in Laurel Canyon back in the sixties. When I was almost dying in college five years ago, I listened to Joni Mitchell’s Court and Spark album obsessively. It was just about the only thing that kept me alive, to be honest.

Not only that, but these days Laurel Canyon is one of the premier playgrounds of the rich and famous, I definitely have to upgrade my assessment of Oscar.

“How can you afford to live there?” I ask, throwing all semblances of good manners out the window.

“Like I said, I bought it a long time ago, when prices weren’t so insane.”

“So, why don’t you finance the damn movie, Oscar, if you’re so rich.”

“I’m doing okay but I’m not in a position to bankroll a freaking movie, Beachy.” He opens the passenger door to an ancient Mercedes SL 500 convertible with the top down. “Think I’d still be driving this pig around if I had that kind of money?” He motions for me to get in but I hesitate. “Your car will be fine here until tomorrow, don’t worry.”

“But will I be fine, Oscar? What about me?” I cock an eyebrow at him and he laughs.

“I told you, Beachy. I’m gay. You’re safe with me, so get in.”

I throw caution to the wind and climb in. He slams the door and circles in front. I half expect him to jump over the door like a dork but he opens it and climbs in the normal way as well. He cranks the engine and it roars to life. “This beast gets a whooping 12 miles a gallon in these hills. If I had any sense I get a Tesla but I don’t.”

As if on cue, he turns left from Sunset Boulevard onto Laurel Canyon and roars up into the Hollywood Hills. I’ve always wanted to explore this area but never took the time to do it, so this is a real treat. We only go halfway up the canyon before he pulls onto a side street and then into a driveway. This cannot be his place and I tell him so, my mouth hanging open.

“It’s mine, I promise you.” He switches off the engine and I scramble out of the car to take in the incredible view and the astonishing grounds.

“This place is amaze-balls, Oscar. I can’t believe you live here.” Downtown LA is already lit up in the waning light of dusk and the house itself is a jewel of stained wood and stucco with an impressive front door that Oscar unlocks to usher me inside. The interior is even more remarkable with wooden slat ceilings and a floating curved staircase. The pool is not ostentatious but just big enough to be all you’d ever need and I’m in love.

“Are you sure you’re gay, Oscar? Cause I’ll marry you right here and now if you just let me live here with you.”

“Then we’d both be miserable, Beachy. Can I get you something to drink?”

“Anything,” I tell him as I wander around looking like a kid in a toy store. I’ve never even seen a place this grand in person, never mind stayed the night. I have to talk my way out of being shunted off to the pool house or whatever.

“Here you go,” Oscar says as he hands me a glass of white wine. I take a sip and give him a look.

“This is excellent,” I tell him and he beams.

“I’ve got a pretty good wine cellar,” he says with obvious pride.

“And yet you claim poverty. What do you do to actually make money, Oscar? You can’t buy wine this good by producing indie movies with no money.”

“No, I can’t. I got lucky in that I don’t have to work.” He motions for me to sit in his living room. “My grandfather was a dentist in Omaha and he met Warren Buffet when he was still a young man back in the fifties.”

“Who?” I ask.

“Warren Buffet,” he says like I should know the name. “He’s only one of the richest men in the world, Beachy.” He smiles at me like I’m an idiot.

“Sorry, Oscar, but I’m not up on the lives of the rich and famous,” I deadpan.

He nods. “No, that’s fair. He’s a legend in Nebraska where I’m from and I forget that not everyone knows the name. Anyway, my grandad bought some stock in his company in my name and I’ve been living on it ever since.”

I stare at him. “No shit? That’s all it took and you’re set for life?”

“It’s done really well over the years.”

“But you can’t fund the movie?”

“I can fund my lifestyle or the movie but not both. That’s why we’re crowdfunding, Beachy.”

I take another sip of wine and decide to change the subject. “So, who’s the guy I’m going to be doing the screentest with?”

“Damian Marshall. I can give him a call if you want to meet him.”

“Tell me about him,” I tell him.

“He’s like you, relatively new to the business although he’s got some credits to his name. He’s black, about six-two, really good-looking. His demeanor is what we like most of all - he can really come across as a bad-ass but he’s got range.”

“I guess he’s coming cheap, too.” I cock an eyebrow and Oscar laughs.

“He is. He knows where we’re at on the financing, so…”

“And he lives around here?”

“He lives in West Hollywood. Want me to give him a call?”

I stare at Oscar for a long moment and take another sip of wine while I wonder if I’m making a huge mistake. But then Kylie’s famous last words come to mind and I decide to just go for it.

“Why the fuck not?”

~ ~ ~

“See the thing about porn is,” Kylie told me out of the blue one night years ago when we’d been drinking - I know, I know, we drink almost every night - “is that it’s a blessing and a curse.”

“Come again?” I asked, not knowing where that thought came from.

“Take you, for instance,” she said while we were sitting at the bar at the Frat House. “You’ve watched a ton of porn in your young life, right?” I think I was nineteen when we had this conversation.

“I guess so,” I admitted, feeling defensive all of a sudden.

“It’s fine, everyone does nowadays. And in some ways, it’s great. You see what sex is like to a certain extent, which is a far cry from what it used to be. My mom told me that when she was a teenager back in the seventies all they had was magazines like Playboy and Penthouse and books like The Joy of Sex and The Sensuous Woman.”

“Your mom was a teenager in the seventies?” I did the math quickly in my head.

“I was a late baby,” Kylie admitted. “She had me when she was almost forty. But anyway, she said it was shitty back then trying to figure out what was going on. Her mother didn’t tell her shit and even though there was a bit of sex education in schools they never talked about the good stuff.”

“Okay, but where are you going with this?” I asked, a little drunk but totally perplexed.

“I’m getting there. So, in the early seventies, porn movies started to get out. The first big three were Deep Throat, The Devil in Miss Jones, and Behind the Green Door. They showed them in movie theaters and a ton of people went to see them.”

“Okay.”

“So, that’s where the porn industry really got started, then it went to VCRs and finally the internet.”

“What’s a VCR?” I asked. I kid you not.

“Never mind, look it up.” She blew out a breath and went on. “So, you and I grew up with porn everywhere so there was no mystery about sex. We saw it early and often, which is great in that we know about it but bad in that we think that porn is what sex should be like.”

“And that’s bad?” By the time we had this conversation, I was having a lot of sex, finally, but I was still pretty naive about it.

“Oh, for sure.” She looked away for a long moment and I thought she was going to start crying.

“Are you okay, Kylie?” I finally asked.

“Yeah, I’m fine. Anyway, all the shit you see on the porn sites, it’s not real. Most of it is staged, the people in it are all porn stars, not real people even though that’s what they want you to think sometimes. A lot of the time. But the biggest thing is that not everybody is like that. I mean, nowadays, most girls think that anal sex is a normal part of sex, but it wasn’t always like that. And if you don’t want to do it, you don’t have to. Same with gagging on a guy’s dick or being slapped around or having two or more guys at once.”

“Really?” Like I said, I was young and foolish.

“Really, Beachy. That’s not normal, but if you watch enough porn you think it is and everyone watches too much porn now, especially when they’re young. So guys grow up thinking that being super-aggressive with women is normal. Worse, they think that’s what women expect of them. And the worst thing of all? A lot of women think that’s what they have to put up with when they sleep with a guy.

“Look, I know you haven’t been with a lot of guys yet, right?” She looked at me all serious and I just nodded. “Which is fine - there’s absolutely nothing wrong with that. But when you start having fun with that new banging body of yours - and believe me, you will - just remember that you call the shots, Beachy. Don’t get pushed into doing something you don’t want to do.”

I don’t think I realized it at the time, but those were maybe the most important words regarding sex anyone ever said to me.


7 - “What Else?”

Thirty minutes later, Damian shows up at Oscar’s front door. I stand in the living room as the two of them stroll towards me like long-lost friends and like with so many other things today, Oscar severely undersold Damian’s good looks. The man is drop-dead gorgeous. He’s wearing a sweater that highlights his fantastic body without being flashy about it, jeans that look painted on, and what have to be vintage Jordans or good knockoffs. I feel underdressed even though I’m essentially wearing the same stuff, I just don’t look nearly as good in my outfit. I’m almost embarrassed but then he catches my eye and smiles and holy shit, his smile is killer.

I swear I blush for the first time in years.

“Beachy Sands,” Oscar intones with an announcer's voice. “Meet Damian Marshall. Beachy is staying over to do the screentest for Sinflix tomorrow.”

“A pleasure to meet you, Beachy,” Damian says with a smooth-as-butterscotch voice in a low register that absolutely rattles my core, it’s so fucking sexy. What is it about black men? They all sound so goddamn masculine.

“Nice to meet you, too,” I manage without embarrassing myself too much. “Oscar tells me you’ve been in the business long enough to have a CV.” I smile and he matches it. Lord!

“Well, that’s a bit of an exaggeration but I’ve been at it for a couple of years,” he admits with a bit of modesty that I find endearing.

“Anything I’d recognize?” I press, wondering if this line of questioning is considered rude but what do I know? I’m new at this, he has to realize.

“Probably not,” he says, cryptically, and I sense a little something that might bother me if I let it, so I decide to let it go. I don’t want to screw this up, not now. Maybe not ever. Fuck, I don’t know what I want.

“What can I get you, Damian?” Oscar asks as he walks to the bar.

“Club soda,” he says as we sit facing each other. “I’m not much of a drinker.”

Now I feel like a lush for having a glass of wine in my hand but he waves off the look I must have given him without thinking. “Don’t worry, I never judge,” he whispers with a half-smile.

“So,” Oscar says as he hands Damian his drink. “I’ll get right to the point if that’s okay with you two. We’ve got a lot riding on tomorrow, as I was just telling Beachy. We got a call from the development department at Sinflix and they’re willing to give us a lot more money for production if they like what they see, and I don’t have to tell you what that means to us.”

