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    ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
 
    Now that I’ve won the lead role in my first movie, all I have to do is film it. 
 
    Which, I’m finding out belatedly, is going to be more challenging than I realized.  
 
    To satisfy the guys funding the project, I have to do everything in the books. 
 
    Which, now that I’ve read them, is a lot more than I bargained for. 
 
    A whole lot more. 
 
    ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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    1 - “I Got Lucky” 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Holy moly,” I whisper. I’ve just arrived for my first day on the set to film my first feature film and I’m blown away.  
 
    “Hey, Beachy,” Ryan Boggs, my so-called agent greets me. I negotiated my deal with the film’s producer myself but a deal’s a deal and I signed a contract with Ryan, so he’s getting fifteen percent of my upfront fee and my back-end deal. I already feel like I’m getting screwed and I still have my clothes on.  
 
    “Hey, Ryan,” I say as I look past him at the sound stage. We’re filming in the valley, San Fernando Valley, the center of the porn industry from what my co-star, Damian Marshall, told me, but we’re making a gussied-up porn movie so that kind of makes sense. I never wanted to get into porn, something I told everyone who mattered every step of the way, but here I am. The money was too good to pass up - I’m sure I’m not the first girl to say that and I won’t be the last.  
 
    “Some setup, huh?” he asks with his tongue practically hanging out of his mouth, but I get it. We’re both brand new to the industry - I’ve yet to decide exactly what industry we’re in, but never mind - and we look around. Ryan is in cargo shorts and a plaid shirt, almost the same getup he wore when I met him a few months ago. I’ve shown up for my first day of shooting in a plain white tee shirt and jeans, ratty-old sneaks, and no makeup. The last bit was intentional, a suggestion from someone, as we have enough money in the budget to have a full-blown makeup department as if we’re the real deal. Which - I still can’t get used to this - we are. I guess.  
 
    “It’s amaze-balls, right?” I ask Ryan as I look around. There are three chairs set up in front of a row of mirrors that looks like something out of an old-timey movie and two girls are being made up by a team of older ladies. The girls must be my co-stars, who I haven’t met yet but can’t wait to, and I look them over in the mirrors as I walk up behind them. One, a dark-haired girl who can’t be much more than eighteen, is not all that pretty but she is striking in her own way, and my heart thumps as I realize she has to be playing ‘Destiny’ who is supposedly my character’s best friend since the third grade in the script. I like her instantly, a good thing since we’re going to be in this for the long haul, assuming there is a long haul because who knows in this business? Shit, Beachy, get a grip… 
 
    The other girl is blond like me but she’s got a look that intimidates me without her saying a word, perfect for Natalie, who she must be playing, the mean girl in the script. She’s a big part of the first book but then she disappears for several books before getting her own books at the end of the series.  
 
    And yes, before you ask, I have read all the books now. Finally.  
 
    “I guess you go there,” Ryan says of the seat in the middle. I stroll in as casually as I can but Fran Jenkins, our director, spots me and comes over to where Ryan and I are standing.  
 
    “Beachy, welcome,” she practically gushes making me feel fantastic, and not just because I’m as nervous as I’ve ever been in my life. “We’re ready for you in wardrobe as soon as Josie is done with you.”  
 
    “Wardrobe?” I ask, confused. “Isn’t this okay?” I ask, motioning to my body.  
 
    Fran smiles. “Yeah, no. We’re going to dress you, for as long as that’s an issue, Beachy.” She pats my arm as I grit my teeth - now that I’ve read all of my books in the series, I know that Grace Rooney, my character, is naked most of the time. Almost all of the time. 
 
    “Let me introduce you to the others,” Fran says, leading me back to the makeup department. “Ladies, here’s our star, Beachy Sands,” she says, embarrassing the shit out of me. I am not used to this - not even close. 
 
    “Beachy!” the brunette exclaims as she practically jumps out of her chair and hugs me. She’s wearing one of those little bibs I’ve seen on actors when they get made up and for some reason that hits me harder than anything - I really am in show business. But she’s got her arms around my neck and is air-kissing me so I try to focus.  
 
    “This is Penny Pain,” Fran says and I do a doubletake. “She’s playing Destiny, of course. And this is Sunny Love. She’s playing Natalie. I’d love to stay and chat but I’ve got to set up our first scene, so get in the chair and then get to Wardrobe. We’ll run through the first scene in less than an hour and I hate starting late.” Fran walks away before I can react.  
 
    “Nice to meet you,” Sunny says when I turn to her. She’s gorgeous but she looks even older than I am - I’m 24 - and the characters we’re playing are supposedly eighteen years old. But I don’t say anything.  
 
    “Are you going with your real name?” Penny asks, almost answering my next question because who could possibly be named Penny Pain?  
 
    “I am,” I tell her and she smiles.  
 
    “Good for you,” she says as she sits in her makeup chair, the technicians waiting patiently for her to get back to business. “Obviously, I don’t have your courage.”  
 
    “And you have a big following,” Sunny says to Penny with a bit of attitude. “We both do, so they want us to use our stage names.”  
 
    “Do you go by your stage names on set, too?” I ask, feeling like the complete newbie I clearly am.  
 
    “Yeah, it’s the way the industry works, for the most part,” Penny says. “None of my friends in the business even know my real name, which is fine by me.”  
 
    “Is your family going to have any issues with you using your real name?” Sunny asks pointedly. We’re all of five minutes in and I’m already having a hard time liking her.  
 
    “I don’t know, but I guess I’ll find out.” 
 
    “I have to ask…” Penny says and I know where she’s going. It comes up a lot.  
 
    “My given name is Rebecca and my family calls me Becky but I was born in Miami Beach, grew up in Boyton Beach, and now I live in Mission Beach.” She laughs and I laugh with her, then I shrug.  
 
    “That makes sense,” she says. Sunny doesn’t comment on my name.  
 
    “We’re in the first scene, right?” I ask Penny as the technicians wrap my neck in one of those little aprons, delighting the hell out of me for some reason. Shit, I know the reason - if my friends could see me now… 
 
    “We are,” Penny says as she is being blown out, shouting over the roar of the hairdryer. “I’ll see you in Wardrobe real soon.” 
 
    “See you there,” I say as she hurries to the doorway and disappears. 
 
    “I hear you’re new in the business,” Sunny says in a tone that is the polar opposite of her name. “How the fuck did you milk them for points?”  
 
    “You heard about that, huh?” I ask, deflecting.  
 
    “Fuck, everyone’s heard about it.” She turns away from me so the makeup artist can paint her lips in a deep red that really looks good but makes her look even older than she appears to be. I want to ask what the deal is but I’m suddenly overwhelmed by the attention my team is lavishing on me, with one woman doing my eyes and another doing my eyebrows. A third is brushing out my hair. 
 
    “Yeah, I got lucky,” I tell her but I don’t elaborate. I’m already feeling a little strange about being paid so much while I’m sure everyone else is getting less. A lot less, if this works out. But I don’t want to go there on our first meeting so I change the subject.  
 
    “You’re in the second scene, right?” She looks at me and nods. 
 
    “Your first scene shouldn’t take too long, and Fran wanted me here early to meet you.” She says it in such a way that I get the feeling she sees her early call as an imposition but I don’t call her on it. Instead, I keep asking her questions.  
 
    “Have long have you been in the industry?”  
 
    She gives me a quick look. “Almost ten years. I started as soon as I turned eighteen.” I just nod as she just answered my unasked question. “I thought the same thing when they called me in to audition. No way they hire an old broad like me to play a teenager. But you never know in this business.” She shrugs and I nod, trying to look smart. Or not clueless, at least. 
 
    “And you’ve got a big following like Penny?”  
 
    She almost snorts. “I’ve got three times her scenes and ten times her views, but what the fuck do I know?” I wait for her to continue but she’s done with makeup so I’ll ask about it later.  
 
    “See you in Wardrobe?” I offer and she shoots me a look but doesn’t respond - she just struts away in the same direction that Penny went.  
 
    “Bitch,” the makeup technician stage whispers under her breath but loud enough for me to hear.  
 
    “Is she always like that?” I ask and she nods.  
 
    “Oh, yeah. She’s got one hell of a reputation but she’s got what it takes to do the job so everyone puts up with her.”  
 
    “What does it take to do the job?” I ask as my team continues to work on me. My team. I love that.  
 
    The woman looks at me, then smiles.  
 
    “You’ll see.” 
 
    “You can give me a clue?”  
 
    The woman looks at one of the others before adding, “She can take a lot of abuse.”  
 
    Now, I’m sorry I asked. But I press on. “Is that what this is all about?”  
 
    “No, I don’t think so,” the woman says. “I haven’t read the script or anything but I’ve heard rumors.”  
 
    “Shut up, Marlene,” one of the other women says.  
 
    “You’ve read the script, right?” the first woman asks. I nod. “So, you know what I’m talking about.” I nod again even though I’m not sure.  
 
    “You mean the torture scenes?” I finally ask.  
 
    “We don’t call them that,” she says with a gentle tone. “We call them impact scenes.”  
 
    “Okay, whatever,” I tell her. “But that’s what you’re talking about with Sunny?”  
 
    “Yeah, she’s good at those. And from what I’ve heard, she’ll have to be.”  
 
    “Yeah, I only read the books I’m in, I mean the ones Grace is in. I didn’t read hers.”  
 
    She nods as she’s doing my mascara. “I haven’t read any of them but I know the gist of the story.” She finishes and stands back to look at me. “That oughta work, for now, Beachy. Head over to Wardrobe. And good luck.” 
 
    I walked off in the same direction that Penny and Sunny went, not knowing where I was going but pretty sure I could find my way. As I look around, I’m struck by all the equipment and dividers that are set up around the huge warehouse that has apparently been converted into a sound stage. The noise is muffled but I wonder how you can film, or record with everything that’s going on in various parts of the building, but I decide it’s not my problem. What is my problem is finding the Wardrobe department because now I’m all turned around and, let’s face it, lost.  
 
    “Beachy,” Fran calls over to me when I wander onto the set she’s setting up. “Go that way and make a left by the dolly.” I nod and smile, then head down another alley that is separating two crews who are filming a woman being pissed on by three black men. My eyes must be bulging out of my head as I come to the Wardrobe department and find my two co-stars being dressed by another group of women, all older and as no-nonsense as the women in Makeup.  
 
    “Beachy,” a gray-haired matron says when I turn the corner. “Right here.” She walks me to a small stand and has me step up, reminding me of my mother’s clothing store in Boynton Beach, Florida. I must have watched a million women get fitted in her store and it suddenly hits me that my mom is going to have a problem with my sudden change of careers but I shake my head and wait for the matron, who hasn’t introduced herself, to show me what I’m wearing. Which isn’t all that different from my own clothes but what do I know?  
 
    “You’re due on set in ten minutes so take off your jeans and top and put this on,” she says, handing me clothes that look like they came from a thrift store. I watch what they’re doing to Sunny and try to contain my envy - she’s wearing an outfit that makes her look amazing - but she’s rich in the story and I’m not, so there’s that. Fuck, I don’t know how to separate my personal thoughts from my professional ones yet but I’ve got to get my head in the game.  
 
    Speaking of getting my attitude right, my nerves are really starting to jangle as my first scene in my first movie is about to happen. Luckily, it’s a pretty easy scene from an acting standpoint and I’ll be fully clothed the whole time which will allow me to get used to the camera before I have to bare my body. The fact that I already filmed the screentest naked and had actual, penetrative sex feels like small beans compared to this. Today’s scene will go out to theatres and stream for thousands or millions of people, not that I’m expecting to be a big star or anything but that is the idea. So, yeah - nerves. Jangling. 
 
    “Okay, let’s gather on the set,” Fran says from the hallway and I step off the platform and follow her to the set. It’s set up like a small living room, not much different from the one in the house I grew up in which calms my nerves slightly. At least we’re not jumping right into a scene in the dungeon or auction house. Fran explained to me after we got greenlighted by Sinflix that she’s a big fan of the old Harrison Ford movie, The Fugitive, where the director filmed the whole movie in chronological order, something that’s rarely done in Hollywood. But our script made it possible to do and in part to help a newcomer like me out with my mental well-being and my performance, she wanted to do the same. So this scene with Penny/Destiny is the first scene in the book and sets the whole story in motion.  
 
    “Okay, let’s get you two in position,” Fran says to us as the lighting technicians position the giant spotlights and the filters and the fill screens and who knows what all else, while the cinematographer, whom I met at the screentest, busies herself with setting up the two cameras we’re apparently using today. Penny and I go through the tedious blocking protocol as my nerves begin to fray again. We haven’t even run lines together for the scene but Fran says she’s not big on rehearsal - she says it hurts the feeling of spontaneity she’s trying for, whatever that means. I just go with the flow. 
 
    “Okay, let’s all have a great time and get this done as quickly as possible today,” Fran announces to the entire crew, almost a dozen people crowded into the set. The lights all switch on and the cameras are manned and ready to roll, Fran says, “Action.”  
 
    And I fuck up my first line. 
 
    “Cut.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    2 - “Can You Take It?” 
 
      
 
      
 
    I worked my way through my first scene with Penny and after just three takes, Fran seemed happy with the results. She tells us to take a break so she can go over the footage with Ellen, the cinematographer and we sit on the bed with some time to kill, although I have no idea how long we’ll be sitting here. Even so, I’ve been dying to ask, so I just go for it.  
 
    “So,” I begin with a cautious tone. “Penny Pain? There’s got to be a story, right?”  
 
    She smiles. “Yeah, there’s not much to it, really. I got into BDSM with my boyfriend a couple of years before I started working in the industry. I was living in San Francisco at the time and there was this big studio back then that specialized in all things weird and wonderful. He talked me into going by for a tour and then he talked me into trying out for a scene. The rest, as the saying goes, is history.”  
 
    “So, how long have you been doing this sort of thing?” 
 
    She looks up. “Let’s see. I moved down here when they shut down operations in 2017 so, six or seven years, I guess.”  
 
    I just stare at her. “Wait, how old are you?”  
 
    She gives me a fake horrified look. “You can’t ask me that.” She laughs immediately before I can ever react. “No, I get that all the time. It’s actually a big plus in the industry, looking young like me. I’m twenty-si.” 
 
    “Really? You’re older than me,” I almost shout, immediately regretting it. “When we met back in makeup, I thought you were a teenager.”  
 
    “And that’s helped me immensely, I have to tell you. I’ve done so many casting scenes, you can’t believe it. I’m surprised anyone buys it anymore, but they keep hiring me. I’m like, I’ve been ‘discovered’” -  she uses air quotes - “at least a couple of dozen times. But the market for that sort of thing is obviously huge, so…” She shrugs and laughs. “I keep thinking I’ve done all of them but they just keep coming up with more.”  
 
    “All of them?” 
 
    “Casting site, where they bring in girls who supposedly have never filmed porn before to break into the industry, but it’s all so bogus. I’m sure some girls are brand new, but not many.”  
 