“In what way?” I ask.

“Well, we’ll be able to get much better sets for one thing. And equipment. We’re planning on doing a very scaled-down production with the crowdfunding money we have, by necessity, obviously. But if Sinflix throws in with us, we can get real cameras and everything.” He laughs at his own joke.

“Real cameras?”

“Yeah,” he continues. “At this point, we’re planning on doing it all with iPhones. The latest models of course, but if they pony up some real cash we’ll be able to do it the right way.”

I look at Damian but he doesn’t look nearly as surprised as I am. “You’re filming with iPhones?” I ask in a tone I immediately regret.

“Hey, don’t knock it,” Oscar says with a laugh. “Soderbergh made Unsane with an iPhone 7 and grossed 14 million on it.”

“Yeah, but he had Claire Foy and he’s Steven Soderbergh,” I reply acidly. “Do you have that kind of talent?”

“Obviously not,” Oscar says with a cocked eyebrow. “All I’m saying is that technically speaking, it can be done.”

“How is Sinflix going to be involved, Oscar? Do they get involved in the production? Or do they just buy the finished product and stream it?” I leave unsaid how they will affect my compensation if I wind up getting gross points like I asked for.

“We’ll negotiate all that in due time, Beachy. Let’s concentrate on the task we have in front of us.” He stands up suddenly. “Do you two want to run lines or something?”

I turn to Damian who has been watching Oscar and me with a bemused look on his face and he gives me one of those looks, as if to say he’ll do whatever I want to do. I’m not sure what I want, though. This is all too new for me to digest.

“What do you suggest?” I ask Oscar.

“Well,” he starts, and I’m immediately suspicious. “I think because the scene we’re planning on filming tomorrow is the love scene in the motel at the end of Book 2, we should work on you two getting comfortable with each other.”

I just stare at him for a long moment. “I haven’t read Book 2,” I admit in a soft voice.

He stares back at me. “Okay, well, the name of the chapter in question is Delighted, so that should give you some idea of the tone of the scene. Basically, it’s the first time Grace is treated with any tenderness in the situation she finds herself.”

I turn to look at Damian. “Safe to assume you’ve read the entire series?”

He nods and smiles but says nothing. Thankfully. I feel like an idiot for not reading the books.

“Beachy is new to the project,” Oscar explains in a generous attempt to come to my rescue. “But that’s beside the point.”

“What is the point, Oscar?” I ask with a look. “What are we doing here?”

Damian leans forward. “The way I see it, if I can interject, is that Grace and James, my character, spend a night together and it’s the first time that anyone treats Grace with any tenderness since she was unexpectedly abducted. It’s a pivotal moment in the story and has to be very poignant since James and Grace will never see each other again.”

“We only have the one scene together?” I whine, betraying my disappointment.

“I’m afraid so,” he says, sounding almost as disappointed as I feel. Which is really nice.

“One intimate scene,” Oscar says. “You have several scenes together, but just one love scene.”

“How intimate is the scene?” I ask, wondering just what I’m getting myself into.

“Quite,” Oscar says with a look.

“She doesn’t know?” Damian asks Oscar.

“Know what?” I demand, looking at Damian and then Oscar. “What are you not telling me?”

“We haven’t gotten into the details yet?” Oscar says to Damian as if I’m not standing right in front of them. Suddenly, I feel completely vulnerable - two men, no car, no real idea where the fuck I am, and now I find out they’ve been holding back the details? What the fuck?

“Somebody better level with me, and Iike right fucking now, or I’m outta here,” I shout.

“It’s not like that, Beachy,” Oscar says in a condescending tone that really pisses me off. “I just…”

I cut him off. “You just what, Oscar? You had the whole meeting to get into the details but you didn’t.” I stand up and put my drink on the table. “I think we’re done here.” I pull my phone out of my pocket to call an Uber.

“Wait,” Damian says in that voice of his. “Don’t go, Beachy. Give Oscar five minutes to fix his boneheaded mistake and if you don’t like what you’re hearing, I’ll take you wherever you want to go, no questions asked.”

“Why should I trust you, Damian? I just fucking met you. And I don’t feel good about any of this anymore.”

“Fair enough,” he allows. “But feel free to call a ride or whatever if that’s what you want to do. Just give him a chance to explain.”

I turn to Oscar and he looks like someone just kicked his dog. “Well?” I ask.

“So, I didn’t want to just spring this on you, Beachy, but I see now that I was wrong in not mentioning this upfront.”

“Mention what, for god’s sake?” I practically scream at him.

“Sinflix is trying out a new business model, Beachy,” Damian says. I turn to him. “We’re going to be their first project if they like what they see.”

“What kind of new business model?” I ask, almost exasperated.

“Two versions of the same movie,” Oscar says so I look at him. “One for theatrical release, one for streaming.”

“A lot of companies do that,” I counter.

“No, they don’t,” he says emphatically. “They release the same version of a movie on different platforms, sometimes simultaneously, sometimes not, but it’s always the same movie.”

“Sinflix is going to release two different versions of our movie,” Damian says gently. “With two different audiences in mind.”

“What does that mean?” I ask. Damian looks at Oscar who looks back at him and cocks an eyebrow. “What are you getting at?” I almost shout at the two of them.

“One will be suitable for mainstream audiences, but the other one won’t.”

“Suitable? What are you getting at?”

“Explicit, Beachy,” Oscar says. “One will be graphically, sexually explicit. The other one won’t.”

“Not just sexually,” Damian adds. “There’s more to it than that.”

I just stare at them. “Wait, so I’ll be having sex with you, on camera?” I ask Damian. I’m not all that against it, given how fucking hot he is but I should have been told. “Actual sex?”

“Yes,” Damian says softly.

“With penetration, and all?” I ask, not completely surprised but close.

“I assume so,” Damian says as he looks at Oscar. I look at him as well.

“The whole deal, yes,” he confirms.

“Blow jobs?” I ask.

“Yes.”

“Anal?”

“Yes.”

“Cum shots?”

“Yes.”

I turn away and discover that I’m shaking. I guess this is hitting me harder than I thought it would because I had a sneaking suspicion the whole time. I think. I don’t know. I really don’t.

“Wait, you said there’s something else,” I say to Oscar. “What did you say, ‘not just sexually’?”

“Yes,” he says but doesn’t elaborate until I raise my eyebrows. Even then, he hems and haws.

“Go on,” I order him.

“Well, how much of the first book have you read, Beachy?”

I side-eye him. “Are you going to try to blame me now, Oscar?”

“No, but do you know what Grace goes through?”

Now it’s my turn to feel embarrassed. “No, I guess I don’t.”

“You haven’t read the book?” Damian asks.

“I read some of it. I got the jist.”

“Did you get to the punishment room?” Oscar asks.

“No,” I admit quietly. “That doesn’t sound good.”

“It’s not. But it’s not too bad in the first book. Grace is just hung by her wrists for an hour, which we can simulate without actually…”

“Wait, what?” I interrupt. “Are you going to actually torture me?”

Once again, Oscar and Damian exchange looks. “No, not exactly,” Oscar says in a weasily tone.

“Well then, what exactly are you going to do to me?”

“A variety of things,” Oscar says. “Some of them will be pretty painful because there’s just no say around it. But most of it will be simulated.”

“Simulated. What does that mean?” I’m still pissed but I’m also finding myself turned on. Somewhat.

“Well, one of the key ways that Grace gets tortured is by spending a lot of time riding the Spanish Horse, a form of medieval torture. Obviously, we can do a lot in post-production to make it look like you’re spending hours on it without actually having you do that. Same thing with hanging you by your wrists.”

“But I’ll have to endure it for a while, right?” I’m practically gushing now - I had no idea I would be into this shit. Seriously. I’ve never even been tied up before. Fuck, I should have read the damn book!

“Yeah, since you’re naked for most of the scenes in the production, we’ll have to put you on the equipment to get the shot. We just won’t leave you there.”

“Big of you,” I say softly. “What else? What exactly are the types of things you can’t simulate?”

Again, Oscar looks at Damian who has remained silent for some time. I look at him just as he cocks an eyebrow at Oscar, who clears his throat. “Do you know what a flogger is?” he asks gently.

“Like a cat-o-nine tails?” I ask. I have no idea how I know that, I just do.

“Exactly,” Oscar says in an excited voice as if he’s relieved that we’ve finally found some sort of common ground.

“What else?”

“Whipping,” he whispers. My belly clenches.

“What else?”

“Caning.” I’m practically vibrating.

“What else?”

He looks at Damian again. “That’s not enough?” he asks with a cockeyed grin.

I just glare at him. Damian clears his throat.

“But none of that for tomorrow’s screentest. My character doesn’t torture your character at all.” He smiles at me.

“I feel like there’s something else you’re not telling me, Oscar.”

He looks at Damian again and then looks down. “Well, you are, in one of the last scenes of the movie, raped.”

I stare at him. “Jesus, Oscar. How the fuck did that slip your mind?”

He looks at his shoes, the fucking coward. “It didn’t. I was just holding it back. Is that going to trigger you, Beachy? Will you be able to film a simulated rape?”

I stare at him for a long, silent moment before the reality of what he said hits me. “I thought you said all the sex would be real.”

He looks up at me and nods.

“So, it’s going to be pretty close to the real thing, isn’t it?”

“In a way, yes,” he whispers so softly I can barely hear him. But I don’t need to hear him. I get what he’s saying.

“Yeah, okay,” I say at last, then I look at Damian. “So, what are we doing here tonight?”

“Whatever you’d like, Beachy,” he says with a warm, inviting smile. “Whatever you’d like.”


8 - “You’re a Natural”

I climb the stairs to Oscar’s guest bedroom with Damian close behind me. I’m still not sure about this project - some of it intrigues the hell out of me and some of it scares the shit out of me, but Damian is a bonafide hottie and I see no reason to pass up getting laid while I figure out what I’m doing. Plus, I want to talk to him alone without Oscar in the room, so fucking him kills two birds with one stone.