    “I had no idea.” I’ve never been a fan of those types of scenes but I know what she’s referring to.  
 
    “Not many do, or they are more than happy to suspend their disbelief, which is what this business is all about, am I right?” She giggles again.  
 
    “But what’s that company you said shut down in San Fransico?”  
 
    “Kink.com. They used to film in the old armory in the Mission District. It was this huge old building that had been abandoned for years and it was so cool to film in, especially the kind of stuff they did. They even had a real river in one of the basements. It was so creepy but it really worked for a while.”  
 
    “Why’d they shut down?”  
 
    “The business model changed and their subscriptions tanked. I started a few months before they laid off half the staff so I didn’t do that many scenes.”  
 
    “And they were all BDSM scenes?” I ask. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s almost all they did at the end. I heard they tried some other stuff a few years earlier but I never saw any of that.” 
 
    “What kind of scenes did you do?”  
 
    “Mostly bondage, but some rough stuff as well. Kind of what we’ll be doing here, which I’m assuming is how I got hired. I can take a lot of pain, as my name implies. It’s gotten me a lot of work over the years.”  
 
    “Do you actually enjoy it?”  
 
    “Oh, yeah. For the most part, at least. Sometimes it can be a little much but at this point in my career, I’m pretty good about laying out my expectations and I don’t hesitate to use my safeword, which pisses some directors off but I don’t care. I mean, you’ve gotta take care of yourself because nobody else will if you don’t.”  
 
    I nod and try to digest what she’s telling me. I’ve got so much to learn.  
 
    “What about you, Beachy?” she asks. “I hear this is your first scene.” She seems genuinely interested and I believe in sharing as honestly as I can so I nod.  
 
    “It is. I did a screen test but that’s it.”  
 
    “Are you into BDSM?”  
 
    “I don’t think so. At least, I’m not exactly looking forward to it. We’ll see, I guess.” I give a weak smile. “It’s not the main reason I’m here, that’s for sure.” 
 
    “How did you get the part, if you don’t mind me asking?” She lowers her eyes and her voice. “And that deal. I mean, my god, Beachy. I’m getting a decent fee and all but, Jesus.” She looks at me and smiles. “We’re all in awe.”  
 
    I smile and shrug. “I got real lucky, Penny. What can I say?”  
 
    “Nothing needs to be said. Hopefully, this will set the tone for the sequels and what all else Sinflix decides to do.”  
 
    “You think they’re going to do more of these kinds of movies?”  
 
    She laughs. “If there’s one thing you can count on in this industry it’s that success gets noticed. If this movie works, you’ll see every studio in the valley start cranking out poorly disguised ripoffs in no time.” 
 
    “Are there that many studios still operating? I thought you said Kink.com shut down.”  
 
    “They did, but it’s because their business model was dated. Subscriptions still exist but they’re so last year. Now it’s all about lowering costs and cutting out the middlemen.” She rolls her eyes. “Look, I’m just a pain slut who sucks dick and fucks for a living. What do I know?” She laughs but there’s a hint of sadness in her voice.  
 
    “Are you going to keep at it? I mean, when do porn stars retire?”  
 
    “Oh, don’t get me started,” she says almost bitterly. “Some of the biggest names in the business didn’t last a year.”  
 
    “Really? Like who?”  
 
    “Mia Kalifa, for one. Lana Rhodes for another. Now they’re anti-porn crusaders, the hypocrites.” She laughs again. “Not that I’m bitter or anything. Shit, they got out so I shouldn’t hold it against them, but seriously.”  
 
    “Are you looking to get out, Penny?”  
 
    “I guess eventually, but no, not really. I can’t sing or dance, you know?” She tilts her head and gives me a half-smile. “I don’t mean to rain on your parade, Beachy, with you just starting and all. But you’ve got a chance to do something unique, and I for one am pulling for you. I hope you do it.” 
 
    “Ladies, we’re going to reshoot one part of the scene,” Fran says from behind me. I turn and she’s already walking toward the set so Penny and I stand and follow her. 
 
    “Does this happen often?” I ask and Penny laughs - for a self-described pain slut she sure loves to laugh.  
 
    “Fuck if I know, Beachy. This is not the kind of thing I’m used to doing, you know?” I nod and we arrive on the set just as the grips are repositioning some of the furniture. The cameras and lights are being moved as well so Penny and I watch from a distance until Fran waves us over.  
 
    “Let’s go from your line at the top of Page 2, Beachy.” She points at the script but I’ve got the whole scene down so I glance at it but I know what she wants me to do. I’m not surprised we’re reshooting this scene as it didn’t feel right the first time. In just a few seconds we’re ready to roll.  
 
    “Okay, let’s get settled, and, action.”  
 
    I look at Penny/Destiny with a confused look in my eyes. “But why does being tied up or caged or any of that appeal to you?” 
 
    She looks away from me and she’s doing a great job of looking caught up in the moment. “I don’t know, really,” she says in a breathy voice. “It just touches something, being completely helpless like that.” She looks at me again. “I have no idea why but this is my best chance to experience it, Grace. My only chance, really. Natalie said she’s providing transportation and everything, so all we have to do is show up at the school parking lot first thing Saturday morning. We’ll be home by supper.”  
 
    I try to look intrigued but reluctant and I have no idea if I’m pulling it off. “I don’t know, Destiny. I’m just not interested in that sort of thing.” I give her a look and try like crazy to ignore the camera right over her shoulder pointed at my face.  
 
    “Cut. That’s perfect, ladies. That’s a wrap for now. We’ll shoot the parking lot in an hour.”  
 
    I look at Penny and she shrugs. “Want to get a cup of coffee?” she asks.  
 
    I look around as the crew breaks down the set. “Don’t we have to change or something?” 
 
    “We have plenty of time. Come on.” We walk to the commissary which is nothing more than a row of vending machines near the entrance. We walk past a set with the door closed but I can hear a woman getting fucked and seemingly enjoying herself as a camera takes it all in. 
 
    “Do you ever get used to this?” I ask with a nod at the door.  
 
    “Sure, I don’t even notice it now.” She stuffs a dollar into a vending machine and waits as a cup drops down and fills with what passes for coffee. “I’m sure it’s awful but I need a boost.”  
 
    “I really don’t,” I tell her honestly - I’m a bundle of nerves. Still.  
 
    “You’re doing great, Beachy. Relax.” She smiles warmly and I feel like hugging her. “Have faith in the crew and especially Fran. She’s great.” She sips her coffee and winces. “Oh, god, that’s bad.” 
 
    “What do you know about Sunny?” Penny looks at me. “I mean, have you worked with her before?”  
 
    “No, I haven’t. I know her work but I’ve never done a scene with her. She’s got a rep, you know what I mean?” She gives me a look but I’m lost.  
 
    “No, I don’t,” I say quietly.  
 
    “She can go either way in impact scenes,” Penny explains. “She’s done a lot of work for some studios in Eastern Europe where they use women to beat and whip subs. She does both for them, at least she used to. I don’t know if she still does. I was kind of surprised when I saw her here this morning, to be honest.”  
 
    “Why?”  
 
    “Well, she’s too old, for one thing. I mean, we’re all supposed to be eighteen, right? Fresh out of high school?”  
 
    “Not even,” I allow.  
 
    “Right, not even graduated. Do you think she looks like a teenager?” She cocks an eyebrow at me and I have to laugh.  
 
    “No, not really.”  
 
    “Not at all. I mean, they couldn’t get someone who looks more like us and less like she’s been around for…” She stops suddenly and looks over my shoulder. “Hi, Sunny,” she says with a glance at me.  
 
    “What’s shakin’?” the woman asks as she walks up behind me after I spin around. “We doin’ this, or what?”  
 
    “We have an hour or so, according to Fran,” Penny tells her and she rolls her eyes hard.  
 
    “Fuck, I don’t know why that bitch had me show up at the crack of fucking dawn when I don’t have a scene until after lunch.”  
 
    I decided right then and there that I don’t like her, not even a little bit. And from the look on her face, I suppose I let it show because she switched gears immediately. “So, how did the first scene go?” she asks in a lighter tone. 
 
    “Good,” I tell her and Penny agrees with a nod.  
 
    “Beachy is a natural,” she adds and I give her a shy smile.  
 
    “Well, tomorrow is when it gets real, keep that in mind.”  
 
    “What’s tomorrow?” I ask, wishing I hadn’t almost before the words escape my mouth. 
 
    Sunny looks at me like I’m a total newbie, which I totally am, bitch. “We start shooting naked and they break out the cattle prods, Beachy.” She leans on my name hard and I just want to smack her, but I’m focused on what she said.  
 
    “Cattle prods? Real ones?”  
 
    “Real enough,” Penny adds. “It’s part of the whole deal - real whips, real prods, real everything.” 
 
    “Seriously?” I ask, floored. What the fuck? 
 
    “Are you kidding me?” Sunny asks with a laugh that makes me want to choke her. “Didn’t you read the contract?”  
 
    “I thought they were going to simulate a lot of stuff,” I say in a weak-ass voice. 
 
    Penny turns to me. “Nothing is simulated, Beachy. They’re going to limit how much we have to hang or ride the Spanish horse, that sort of thing. But the sex is real and so is the pain. To some extent, at least.”  
 
    Sunny keeps at it. “To a fucking huge extent, from what I was told. Why do you think we’re here?” She nods at Penny. “Because we can take it.” She looks me up and down. “What about you, Beachy? Can you take it?” 
 
    I guess we’ll find out, I say to myself. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    3 - “Get Ready, Beachy” 
 
      
 
      
 
    The next day, we spend the morning filming the scene where all the girls, including me, get naked. I met all the extras yesterday afternoon when we filmed the bus scenes. Most of them don’t have any lines, I was told, which is why they are considered extras and paid as such. Even with a $5 million budget, the goal is to spend as little money as possible. I find it a little depressing as all these girls - and they are girls, actual teenagers, not just young-looking like Penny - but it’s not like I’m going to give back some of my upfront money or anything.  
 
    Anyway, back to the morning scene. We begin filming with me leading the group from the parking lot into the facility to be ‘processed’. If you haven’t read the books - and why the fuck haven’t you? - fifteen high school seniors have traveled across the Mason-Dixon line into the New Confederacy for the weekend as a birthday celebration for Sunny/Natalie. In the book, the South won the Civil War and slavery is still in force but now it’s mostly white women who are slaves. I know, I know - it sounds crazy and it is but the book kind of pulls it off and fiction is all about the suspension of disbelief, right? Anyway, Natalie has organized this outing to get a taste of what it’s like to be a slave for a weekend. So we’re all made to strip, outfitted with slave hardware - collar, manacles, and shackles, along with chains connecting them all - and then kept overnight in cages, the kind used to keep dogs under normal circumstances.  
 
    But the day starts out with us being processed, which involves filling out forms and stripping off our clothes while the cameras film the whole thing. I’ve already been naked for the camera in my screen test so I’m not exactly new at this, but it’s different because now I have to actually undress for the camera. I didn’t expect it to hit me as hard as it did but what can I tell you?  
 
    “Okay,” Fran tells me as she sets up the scene. “I don’t have a problem with you looking reluctant, Beachy. You’re supposed to look that way so lean into it.” I strip off my costume, which is just jeans and a tee shirt while everyone else is doing the same. It’s a complex scene but the focus is on me, of course, something else I’m having a little trouble with and still getting used to.  
 
    I pull my tee shirt over my head and unsnap my bra, exposing my breasts under the unrelenting gaze of the camera, all the while thinking about how thousands or millions of people are going to see me baring my body. I know I’m blushing hard and I’m not even thinking about the crew, mostly men who are watching as well.  
 
    “Cut,” Fran says with a hint of frustration but thankfully she’s not looking at me. “Let’s try it again.” I get dressed just to get undressed again and we run the scene a half dozen times before our director is satisfied. By the last take, I’m almost blasé about stripping for the crew and the camera and feeling a lot better about being able to do my job. 
 
    It helps that the other girls are now naked as well. It’s not like it’s a big shock or anything but being the only naked woman in a room of fully-clothed people is really, really strange, but with fifteen of us all bare-assed naked it’s not so bad.  
 
    Once the stripping scene is complete, we file into a set that reminds me of a classroom and fifteen naked girls take their seats as if we’re in some sort of nudist colony. It’s a little mindblowing but we get it done in one take. Then a black woman enters the room to lecture us. 
 
    I forgot to mention - all of the employees at the facility are black, another conceit used in the books. Somehow, (don’t ask) although all the slaves are pretty white women, all of the slave handlers are black. Anyway, the woman who comes into the classroom to lecture us about slavery in the New Confederacy is black. She’s dressed in the same sort of uniform as the clerks who processed us but she’s carrying a baton that looks imposing because it fucking is - that’s the cattle prod that Sunny mentioned yesterday. The script for the movie is slightly different from the book because they decided to introduce Mrs. Jenkins - the guard lady with the baton - in the classroom instead of earlier, which works really well in my opinion. When the actress playing Mrs. Jenkins walks into the room with that baton, I’m almost scared by the sight of her. It’s really powerful. 
 
    “Okay, ladies,” Mrs. Jenkins says, “this is the introductory phase of your visit to the Beaumont Processing Facility and it should take no more than an hour depending on how many questions you have for me at the end of my presentation.” 
 
    The woman, who was never introduced to us before the scene, something I’m pretty sure was intentional, is super-imposing. She’s not a big woman or anything, she’s just got this presence about her, like she don’t take shit from nobody. She’s really good. Really good.  
 
    “Let me begin by giving you some facts about slavery that you may not be aware of…” She goes on for a while but then Fran yells cut and the cameras are repositioned so that they can focus on my face while she’s talking. I’m supposed to look surprised and scared but I don’t know if I’m pulling it off, I just do my best and Fran seems pleased with it after just two takes. We finish with Natalie and Grace getting into it a bit about signing the release form that seals Grace’s fate later in the script. Again, Fran seems pleased with me and we get it done in one take.  
 
    Next, we all file out of the classroom setting and it’s time for Sunny’s big scene. Natalie, her character, gets into a bit of an argument with Mrs. Jenkins and has to be subdued which means she gets shocked with the baton. I watch the scene unfold with a mixture of curiosity and dread because I know my time will come.  
 
    “Let’s get things set up,” Fran tells Sunny who is naked and standing at the front of the classroom. I asked about the difference between the scenes in the book and the script with Penny and she explained that the screenwriters had to consolidate some scenes or the movie would be five hours long. So instead of another girl getting zapped by the guard, Sunny/Natalie is the poor unfortunate soul. The stunt coordinator is working closely with the actors as the guard - who was never introduced to the rest of us, by design, I think - is holding onto Sunny’s arm with one hand while she holds the baton in her other hand. The stunt guy shows her how to pull Sunny to the floor without hurting her and it helps that they have a thick mat like we used to use in gym class to cushion her fall. They practice the move a few more times, speeding things up with each practice before everyone seems to be good.  
 
    “Action,” Fran yells and the move goes down without a hitch. They film it once more just because and then the mat is removed and the camera focuses on Sunny/Natalie as the guard holds her down with her foot and jabs her ribs with the baton. Since they’re just rehearsing again, the baton doesn’t actually zap Sunny but the guard makes a buzzing sound with her mouth that cracks everyone up. Everyone except Fran, that is.   
 
    “Okay, no improvisations, please,” she says in that no-nonsense tone that she’s got in her hip pocket and ready to unleash on anyone who fucks with her. Not that the guard was fucking with her but I kind of get Fran’s point - you’re in charge here so no joking around. The woman playing the guard gets all serious and nods when Fran warns her to stick with the script.  
 
    “Okay, let’s run through it,” Fran says and I glance at Penny. 
 
    “She’s really going to shock her?” I whisper, which gets me a menacing look from Fran and a quick nod with wide eyes from Penny. The guard makes her move, jams the baton into Sunny’s ribs, and presses the button. A loud buzzing sound fills the space for a split second before Sunny screams as if she’s being tortured, which she is.  
 
    “Cut,” Fran says and she looks at the cinematographer who is studying the screen next to the camera. 
 
    “Looks good, but we should get one more take,” the woman, whose name I’ve already forgotten, says to Fran.  
 
    “Let’s go one more time,” Fran says and I look at Sunny to see if she’s going to object but she doesn’t bat an eye. The scene is repeated, along with another blood-curdling scream and Fran says it’s a wrap. 
 
    We have another scene where the guard goes over some facts about slavery while we all sit there and listen before the shooting is over for the day. All the girls head back to retrieve their clothes and Fran thanks us all for our good work. I continue to be incredibly impressed by how much respect Fran commands and deserves from everyone involved. I’m sure I’m easily swayed because it’s my first time on a movie set, but when I mention the way I feel to Penny as we’re getting dressed, she readily agrees with me.  
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she says as she pulls her underwear on. “In a business where men dominate and most of them suck, she’s like a breath of fresh air. I hear she’s in really high demand right now with the big OnlyFans studios as a result.” 
 
    “Why’s that?” I ask, thinking I understand but I don’t want to take any chances.  
 
    “The stars are in charge so they can pick and choose who they work with. The days when an actress just does what she’s told, no matter how demeaning or disgusting it is, are coming to an end, and it couldn’t happen too soon, you ask me.”  
 
    “Really?” I ask as I pull my tee shirt over my head. “Demeaning and disgusting? Seriously?”  
 
    “Well, sometimes that’s what’s in the script but that’s not what I’m talking about. I’ve seen plenty of girls…” She stops and looks over my shoulder so I turn.  
 
    “Nice work, ladies,” Fran says to us as we finish dressing. “See you first thing in the morning. And get a good night’s sleep. Tomorrow promises to be a much longer day for you.” 
 
    Sunny arrives to get dressed just as the room clears out and I decide to stick around for a few minutes to talk to her. I’m going to get her to like me one way or another. 
 
    “How are you doing?” I ask. She gives me a look so I throw up my hands. “I thought you did great in there and I just wanted to see how you dealt with the pain. It really looked like it hurt.”  
 
    She softens slightly and shrugs. “It was fine. It was more noise than anything. They use a low amp, high volt device that can’t really do any damage so it’s fine.”  
 
    “Not your typical cattle prod, then?” I offer with a half-smile.  
 
    “Shit, no. I’ve had that used on me a fair amount and these are nothing like that.” She nods. “Thank god.”  
 
    “Is it typical for them to go easy on us?”  
 
    She shrugs again. “I get the sense that they’ll do whatever they can to minimize the damage if they can do it without ruining the illusion. I don’t think they’re going to bend over backward, though.” She pulls her jeans on and slips her feet into her shoes.  
 
    “What do you mean?” I’m ready to go but this is more information than I’ve gotten since I signed on to do the picture.  
 
    “Well, it’s like the baton. Nobody can tell that I’m just getting a light charge, especially if I sell it, so it’s pretty low-risk for them to cheat. But once they have to leave marks? Then I think they’ll use the real shit.” She looks at me. “On you, especially.”  
 
    I do a double-take. “Why do you say that?”  
 
    She smiles but there is no warmth in her smile. “You do know how you got the job, right?”  
 
    “Yeah, the crowdfunding group wanted me.” I wait and she almost smiles but doesn’t.  
 
    “And you know what they’re all about, right?”  
 
    I stare at her for a second. “I guess I don’t. Can you enlighten me?”  
 
    “They picked you because they love the idea that they’re going to watch you get tortured. Didn’t you read the bit about them doing it the right way on the website?”  
 
    “I didn’t read about it but I heard that from Oscar.”  
 
    “And you know what it means, right?” God, now she’s starting to really piss me off with her smarmy attitude. 
 
    “Oscar said they want the sex to be real.”  
 
    “Not just the sex, Beachy. They’re more concerned with the torture.” She looks at me and motions for me to sit on one of the folding chairs in the locker room. “Look, I know you’re new at this and all, so here’s how it works. There are a lot of sites in the BDSM world that, for lack of a better word, fake shit. They don’t really hurt the actors because it’s hard to do it right, and it opens them up to legal action.” She looks away for a second. “Then there are the sites, mostly on the dark web, that do it just the way their audience wants them to do it, with real whips and real canes and real pain. The Eastern European sites tend to dominate the market but there’s plenty of demand to go around. My guess is your crowd-funders are pretty hardcore and they’re not going to settle for bullshit. So, get ready, Beachy.” She stands up and makes it obvious that, for her at least, this conversation is just about over.  
 
    “So, I’ll be the one who gets zapped with a real cattle prod?” I swallow but my mouth is suddenly dry. Really dry.  
 
    “I don’t know about that because it’s easy to fake. They don’t really gain much by tasering you, except you might pass out. But when it’s time to do the shit that leaves a mark or draws blood? That’s when those fuckers know exactly what they’re looking at and it’s not some fake blood or painted-on wounds. Understand?” She walks away from me as if I suddenly don’t exist.  
 
    Shit.  
 
    

  

 
   
    4 - “Friends Without Benefits” 
 
      
 
      
 
    I’ve been staying with Oscar Drummond, the film’s gay producer - in his guest bedroom, of course - since filming began. I race up the Hollywood Hills to his place in Laurel Canyon to confront him about my conversation with Sunny. I can’t really say I’m pissed but I do feel as if I was misled. By him, mostly.  
 
    “How’s it going?” he asks in the sweetest, most innocent voice when he sees me barrelling through his front door. “Good day on the set?” 
 
    “Where the fuck have you been, Oscar?” I almost shout at him when it occurs to me that I’ve yet to see him actually show up for filming. We’re only two days in, but still.  
 
    “They let me go, Beachy,” he says with a sad-sack smile.  
 
    I stare at him. “Say what?” 
 
    “They fired me. Said I didn’t have the right kind of temperament for the job or something.”  
 
    I just gape. “What the fuck are you talking about, Oscar? You’re the goddamn producer, aren’t you?”  
 
    “Not anymore,” he says with another sad look. “Not since Morrow is footing most of the bill. The crowdfunding money is not much more than an afterthought at this point.”  
 
    I practically fall into the high-back chair at his island. For a man with no obvious means of supporting himself, Oscar lives the good life. His place is estimated to be worth over $5 million if you can believe the real estate sites on the internet but he doesn’t really have a job that I can tell. Which is why I thought he was in charge of making the movie. Show business is a fickle business from what I hear but this is ridiculous. 
 
    “When did you find out?” is all I can think to ask.  
 
    “Yesterday,” he says.  
 
    “Why didn’t you say something to me?” I came home from my first day of shooting my first movie with my eyes so wide I’m sure I looked like a kid in a candy store. Oscar just let me talk while asking questions when I let him which wasn’t often.  
 
    “You seemed so happy and I didn’t want to spoil the mood, Beachy,” he says.  
 
    I punch his arm. “What the fuck, Oscar? Why did they let you go?”  
 
    “It’s a mystery, as they say.”  
 
    “Did they give you any money for your troubles?” I almost cringe but I have to know - how does this shit work because I feel like I’m one bad day of filming from getting the hook myself. And I already quit my job in Mission Beach. 
 
    “They gave me a very nice settlement, Beachy. Don’t worry about me. I’ll be fine.” He walks to the range behind the island and lifts a pot cover to stir something that I finally realize smells delicious and I’m starving. “So, tell me about your day.” He replaces the lid and turns to give me his undivided attention. Such as it is.  
 
    “Should I be paying you rent, Oscar? I don’t want to take advantage of you now that…” I hesitate, unsure of how to finish my thought.  
 
    “Don’t be silly, Beachy. I’ve got plenty of room and I enjoy your company. Plus, your stories at the end of the day are all I have to show for putting the deal together. So, indulge me, okay? And don’t bring up paying me again, okay?”  
 
    I swallow and nod. “‘Okay. Thanks, Oscar.” 
 
    “So, tell me about your day,” he says as he stirs the sauce.  
 
    “I feel so bad but I had a really good day, O. It went great, as far as I could tell. Fran is an amazing director.”  
 
    He nods. “Yeah, we were lucky to get her.” He pauses from stirring the pasta and looks at me. “They were lucky to get her,” he says wistfully.  
 
    “Come on, Oscar. This film is still your baby. Are they going to give you any credit for everything you did to make it happen?”  
 
    “Who knows? But it doesn’t really matter. I’ll be able to use it to get my next movie made.” He smiles again but this time there’s a twinkle in his eyes.  
 
    “Your next movie?” First I’ve heard of it.  
 
    “It’s still more of an idea than a movie so let’s just leave it at that. Tell me about your day, or I won’t feed you,” he says with a laugh.  
 
    “No fair,” I practically shout before I recap the day for him. But when I get to my discussion with Sunny I frown. “You didn’t tell me they were really going to hurt me, Oscar. Why is that?”  
 
    “I told you as much as I could, Beachy. I didn’t want to scare you off. Besides, now that filming has started, you’re really in a better position to change the way they do things if you don’t like what you're doing. Each day they put film in the can they’ve got more and more money invested in you. By the end of production, you’ll be able to exert a lot of control.” 
 
    I nod and eat my pasta, which is delish. “I’m just surprised I have to exert anything, O. I mean, they really plan to whip me and beat me?”  
 
    He shrugs. “We talked about it, Fran and me, but we kind of left it up in the air. There’s only so much you can do with makeup and fake whips.”  
 
    “What the hell is a fake whip?”  
 
    He smiles. “Just what it sounds like. It’s made of silk instead of leather so it doesn’t do any damage when it hits you, but it doesn’t make a sound either. It’s not used that much anymore because there are so many actresses like Penny and Sunny who are willing to be whipped for real. That’s why we hired them.” 
 
    “So, they will be whipped, for real?”  
 
    “I expect so. They’ve done it before and they know the drill.”  
 
    “How do we…” I stop as something dawns on me. “Is that why Fran is doing each scene in chronological order? All that bullshit about The Fugitive was a cover story?” 
 
    “No, not entirely. She always films in order. She says it helps everyone keep things in perspective. And this film is easy to do that way because the story is so linear. But it helps that you’ll have marks in the scenes you need them, no doubt about that.” 
 
    I wrack my brain thinking about the scenes I have to do that will hurt but I can’t think. “What else will they do to me?”  
 
    He smiles and strokes my arm - if I didn’t know he was gay I’d swear he was hitting on me. “Don’t do that to yourself, Beachy. Most of the torture in the first film doesn’t involve impact, so calm down.” He picks up our plates and carries them to the sink.  
 
    “It’s the second and third films, if they go that far, that I have to worry about, is that it?”  
 
    “More or less. But let’s not get ahead of ourselves. You have to do the first film and it has to be a hit or a success at least before they’ll greenlight the second film.” He finishes loading the dishes in the dishwasher and sits at the island again. “But to be honest, I get the sense from Morrow that he’s committed to finishing the series, including the last half where the focus switches to Destiny and Natalie.” 
 
    “I’m in those books, right?” I still haven’t read the last half of the series.  
 
    “You are but you’re never naked again, or whipped, or fucked. Grace becomes more of an avenging angel.”  
 
    “Really? I should read them,” I say more to myself than to Oscar. I’m not much of a reader - it took me weeks to finish the books my character stars in. Hey, I’m not proud of it.  
 
    “You should. And from what I understand, Morrow is considering making films of more books by the same author. You might wind up as one of his stars.”  
 
    I frown. “Yeah, once a porn star always a porn star.” I’m still not thrilled by the direction my career, such as it is, has taken. But the money was just too good to pass up. I guess that’s always the case, though. 
 
    “Don’t be like that. If he pulls this off, he might create a whole new business model that bridges the gap between porn and legitimate film. And you’d be in a great position to capitalize on his success. So long as you do good work now.”  
 
    I side-eye Oscar hard. “Are you trying to tell me something, Oscar?”  
 
    He smiles and shrugs. “I’ve got no vested interest in the film anymore, remember? I’m just trying to give you the best career advice I can, Beachy. I really like you, in case you didn’t know.”  
 
    I smile back at him. “Are you trying to get into my pants, Oscar?” He’s gay, or so he’s told me. I’ve never actually seen him with another man. 
 
    “No, I’m really not. That ship has sailed.” He was married once, to a woman, a long time ago and apparently, it didn’t last long or end well.  
 
    “We could be friends-with-benefits if you’d like.” I bat my eyes at him, mostly to be funny but I’d do him if he wanted to. I feel like I owe him. And, he’s good-looking, in an older man kind of way. Not that I’m going to be hurting for sexual activity once we get to the sex scenes in the movie. Still… 
 
    “Thanks, Beachy. I mean that sincerely. But I think it’s best if we stay friends without benefits.” He strokes my arm again. Geez, talk about mixed signals! 
 
    “Well, I’ve got a really big day tomorrow so I think I’ll go to my room and study my lines before I turn in.” I didn’t even offer to clean up after he cooked. I feel bad.  
 
    He notices. “Don’t worry about it,” he says gently. I really like him and I feel so bad that he’s not associated with the film anymore.  
 
    “Are you sure I can’t pay for my room at least, Oscar?”  
 
    He chuckles. “Get your badass outta here before I change my mind.”  
 
    About what? I wonder.  
 
    

  

 
   
    5 - “Holy Shit” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Filming today is in one of the big sound stages, or so I’m told - I had no idea what a sound stage was before last week so it looks to me like a room in a warehouse. But it’s cordoned off from an even bigger room from what I can tell and the ceiling is really high, which is imposing in its own way. I wander around as the grips are setting up the lights and a few long tables with folding chairs and a bunch of cardboard boxes. I got here early as the drive is short from Oscar’s place so I just fade into the background and watch the men work.  
 
    And I feel a little twinge between my thighs as I watch them.  
 