“Okay,” I tell him when we close the door and lock it. “What am I missing here?”

“Pardon?” he asks with a puzzled look.

“You’re willing to do this piece of shit? And you’ve already got some work under your belt?” I don’t make a move toward the bed or to disrobe - I just stand there, looking up at him. God, he’s so fucking gorgeous. I really hope we can finish talking quickly and get on to better things.

“It’s a risk, I know that,” he says with a degree of candor I haven’t heard from Oscar, which bothers me more and more. “And it’s not like my credits are anything to write home about.”

“Can you give me anything at all that you’ve done?”

“That you would know? I doubt it.” Alarm bells start ringing in the back of my head again. Fuck.

“Why’s that, Damian? Do you do porn or something?” The look on his face tells me everything I need to know. “Jesus Christ, you two are really something, you know that?”

“Well, it’s a living, and I tried the traditional route for almost three years before I threw in the towel. There’s not that much work for black guys who look like me these days in, Beachy.”

I roll my eyes. “Oh, come on, Damian. You’re a good-looking man, better than most. Why do you say that?”

“It’s still a white man’s world, Beachy. Most of the black shows, the few that there have been since the pandemic started, have shut down and the ones that are left aren’t looking for guys like me. They’re usually after a thug look or a famous face, someone who they can bank on at the box office. It’s always been the same story, long as I’ve been here.”

“So you fuck for a living?” I ask, not trying to be crass but not wanting to pull any punches either.

“Hey, it’s a good living, so don’t knock it. OnlyFans has really opened up the spigot for that kind of work and it’s a bit less public, so I can walk around without being recognized, unlike some of the guys on the tube sites.”

“So what are you doing working with Oscar, if you don’t mind me asking.”

He nods. “Oscar’s a piece of work, isn’t he?”

I nod back. “I’ll say.”

“I met him through a friend and he asked if I’d be interested. I think the deal he’s negotiating with Sinflix might actually work, to be perfectly honest, Beachy. If you can get past all the crap he just threw at you.” He smiles and takes a step towards me. “But we can talk about all that later,” he whispers and I feel his desire for me like a sunlamp shining on my face. I like it.

“So, we’re just getting acquainted tonight, right?” I ask with a flirty tone for the first time.

“Like I said downstairs, we’ll do whatever you like, Beachy.” He fingers a lock of my hair and tucks it behind my ear. “Anything at all.”

“That works for me,” I tell him and I grab his arms to pull him to me, angling my head up to kiss him. “That works gangbusters.”

He eases his thick black lips to mine and it’s not lost on me that this is the first time I’m kissing a black man. My upbringing in Florida wasn’t overtly racist but Florida is Florida and I’m pretty sure some of all that shit rubbed off on me because I’m feeling like I’m doing something wrong to a certain extent, which is ridiculous but I can’t shake it. And even with as many men as I’ve kissed and slept with over the past five years, this feels like something completely different because, let’s face facts, it is completely different.

Damian’s lips are uniquely thick and plush but also hard and masculine. It’s a heady combination and I open my mouth to invite him to deepen our kiss which he does. He tastes different, not bad, just different, and I melt into his arms which he wraps around me just the way I want him to. I can feel his erection pressing against my belly and holy fuck, I think suddenly, this guy is a pornstar and of course, he’s huge down there. I’m no size queen but I’m not some delicate flower, either. I just want to see if he knows what to do with his God-given gifts because a lot of guys don’t.

We break from our kiss and stare into each other’s eyes for a few seconds and he’s smiling just like I am and I love that. I reach for his belt and he reaches for mine and we giggle like virgins. It’s so fucking cute but I love it. This is not what I expected from him although I’m not sure what I expected. Was I thinking he’d ravage me? Is that racist? Am I that person, who assumes a black man can’t be gentle and respectful? Do I want him to be gentle and respectful? Fuck if I know.

I work his belt faster than he works mine so I sink to my knees and liberate his cock from his jeans. He is impressive! I’ve had bigger but not lately and definitely not black which only seems to make him seem more imposing than he is. I’ve seen hundreds of black cocks in porn but this is so different from that.

I lick the tip of his penis while staring up at him. He’s smiling and he’s not grabbing my hair to face-fuck me, always a smart move when we’re just getting to know each other. You’d be surprised how many guys just go for it as soon as a girl offers. I swirl my tongue around his enormous head and then slide my lips down his shaft to kiss his balls. He smells good - clean and fresh with a hint of musk that also seems different from the white guys I’ve been with. I rise up and take him fully in my mouth and he just lets me without being aggressive, so I grab his shaft with both hands and jam him deep in my mouth, almost gagging but not quite, just deep enough to produce some extra saliva because he’s big enough that I need all the lubricant I can generate, both for this and for what’s to come. I bounce my head up and down on him and make some really nasty noises while doing so which he seems to appreciate but doesn’t take an an invitation to get rough with me.

Although I almost wish he would.

After a few more strokes and bobs, I go back down his shaft and suck one of his balls into my mouth while jerking him off with my hands. He eases my hands away from his shaft and tugs on my arms to lift me back up to my feet where he pulls my shirt over my head. I let him. I’m cool with him taking over for a while.

He reaches behind me and unhooks my bra easily - I love a man who’s got game. He slips the garment off my breasts and lets it fall to the floor, then he brushes my nipples with the backs of his fingers, lightly, enticingly, and I close my eyes and moan. He bends down and sucks one of my nipples into his mouth and I instinctively grab the back of his neck to pull him tight. He takes the hint and mauls my hard nub with his tongue. God, that feels so goddamn good! While his mouth is fully engaged with my breasts, his hands make short work of my belt and jeans. Before I know it, he’s sliding my panties to my knees and brushing my mound with his fingers, his go-to move, apparently and for good reason. It feels fantastic.

“Fuck me, Damian,” I whisper. He licks my nipple one last time before he straightens up and eases me onto the bed. I pause to kick off my shoes and finish pulling off my jeans and panties while he lifts his shirt over his head as well. I’m shifting my body onto the middle of the king-sized bed as he finishes disrobing and quickly climbs in with me. The room is warm enough that I’m comfortable on top of the bedding. He doesn’t seem to want to wait, either.

“You are fucking gorgeous, Beachy,” he murmurs as he wraps me in his arms again. I kiss him and he kisses me back, forcefully. Now we’re getting somewhere. He put my hands on both sides of his head and pull him on top of me. He reaches down to guide is cock to my sheath and I spread my legs wide for him, all while kissing him almost frantically until I feel his head nudge my folds aside and he slides into me, deeply. I groan in his mouth and I can feel him smile through our kisses.

“Fuck me, Damian,” I whisper when he slides his head to the side and reaches down with both hands to grab my ass. “Fuck me hard,” I almost growl.

All pretenses of tenderness melt away and he drills his cock deep inside me, withdraws, and with a slight pause, hammers me again. He’s not pistoning in and out of me, a mistake so many men make when the going gets hot and heavy. Rather, he eases out but thrusts home with a controlled fury that is so, fucking, satisfying. I grunt every time he slams into me and grab his ass with my hands while wrapping my legs around his thighs.

I realize after a while that my eyes are closed and when I open them, I’m startled by the color of Damian’s skin. Again. It’s so dark which is so different. I’ve been with a lot of men the past five years but this is hitting me differently and I wonder why. But mostly I’m just enjoying being fucked by a guy who really knows what he’s doing.

“Grab my wrists, Damian,” I tell him out of the blue. “Hold me down.” I’m usually not into being submissive - just the opposite, in fact. I really like riding a guy and taking control but not tonight. Whether it’s his race or the situation with the movie, I have no idea.

“Like this?” he says as he lets go of my ass and pins my arms over my head.

“Yeah,” I whisper. “Just like that.”

As he continues to rail me with a controlled, steady stroke, I feel an orgasm welling up from deep inside me. He’s hitting all my spots and his stamina, not to mention his size and hardness, is perfect. I may have to reconsider my size-queen self-assessment.

Just before I’m about to tip over into the abyss, Damian pulls out of my pussy and I moan in protest. He doesn’t explain but just flips me around onto my belly and pulls at my hips so I’m on all fours. I’m not a huge fan of doggie style but I did imply that I wanted him to have his way with me, so I try to go with the flow. He quickly impales my cunt again and drives his cock so deep into me that I cry out, in pain but also because this is even better than being held down.

Then he takes it up another notch and grabs my hair. He pulls it just hard enough to lift my hands off the bed and I grunt hard each time his cock batters my cervix which is on every stroke now.

“Fuck, is that all you got?” I egg him on and he hammers me even harder. “Come on, Damian. Fuck me, goddamn it.” I don’t know where this is coming from but I just go with it. And when he reaches around me to finger my clit as he’s fucking me, I lose it completely.

“Oh, fuck, oh, fuck…” I just go on and on as my climax engulfs me and Damian floods my pussy with his seed. He grunts and spasms inside me before he collapses on top of me, pressing my body into the mattress with his considerable weight, and thrusts into me again and again as I reach back to caress his head and turn to kiss him. He kisses me as we writhe and gasp and moan in each other’s mouths with our sweat mingling and our juices leaking until at last we stop and just enjoy the feel of the aftermath of a great fuck.

We sigh and kiss and pant for a long while, cooling down and enjoying each other’s contentment. I finally move my shoulders to signal that it’s time to let me up but he just smiles and gathers me in, pinning me even more firmly against the bed. I let him. He feels so fucking good.

“Are you into it, Beachy? Because if you are, that’s really going to help.”

“Into it?”

“Being submissive. You did read the book, didn’t you? The first one, I mean.” He leans on me even harder, squeezing the breath out of my lungs.

“No, I never have been,” I whisper because that’s all I can do. “Help what?”