    Not that I’m horny or anything but it has been a minute since I got laid. I’ve been too tired to masturbate when I go to bed and too distracted when I wake up to get ready for the day, even though it’s dead simple for me - I don’t have to do my hair or makeup because all that will be taken care of here at the studio. I just roll out of bed, throw on some jeans and a tee shirt and I’m out the door, way too nervous to eat breakfast, to Oscar’s constant dismay. He’s cute about it but it’s getting on my nerves. A little.  
 
    “Hey, Beachy,” Fran says from behind me. “All ready for today?” She asks me the same thing every morning and I’m not sure if she’s really asking or if that’s just her way of saying hello.  
 
    “All set,” I tell her, same as always.  
 
    “We’ll be working with a lot more extras today so I won’t be able to give you as much focus as I have been, but anytime you feel unsure about what you’re doing, let me know and I’ll try to fix that.”  
 
    I nod and smile. “I just want to tell you, Fran, that I’m so grateful for everything you do for me.” She smiles warmly and touches my arm. It’s such a simple gesture but it thrills me.  
 
    “You’re doing a great job, Beachy. Really great.” She nods and looks down at her folder. “I’ll check with you after makeup, okay?” She’s lost in her lists - the woman has an amazing number of lists - and I watch as she turns to give one of the grips a gentle nudge about how he’s setting up one of the lights.  
 
    “Beachy,” my makeup lady, Josie, says from behind me. “You ready for the chair?” I nod and follow her into the makeshift little salon where Penny and Sunny are already being attended to. Shit, and here I thought I got here early. 
 
    “So, big shoot today,” Josie says as I sit and she puts the bib on me. “Excited?”  
 
    I nod. “I am. It’s exciting as hell.” I look around and see a bunch of girls getting their hair done in what must be the standard look for women in captivity - carefully touseled, messy but not wild, I would call it. I just arrived, or rather Grace just arrived at the Beaumont Processing Facility so my hair still looks pretty good and they won’t do much to mess it up. Same for Penny/Destiny and Sunny/Natalie. 
 
    “We get fitted today, right?” I ask no one in particular. “Slave hardware?”  
 
    “Yes,” Penny says as someone paints her eyelids. “But before that, we get sprayed.”  
 
    “Yeah, how’s that going to work?” I ask as Josie works on my eyes. I’m not the fashion plate that Penny is so my makeup is less than hers and I wonder as we get further into the script if I’ll just go without makeup altogether. I guess I’ll find out soon enough.  
 
    “I doubt they’ll use anything other than a common garden hose,” Sunny says with a dour tone. I don’t think I’ve ever met someone as inaptly named as my never-cheerful costar. “It’ll be freezing, in other words.”  
 
    “Well, we won’t have to act surprised, then,” Penny offers with a look my way. She cocks an eyebrow and I giggle. She’s a peach and I’m sorry I won’t get to work with her much after the next few scenes. Grace and Destiny don’t see each other once Grace is duped into slavery until the end of the third movie, assuming we get to make two more of these things.  
 
    “Okay, let’s get you out of those clothes,” Josie says to me and I stand to undo my jeans. I’ve been growing out my bush since I got the part as the script makes a big deal of lasering me once I get duped into slavery and I’m more insecure about the tangle of dark hair between my thighs than anything else when I strip down. I forget about it pretty quickly once we start filming but not at this moment. I’m sure I’m blushing hard as I lower my panties. 
 
    The other girls are following my lead and getting naked. The makeup room - which is just cordoned off from the rest of the warehouse/studio by cloth dividers, shields us from the rest of the crew but I can’t help feeling out of place - every morning I notice that both of my costars are almost completely shaved down below the way I used to be. Penny let me know that they got precise instructions from Fran about letting their stubble show just a little which is easy enough for the dark-haired Destiny than the fairer Natalie but I feel like a hairy mess compared to both of them. 
 
    Next, we all take off our tee shirts and bras and I can’t help but stare at Sunny, as usual. She’s got obvious fake tits, which are written into the script and I’m sure she was hired with that in mind. Natalie, her character, is a rich-bitch who got implants from her daddy for graduation or something, it’s not made clear in the script. They look amazing, fake as hell but who cares? Destiny is like Grace, more modest in that department and I’m grateful they’re not both enhanced or worse - if Penny had natural boobs that dwarfed mine, I’d be bummed. It’s been years since I felt so insecure about my body as I do now. 
 
    “We good?” Sunny asks and the makeup techs all nod. “Let’s go,” she says to me and Penny, who shoots me a look that asks the question on my mind - who died and made her queen? But we follow along, three naked movie stars in the making, headed for another day of naked acting.  
 
    “This is where you’ll come out,” Fran’s assistant, Marsha, tells us as we gather in one of the rooms created by fake walls that leads to the big room where we’ll be filming most of the day. I hear all kinds of commotions coming from the even bigger room where they must be setting up the cages. The set designer was thrilled when she found out that with our greatly expanded budget, she could buy every dog cage within a day’s drive of the Valley so the set would be just as it’s described in the book - cages and cages of naked girls as far as the eye can see. I haven’t seen it yet but I can’t wait. 
 
    As the same group of 15 actors from yesterday gathers in the room waiting to be led into the staging area, I glance at the girls who are extras and marvel again at how young they all look. I know they’re all at least eighteen years old because the porn industry is meticulous about checking and double-checking credentials as they’ve been burned in the past. But these girls must be the real deal - actually eighteen and not fudging like me and Penny and Sunny who are all in our twenties. They look so damn young to be getting naked on camera but who am I to talk? So I don’t say a word to any of them. 
 
    “We’re almost ready for you,” Fran says over the fake wall and we get into position. I’m not leading the troop as I did walking in from the bus in the parking lot. I was almost last with just Sunny behind me as she got zapped by the guard as we were getting ready to exit the room.  
 
    We hear Fran yell action and the girl at the front of the line opens the door. The script and Fran emphasized that we’re supposed to look around in awe when we exit the room for our first look at the scope of the facility. It’s not a stretch, acting-wise, as the scene we walk into is unlike anything we’ve filmed so far. Naked girls are being led in chains on one side of the set while girls who have obviously just been sprayed as their bodies and hair are dripping line the far wall. The lights are bright and three cameras are filming as we file through the doorway with everyone looking up at the high ceiling before focusing on the other ‘slaves’ being processed. 
 
    Our guard from yesterday’s filming has to almost shout to be heard over the background noise. “Your next step in the process involves fitting y’all with restraints, which include collars, manacles, and shackles. Unlike the slaves you see exiting the preparation area to your right, your restraints will not lock permanently, although they will remain locked in place for the duration of your experience. Other than the fact that they are not permanent, they are identical to the restraints the slaves will wear for the rest of their lives.” She nods at the line of women coming through another doorway to the group’s right.  
 
    “Why are they all wet?” someone asks the lecturing guard.  
 
    “They’ve just been deloused, vaccinated, and implanted with birth control. Since y’all are not being permanently pressed into slavery, we’ll skip the vaccines and the BC.”  
 
    “Wait, what?” I ask as the woman picks up a hose from the floor and aims it at the group. Before anyone can react, the spray inundates us with cold water under high pressure. Once everyone is soaked, the spray is turned off. 
 
    “Cut,” Fran yells and the grips hand us all towels as Fran and Ellen, the cinematographer, huddle around the monitor to see how the scene came out. I guess if we have to do a second take we’ll all have to go back to makeup to have our hair dried. 
 
    We don’t have to reshoot the scene, thank god, so next we line up to get collared. It’s a scene that focuses more on me so they can show how dismayed I am about wearing slave hardware even for a weekend, as my character thinks that’s all it’s going to be. Little does she know… 
 
    I shuffle along behind Penny/Destiny as the camera shoots my expressions and once again I’m a nervous wreck that I’m doing my job to Fran’s satisfaction. She’s yet to show me anything we’ve filmed so far. When it’s my turn to get locked into my collar, the black actress in green overalls gives me a quick look before she rummages around in a cardboard box filled with bronze collars. Gotta hand it to the costumer - they look real as hell. The woman picks one that has been designated for me and she holds it up for me to lift my chin while she snaps it into place. I know I’m doing a good job of showing how disconcerting this is because I’m really feeling it. I know it’s a prop and I’ll be taking it off when filming is done each day, but in this moment, it feels so consequential. Fran yells cut right after it locks.  
 
    “Good job, everyone,” she says to the crew, and everyone relaxes as they have to move the lights and cameras for the next shot where I get manacles locked around my wrists. Penny and I move to get out of the way and she gives me a look.  
 
    “You really are doing great, Beachy,” she whispers with a warm smile. “You look like this is doing a number on you.”  
 
    “I think it is,” I whisper to her. “It’s so fucked up.”  
 
    “I know, right? I can’t imagine who dreamed this up.”  
 
    I look around, which is ridiculous but whatever. “Do we ever get to meet the writer?”  
 
    “Who knows? This is my first real movie, remember?” We laugh quietly as the commotion around us and in the other section of the sound stage rises to a dull roar.  
 
    “I can’t wait to see what’s going on over there,” Penny says with a nod at the divider that separates us from the main cage area.  
 
    “Later, I think,” I say, and Marsha motions for us to line up in front of another table. We go through the same procedure for manacles and then shackles on our ankles before a final addition where chains are attached to each piece of hardware. I feel so humiliated by my complete lack of freedom so I’m once again pretty confident that I’m doing my job. Fran seems to agree as we only do one take of each scene.  
 
    We break for lunch and all of us are given robes but the hardware remains in place as we’re led to what’s known as Craft Services. They have a table full of drinks and snacks laid out for us and we move in a line slowly as we’re still chained. I wonder briefly if Fran instructed the crew to leave us in chains for the break so we stay somewhat in character, even though we’ve got robes on instead of being naked. I guess it’s a way to split the difference. 
 
    The afternoon shoot is pretty boring except for the big reveal of the cage room. We’re led around a corner of partitions and the camera stays on me until we arrive at the moment where we can see what the Beaumont Processing Facility is all about.  
 
    It’s fucking incredible.  
 
    “Holy shit,” I improvise and Fran doesn’t object as the camera focuses on my face while I take in the scene. The room is huge, like the size of a football field and it looks as if there are a thousand cages spread out the full length and width of the room. All of the cages closest to us have naked girls and women, all wearing the same slave hardware as us but in the dull gray color that signifies that they are permanent slaves instead of just playing at being slaves for the weekend. It’s a huge moment and I can imagine how effective it’s going to be when we see it on the big screen. It reminds me of that scene in Gone With the Wind when the camera pans back to show all the wounded rebel soldiers lying in the sun, one of the most powerful and famous scenes in that ancient movie, one of my favorites. Now I’m doing a scene like that one.  
 
    I get chills up and down my spine. 
 
    

  

 
   
    6 - “Anyone With Half a Brain…”  
 
      
 
      
 
     “You have a visitor,” Oscar tells me when I walk into the kitchen. No shit, Sherlock - I saw Kylie’s car parked in the driveway when I pulled up to the house.  
 
    We scream when we see each other and I dash past Oscar to wrap my arms around my best friend and wingman for the last five years.  
 
    “You fucker,” she almost shouts at me as she pushes me away once we’re done holding each other. “What the fuck did you do?”  
 
    “Sorry,” I tell her as I look down to emphasize my embarrassment at not telling her ahead of time that I was quitting. We’ve worked together since I arrived in California five years ago at the Gotta Go Bar in Mission Beach but when the first check for my movie deal hit my account, I told the owner I was done. I didn’t say anything to Kylie because I’m a terrible person.  
 
    “You should be,” she scolds me. “I thought we were friends.”  
 
    “I know, it’s inexcusable. Can you ever forgive me?” She huffs and puffs and finally smiles and pulls me in for another hug. 
 
    “Fuck, Beachy. You know I can’t stay mad at you, even if you deserve it.” She kisses me on my mouth but doesn’t linger. I moan slightly so she knows she’s hurting me. Which I totally deserve.  
 
    “What are you doing here, Ky?” I ask to move on but also I’m genuinely curious. She hardly ever takes a day off from bartending at the Gotta Go.  
 
    She rolls her eyes. “Jack’s been a bastard ever since you up and quit on him. I needed to get away.” She strolls into the kitchen where Oscar is already making dinner and it smells delicious as usual.  
 
    “You’re staying over, right?” I ask with a look at Oscar. He smiles and nods.  
 
    “If that’s okay,” she says with a fake-sorrowful look. As if I’d send her away.  
 
    “The more the merrier,” Oscar almost sings as he stirs something on the stove. “Dinner in twenty if you want to freshen up, Beachy.” He waggles his eyebrows at me and I have to laugh.  
 
    “As if,” I tell him but Kylie grabs my hand and pulls me toward the stairs.  
 
    “Show me our room,” she says and I just stare at her. 
 
    “Our room?”  
 
    “Oscar said it was okay, so I put my overnight bag in there already.” She says without a hint of embarrassment. That’s my girl and I love her for it - she’s so goddamn beautiful that she gets away with everything.  
 
    “So,” she tells me as we run up the stairs. “Tell me everything about this new venture of yours, since you never said a word about it before you up and disappeared.” She pulls me into the guest bedroom I’ve been using and before I can say another word she kisses me hard a deep. “God, I’ve missed you, Bea,” she says after she lets me up for air. “Sit. Talk.”  
 
    “I don’t know where to start,” I tell her as we fall onto the bed in each others’ arms. We kiss again before she pushes me away.  
 
    “We don’t have time to do it right so just tell me about your day.” She sits up and I mirror her, something I’ve done a lot over the years.  
 
    “It’s incredible.” I fill her in on what I’ve done so far and she listens without a trace of judgment or disapproval, something I worry about when I talk to people outside the industry. I’m not looking forward to having this conversation with my aunt, who I used to live with in Mission Beach, or my mother who still lives in Florida where I grew up.  
 
    “Dinner, ladies,” Oscar calls out from downstairs. We climb off the bed and wrap our arms around each others’ waists as we walk downstairs to the kitchen. Oscar has already plated what looks like some sort of pad thai and I realize I’m starving - Craft Services is great but it’s not enough. 
 
    While we’re eating I fill Oscar in on the day’s shoot and he nods while smiling, peppering in the occasional question here and there. But as I’m talking while the two of them listen, something occurs to me. “Do you think I can get Kylie a part in the movie?” I ask Oscar.  
 
    “Wait, what’s that?” she asks before he can answer.  
 
    “I don’t know if they’ve got all the secondary characters cast yet,” I tell her. “And there are at least a dozen walk-on parts that you’d be perfect for.”  
 
    “Walk-on, eh?” she asks with a smile and a bit of an eye-roll.  
 
    “You mean like one of the other girls being auctioned with you in Lexington?” Oscar asks. 
 
    “Or Francesca,” I offer. “She’s got a lot of lines.”  
 
    “They already have her cast,” Oscar says. “I thought you heard - it was a big get for the casting director.”  
 
    “A big get?” I ask.  
 
    “Wait a minute,” Kylie interrupts. “What the hell are you talking about?”  
 
    “I want to get you a part in the movie,” I tell her and she frowns. “What?”  
 
    “Your porn movie? Are you serious, Beachy?” she asks and now it’s my turn to frown.  
 
    “Shit, are you shaming me about my career choices, Kylie? You?” 
 
    “Why do you think I want to get into porn, Beachy?”  
 
    “It’s not really porn,” Oscar adds.  
 
    “She’s naked almost all the time, isn’t she?” Kylie asks Oscar and it’s more of an accusation than a question. I’m floored.  
 
    “I can’t believe you feel this way, Kylie. I thought you of all people…”  
 
    “What’s that supposed to mean,” she shoots back.  
 
    “Oh, come on, Ky. I love you and all but you’re the biggest slut I ever met.” This is true - Kylie is drop-dead gorgeous, with a killer body, and never sleeps alone if she doesn’t want to, which she usually doesn’t. 
 
    “Nice, Beachy. Real nice.” She gives me a look that is just so confusing. “I thought we were friends.” 
 
    “Hey, let’s all take a breath,” Oscar says as Kylie and I shoot daggers at each other. “Let’s get back to the question I asked you, Beachy.” I turn and look at him. “Did you hear who they hired to play Francesca?”  
 
    I glance at him. “No, I haven’t heard.”  
 
    “They got Brianna Story,” Oscar says with a knowing smile. 
 
    I almost do a double-take. “The porn star?”  
 
    “Oh, for fuck sake,” Kylie adds. “I rest my case.”  
 
    “The one and only,” Oscar says.  
 
    “I thought she was strictly on OnlyFans these days,” I say to Oscar while ignoring Kylie.  
 
    “She is, but I heard Kevin went after her with Morrow’s permission to pay whatever she asked and it worked.”  
 
    “Who’s Kevin?” I ask, trying to keep all the names straight and failing miserably.  
 
    “He’s the new casting director.”  
 
    “What happened to Justin?” I ask, astonished. Justin Margolis was the first person associated with the movie I met.  
 
    Oscar scoffs. “They fired him before they let me go, Beachy. He cost Morrow a bundle by telling you about the crowd-funding poll.”  
 
    “What the fuck are you two talking about?” Kylie asks.  
 
    I turn to her. “I’ll tell you later.” I turn back to Oscar. “So, this new guy hired Brianna Story?”  
 
    “He did.”  
 
    “How much are they paying her?”  
 
    “No points, that’s for sure,” Oscar says with a laugh. “I’m not sure what they had to offer, but she doesn’t even get fucked on screen, so it makes no sense to me.”  
 
    “Who the fuck is Brianna Story?” Kylie asks sounding even more exasperated. 
 
    I turn to Kylie again. “She used to be really big in interracial and pregnancy porn until she disappeared a year or so ago. I heard from one of my costars that she’s making her own videos now.”  
 
    Kylie laughs but it’s almost like she going a little crazy. “So, you’re working with porn stars but not making porn? What the fucking fuck, Bea?” 
 
    I roll my eyes. “It’s not like that, Kylie. It’s really not.” 
 
    “And you might want to pitch Kylie for a role in the second movie, pretty as she is.” He nods and smiles at Kylie who’s having none of it.  
 
    “You really think there’s going to be a second movie, Oscar?” I ask. “We’ve only been filming this one for a week.”  
 
    “Oh, I think it’s in the bag,” he says. “Has been ever since Morrow signed on. He’ll be able to make sure the first one does well just by showing it in his hotel chain, and from what I hear, he’s got one of the art houses lined up to show the R-rated version so it will go into pretty wide release and get noticed by the movie websites.”  
 
    “The critics will hate it, though,” I almost whine when really, I’m feeling jazzed at the prospect of a second movie, not to mention success for the first one.  
 
    “The critics don’t matter, Beachy,” he goes on. “Not for something like this. It’s all going to be word of mouth and Rotten Tomatoes will eat it up. Morrow will make sure of that, too.”  
 
    “How?” I ask.  
 
    “There are ways to game the system and I’m sure he’s going to try all of them. Not just try, either. He’s going to succeed.”  
 
    “Why do you say that, Oscar?” I ask, somewhat surprised at his attitude. Then again, the man did fire him so - ax to grind? Who knows?  
 
    “Look, it’s just my opinion, Beachy. I don’t know shit about the man when it comes right down to it. But from what I’ve seen, he’s used to getting his way, on everything. I can’t imagine he’ll pump five million dollars into this project and just cross his fingers. Not his guy.”  
 
    I just stare at him for a long, silent pause. Finally, Kylie clears her throat and I look at her.  
 
    “Yeah, hey there. Remember me?” I have to laugh. “I want to get back to my original question, Beachy. What makes you think I want any part of this insane little project of yours.”  
 
    I stare at her for another quiet moment before I nod and touch her hand. “Because if this goes the way I think it might, and if Oscar here is even half right about the way he thinks it could go, then it’s too good for you to pass up, Ky. Unless you’ve got your heart set on being a bartender for the rest of your life.” 
 
    Now it’s her turn to stare at me. She looks pissed and I can’t say I blame her but fucking shit - why isn’t she getting what I’m pitching at her? She’s smarter than me by a long shot, twice as good-looking, and would be a natural in front of a camera. Finally, I turn to Oscar.  
 
    “You see it, don’t you?” 
 
    “Oh, hell yeah. Anyone with half a brain…” He just lets his thought trail off.  
 
    Kylie looks at him. “You’re both crazy.” 
 
    I nod. “Maybe so, but what if we’re not?”  
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    7 - “String Her Up” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    After going through hair and makeup the following morning, the fifteen actresses portraying the high school seniors who are attending Natalie’s party are, according to the script, supposed to make their way to the Discipline Room. The cages on the main floor are all empty today so the warehouse is eerily silent as we’re led by another large black man in the uniform all the slave handlers and technicians wear while doing their jobs. We’ve all been fully restrained again in what is the ‘standard slave hardware’ - the script's words, not mine - and we shuffle along near a twenty-foot high cinder block wall to a doorway. 
 
    Fran told us when we began filming to keep glancing in the direction of the cages when the camera is aimed our way. Apparently, the sound engineer will add the noise that we’re supposed to be hearing in post-production, a standard practice in the film industry. I’m learning so much every damn day.  
 
    When we arrive at the door that has a sign over it proclaiming this to be the entrance to the Discipline Room, our guard, Mr. Hamilton, launches into an explanation of what we’re about to experience.  
 
    “So, because you’re all just here for a day and a half, we have to do things differently than with the standard week-long experience. On the other side of this door is one of two Discipline Rooms attached to this facility. We’ve got the full complement of disciplinary devices on hand but only one of each, so we’ll be putting y’all in holding pens to begin with. Real slaves will take priority at each station, so you might be in there waiting for some time, but we’ll try to get everyone processed as quickly as possible so you can get to your cages for the night.” 
 
    We do three takes of his speech - we’re only using one for this shot - as the camera pans across our group while we all try to look scared shitless. It’s not a stretch for me, given what we’ll be shooting after we enter the room, although, by the third take, I’m pretty much over it. I find it hard to keep my focus during multiple takes, something else I need to work on if I’m going to succeed in this world. 
 
    Mr. Hamilton goes on. “The holding pens will allow you to see how each device works. To get processed out of the room, you’ll need to choose which station you’re willing to experience. Obviously, you’ll only get to be processed when a station is vacant, so keep that in mind. Our overall facility is close to full capacity at this time so there won’t be a lot of downtime, especially at the restraint stations. The corporal punishment stations are much quicker and offer more opportunities for you to volunteer and get processed.”  
 
    Hamilton pushes the door open and we file into the ‘room’ but it’s not a room at all - we’re exiting the building. Once again, the magic of Hollywood will transform the transition to a set that is being constructed while we’re shooting. Once we’re all through the door, we have an hour-long break while they move the equipment to the set. Penny and I don robes and go to the Craft Services table for something to eat while we’re waiting.  
 
    “I suppose real movie stars would go to their trailers at this point to cool their heels, right?” I ask as I pick up a Danish while Penny spoons some cut-up fruit onto a paper plate. The food looks good if simple and I feel a little strange complaining about our situation but what can I tell you? 
 
    “I guess,” Penny allows with a smirk. “How would I know?” She laughs with me and we go to the makeup room so they can make sure we still look good. Sunny/Natalie is already in her chair when we arrive. We take our respective seats and the makeup ladies get to work on us.  
 
    “This is where they start beating us, right?” I ask in a small voice as Josie touches up my lipstick.  
 
    “They start beating me but not you,” Sunny says pointedly. Her character is due for some rough treatment, a continuing feature of the script until her character dupes my character into slavery for real. I look at her and she shoots daggers at me like it’s my fault I’m just getting hung by my wrists for an hour while she gets whipped with a flogger.  
 
    I turn back to Penny. “How are they going to film the peeing scenes?” I ask. “That can’t be easy.”  
 
    “No idea,” Penny says. “I don’t do those kinds of videos, at least, not so far.”  
 
    “What do you mean?” I ask.  
 
    “There’s a whole genre of what they call gonzo porn,” Sunny explains in a somewhat condescending tone that seems to be the only way the woman can talk. “They have anywhere from one to six guys urinate on the girl all through the shoot, but that’s not what’s happening today.”  
 
    “No, it’s just us peeing over a grate, from what the script says,” I offer as Josie touches up my cheeks. 
 
    “Like I said,” Sunny almost growls and I roll my eyes in Penny’s direction. She giggles quietly. 
 
    “Okay, we’re all set here,” Josie says and the three of us make our way to the opposite end of the building to another set that is clearly the Discipline Room. When we arrive, I’m bowled over by the look of the equipment which is exactly what Fran wants to film first - everyone reacting to what is, in reality, a modern torture chamber. One wall has cages made of chain link fencing where some of us will be held while the other walls have restraints attached to them. Cuffs and even a noose dangle from the ceiling as well. Medieval stocks and what must be a whipping bench round out the collection of horrors. My heart is pounding. 
 
    The first scene is of us being led to the cages and locked inside. Our robes are removed and I blush slightly as someone from costuming reattaches my chains. The camera rolls as we file toward the cages and Mr. Hamilton pulls the cage door open and orders me inside. I’m still a little hunched over because the chain attaching my five-piece slave hardware set together is by design too short to allow me to stand up straight. He slams the door shut after I shuffle inside and I catch my breath - an overwhelming sense of helplessness almost consumes me.  
 
    Once again Fran wants two more takes but this time I’m not bored by the time we film the third one. The camera stays on me as the other girls, all naked and chained, are walked past my cage to their own. The shoot of us all getting penned to watch the goings on in the Discipline Room takes the balance of the morning, so once we wrap Fran gives us an hour for lunch. Penny and I go back to the food and have something a little more substantial to carry us through the afternoon shoot. We remove our chains but keep the collars, manacles, and shackles on under our robes. 
 
    “So, I’ve got this friend,” I tell Penny as we sit by ourselves to eat lunch. “She’s gorgeous and I’d love to get her a part in the film, or maybe the next one, if there is one. Should I talk to Kevin or Fran about getting her hired?” 
 
    “Fran loves you, Beachy,” Penny says with a smile. “I’d go to her if I were you.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t be stepping on Kevin’s toes?”  
 
    “Oh, you absolutely would but he’ll get over it. That’s what this town is all about - throwing your weight around to get what you want.” She gives me a crooked smile. “Like I have to tell you that.”  
 
    I give her a look. “What’s that supposed to mean?” 
 
    “We’ve all heard about the way you negotiated your own contract, Beachy. You’re a fucking legend in the making around here.” 
 
    I don’t know what to say so we finish eating in silence as I think about the scene to come. I wonder again how long I’ll be hanging by my wrists and if I’ll be sore afterward. At least I won’t be beaten or flogged. 
 
    When we get back to the set, I’m shocked by the changes they’ve made in just over an hour. Several naked extras are being hung by their wrists, strapped to a wall, or locked in the stocks as we arrive. The wall behind the chain link cages is gone so they can film behind me and get my view of the room, something I had no idea about but which makes sense to me. The place is crawling with grips, technicians, and continuity, the girl who makes sure we don’t commit any obvious mistakes while filming different angles of the same scene. It’s a well-orchestrated clusterfuck from where I stand. 
 
    “Okay, Beachy,” Fran tells me so I listen carefully. “We’ll be shooting from behind you as you take in all that’s going on in the room. I’ll let you know for each shoot but I want you gasping at the appropriate times so we don’t have to do too many takes.” She gives me a look and it finally occurs to me what she means - each take means more pain for one or more of the extra girls being tortured. 
 
    “Okay, Steve,” Fran calls out to a tall, lanky man I haven’t noticed before. “Set up the first three.” I watch in stunned silence as three naked girls are quickly put into position for me to notice. One is attached to four leather cuffs on the wall while another is hung by a noose around her neck. She must be wearing makeup because her face is almost purple before the rope is put in place and it’s quite convincing. The third girl is asked to lie prone on a mat while ropes are attached to her slave hardware. She is then lifted by a pulley so that her head is pulled back and her ankles are pulled forward in what looks like an extremely uncomfortable contortion that strikes me as dangerous. I’ll have no trouble looking shocked for the camera.  
 
    “Okay, a quick couple of takes as you stare at those three,” Fran says and I wonder if I’m doing a good job while the camera rolls. We do another take so I assume I screwed up but Fran doesn’t blame me so I try not to beat myself up too much. 
 
    “While we’re setting up the first impact shoot, let’s do Penny in the cell next to yours, Beachy,” Fran says and two grips almost leap into action replacing the backing on Penny’s cage. I know I’m just supposed to watch as she gets zapped but I’m really not looking forward to the scene, given what Sunny went through when she got zapped the other day. Was that just yesterday or the day before? I’m losing track.  
 
    Penny is placed in the cage next to mine and the camera sets up so I’m looking away from her when she delivers her line. She whispers “What the fuck?” and I turn to her just as a guard tells her there’s no talking and backs it up by jamming his electrified nightstick in her ribs and zapping her. The sound is vicious and Penny screams convincingly as I startle, apparently to Fran’s satisfaction, thank god - we only film the scene once. After he shocks Penny, the guard asks me if I need something in a growl so intimidating that I shake my head so hard I almost hurt my neck. Fran seems pleased so I feel good about my performance.  
 
    The next shot is of Sunny/Natalie volunteering to be flogged, something I’m having mixed feelings about. I have no love loss for Sunny but this will be tough to watch as they lead her from one of the cages to my left and march her to the wall to be restrained. 
 
    “Can I pee first?” Sunny/Natalie asks and she’s walked in her chains to a grate I hadn’t noticed before at the far end of the set. Two cameras are set up to film her urinating over the grate, one aimed at her face and the other aimed directly at her vagina. Sunny begins to pee and everyone on set is as fascinated with the scene as I am. She’s still wearing her chains which keep her feet fairly close together and she winds up peeing all over her chains, her shackles, and her feet. 
 