“With the screen test, and the role in general. Grace is at the mercy of the men who wrangle her and own her.” He finally rolls off of me and I gasp, filling my lungs with sweet air. He laughs gently and kisses my lips again. We kiss for a long, luscious time. “You didn’t read it, did you?” he asks when we break.

“I read a lot of it. Some of it,” I allow with a shy smile. “I’m not much of a reader.”

“You know you will have to memorize a fair amount of dialogue,” he says. “You up for that?”

“Maybe they’ll let me improvise?” He laughs but I don’t. For the first time since we began talking about this project, it’s beginning to feel real. And it’s scaring me.

He kisses my cheek. “Don’t worry. If you can do what we just did in front of the camera, you’ll be a star. You’re a natural, Beachy. And I don’t say that lightly.”

Fuck. Now I’ve got that to worry about, too.


9 - “Wait, What?”

“Did you two sleep well?” Oscar asks when Damian and I come downstairs in the morning for breakfast. He’s smiling broadly so I can imagine he heard everything from wherever his bedroom is located. Needless to say, Damian and I didn’t get a lot of sleep last night.

“Well enough,” Damian says with a cocky smile. “Not as much as I’d like but what can I say? Beachy is irresistible.” He winks at me - I kid you not. But he’s so fucking good-looking that all I can do is make a face at him, which he matches.

“So, we’ve got a crew scheduled to come over later this morning to shoot the screentest. I’m sure it doesn’t need repeating but getting this right is crucial to having Sinflix bankroll the project, so anything we can do to make this work, just let us know.”

“When does the crew arrive?” Damian asks as I pour myself a cup of coffee from Oscar’s French press.

“Hair and makeup will be here in about an hour,” Oscar says as he walks to the fridge. “Can I get you anything for breakfast? I’m a pretty decent cook as long as we keep it simple.”

“Eggs and toast are good for me,” Damian says before he turns and looks at me. “Does that work for you, Beachy?” I nod and sip my coffee, content to let Damian handle Oscar. My stomach is doing backflips right now so not talking is probably the way to go for the time being. Oscar pulls a tray of eggs out of the fridge and motions at the toaster. “Bread is in the cabinet below if you want to get that started,” he says to me. I wonder if he’s aware of how sexist he’s being, asking me to assist him with breakfast instead of Damian but I keep quiet. I don’t even roll my eyes at him, much as I’d like to.

“How’s the script coming along?” Damian asks after he pours his own cup of coffee and takes a seat at the island to be waited on by his minions. I just listen as I slide two pieces of oat bread into the toaster and look for plates.

“We’re through the fifth book and making good progress on the sixth. We should be able to give them the complete set of the Grace portion of the series by the end of the week.”

“The Grace portion of the series?” I ask of no one in particular.

“There are ten books in the series, Beachy,” Oscar answers with a bit of condescension in his tone. I guess I have it coming but I still don’t like it. “The first six focus mainly on your character, Grace. Books seven and eight are about her friend, Destiny, and the last two are about their arch enemy, Natalie.”

“Have you cast the other girls’ parts?” Damian asks Oscar.

“We’ve got our Natalie but we’re still looking for Destiny,” he answers as he cracks another egg in the pan on his range. The aroma of the food makes my stomach growl but not so either of them can hear, I hope.

“Shouldn’t we be rehearsing, or running lines or something?” I blurt out suddenly. “I mean, I haven’t even seen the script for the scene we’re supposedly filming today.”

Oscar and Damian look at each other. “What?” I ask.

“There’s not much dialogue in this scene, Beachy,” Damian says.

“It’s more about the chemistry between the two actors,” Oscar adds.

“So, it’s all about the sex, is that it?” I ask pointedly.

“Well, yeah,” Oscar says as if that’s a given. “I mean, we’re not pitching MGM or Searchlight Pictures here.”

“So, porn,” I add.

“No, not at all,” Oscar says. “Well, not entirely. But it’s a sex scene, for sure. That’s what the studio wanted to see in order to make their decision. It’s going to come down to a lot of things, Beachy. But first and foremost, it’s about whether you and Damian make for compelling art.”

“Art? Are you serious?” I scoff, but Damian stands and walks toward me.

“He’s right, Beachy. It’s not like what I do at all. There’s a real story and that’s what’s going to drive the production. The fact that there’s a lot of sex as well is definitely important but it’s not the only thing that matters. Believe me, I know.” He eyes me and I have to laugh.

“Yeah, I imagine you do, Damian.”

“Look,” Oscar begins. “They’re not expecting you to be a great actress, Beachy. They don’t really care. The fact that you were picked by the crowdfunders, that’s the attraction for Sinflix. A built-in audience with a vested interest in watching you fuck Damian, and a lot of other men, that’s what they’re looking for. Sinflix is trying to do something no one else has been able to do - take porn to a whole new level. So they’re trying different things and we’re just one of them. But if what we do works, they’ll come back for more. Sequels, spinoffs, all kinds of projects with all sorts of appeal to their audience.” He turns away from me and dishes up the eggs. “Toast ready?” he asks and I just want to slap him.

“Yes, sir,” I say while saluting him as ironically as I can. “Coming right up, sir.”

“The first thing we need to do is get you fitted for hardware,” Mike Anderson, the gruff costume designer tells me after we’re introduced. Damian and I have been running lines all morning and I’m beginning to feel like I have a handle on my character but Mike has thrown me for a loop.

“Hardware?” I ask, only to see him roll his eyes.

“You haven’t read the books, have you?” he says with a look that could stop traffic.

“I just found out about this project a few days ago,” I tell him in my whiniest voice, something I’m not proud of.

“No problem,” he says with a dismissive wave as he digs into the duffel bag that he carried into Oscar’s living room from his car. “I’ve only got a few sizes at this point, but hopefully one of them will work for the collar.” He pulls a ring of metal out of the bag and holds it up to my neck. “This might work,” he says as he eyes me and I look at him suspiciously.

“For what?” I ask, feeling like an imposter. What the fuck am I doing here?

“You’re a slave, dearie,” he explains in a tone that makes me feel like I just wandered in from the sticks. “What do you think it’s for?” He flips it open on a subtle hinge and wraps it around my neck, clicking it shut before I can react.

“Are you serious?” I almost scream at him.

“Are you?” he deadpans me. He goes back to the duffel and pulls out two matching bracelets, both the same dull gray color as my new necklace, which is heavier than it looks and quite uncomfortable, to be honest, but I keep that to myself. He opens one of the bracelets and closes it on my wrist. I hold it up and realize what he’s doing - I am a slave, it’s right there in the title. So I keep quiet and let him do the same with my other wrist.

“They’re a little loose but they’ll have to do for today,” he says as he admires my new jewelry.

Meanwhile, Damian is in the kitchen with two women who are applying makeup to his face but I can’t fathom why - the man is perfect as is, and it’s not like he’s going to be shiny or something on film. The camera crew, meanwhile, is hauling equipment up to the second floor, hopefully not to the bedroom where Damian and I left the bed in complete disarray this morning. But that’s out of my hands, now, so I turn my attention back to Mike as he extracts a pair of small horseshoes out of her duffel, each with the two ends connected by another piece of metal, all the same dull gray as the necklace and bracelets. So, I have to ask.

“What are those?” I whisper, not wanting to know, really.

“Seriously?” he asks in that same disrespectful tone. When I look up at him, he softens slightly and nods. “They’re shackles, kid. You’ll be wearing these for most of the time you’re filming.”

“Wearing?” I have no idea what ‘shackles’ are. How would I? They sound medieval.

“On your ankles.” He bends down and opens the piece connecting the two ends and slips it onto my leg. It is not comfortable - not even close.

“I’m supposed to wear these, too?” I ask in a desperate voice.

“I’ll make them more comfortable when we start production,” Mike explains as he adjusts the shackle. “But I didn’t have your measurements so I had to wing it for today.”

Oscar wanders down the stairs from directing the film crew. “Did you know about this?” I ask him and he looks at me like I’ve got two heads.

“Of course. Getting fitted with slave hardware is a big moment for Grace, both the temporary ones and the permanent ones.”

“Permanent?” I ask, feeling really, really stupid. I should have read the damn book, all of it, I tell myself for the umpteenth time.

“Don’t worry about it,” he tells me in a somewhat condescending voice. Again. But this time I deserve it. “The director’s here.” He gives me a look.

“What’s his name?” I ask, feeling like I should already know but I can’t remember ever having been told. All of which is not making me less anxious, not even close.

“Fran,” he tells me pointedly. “Her name is Fran Jenkins.” I raise my eyebrows but other than that, I don’t respond. Did he ever mention the fact that the director is a woman? I don’t think so and I would have remembered something like that. Suddenly, I don’t feel so bad.

“Fran!” Oscar almost shouts as he looks over my shoulder. I turn to see a woman who is not much older than me coming through the door and staring hard right at me.

“This must be Beachy,” she says as she opens her arms to hug me before she gets halfway across the room. “I can see why the crowd loved her.” She pulls me in and I’m almost overwhelmed by a fragrance I can’t place but that smells wonderful. Fran looks like she’s fully Asian, although I’ve never been able to differentiate between the dozens of ethnic groups that dot the Southern California landscape.

“It’s so good to finally meet you, Beachy. And I see you’re already getting fitted for today’s shoot.” She holds me at arm's length and eyes my new ‘slave’ hardware, as I now know it’s called. “Looks good on you,” she says with a smile I can’t quite decipher.

“I’m just getting ready to add the chains,” Mike the costumer adds without introducing himself so I can only assume the two either know each other or know of each other. Apparently, I’m the only stranger in the room. Great.

“Wait, what?” I ask when my brain catches up to the conversation. “Chains?”

“We’ve got two kinds for today’s scene,” Mike explains without a hint of patience for me. “Five-point restraints and an anchoring chain that comes with the room, supposedly.” I look at Fran who stares at me so I turn to Oscar.