    I’m stunned, even though I knew it was coming. And I’ll have to do the same thing in a few minutes. Still… 
 
    “I guess they only get to do one take of that,” Penny whispers from her cage. I turn to look at her.  
 
    “How’s your side?” I ask, looking at her ribs. She shrugs and moves her arm so I can see - an angry red welt tells me it’s not nothing.  
 
    “I’ll live,” she whispers which draws a look from Fran. I nod and turn to watch the scene being filmed.  
 
    “We good?” Fran asks when Sunny is finished. After a quick pause in shooting to set up the next angle, the guard picks up a garden hose and aims it at Sunny who is then doused with a harsh spray of water to rinse her off. She turns to allow him to wash her backside as the cameras record everything. I’m not sure why but this scene almost seems more invasive to me than the sex scenes we’ll be filming in the coming days.  
 
    Almost. 
 
    The guard finishes spraying Sunny and the scene shifts so we all have a few minutes to wait as the crew repositions the lights and cameras. I have nothing to do in the next scene so I ask for a robe again as does Penny. I get a strange sense of satisfaction as I note that no one offers Sunny so much as a towel to dry herself off as she waits for what’s to come. I really am a bitch, I guess.  
 
    “Okay, let’s get her over here,” Fran tells the crew, and the guard who sprayed her grabs Sunny by the arm and walks her to a set of cuffs attached to the wall with the cameras rolling. He unchains her wrists and collar before cuffing her wrists and raising her arms over her head. He picks up the flogger and proceeds to flog her breasts as she cries and whimpers under the blows that just keep coming. I wince in sympathy for her - that has to hurt even more because of her oversized implants. I really have no idea but it can’t be good. It just can’t.  
 
    After a few dozen lashes with the flogger, Sunny’s tits are bright red but otherwise unmarked. I did some research into BDSM and read that floggers aren’t nearly as painful or damaging as single-tailed whips which makes sense now that I’ve seen it done. I never went in for this kind of porn so it’s all pretty new to me - even after I got the part I didn’t check it out - I guess I’m a bit of a coward. Or maybe it’s my process - I want it to be a surprise. I crack myself up sometimes. 
 
    “Now let’s get Beachy,” Fran says, and my heart rate spikes - time for my first peeing scene. The same guard asks for volunteers and I raise my hand and tell him I want to be suspended but that I need to pee first. He lets me out of my cage and I shuffle to the same grate that Sunny used. Luckily, it doesn’t smell too bad. I wait for the cameras to be positioned the same way they were for Sunny and Fran gives me a nod to start my stream.  
 
    I can’t. 
 
    I’ve always had a bit of a bashful bladder - when I know someone can hear me going I have all kinds of trouble relaxing enough to go. I haven’t gone all morning in the hopes that a near-bursting bladder would make it easier to go in front of all these people and two intimidating cameras with all these lights but no. Not me. I’m stuck. 
 
    “Take your time, Beachy,” Fran tells me with a somewhat sympathetic tone but also with an underlying message that comes through loud and clear - you’re costing me time and money. I close my eyes and try to relax while thinking of fountains and streams and the ocean but it’s no use. I can’t let go. 
 
    Fuck.   
 
    “Somebody get her a bottle of water,” Fran yells to no one in particular. A fresh bottle of water appears quickly but with my chains holding my hands near my waist someone has to hold it for me. I drink as much as I can and feel like I’m going to explode with all the liquid in my body. Fran motions the stage hand away once I’ve downed the whole bottle of water and I try to go again and… 
 
    Nothing.  
 
    “Anyone have any suggestions?” Fran asks in a now clearly exasperated tone.  
 
    “Here, let me help,” Sunny says from out of nowhere. My eyes go wide as she walks up to me in her robe and reaches for my vagina. I almost choke with shock and embarrassment as she runs her fingers through my pubic hair but it changes my focus just enough to let me relax, amazingly, and I feel myself ready to go, so to speak.  
 
    “Okay, clear out Sunny, and thank you,” Fran says as the woman backs away from me but not before giving me a look. I thank her with my eyes and refocus on the cameras just as my stream springs forth from my body. I’ve never been so relieved - no pun intended - in my life.  
 
    The sensation is surreal as the cameras record my urine dousing my feet and slave hardware. It’s so degrading but somehow sexy as hell at the same time. Plus, I’ve been building up such a supply that my stream seems to go on forever, with everyone watching and the cameras rolling. I’m sure my face is beet red and I’m just as sure the camera focused on my face for the R-rated version of the movie is getting my look of pure humiliation.  
 
    Fran says as much when I finally run dry.  
 
    “Nice job, Beachy.” I’m so…proud?  
 
    “Okay, spray her down,” Fran adds and I endure the same dousing with freezing cold water that Sunny did, front and back, and by the time the guard is done hosing me down like an animal I’m back in the same headspace as before - totally humiliated and vaguely turned on. It’s hard to figure but I just go with it. The guard who sprayed me walks me to the suspension cuffs as the camera rolls.  
 
    “Okay, let’s string her up,” Fran says to Steve, the stunt coordinator. He removes my manacles and then attaches the cuffs to my wrists while explaining, “We’ll hang you by these to get the shots of your feet leaving the floor and your body slowly turning as the rope unwinds. Then we’ll put your manacles back on and get the shots of your wrists with your feet on the ground so your wrists won’t be stressed too much. Any problems I should know about with your arms or shoulders?” I shake my head. “Good,” he adds.  
 
    I find myself relieved and a little disappointed. I’m relieved that I’m not going to be actually suspended by my manacles as that seems like it would be incredibly painful and somewhat dangerous. But I’m also disappointed that I’m being treated differently than Sunny who got the shit beat out of her for real. Makes me feel like a bit of a fraud.  
 
    But the scene goes on for hours and by the end of it, I’m not feeling nearly as bad. The padded suspension cuffs are more comfortable than the manacles but that’s not to say they’re comfortable. Far from it. They do a good job of spreading the stress over a larger area on my wrists and arms but the stress is still there, still real, and rather painful. By the time Fran has all the footage she needs, I’ve had more than enough. 
 
    The same is true of the shots with me ‘hanging’ by my manacles - my feet are on the floor but the tension has to be sufficient to turn my hands red from cutting off the circulation, something they told me they can’t fake with makeup. So my wrists are sore when we finish that part of the scene just the same. I can’t imagine actually being suspended for a full hour by those infernal manacles.  
 
    But that’s exactly the point.  
 
    “Okay, that’s a wrap,” Fran says when she’s done and I’ve never been so happy to end the day.  
 
    Penny and Sunny were long gone as most of the afternoon’s shoot focused on me and a few extras near me as I was suspended. I rubbed my wrists as I approached Fran hoping to get a little sympathy for my sacrifice for the good of the project.  
 
    “Can I ask you something?” I ask Fran as she’s going over her ever-present list for tomorrow’s shoot.  
 
    “Sure, Beachy,” she says distractedly as she finishes talking to her assistant. “Nice job today, by the way.”  
 
    “Thanks. So, I’ve got a friend who I think would be great in the movie and I was wondering…” I give her a crooked smile and she nods. At least she didn’t roll her eyes and walk away from me.  
 
    “What would you like her to do?” She was way ahead of me, as usual.  
 
    “So, we’ve been good friends since I moved here five years ago.” I pause for effect. “Really good friend, Fran.”  
 
    She laughs. “Okay, I get it. Is she pretty? Does she have any acting experience?”  
 
    “Yes to the first question.” I pull out my phone and show her a recent pic of Kylie. “And no to the second.”  
 
    “Yeah, she looks good. So, what part were you thinking?” I almost do a double-take - this is going a lot easier than I thought it would.  
 
    “Well, I know I don’t have any intimate contact with another girl until the third book, so Melanie is the part I’d like her to play.”  
 
    “Okay,” Fran says without any pushback. “I haven’t even thought about casting the sequel yet but that shouldn’t be a problem. I’ll talk to Kevin about it.”  
 
    “And maybe we could put her in this one as an extra so she can see what it’s like here? Maybe one of the girls near my cage on the floor?” I motion toward the big room where tomorrow’s filming is going to happen.  
 
    Fran smiles. “Yeah, we can do that, Beachy. Is she local?”  
 
    “No, she lives down in Mission Beach. But she’s staying with me at Oscar’s for now.”  
 
    She frowns slightly. “Sorry about what happened to Oscar, by the way. I know you guys are close.”  
 
    “Yeah, what can you do?” I ask rhetorically. “So, okay if I bring her with me tomorrow?”  
 
    “Sure, I’ll make sure we use her somewhere.” She’s almost walking away as she finishes her thought and I wave as she leaves me alone in the Discipline Room set.  
 
    “Well, that was easy,” I tell myself. Now I just have to convince Kylie. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    8 - “Apples and Oranges” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oscar is out when I get home so it’s just Kylie and me for the evening. She looks good, of course - I’ve known Kylie for five years and I’ve yet to see her look anything but fan-fucking-tastic, she’s so gorgeous in a completely natural way. If I didn’t love her so much I’d hate her guts.  
 
    “How was your day?” she asks and for the first time I can remember, I feel like I’m hearing something in her voice that sounds vaguely judgmental. It brings me up short. Did I imagine it?  
 
    “Really good, but hard,” I tell her honestly. “I had my first torture scene today, my first peeing scene, too, and it went as well as can be expected, I guess.” She looks at me with her eyes wide and a bit of a frown on her gorgeous lips. Lips I wish I was kissing right now instead of whatever it is we’re doing.  
 
    “You had a peeing scene?” she asks without trying to hide her disapproval, although when I think about it, that’s fair. She wasn’t there so I’m sure she’s filling in the blanks in a way that didn’t happen.  
 
    “Yeah, but it’s not what you’re thinking, Ky. I did the peeing - nobody peed on me.” She rolls her eyes.  
 
    She fucking rolled her eyes. Shit.  
 
    “Okaaay,” she says finally. “That’s good, I guess.”  
 
    I just stare at her for a long silent moment. “Are you done judging me?” I ask without trying to hide my hurt feelings.  
 
    She softens slightly and touches my arm. “Sorry, Beachy. But this is all new to me, and to be honest, I wonder if you know what you’re doing here.”  
 
    I glare at her. “So, what are you trying to tell me, Kylie? That in addition to being slutty, I’m stupid?”  
 
    She glares right back at me - she can really be fierce when she wants to be. Years working as a bartender in a tourist-trap dive bar has given her some mad skills, for sure. “No, Beachy. I just think the money has clouded your thinking. It’s not the first time and it won’t be the last time some guy has paid a woman to do things that will change her life forever and not in a good way. It’s the oldest story in the world. Literally.” 
 
    My heart just drops. “So you see me as a whore? Is that it?”  
 
    “You’re getting paid to have sex, among other things, right? If the shoe fits, Bea.” She looks down and throws up her hands. “Look, you do you, as I’ve always told you. Lord knows I’m no saint and I have no problem with a woman getting paid a fair wage for whatever she chooses to do with her body and her life. But I know that once you cross this line, Beachy, there’s no going back. You will forever be associated with this project and nobody will hire you for legit projects in this town. For all its reputation as a cesspool of sin and corruption, Hollywood is a very conservative town when it comes to a woman’s reputation. Men can get away with all kinds of shit - just look at all the assholes who did for years until we finally started standing up to them. But women still have to deal with the fucking double standards that have been around for centuries, and no matter what you think about them they’re still going to label you as a woman who did things they don’t approve of. Do you get that, Beachy? Do you?” 
 
    “Yeah, I get it, Kylie. I get it, sure as shit. It’s one of the reasons I hesitated to take the offer, good as it was. But you do understand how good it is, right?”  
 
    She sighs and looks away. “It’s always a good offer, Bea. That’s how they suck you in. Don’t you see that?”  
 
    “No, Ky. It’s usually not nearly this good. This is life-changing money, if it turns out anywhere near the way they’re talking. And everyone I work with keeps telling me how good a deal it is and they’re already in the business so they should know.”  
 
    She stares at me again. “I don’t think that’s true, Bea. I looked into it and porn actors aren’t paid all that well at all, so what they tell you is based on their experience, which isn’t all that good.”  
 
    “But you’re comparing apples and oranges, Ky. Sure, I’m not making what A-listers get for franchise movies like X-men and the Marvel movies, but who does? Most actors trying to make a living acting don’t get paid shit. Why do you think they went on strike because they were making good money? Come on, Kylie. Be real.”  
 
    She sighs again and takes my hands in hers. “Okay, I get what you’re saying. And there may be some truth to it, now that you put it like that.”  
 
    “But?” 
 
    “But it’s a one-way street, Beachy. You don’t get to change your mind and come back from this.”  
 
    “I’m not sure I want to, Kylie.” She opens her eyes wide. “I’m serious. I was thinking about it on the way home this afternoon. I had a blast at work today. I mean, some of it was boring but what job isn’t? I don’t have to explain that to you. But it’s so fucking exciting, I can’t even tell you.”  
 
    She nods and gives my hands a squeeze. “Exciting is all well and good but it’s going to get old eventually. I mean, it’s like you’re high on new relationship energy right now. What happens when the high wears off, and don’t tell me it won’t because you know it will.” 
 
    I stare at her for a beat, then another. She tilts her head as if to ask but she keeps her question in her eyes. “It’s never worn off with you, Kylie.”  
 
    Fuck. Did I really just say that? The look in her eyes tells me I sure as hell did. And I don’t like what I’m seeing. 
 
    “Beachy. Really?” she asks, breaking my fucking heart. But I’m committed now and I make another snap decision I guess I’m going to regret seeing as I’m on a roll now.  
 
    “Yeah, Ky. Really.” I lift her hands to my lips and kiss the back of her finger. “I’ve been in love with you for years.”  
 
    “But…” she starts and I shake my head as my tears begin to flow.  
 
    “Don’t,” I whisper. “Just let me have this for a moment, okay?”  
 
    “Okay.”  
 
    I look down and my tears drip on my jeans, forming dark blue spots that just gut me for some reason. I can’t believe I fucked this up so badly. What was I thinking? 
 
    “You know I love you too, Beachy,” she says in a soft tone at last. “You know I do.”  
 
    “Yeah, but not the same way,” I whisper. “Shit, I didn’t know I was going to say that, I really didn’t.”  
 
    She strokes my hand with the back of her finger for a few seconds. “Tell me more about your day,” she finally adds.  
 
    “There’s not that much to tell,” I lie. I want to tell her every detail, or I did when I walked in the door. Now, I’m just embarrassed. 
 
    “Come on, Beachy. I’ve never seen you so keyed up like this.” She touches my chin so I have to look at her. “And you had a torture scene? You can’t just drop a phrase like that and not expect me to ask about it. Come on.” She leans in and kisses me. My lips are wet with my tears and it somehow makes everything even more embarrassing. I pull away and wipe my eyes.  
 
    “It wasn’t so bad, really.” I describe how I was hung by my wrists, for real with the specially-designed cuffs, and then again in the fake version - my feet on the floor but my hands turning purple. She lets me talk without comment but I can see her concern and vague disapproval in her eyes. Which makes me wonder if I should tell her about what happened to Penny and Sunny. 
 
    “What are they going to do to you tomorrow?” she asks after an uncomfortable pause.  
 
    “Tomorrow all happens in the cage room.” Her eyes go wide. “They must have bought every dog cage in LA to make the set look as realistic as possible, and they’ve hired dozens of extras to put in a lot of them.” 
 
    “Sounds lovely,” she says with a sarcastic tone I don’t need to hear.  
 
    “Look, Kylie. If you don’t want to talk about it, then we can just stop. I don’t need you judging me any more than you have, okay?”  
 
    She softens again and nods. “Yeah, that’s fair. I’m just having a hard time with all this.” She looks at me and gives me a crooked smile which I really needed to see. I wrap my arms around her neck and nuzzle my wet lips against her warm skin. God, she feels so good. And shit, I’ve missed her. 
 
    “Is Oscar gone all night?” she asks after a beat.  
 
    “Yeah. You want to get something delivered?” I’m suddenly starving.  
 
    “I can whip something up if he’s got anything in the fridge.” I nod and she goes to look, deciding we have enough on hand to make do. I watch her scramble some eggs and we talk about the Gotta Go Bar and Grill in Mission Beach where I used to work and she still does.  
 
    “Is Jack going crazy without me?” I ask as she serves.  
 
    “He’ll get by, but it’s been a nightmare. I don’t think he realized how much he needs you, Beachy. You did the work of three servers.”  
 
    “Damn right.” I smile and she laughs. “I kind of miss it but not really. It’s so nice to be doing something else for once.”  
 
    “You think this is going to be permanent, you living up here with Oscar?”  
 
    I give her a look. “I’m not living with Oscar, not the way you mean.”  
 
    She nods. “No, I get that. I just meant rooming with him. He’s clearly not interested.” Kylie has impeccable gaydar - I didn’t need to say anything about Oscar when she met him. 
 
    “About that,” I say tentatively. “Can you come with me to the studio tomorrow?” 
 
    She tenses. “What for?”  
 
    “Just to see the place if that’s all you want to do, Ky.” She side-eyes me. “No, really.”  
 
    “Are you trying to get my approval or something, Bea? You don’t need it, you know.”  
 
    Now I side-eye her. “I know that, I just wanted to show you what we’re doing, is all. It’s really something.” More than anything, I just want her to see me in my new environment, where I’m the center of attention. I know it’s needy as hell but I can’t help myself.  
 
    “And just to be clear,” she begins. “You’re not doing any torture scenes tomorrow, right?”  
 
    “Nope. It’s all going to happen in the big room, not in the Discipline Room, Ky.”  
 
    “Okay,” she says with a lot less enthusiasm than I’d hoped for but at least she said yes. I’ll worry about asking her if she wants to get a part in the movie later, although now I’m a lot less sure about asking her than I was this afternoon talking to Fran.  
 
    “Great.”  
 
    

  

 
   
    9 - “Absolutely, Beachy” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I walk into the studio holding onto Kylie’s arm and I’m even more nervous than my first day on set, if that’s possible. I know it’s immature to be so needy for her approval but the girl has a hold on me that just won’t quit and I need her to be okay with what I’m doing. Even if she never considers being in the movie, which seems like a pretty safe assumption at this point, I want her to give me her blessing, a word I hate but which somehow fits.  
 
    God, I’m a freaking basket case.  
 
    “Hey, Beachy,” Marsha says as we breeze past the entrance to the big room, the focus of today’s shoot. “We’ll need you pretty quickly so head over to Makeup.” I glance around for Fran but don’t see her. 
 
    I consider introducing Kylie to our assistant director but decide I don’t need to go overboard on introductions, so I just nod and lead Kylie to the makeshift makeup section where Penny and Sunny are already in their chairs. I let go of Kylie’s arm and say hi to everyone without specifying anyone in particular while watching Kylie in the mirror. She’s looking at Penny and Sunny who are already naked and wearing their slave hardware. She gives me a quick look and a raised eyebrow but I just smile and lean back so that Josie can get to work. 
 
    “What’s it look like in there?” I ask Josie nodding at the main room which is buzzing with the sounds of a lot more people than I’ve ever heard before. “We have an army in there or something?”  
 
    “It’s a shit show, that’s for certain,” Josie says with a deadpan look. “I can’t believe how many girls signed up to sit around in cages all day for scale.”  
 
    “Oh, they’re not getting scale,” Sunny says with a snide tone. “No way they’re getting more than a hundred bucks, tops.”  
 
    “What’s scale?” I ask, not wanting to show my ignorance but unable to stop myself from asking.  
 
    “A little over a grand a day,” Penny says from the other side of me. “They’ll get extra pay, no more.”  
 
    “Extra pay?” I ask, digging the hole I’m in even deeper.  
 
    “They pay extras between a hundred and two hundred a day,” Sunny says with a condescending tone that makes me want to slap her. “You have to have a line to make scale.”  
 
    “Even if they’re naked?” Sunny’s makeup tech asks earning her a harsh look from her subject.  
 
    “Don’t mean shit in this business,” she almost sneers. “We’re almost always naked by the time a scene finishes.” She laughs without mirth at her own joke although no one else does. Then she rips off her little makeup bib. “We done here?” she asks without really asking just before she practically storms out.  
 
    “Who's your friend?” Penny asks after Sunny is gone. I turn and look at her.  
 
    “Kylie Mills, this is Penny Pain,” I say with a slight wince - I don’t know Penny’s real name so her stage name will have to do. But I see a look from Kylie that I don’t appreciate. “Penny plays my best friend, Destiny,” I explain.  
 
    “Nice to meet you,” Penny says as her makeup tech removes her bib with a lot less fanfare than Sunny exhibited. “You two friends or…?”  
 
    “We work together in San Diego,” Kylie says and I can’t help but notice she didn’t use the past tense.  
 
    “Worked together,” I correct her and she shoots me another look.  
 
    “See you in there, Beachy,” Penny says as she walks away. Kylie’s eyes follow her until she’s out the door.  
 
    “I guess that’s the way you’ll be dressed, or undressed?” Kylie says with a tone that I don’t deserve.  
 
    “Come on, Kylie,” I tell her almost whining. “It’s not helpful.” Josie gives me a look and I feel like I’m ready to cry which will ruin the work she just did on me. She grabs a tissue from her makeup stand and hands it to me.  
 
    “Don’t, okay?” I tell Kylie as I dab my eyes. “Please?” 
 
    “Beachy, you’re wanted on set,” one of the assistants I don’t recognize tells me from the doorway. 
 
    I stand up to strip off my tee shirt and jeans and I’m struck by how weird I suddenly feel - I’ve been naked with Kylie countless times over the years we’ve known each other but this is so different. Luckily, the guys with my slave hardware show up to fit me with my manacles, shackles, and collar so I focus on them even though there’s nothing I need to do but hold up my arms for them. When I look up after they’re done, I see Kylie staring at me. 
 
    “What?” I ask after the costume tech leaves.  
 
    “Nothing,” she says but I don’t believe her.  
 
    “Are you going to get all judgmental on me after all?”  
 
    “No, I’m…” She looks away.  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “It’s nothing.” She looks at me again. “You’re doing what you want, Beachy, and I respect you for it. It’s just…” she looks away again. “I’m going to miss you.”  
 
    I’m so touched I could cry but that would ruin my makeup. “Look, I’ve got to go but stay and watch, okay? I’ll tell security to let you in and we’ll talk the moment I get a break, okay?” I go to her and touch her arm. “Okay, Kylie?”  
 
    She nods. “Okay, Bea.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I round the corner heading to the main room with all the cages and I’m blown away by the scene. There are dozens of girls, all of them naked except for their slave hardware, lying in cages along the wall leading to the ‘Discipline Room' which is really a door to the outside of the building but no matter. The magic of Hollywood and all that. The rest of my group - the 15 girls attending Natalie’s ‘party’ are standing by the door. According to the script, we’ll be led out of the Discipline Room by several black guards and distributed in cages around the big hall to get a genuine overnight ‘slave experience’ with a bucket for a toilet and bread and water for dinner. I’m the main focus of the scene but all the other girls are with me to walk through the door after we’ve been tortured for the afternoon. 
 
    “Beachy, over here,” Fran calls out as soon as she sees me. She goes over the basics of the scene which contains a bit of dialog from the guards but nothing from me or either of my co-stars. We’re just supposed to look scared and almost overwhelmed which won’t be a stretch - the controlled chaos of the main room is pretty damn overwhelming.  
 
    “How many extras do they have out there?” I ask Penny when we line up by the wall.  
 
    “I heard it’s well over a hundred but I’m not sure.”  
 
    “There’s got to be more than a hundred cages in here, right?” I ask as I nod at the sea of dog cages laid out in rows across the entire length of the warehouse/studio.  
 
    Penny nods. “I think the set designer said he bought over five hundred cages but they’ll shuffle the extras around for each shot to make it look like all the cages are full.”  
 
    Fran and the cinematographer are discussing the shot we’ll begin with so there’s nothing for us to do but wait. I look at the other girls they’ve hired to be in our ‘party’ and I’m struck again by how young they all look. I ask the one standing behind me and she confirms my suspicions.  
 
    “Yeah, me and Kaci are eighteen and I’m pretty sure everyone here in the group is under twenty,” she says with a nervous laugh. “I think you look great, by the way,” she says with a shy smile.  
 
    “Thanks,” I tell her as I shoot Penny a look. She’s smiling at me, then she leans close and whispers in my ear.  
 
    “Get used to it, Beachy. You’re gonna be a big star.”  
 
    I look at her but then I’m distracted by seeing Kylie at the end of the row of cages. She’s taking in the scene and I can tell even from a distance that she’s just as blown away by all this as I am. More so, I imagine, as I’ve seen the cages before just not with naked girls in so many of them.  
 
    “How long will they be stuck in there?” I ask Penny as if she knows more than I do. She shrugs.  
 
    “You’ll be filming in here all day so I imagine a lot of them will be filling in around you but who knows?”  
 
    I stare at her. “You’re not with me?”  
 
    “No, I’m off as soon as I get put in my cage. Remember the guard’s speech yesterday? They split us up so we get a more realistic ‘slave experience’ where you don’t know any of your neighbors.”  
 
    “Oh, yeah,” I say distractedly. I’m already wondering how I’m going to get Fran’s attention to introduce her to Kylie - she’s deep in discussion with a group of technicians and camera operators. I watch as a half dozen black men in black overalls with electrified nightsticks attached to their belts come walking up the aisle next to the wall. When they arrive at our group, Fran breaks away from the technicians and directs the guards to hold a girl with each hand to perpwalk them to their cages. One of the largest and most imposing of the guards is assigned to me and Penny. I look up at him towering over me and he smiles and winks.  
 
    “How’s it going?” he says incongruously. “I’m Marlin, by the way.” I nod and look at Penny. She gives me a smile that seems to have more behind it than she’s letting on.  
 
    “Okay,” Fran says in a voice to get everyone’s attention. “All of the guards and girls outside and I want you girls looking at the cages when you come through the door.” We file outside into a makeshift room to shield the sunlight from spoiling the effect and wait for the signal to begin. When Fran yells action, the first trio opens the door and enters the building. Penny and I are third in line and one of the cameras will be pointed at my face as I react to the scene inside the main room. I still don’t know if I’m doing a good job of looking shocked by everything I see but so far at least, Fran hasn’t requested a second take too often. I look at Penny as we start moving forward and she gives me a warm smile that helps so much - I really like working with her more and more. 
 
    “Okay, we’ll be overdubbing the scene so don’t worry about me talking you through it,” Fran says as we enter the building. She gives me a few directions about looking this way and that, and then we march down the aisle between the first row of cages and the outer wall of the warehouse. The cameras are both focused on me from slightly different angles, one to catch the scene I’m looking at and one to read my face closeup. I’m sure my nerves about being the center of attention for this massive project are helping me convey my character’s nervousness about her situation. Fran, at least, seems pleased.  
 
    “Okay, cut,” she yells as we reach the end of the row. We’re about fifteen feet from where Kylie is standing and I catch her eye to come over to talk to me. If I can peel Fran away from the cinematographer for a second, now’s my chance to introduce them. I look at Kylie but she seems frozen in place, so I walk over to her in my collar and chains and grab her hand. Stark naked. She looks astonished.  
 
    “Come on, I want to introduce you to the director.” She doesn’t put up any resistance and I walk her to where Fran is holding court and wait for a break in her discussion of camera angles and lighting considerations. When she looks at me, I pounce.  
 
    “This is my friend Kylie Mills, Fran, the woman I told you about yesterday,” I begin and Fran glances at Kylie before looking back at me. I hold my breath as I wonder if she’s going to ask me what the fuck I’m talking about when she suddenly smiles and reaches for Kylie to shake her hand. 
 
    “Nice to meet you, Kylie,” she says in a gracious tone which almost floors me. Fran then turns to me and says, “Absolutely, Beachy.” Then she walks away to get back to the business of directing a five-million-dollar motion picture. 
 
    I turn to Kylie with a beaming smile on my face only to find my friend looking at me as if I have three heads and one of them just exploded. “What the fuck was that all about?” she stage-whispers in a barely contained rage.  
 
    Shit.  
 
    

  

 
   
    10 - “You’re a Natural, Kid” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I turn away from Kylie when Fran waves to us that she’s ready to shoot the next scene. I look for my guard and he takes me by the arm with his other hand on Penny/Destiny in the same way. I get a little wet thinking about how tall he is compared to us and wonder if he’ll be working with us in the Playroom scene we’re scheduled to film tomorrow. He walks us down a row of cages, each with a naked, collared extra inside and the whole scene really does a number on me - this is freaking ridiculous. I can see how the shot is working, too. The cinematographer has the camera down low enough that the girls in the nearby cages are visible but the empty cages behind them are not. It will create the effect of the whole place being almost at full capacity which is an integral part of the story. 
 
    “You’re in here,” the guard tells Penny and we stop to reposition the cameras so she can crawl inside, a first for her and a taste of what’s next for me. Once we’re set to roll again I watch as she goes to her hands and knees while the guard holds the end of the cage open for her. She crawls inside and it’s so demeaning which is obviously exactly what the writers intended. Once she is inside the cage the guard closes the door and locks it, making sure the boom mic picks up the snap of the lock as he does. I glance at Penny and I can tell from the look on her face that the scene is affecting her the same way it’s affecting me - I’m practically dripping.  
 