“Beachy’s not quite up to speed on the story,” he explains while making me feel ignorant or incompetent again. Fuck. “Grace wears restraints when she’s walking around in many of the scenes and an anchoring chain in the motel room that we’re shooting today. It’s part of the deal in a place where women are treated like property.”

“Some of the women,” Fran adds with a look. “It’s a big part of the overall vibe we’re going for, especially today.”

“Vibe?” I ask of no one in particular, as usual.

“The overarching theme of the series and the movie,” Fran explains patiently, for which I’ll be eternally grateful, “is that slavery never went away in the Confederacy because the South won the Civil War.”

“Which is referred to in that world as the Confederate War of Independence,” Oscar adds.

“Yeah, I got that much,” I mumble as Mike pulls a string of chains all meshed together out of his duffel bag.

“So, whenever you're in the shot, you’ll either be chained or caged in some way, sometimes both. For this scene, you’ll be walked into the motel room in those five-point restraints before Damian as James transitions you to the heavier anchor chain, there.” She nods at Mike who is pulling a thick, heavy chain out of her bag that looks like it should be used to tie a ship to a dock, it’s so imposing.

“Seriously?” is all I can manage when he hands it to me.

“It’s as much for the psychological effect as anything,” Mike adds. “But for now, we’ll go with these.”

“We should get her out of those clothes, first. Right?” Oscar adds and I snap my head around to stare at him. The room is crawling with people now, moving lights into place, as well as some sort of equipment and electric cables.

“We don’t need her naked for the rehearsal,” Fran says as she touches my arm. “If you want to wait until we’re all set up, Beachy.” I glance at her and my face must tell her everything I’m feeling. “But you’ll have to disrobe at some point, just remember.” She nods and smiles reassuringly but I’m not reassured. Not even close.

“I guess,” I manage, not feeling it at all.

“No worries,” Fran says as she looks away from me at Mike who kneels at my feet and clips the lighter chains to my shackles. I watch nervously as he stands and clips the chains to my bracelets and then my collar. I try to stand up straight but I can’t.

“They’re perfect. Good job, Mike,” Fran says with a smile.

“I got lucky,” he says. He moves the heavier chain to the end of the bed and looks at Oscar. “I don’t suppose you have an anchoring bracket built into the floor in here, right?”

He laughs. “How would it look if I did?” He turns to Fran. “For the screentest, we can just tuck one end of it under the bed, right?”

“Yeah, that’ll work for now.” She looks at the costumer. “All we need is to have it clanking against the bedframe.”

“The grips can take care of that,” Mike says with a wave. “Not my problem.” I watch with interest as Fran gives Oscar a look, who shrugs.

“Everyone’s working for scale today, so…” He looks at me and I cock an eyebrow at him.

“Scale?” I ask and regret it as soon as the words leave my mouth.

“I’ll catch you up later,” he says in a soft voice.

“Okay, let’s block the scene,” Fran says as the others in the room turn to listen to her. She commands their attention enough to impress me but I’m not sure why - she is in charge, after all. I guess I’ve got a lot to get used to in this world, too.

And no time to do it.


10 - “We’re All In The Same Boat”

We spend the rest of the morning blocking the scene, which means making sure that Damian and I hit our marks as we move around the space. We don’t move all that much so there’s not a lot for us to do, but it’s important to get it right so we do as we’re told. Damian tells me that in real Hollywood productions with real stars, they mostly use extras or stand-ins to block scenes but obviously,, we don’t have that luxury. I can see why Merrill Streep and George Clooney would rather sit in their trailers while nobodies do the tedious work that is involved with blocking but I’m no Merrill Streep. Never will be, either, since I’ll be naked for most of this, my debut film.

So far, however, I’ve been dressed in my jeans and tee shirt the whole morning. But as we get closer to the actual filming (recording, really - no one uses film anymore, I’m told) my nerves begin to fray about being naked in front of half a dozen strangers. Oscar’s bedroom is huge and we could easily squeeze a dozen people in here if the equipment called for it but I’ve only seen six or seven people so far. Hopefully, no one else will show up to join the fun.

“Let’s break for lunch,” Fran says after we finish blocking the last part of the scene and I’m all for it. I’ve gotten to know almost everyone since we began but I’m still nervous about taking off my clothes in front of them seeing as we’ve known each other, so to speak, for all of a couple hours. I shoot her a sign-language ‘thank you’ as everyone heads for the door. Damian is talking to one of the lighting guys and Fran is reading through the script for today’s shoot again, leaving the two of us alone in the room. It’s my first chance to talk to her alone and I grab it.

“How am I doing?” I ask feeling needy as hell but also beyond caring. I’m really starting to understand why artists are so insecure, especially when they’re first starting out.

“You’re doing great, Beachy,” she says in a somewhat distracted tone as she still staring at the script. “Why do you ask?”

“Oh, you know,” I say with a shy smile. “It’s my first time doing anything like this so I feel like I’m always about to embarrass myself.” I shrug and laugh nervously. She looks up from the script and nods without smiling.

“No, you’re doing fine.” She closes the script and looks at me fully. “Are you worried about the scene?”

“A little, I guess.” I look away. “Never had sex on camera, either.”

“Well, it’s not hard,” she says, surprising me. I’m tempted to ask if she’s ever done it but I refrain. “And Damian’s a real pro. He’ll get you through it. You’ll see.”

A thought occurs to me for the first time. “Have you ever worked with him before?”

She hesitates for a beat before she answers. “Yeah, a few times. And he’s really good. Trust me.”

I stare at her for a long moment. “Have you ever…?”

“Had sex with him? No,” she says with a laugh. “I’m not a performer, if that’s what you mean.” She shakes her head. “I’m not nearly pretty enough.”

I just stare at her. “Are you serious? You’re a babe, Fran. Come on, let’s be real.”

She laughs again. “Well, it’s not something I ever aspired to, so there’s that as well.”

“Neither did I,” I admit and wonder if I should have. “This is all so new to me.”

“Yeah, I get it,” she says leaning closer. “Oscar explained to me how he found you.”

I look up at the ceiling and touch the collar around my neck, which I’m still wearing for some reason. “Am I nuts for doing this? Will I ever work in real show business?”

She eyes me without flinching. “It’s a crapshoot, like anything else in the business, Beachy. But norms are changing, so you never know. Time was, actors would never consider doing television once they’d made studio movies. Now, with all the streaming services, the small screen is where the action is. And if Sinflix makes their business model work, who knows where that leads?”

“So, I’m not crazy for doing this?” I ask, a bit of desperation creeping into my voice.

“If you’re crazy then I am too. We’re all in the same boat, Beachy.” She stands up. “Come on, let’s get something for lunch before the grips eat Oscar out of house and home.”

“Once we got a meeting with Sinflix,” Fran explains as we gather in his bedroom again. “We decided to spring for real cameras for the screen test. If they don’t give us any funding, we’ll go back to iPhones to shoot the movie.”

“We’ll get them, you watch,” Oscar adds.

“Ever the optimist,” Fran says as she checks the camera. It’s smaller than I expected, but it’s much bigger than a cell phone, so there’s that. The cinematographer, another woman, is showing her something on the display so I don’t bother them. Meanwhile, Mike is showing me the ‘costume’ I’m supposed to wear when I enter the room - two pieces of fabric that will barely cover anything but I’m told, once again, that’s the point. Slaves are mostly kept naked while indoors in the Confederacy but are allowed in some instances to dress immodestly. So I get to have my boobs and booty covered for the first part of the scene. He offers to dress me in the bathroom and I immediately accept. We step inside the spacious five-piece master bath and I move to close the door. He gives me a smirk.

“You do realize…” he begins but I stare at him and he shrugs, laughs a bit, and holds up my costume. “Strip, please,” he says.

“Okay,” I answer as calmly as I can and he busies himself with the chains that he’ll add after I get ‘dressed’ and I slip my tee over my head. I unhook my bra and drop it on the counter between the sinks, then I unbutton my jeans and slide them down my legs. I don’t know why it’s bothering me so much to be naked in front of this man - I guess I realize that I expected the ‘costume designer’ to be a woman. Or I didn’t think this whole process through. Yeah, that’s it.

“Hands over your head,” he tells me when I’m completely undressed for him. He’s not gay - that’s another thing about him that bugs me. I guess I’m as guilty as anyone of having preconceived notions about men in traditionally female roles but I guess I’ll get over it. I lift my arms and he wraps my tits in the cloth that feels a bit like a big Ace bandage. It’s held in place by two flimsy pieces of Velcro and I just grit my teeth as he fastens it in the back. It does the job, hiding me from view, for which I’m grateful. Somehow, this vague gesture of modesty feels like a slight victory for me, even if the first thing Damian does when we begin the scene is to strip me out of them.

Mike wraps the ‘skirt’ around my bottom and as I look at myself in Oscar’s bathroom mirror, I grit my teeth again - if I bend over everyone will get an unobstructed view of everything I have to offer. Why this matters to me is beyond my capacity to think right now. For whatever reasons, I am obsessed with not mooning the crew first thing.

“Okay, you’re good to go,” Mike says as he eyes me in the mirror. “I’ll get the girls in here to finish your makeup.” He opens the door and I have to close it again, but it’s immediately opened by the two women who were working on Damian before lunch. One of them is carrying a chair and she looks at me with sad eyes.

“Hopefully,” she begins, “we’ll have something a little more professional for the actual shoot.” I nod and sit, tugging at my shirt to no avail - my pussy is on full display but at least I’m among women. It matters, for some reason I can’t deal with right now.

“You’re gonna do great, hon,” the older woman tells me. I forgot her name as soon as she introduced herself at lunch so I just smile as she brushes my face with foundation.

“Won’t this come off on Damian?” I ask and she ignores me. The younger one, already fishing around in her makeup kit, answers.

“We’re using a special kind of foundation that shouldn’t come off,” she tells me. “The shoots in the valley want it to wind up all over the male stars but obviously that’s not the look we’re going for here.”

I just think about what she said and realize that most of the crew is likely as familiar with the industry in the San Fernando Valley than I realized at first - the porn industry. Seems like everyone involved, from Damian to Fran and likely the camera crew is used to shooting explicit sex scenes. Everyone but me.

“Okay, you’re good to go, Beachy,” the older woman tells me and I stand up. She’s done a good job of making me look like I’m not wearing any makeup even though I clearly am. I look at them both and thank them, not by name of course because I have no idea, but they smile and let me open the door to the bedroom. When I do, only Oscar turns to look at me - everyone else is focused on doing their jobs. He walks towards me and holds out a hand which I take, gratefully. This is so much harder for me than I expected.

“You look great, Beachy,” he whispers and I give him a weak smile. “You’ll do great. You’ll see.”

“Hey, there,” Damian says as he walks over. “Looking real fine, woman,” he says with sly smile. “Ready to do this?” I nod but my voice is not there. Gone.

“Okay, you two,” Fran says as she walks toward me. I’m feeling overwhelmed but she grabs my arm and gives it a reassuring squeeze. “Let’s have you two walk in the door and we’ll get a first take to break the ice. We almost certainly won’t use it, so don’t worry, okay?” She looks at me and I nod. “Damian?” He still has my hand in his so we leave the room and step into the hall outside the bedroom.

“Just go with the flow, Beachy. Focus on me and ignore everyone else as much as you can. Don’t look at the camera unless Fran tells you to, okay?” I nod and smile. He leans in and kisses me. “Let’s have some fun, okay? Just like last night.”

Yeah, right.

We’re listening at the door when we hear Fran yell ‘Action’ from inside the room. Damian gives me one more encouraging look before he opens the door and motions for me to walk in ahead of him. I do and look around. According to Fran during rehearsals, I’m supposed to look around and try to act dismayed that there’s only one bed in the room. I do and she watches me closely although I’m trying not to look at her. There are six or seven pairs of eyes on me so I turn to Damian before I remember I’m supposed to ask if I can use the bathroom.

“Okay if I pee?” I ask and he waves at me. I shuffle towards the bathroom door in my chains and ‘clothes’ but I don’t really have to go so I just wait for a few seconds before flushing the toilet, as I was told to do during rehearsal.

“You hungry?” Damian asks when I emerge from the bathroom. I shake my head. He waits and I realize he’s waiting for me to deliver my line.

“Not really,” I tell him and Fran sighs and says ‘Cut’ softly.

“Let’s try it again, Beachy, from you walking into the room.

I just want to die - I didn’t get more than a minute into the scene and already I screwed up. I go back into the bathroom and when I exit, I get my line right.

“Okay, we’ll eat in the morning. I’m beat but we need to talk before we turn in, so sit down.” He motions to the bed and I try to focus solely on him but the camera is a looming presence in the background. I try to ignore it but I’m not sure if I’m succeeding. I go to the bed as I did in blocking and sit on the edge. Damian goes to the dresser and leans against it while looking at me.

“Did I do something wrong?” I ask in my most pathetic voice.

“No, not at all. But we still need to talk about how you want this to go tonight.” He waits for me and I give him a look.

“How do I want it to go? Aren’t you in charge?” I ask with a bit of attitude, just as Fran told me to in rehearsal.

“That’s right, but I’ve done this before so I know where you’re coming from. You got taken because you lost that lottery thing at Beaumont, right?”

I rack my brain for my next line and it finally comes to me. I’m just supposed to nod and start crying. I try to get my eyes to water but nothing is happening. I glance at Fran and she motions for me to just keep going.

“So, you got to spend a little time in the playroom, right?” Damian asks.

I nod and almost open my mouth to answer him before I catch myself. We’re almost at the end of this shot and I’m dying to get it right on the first try.

Damian goes on. “And how did that go? Did you enjoy yourself?”

“No,” I tell him keeping my eyes downcast.

“Had you ever had sex before that? Were you a virgin?” he asks and Fran says ‘Cut’ again but this time it’s not my fault.

“That was great, you two.” She goes into action along with the cinematographer and Damian and I wait while the camera is repositioned to allow a closeup of my face. My nerves almost explode as the lens of the camera is inches from my nose.

After about fifteen minutes, we’re ready to roll again. Fran gives the word and I look up and past the camera for my one line. “No, I wasn’t, but I only had sex once and it wasn’t very good.”

“Great, cut,” Fran says and I breathe a huge sigh of relief. I’m not sure why that line is so important but it’s not my job to decide such things, as Damian told me during rehearsal when I asked him. That’s the director’s job, he’d said at the time.

We go to the next shot and I only screw up one take again before it’s time for me to lose my chains and costume. My heart rate almost doubles as Damian bends down to unlock my chains before he steps behind me. I feel the heat rising in my face as he pulls at the Velcro and lowers my top. My nipples are so hard they almost hurt and I can’t help but look down at them, something Fran said would be fine - right in keeping with my character’s reaction. Apparently, Grace has only been a slave for a few days at this point in the story and is still uncomfortable with her nakedness.

I wait until he’s removed my skirt, such as it is, and then I turn to face him. We have a lot more lines to go through but all I can think about is climbing into the bed and making love with him. But I’m not exactly looking forward to it. I’m beside myself, actually.

“If you want to have a good experience before you really get sucked into the system, now’s your chance.” He just stares at me, not smiling, not doing anything. Just stares at me.

“With you?” I ask and try to look confused.

“Yes, with me.”

“Why?”

“What do you mean?”

“Why ask me? You’re a free man and I’m a slave. Couldn’t you just take me if you wanted to?”

“Yes, but I don’t want to. I’m offering something else, an experience you’ve never had before, from what you’ve said, and might not have again, maybe for a long time, maybe ever. Slave owners are not known for being attentive lovers.”

“But you are?”

“I can be. That’s what I’m offering you, Grace. I want to make love to you. I don’t know you and you don’t know me, so it’s not going to be like that. But it can be the next best thing. Better than what you’ve had before, at least.”

I stare at Damian without moving. I’m supposed to be wondering if Grace is being lied to.

“Why are you doing this?”

“I’m trying to be a nice guy.” He waits, then adds, “And if you decide you don’t want to do this, if you decide you don’t want to do anything, just sleep in a nice bed, that’s fine. That’s the choice I’m offering you. You get to choose.”

“That’s very nice of you,” I whisper, doubting his intentions.

“Yeah, I’m a real peach, Grace.” He laughs. “Seriously, though. If you don’t want to have sex, I’m fine with that. I’m tired, too, so I get it.”

“Won’t my new owners be upset with you? Or with me?”

He smiles. “I won’t tell them if you won’t.” I roll my eyes and laugh. He laughs with me. “Seriously, they don’t care. This isn’t like anything you’ve ever heard about before when it comes to sex. Slave owners don’t think that way. They just don’t.”

“So, we won’t get in trouble for, you know…?”

“For making love? No, we won’t get in trouble, Grace. No one will ever know.”

“Okay.”

Show time.


11 - “It’s Going to Be Okay”

Fran tells us to take a break while they rearrange the equipment to record us in the bed. Damian and I stand aside and watch distractedly as the lights and camera are repositioned. Thankfully, one of the makeup girls hands me a robe which I will be eternally grateful for.

“You’re doing really well, Beachy,” Damian tells me and I smile at him.

“I’m not so sure,” I reply and he scoffs. “No, really. How do you even know what it will look like?” I ask in a whisper.

“You just have to rely on the director to make sure everything is as it should be. Fran’s a real gem, too. You’ll see.”

“She said you two have worked together before.” He nods.

“A few times, and she’s always the consummate professional. Been doing it a long time.”

I stare at him, wondering if he’s willing to tell me more. “I thought you said you’re doing mostly OnlyFans.”

He gives me a look. “That’s true. They’re not all done in someone’s bedroom. A lot of the top providers have legit studios and they bring in a full crew, more than what we have here today.”

“No shit?” I ask, blown away. “I thought it was all sad, desperate women who couldn’t make it in porn.”

He laughs. “No, it’s really changed since the pandemic. A lot of the biggest porn stars have gone all in on OF. They keep so much more of the money. And they get to control the product, not like the studios who dictate who does what and how much they get paid. You know who Brianna Story is?”

“The porn star? Oh, yeah, I’ve seen a lot of her stuff.” I’ve enjoyed it, too, but I keep that to myself.

“Seen anything by her lately?”

“I guess I thought she retired after she started her family.” Suddenly, it dawns on me what Damian is driving at. “Wait, do you know her? Have you worked with her?”

“A few times,” he confirms with a knowing smile. “She left her studio after the pandemic blew things up and is strictly OnlyFans now. She’s making a killing, too.”

“Fuck,” I whisper. “Is she still doing…?” I don’t know how to say it delicately.

“Gangbangs while she’s pregnant? No, not since I’ve known her. But she’s still putting out videos if that’s what you’re asking.”

“Didn’t she used to work for the guy who knocked her up?” I ask, remember an article I read about her a while ago.

“She did indeed. It was a thing,” he says and I just stare at him. “But she’s completely indie now.”

“How does that work? Did she leave the guy who fathered her child?”

“Children. She had at least two or three kids with him from what I heard. And yeah, she left him. She never was married to him.”

“Okay, we’re all set,” Fran says when she looks our way. Suddenly, I realize that my conversation with Damian was a huge and welcome distraction for me because as soon as I look at Fran and realize what’s about to happen, I want to crawl into a hole and pull it closed on top of me. Luckily, Damian grabs my hand and gives it a gentle squeeze.

“You’ll do fine, Beachy. Just follow my lead.”

Fran positions us on our marks from the last scene, although I now realize that it’s not nearly as important since the camera was repositioned. Still, I stand nervously and glance at everyone in the room, waiting for someone to tell me to drop my robe. I’ve been naked for hundreds of men over the last five years but this is not like that at all.

“Okay, let’s get you out of that and start at the top of page eight,” Fran says mostly to me. I look at her and nod grimly, slipping the robe from my shoulders. Someone catches it before it hits the floor but I’m oblivious to what’s happening behind me. All I can focus on are the eyes on my naked body. I try to focus on Damian but it’s harder than almost anything I’ve ever done in my life.

“Hey, don’t be nervous. I’m going to be very gentle with you.”

It takes me a second to realize that Damian is reciting his line from the script and not talking to me directly. I gulp, which is probably okay, considering, and concentrate on my line.

“I just don’t know what I’m doing,” I say as I lower my eyes. I see his erection through his jeans and remember I’m supposed to notice it and turn my head, which I do.

“Why don’t we start by kissing? Have you kissed many boys?”

I shake my head and he reaches for me, kissing me so gently I want to sigh. I don’t though - it’s not in the script. I try to ignore the camera inches from our faces and close my eyes. All I can think of is that when Damian slips his tongue into my mouth I’m supposed to turn away from him and apologize. Which I do.

“It’s okay,” he says softly. “I know all of this is a lot to take.” He waits until I turn back to him. “You kiss me this time.”

I do and suddenly it’s so much easier to focus on Damian and blot out everyone else in the room. I close my eyes and kiss him, allowing the kiss to deepen slowly and it almost feels natural. I reach for his body and pull him tight to mine, his erection pressing against my belly and warming me. I can feel my face flush and I almost smile into the kiss. I can do this.

Damian backs away and pulls his tee shirt over his head. I look at his hard, black chest and run my hand through his chest hair. I reach for his belt and try not to undo it too quickly - my character isn’t supposed to know what she’s doing even if I do. I remind myself I’m Grace Rooney, slave of the New Confederacy. Whatever that is.

Damian says, “Unfortunately, I do have to chain your ankle while you're out of your restraining chain. It’s company procedure.”

I look at him with wide eyes. “They’re afraid I’ll try to escape? Dressed like this?” I motion at my naked breasts and mound. “Where would I go?”

“That’s not the point.” He moves to the end of the bed and gets on his hands and knees. He pulls out a thick, ten-foot chain that someone looped around one of the bed frame metal legs, which scrapes as he pulls it out and holds it up.

“That looks heavy,” I tell him.

“And that’s the point. They want you to make sure that you never forget what you are.” He motions for me to circle around the bed as he attaches the chain to my right shackle. I sigh and look at him.

“Pretty effective, huh?”

“What happens if the motel burns down?” I ask with a bit of attitude.

“You better hope I’m around.” He stares at me without smiling.

“You won’t leave me, will you? Chained here, I mean?”

“Not even for a moment.” He steps to me and puts his hands on my hips. I reach for his belt again and he lets me undo it, then he finishes undressing while I watch. I bite my lip and wait as the camera pans from him to me.

“Hey, don’t be nervous,” he whispers. “I’m going to be very gentle with you.”

“I just don’t know what I’m doing.”

“Why don’t we start by kissing? Have you kissed many boys?” I shake my head. He leans in and kisses me and as in rehearsal, I pull away from him when he slips his tongue into my mouth, then I apologize.

“It’s okay,” he says gently. “I know all of this is a lot to take.” He waits until I turn back to him. “You kiss me this time.”

I do and it feels good and natural for the first time. I’m able to shut out the camera and the other people in the room and I just kiss Damian almost as we did last night. I know the scene will pause for us to climb onto the bed soon but I’m lost in his lips and the feel of his body against mine. And the feel of his black cock, fully erect, pressing against my belly.

“Cut,” Fran says and Ellen directs another crew member to move the camera and tripod to the side of the bed. Damian and I stand still to wait for the grip to reposition two of the lights. All the action going on around us makes me aware again of all the people in the room. Damian seems to sense my unease and he touches my chin.

“You’re doing great, Beachy. Don’t worry about it.” I appreciate his effort to buck me up but it’s not working. I realize now, maybe for the first time, that I’m about to have sex on camera. It’s almost overwhelming.

“Okay,” Fran says when the commotion dies down. “You climb onto the bed now and we’ll you into position.”

I know from rehearsal we’re supposed to transition to sex almost as soon as we lie down, so I crawl onto the bed and the chain attached to my shackle scrapes the bed frame by design. I spread my legs so that Damian can climb between them, something I’ve done with other men countless times but this feels so strange and almost shameful. I look at him and try to shut out the crew and the camera but I don’t think I’m doing it well at all. More than anything, I want some assurance from Fran that it’s all okay but she’s keeping quiet as the camera is recording.

“Cut,” she says just then and I look at her to see if I screwed things up again. She doesn’t look at me so I ask. “You’re doing great, Beachy. Keep it up.” I take a breath but it’s all I can do not to bolt from the room. The crew moves the camera to the end of the bed to get a shot of Damian’s cock penetrating my pussy as I just stare at the ceiling and wait for them to finish. I’m dying to ask Damian how in the world he does this for a living but I keep my mouth shut.

“Okay, action,” Fran says and I wrap my arms around Damian’s neck. He reached down to guide his erection between my lips and then he eases into me. I moan slightly - Fran told me I can make whatever noises come naturally when we start fucking - and close my eyes to focus on what’s good and natural about two people making love to each other while trying desperately to ignore the crew and the camera.

“Cut,” Fran says and I moan. “A quick change and we’ll let you two finish,” she adds.

“Don’t let it bother you,” Damian tells me. “We’ll get there.”

“It’s maddening,” I whisper with a frown. “How do you do it?”

“A lot of chemical assistance,” he tells me. “But I really don’t need it with you.” He pushes away from me slightly so I can see his face, lit up with a sly smile.

“I’ll bet you say that to all the girls.” He laughs almost silently. I stay focused on Damian and try to ignore everyone else until Fran gives us the go-ahead. He’s still hard, amazingly, and he begins to fuck me with long, luxurious strokes that feel great. I pull him to me to kiss him and he does so, his tongue intertwining with mine as his cock works its magic in my pussy. Fran told me during rehearsal that I can ignore the dialogue written in the script for our lovemaking and just go with what feels right to me. I thought at the time that sounded great and now I appreciate her directions even more as I concentrate on just how good Damian feels. My marginal concerns about having sex with a man who does it for a living melt away and I just luxuriate in getting railed by an expert.

“Oh, fuck,” I whisper as my pussy contracts and spasms around his cock. I let myself sink into that wonderful abyss of pleasure and pant hard before I pull him to me again to kiss his mouth and attack his tongue with mine, my nipples hard against his chest, my clit grinding against his pubic bone. I break from kissing him with another gasp and squeeze my eyes tight as the surge of delight courses through my body. I shudder and clutch him with my arms and legs until I feel him expand inside me. He grunts once, then again, his seed flooding me, dousing my hole with warmth and wetness. I want to scream and laugh but I suddenly remember where I am and what I’m doing - I can’t believe I lost myself so completely for a few seconds. But I did.

Then, against all logic, I remember what I’m supposed to do according to the script. Grace is overwhelmed by the enormity of the situation and she breaks down and cries. I don’t know if I can do it but I’m going to try. I bury my face in Damian’s neck and force myself to sob, knowing the camera can’t focus on my face, thankfully. I’m not that good an actor yet.

“Grace, what’s wrong?” Damian, the consummate professional, is fully in character and remembers his line. I just blubber into his shoulder, hoping he goes on.

He does. “Grace, talk to me. What’s wrong?”

“I don’t know,” I whisper with as much emotion as I can. “I just don’t know what’s to become of me.”

He wraps his arms around my body and rolls onto his side. He holds me, rocking gently and soothing me as he strokes my hair. “It’s okay, Grace. You’re going to be okay.”

I push him away, suddenly angry. “How can you say that? You don’t know. Nobody knows. I’m a slave now, James. How can you honestly tell me that everything is okay?” I break down again and sob uncontrollably into his chest and he just holds me. Is this okay, I wonder. Am I hamming it up too much? Making a complete fool of myself? I try to put all of my doubts out of my head but it’s tough. Tough as hell.

“You’re going to be okay, Grace. I just know it.” I look up and I wipe my tears with the back of her hand. Damian is looking at me as he’s supposed to and I try to look grateful which isn’t all that hard to do - I’m feeling just as grateful to Damian as Grace is to James. And it just as suddenly occurs to me - I can do this.

“You’ll be okay, Grace,” Damian/James tells me again. “It’s going to be okay.”

“Cut,” Fran says and everyone claps for us. For me.

Yeah, I can do this.


12 - “Shaking Up the Industry”

“Welcome, everyone,” the suit says to us as we file into his corner office. For a startup, Sinflix has some really nice digs - not what I expected. I guess I didn’t know what to expect, though, as this is my first visit to the corporate offices of any outfit, startup or not. I don’t get out much, I guess. Not to these kinds of places.

First, there was the building’s lobby. Marble this and glass that, the coldest feeling place I’ve ever seen. The ceilings were about sixty feet high which was forty feet too much in my mind. The scale of the room was overwhelming, as if to say ‘Here, we work on serious shit.’ We’re making a movie, for god’s sake, not curing cancer or building rocket ships. Shouldn’t a startup spend their cash on things that might help them, oh, I don’t know, start up? Wouldn’t that make more sense?

The elevators were similar but different, marble walls and a mirrored ceiling, brass doors, and what looked like ivory buttons to pick your floor. I know they weren’t ivory because this is San Francisco after all and someone would have lost their shit and made them take them out if they actually came from poached elephants but still. Why put in faux ivory buttons at all? I don’t get it.

Then there was the lobby of the corporate offices - all stainless steel and weird shapes and angles, hand-blown glass fixtures that had to be from Venice, mahogany counters where the receptionist - herself a work of modern art in 3D, but nevermind - who has to stand all day in three-inch stilettos and where’s the sense, or kindness, in that? I mean, who the fuck are they trying to impress? Not me, I hope, because…

“I’m so glad you all made it,” the suit goes on as the four of us get our bearings in his huge office a thousand feet about the street and fifteen hundred above the water because we’re on the top of one of the city's famous hills. I’m getting a touch of vertigo just standing ten feet from the floor-to-ceiling window, so I look around for a seat away from the edge of the abyss and almost knock Oscar out of the way to grab it before he does. He gives me a look but I just smile and shrug while settling in and turning to Mr. Moneybags.

“We’re just waiting for our founder, Rodney Morrow, to join us and we’ll get started,” he says without bothering to introduce himself. I guess he figures we all know who we’re here to see but if anyone has mentioned his name to me, I’ve already spaced it. So I just sit and look pretty, which I’m almost sure is all that’s expected of me.

“So, Beachy,” Mr. Suit says and my head snaps around to stare at him. Looks like keeping my mouth shut will be more challenging than I thought. “Oscar tells me you’re holding out for gross points,” he says with a smarmy smile. I glance at Oscar and he looks like a deer in the headlights which pretty much sums up the way I feel, so, yay - a united front!

“Is that going to be a problem?” I ask in my cockiest tone, which to be honest, isn’t all that cocky.

“Oh, I expect so, but it’s not my call,” he says with a flip tone that makes me wonder why he’s got the primo office if he’s not in charge. So I make a quick decision, one I realize as I’m making it that I’ll probably regret it, but what the hell?

“Then why am I here talking to you?” I ask with a cheeky smile. Oscar rolls his eyes hard and Fran laughs out loud, bless her heart. Only Damian doesn’t react. He just looks at me and I have to wonder if he’s just finding out about my demands. He seems unperturbed but maybe he’s just that good an actor.

“Well, you won’t be for long,” Mr. Suit says and I cringe - did I overplay my hand? But when he looks past me at the door to his office, I turn and see a middle-aged black man enter the office as if he owns it, which I find out a few seconds later, he does.

“Everyone, this is our founder and CEO, Rodney Morrow,” Mr. Suit says as he and all of us stand up as if the King of England himself had just wandered in off the street. I give the big kahuna a quick once over and find myself impressed. There is a certain air about him that is unmistakable. Here is a man who won’t take my shit without making me pay, so I decide at once to tone things down and play nice. For now.

“Please, sit,” he says as he strides across the room to take the seat nearest the window. “Thanks for coming.” He doesn’t strike me as a small-talk kind of guy but I’m going to try to stick with my decision to keep my mouth shut and my ears open. Oscar helps me out.

“Thanks for meeting with us, Mr. Morrow,” he says in a deferential tone I haven’t heard before from Oscar. “We appreciate the opportunity…”

Morrow cuts him off without batting an eye. “I saw the screen test this morning,” he says while his eyes flick from mine to Fran, Oscar almost disappearing from the room. “Good work, Fran,” he says to our director who takes it in stride with a quick and silent nod.

“Beachy and I were just talking about her demand for points,” Mr. Suit says and everyone looks at him as if he has three heads. Morrow stares at him with a scowl that would stop traffic and he shuts up, but the cat is out of the bag, of course. I grit my teeth and turn back to Morrow.

“We’ll get to you in a minute, Miss Sands,” Morrow says to me with a tone that leaves no doubt he’s not going to take me seriously. But I keep my mouth shut just the same. I can play his game, I decide for no reason I can fathom.

“First of all,” he starts as he looks at Oscar. “I’ve decided to finance the picture myself, outside of Sinflix’s budget.” He looks at Fran. “I want you to stay on as director, Fran, as long as you can bring the project in on time.”

“Are you thinking about moving up the release date?” she asks, not missing a beat. I continue to be super-impressed by our director - she’s got balls of steel, no doubt about it.

“Do you think you can get it out before the end of the year?” he asks in a tone that makes it quite clear that’s exactly what he wants to hear.

“What’s the final budget?” Fran asks. I almost gasp but hold off. Oscar looks as if he’s seen a ghost - there’s no way we can get a movie made in such a short time.

“What do you need to do it right?” Morrow asks as if he means it. Even Fran’s eyes go wide at his question.

“Five million,” she deadpans. Now I do gasp and I’m not the only one to do so. Even the suit says ‘Fuck’ under his breath.

“Done,” Morrow says and I feel lightheaded all of a sudden. “When can you start?”

“Wait, what?” I ask. “We’re going to make a $5 million movie?”

“As long as you and I can come to some sort of accommodation, Beachy,” Morrow says to me.

“What sort of accommodation do you have in mind?” I ask, wondering if we’re still talking about money or something else entirely. I make a quick calculation about whether I’d fuck Rodney Morrow for the part and realize in an instant I would.

But that’s not what he’s talking about. Not at all.

“I know we began this discussion with the idea that we’d stream the film on Sinflix to help launch the platform,” Morrow goes on. “But after reading the final script and seeing the screen test, I’ve decided to release it theatrically before putting it on the platform.” He stares at me as he’s talking as if everyone else in the room doesn’t matter. Or has disappeared.

“Why?” I ask, my mind reeling.

He smiles. I try to read what he’s smiling about but I can’t. I have no idea what he’s getting at or why. But I keep my mouth shut and wait for him to answer me. “I think we’ve got a real chance at shaking up the industry.”

I’m lost but I don’t want to say so. Which industry is he talking about? In what way? How does this affect me and my deal? I want to ask those and so many more questions but I don’t. I play it cool. I think.

Finally, Oscar speaks. “Are you going to release it in porn houses or something?” he asks and I want to kick him. What the fucking fuck, Oscar?

“No, legit theaters. I’ve got a few favors I can call in but the bottom line is, we’re going to cut two different versions of the film. One for theaters, one for retail sales.”

“Two versions?” Fran asks. “So, one explicit and one not so much?”

“Exactly,” Morrow says, his eyes darting to Fran and then back to me. “As long as we can figure out what’s going to satisfy our star.”

Our star? Already? I’m two beats from having a heart attack but once again, Oscar opens his big mouth.

“In what way?” he asks, which is just what I want to know so I’m not too upset.

“Points. I can’t offer points, not on this kind of deal.”

“What can you offer?” Oscar persists.

“What are you, her agent?” Morrow snaps at him. “I’m prepared to bump her salary, substantially, but I’m not going to offer points. Not net and certainly not gross. It’s an absurd notion.” He starts his little diatribe talking to Oscar but somewhere in the middle of it, he looks at me. I feel all the force of his considerable presence and serious fucking demeanor bearing down on me but I try to hold my ground. I’m not going to cave to this guy, five million or not. I continue to remain silent.

“What will it take for you to do the movie, Beachy?” he asks in a low, intimidating tone. I stare at him for as long as I can stand it, which isn’t very long, truth be told. But I don’t look away, as much as I want to. I don’t fold.

“Points,” I whisper.

Oscar groans but Morrow doesn’t look at him. “Come on, Beachy,” Oscar whines. “Be reasonable.”

“Shut up, Oscar,” Fran tells him. I’d dying to shoot her a look of gratitude but I keep my eyes locked with Morrow’s. This is between him and me.

“I can’t do it, Beachy,” he says in a calm voice. “I can pay you half a million up front but no points.”

“What are you going to sell the explicit version for and where?” I ask, doing a bunch of quick calculations in my head. “And how many do you expect to sell?”

He stares at me for a long moment before he speaks. Finally, he nods. “I’m going to put the explicit version on sale in my hotels as soon as the R-rated version hits the theaters. When we put the toned-downed version on Sinflix a month later, we roll it out on its own and advertise it heavily on any social media site that will allow advertising of explicit content, and hit the ones who don’t allow such ads with the R-rated version. We’ll keep mixing it up for as long as we can while you, Damian and Fran film the sequel, then we do it all over again.” He turns to Fran. “I’m assuming you’re in for the sequels, right?” She nods. She looks as shell-shocked as I am but she’s on board. God, I love her.

“And you?” Morrow asks Damian.

“I’m in for however many you make, but my character disappears after the first script, if I’m reading the books correctly.”

“You let me worry about that,” he says with a tight smile. “We have you grow a beard or something and you can come back as Josiah. Our target audience won’t give a shit, believe me.”

Fuck, I don’t know who Josiah is. I’ve got to read the rest of the goddamn books!

“Then I’m in,” Damian says with a killer smile. Morrow turns back to me.

“So, what’s it going to be, Beachy? You in?” he asks in a much lighter tone, one that makes me want to say yes so badly. He’s good. I’m no expert when it comes to negotiating million-dollar deals, but I’ve been around the block enough to know a killer when I see one. This guy is used to getting his way in life.

I take a deep breath and blow it out. The room is deathly quiet now and I know all eyes are on me but I keep mine on Morrow. He doesn’t move a muscle.

“I want points, Rodney,” I say in a soft tone. “I want gross points and that’s my final offer.”

“Beachy,” Oscar says in his whiniest voice yet. “Come on.”

“Shut the fuck up, Oscar,” Morrow tells him and he listens. Thankfully. Morrow turns back to me. “So, you’re going to turn down a half a mil for your first feature film, Beachy? Is that what you’re saying?” He doesn’t smile but I see a hint of one at the edges of his mouth. I’m not a kick-ass poker player because I can’t read a tell when I see one.

“That’s right,” I respond, calling his bluff. He nods. Got him!

“Two net points and a hundred grand up front. And no bullshit Hollywood accounting for the net - you get paid on every dollar over five mil as soon as we clear that threshold.”

I shake my head. “Two gross points and two-hundred-fifty thousand up front, Rodney.” I grit my teeth. He nods.

“One gross point and two hundred grand up front, Beachy. And that is my final offer.”

I smile.

“Done.”
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