    The guard grabs my arm again without a word and leads me further down the row of occupied cages. I check out the girls in the cages as one of the cameras keeps a tight shot on my face and I don’t have to act at all - I’m fascinated by all the faces I see looking out at me. Unlike the girls in our ‘class’ who are here for a weekend ‘slave experience’ and are all teenagers, some of these ‘real’ slaves are older, which hits me hard. I know it’s all for show - obviously, none of these actors are real slaves - but the idea of it really sinks in for the first time. I’m blown away by the enormity of the premise, maybe for the first time, really.  
 
    When my guard and I arrive at an empty cage he lets go of my arm and opens the cage door for me, so I get down on my hands and knees and crawl inside. I’m supposed to remove my chains and he waits and the cameras roll while I do, fumbling a bit but Fran’s okay with it. Once I get them off I hand them to the guard and he locks me in, the same thing he did to Penny, and with an even greater effect. I look at the camera as it shoots my face through the thin bars of my confinement and Fran says cut. 
 
    “Great job, Beachy,” she tells me as the crew dives in to open my ‘lock’ and let me out. The girls in the surrounding cages are also being released as the grips move a cage that’s had its top and two sides removed so they can shoot as if the camera is in the cage with me. I’ve got nothing to do until they reposition everything and everyone so I search out Kylie to see how pissed she is. I find her at the back of a crowd of onlookers who were watching me work.  
 
    I still find that surreal - watching me work. Like I’m somebody special.  
 
    “What’d you think?” I ask after I pull her aside. Someone slips a robe over my shoulders without me asking and I see a look in Kylie’s eyes as they do - she’s impressed. “It’s something, isn’t it?” I ask, wondering if I’m being too full of myself. 
 
    “It’s something else, I give you that,” she allows and I smile and hug her shoulder.  
 
    “I know, right?” I look around. “I don’t know how this would have worked if we hadn’t got the big bucks from Sinflix.” 
 
    “Uh, huh,” she says, and suddenly I regret saying anything. “How long is this going to take, Beachy?”  
 
    I look at her, puzzled. “You mean today or…?”  
 
    “No, I mean, when are you going to finish filming, and what happens then?” She gives me a look and I feel like I’m losing her. Again.  
 
    “The schedule says we’ll wrap in about a month but I hear that’s subject to change, depending on how the money likes what they see.”  
 
    “The money?” 
 
    “The execs who financed us.” I look at her hard. “Why?”  
 
    “No reason,” she says and I don’t believe her one bit.  
 
    “Come on, Kylie,” I whine but I look over her shoulder at Marsha, Fran’s assistant, walking toward me with another woman in a robe like mine. A woman I recognize - immediately.  
 
    “Beachy,” Marsha begins. “I’d like you to meet Brianna Story. Brianna, Beachy Sands.” The woman is gorgeous and I suddenly can’t talk - I know her from her videos.  
 
    “Call me Allie, Beachy,” she says with a warm smile as she offers to shake my hand which I do, suddenly unable to talk. “Nice work, by the way,” she adds with a twinkle in her eye.  
 
    “Pardon?” I ask, not trying to hide my confusion.  
 
    “Your contract,” she stage-whispers. “I loved it when I heard what you did. Ballsy move, I have to say.”  
 
    “You heard?” I ask, floored. 
 
    “It’s all anyone can talk about, you leveraging those assholes.” She looks around. “Not that this isn’t great and all, but I love it when one of our own sticks it to the man.”  
 
    Kylie clears her throat and I force myself to focus. “This is my friend…” I begin but Kylie asserts herself and takes the ball from me.  
 
    “Kylie Mills,” she says as she sticks her hand out. Allie shakes it.  
 
    “Nice to meet you,” Allie says before she turns back to me. “I’m just sorry they’re only using me for the day, to be honest,” she says to me as if Kylie doesn’t exist, something my gorgeous girlfriend is not used to dealing with. But how often do you meet a famous porn star? 
 
    “You’re playing my neighbor, right?” I ask even though I know she is. Penny was thrilled when she heard that Brianna Story had been signed to a small cameo role. I wonder briefly if she’s still here to meet her idol. “Why don’t you go by your stage name, though?” I ask suddenly.  
 
    “It’s fine but I never got used to it, to be honest. To my friends, I’m still Allie Mitchell.” 
 
    My heart swelled. To her friends? I’m a friend and we just met? Too, freaking, cool.  
 
    “Are you shooting today?” Allie asks Kylie out of the blue. Kylie shoots me a look so I jump in.  
 
    “I want her to,” I say to Allie while talking to Kylie. “And I want her to take a speaking role but she’s having second thoughts.”  
 
    “Just a speaking role, or something more?” Allie asks with a sly grin. Which forces a blush from Kylie, something I’m pretty sure I’ve never seen before. 
 
    “Much more,” I say directly to Kylie. She looks at me but doesn’t say a word.  
 
    “Well, I think they’re ready for us,” Allie says, nodding at the commotion down the row of cages being filled once again by extras. “You ready?” she asks but doesn’t wait for me to answer.  
 
    “I’ll catch up with you,” I tell her as she walks away. I turn to Kylie. “Come on, Ky. I know Fran will put you in the scene if you want to give it a try.” I lean close and whisper in her ear. “For me?”  
 
    “Won’t that ruin the continuity or something for the speaking role?” she asks and I suddenly know she’s buckling to the pressure I’m putting on her.  
 
    I kiss her cheek. “They don’t really care about that sort of thing,” I whisper. “Just do it.”  
 
    She looks at me and I kiss her lips, quickly and gently. “Alright,” she says at last and I pull her down the row, laughing, looking for Fran. 
 
    Our director is deep into the scene, setting up the cameras and the extras who surround the half-cage I’ll be in and the one next door where a grip is holding the door open so Allie can crawl inside. She’s discarded her robe and I catch a glimpse of her body, marveling at how good she looks after giving birth to so many children. I’m just standing and staring as she gets situated in her cage looking more like the porn star she is than the slave she’s playing, but I don’t make the casting decisions. I’m just glad she’s here and doing a scene with me. Fuck!  
 
    “Okay, Beachy,” Fran tells me and I lose the robe and crawl into my half-cage. The camera is set up to shoot over my shoulder and I remember Kylie. I look around for her and she’s standing several feet away down at the end of the row.  
 
    “Hey, Fran,” I call out and she turns away from the cameraman she’s been talking to.  
 
    “Yes, Beachy?”  
 
    “Do you think you can put my friend Kylie in one of the cages near me?” I ask in my most ingratiating voice. I finish off my question with a warm smile. She nods, bless her heart.  
 
    “Sure, we’ll get her on this side of you for the shot we’re finishing the day with. Does that work?” I stare at her, shocked to my toes.  
 
    “Yeah, that works for me,” I manage and she turns back to the cameraman. I consider motioning for Kylie to come to me so I can tell her the news but there’s so much going on between the lighting guys and the mic booms for my scene with Allie that I just give her a thumbs up and hope she figures it out.  
 
    “Okay, Beachy,” Fran says as everyone settles the cameras to roll. Fran goes on. “So, we’ll do a close-up on you and I need you to look as devastated and depressed as you’ve ever been but without saying a word, okay?” I nod and look at the camera a couple of feet from my face. It’s not much of a stretch as I contemplate the plight of my character, which is bad enough at this point in the script but which is about to get so much worse. I work at having my eyes well up with tears but it’s something I’ve not quite mastered yet.  
 
    “Action,” Fran says and everyone nearby goes quiet but the background noises continue from the other cages. I look around and dig my fingernails into my palms to force my tears and it works - my eyes are watering perfectly and I can see the camera is catching it perfectly. I want to laugh but that would ruin everything so I dig my nails in harder and wonder if I’m risking drawing blood.  
 
    “Cut,” Fran says and she nods to me again. “Great job, Beachy,” she says quickly and my heart swells. I glance at Allie and she’s smiling at me. Fuck, this is fantastic.  
 
    “Okay, we’ll get your dialog with Brianna,” Fran says and we move right into the next part of the scene. I’m looking out the back of the cage when I hear Allie start.  
 
    “Hey, you okay?” she asks and I turn to look at her.  
 
    “I’m okay,” I whisper and wipe the tears from my eyes.  
 
    “You’re here for the experience, ain’t ya?” Allie says with a thick Southern drawl. I almost laugh it’s so unexpected. Luckily, I don’t even smile.  
 
    “Yeah.”  
 
    “Just for the night or a full week?”  
 
    I look at her in horror. “People do this for a week?”  
 
    “Crazy, isn’t it?” Allie says with a crooked grin. “But then, you signed up, right?”  
 
    “I didn’t really know what I was getting into,” I mumble, looking down. “My friend talked me into coming.” I look up at her. “Stupid, right?”  
 
    She shrugs. “Not something I’d ever do if I had a choice.”  
 
    “How long have you been here?” I ask.  
 
    “In this facility? Only a few days,” Allie says. “I’m Margot, by the way.”  
 
    “Grace. No, I meant how long have you, uh…” 
 
    “How long have I been a slave? What year is this?”  
 
    I startle. “It’s 2023.”  
 
    “Really? Ten years, then.”  
 
    “You lost track of what year it is?”  
 
    “I’ve been in and out of society,” she says with a shrug. “And it doesn’t really matter to me.”  
 
    “How did it happen?”  
 
    “How did I lose my freedom?” Allie gives me a look before she looks away. “Wow, I haven’t thought about it in some time.”  
 
    “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to upset you.”  
 
    “No, that’s okay. I shouldn’t be so upset about it. You know, water under the bridge and all.” She shifts around in her cage and I’m supposed to stare at her lack of pubic hair which she notices.  
 
    “It’s okay, hon. My first owner lasered my hair away and I don’t miss it. Never have, really.” She laughs bitterly. “That was a while ago, but it really brings me back.”  
 
    “Brings you back?” I ask.  
 
    “To when I got enslaved. I was young and foolish, really. I was in a lot of debt and I tried to declare bankruptcy, but that’s only for rich people. When poor people get in over their heads, the creditors can insist on enslavement as a way to repay the debt. It’s pretty common with pretty girls, especially. And I was pretty.”  
 
    “You still are,” I tell her and wonder how ridiculous I sound because I think she looks great. I know the character is supposed to look a little rough but Allie doesn’t look rough at all.  
 
    “Oh, you’re so sweet, hon. But I’m pushing forty and being sold again, so I know how this will play out. But it’s fine.”  
 
    “Play out?”  
 
    “Well, I was sold because I was pretty back in the day. The houses are always on the lookout for pretty young girls who will bring a good price and last a few years. Which I did, even though I was almost thirty when they took me.” She stops talking and stares off into the distance for a few seconds. “Wow, I just realized that my son is probably your age by now. What are you, hon? You have to be eighteen to volunteer for a slave experience, right?”  
 
    “Yeah, I think so. The girl who organized our group said she used a fake ID to sneak in here when she was underage, but I’m not sure that’s true.” I try to look startled as I finish the story. “Wait, did you say your son is my age? You have children?”  
 
    “A boy and a girl. She’s younger so I doubt she’s in the system. I don’t know, though. I haven’t seen them since they took me.”  
 
    “How can that happen? Don’t they have any compassion for mothers?”  
 
    Allie laughs. “Compassion? Here? You seen any compassion since you got here, hon?” She shakes her head. “No, you got what they want, they take you, end of story. They don’t give a shit about your family.”  
 
    “Were you married?”  
 
    “Not when they took me. My old man divorced me a couple of years before I got taken and auctioned. I like to think that’s why I got in over my head, but I might be kidding myself, honestly.”  
 
    “What happened to your kids?”  
 
    “My ex had them when I got into the system. I hope he still does but I kinda doubt it. He got remarried to a real bitch with a couple of her own kids and I imagine that did not go well.”  
 
    I stare at her. “So you haven’t seen or heard from your kids in ten years?”  
 
    She smiles but then looks down. “Yeah,” she whispers, finally. “I don’t think I ever will, either. It’s something I made peace with a long time ago.” She looks up and her eyes fill with tears. Fuck, she’s so good! 
 
    “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to upset you.” 
 
    “It’s okay, hon. You were just being curious, I get it.” She wipes her eyes with the back of her hand and smiles. “What else do you want to know?”  
 
    “You said you know how this is going to play out before. What exactly did you mean?”  
 
    “Well, when a slave gets older, she’s less desirable. She gets sold more often and for less money each time. Eventually, you wind up doing things that don’t require you to be desirable.”  
 
    “Like what?”  
 
    “Research, manual labor, companionship, if you’re lucky.”  
 
    “Companionship? You mean, like, sex?”  
 
    “No, hon. Sex is sex. If that’s what I meant I would have said that. Companionship is taking care of old people, like a caretaker but you live with them full time and stay with them until they die. Then their estate disposes of you.”  
 
    “Disposes of you?” I ask, trying to look horrified.  
 
    “Yeah, they don’t ship you off to the slaughterhouse, if that’s what you’re thinking. They could but that’s the very last resort when absolutely no one wants you for anything. No, they just send you to an auction house, like an old car that’s gonna be dismantled and sold for parts. They don’t dismantle slaves, though. Too much trouble.”  
 
    “Trouble?”  
 
    “Yeah, the states don’t like it when you dump a slave’s body so they discourage it. It’s within an owner's right to have us put down but, like I said, it’s pretty rare. You can almost always get something for a functioning slave.”  
 
    “What if you get sick?” 
 
    “It depends on what’s wrong. If it’s too expensive to fix you, they ship you off to a disposal facility. At least it’s quick and relatively painless, from what I hear. But who really knows?”  
 
    “So, what do you think is going to happen to you, Margot?” I try to look as if I'm almost too scared to ask.  
 
    “Well, my last owner bought me because he needed help with his mother who had Alzheimer’s and he liked to fuck me as well. But his mom finally died and her Social Security went away, so he couldn’t afford to keep me just to fuck me. So he sent me to an auction house, but they’re full up, so they sent me here for storage.”  
 
    “How long will you have to stay here?”  
 
    “I have no idea. Could be a week, could be a month.”  
 
    “Do they ever let you out of that cage?”  
 
    “Not so far. I doubt they will until a space frees up at the auction houses.”  
 
    “Cut,” Fran yells and the whole crew claps and cheers. “Really great job you two,” she adds and I swell with pride. Allie gives me another warm smile.  
 
    “You’re a natural, kid,” she adds and I just want to kiss her.  
 
    

  

 
   
    11 - “That’s a Wrap” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Fran calls a break for lunch after two more takes of the scene which we execute almost flawlessly. I feel like the first take was the best but I’m getting used to the fact that it’s not my call to make - I can see why a lot of actors gravitate toward directing at some point in their careers.  
 
    I look around for Kylie after Allie and I are handed our robes and I have to admit, I’m relieved to see she’s still standing in the back of the small crowd watching the filming. I wave and she smiles - so far, so good. 
 
    I turn back to Allie. “Come have lunch with me and my friend,” I tell her and she nods. “I want to talk to you about a couple of things,” I add without explanation which she doesn’t press me on.  
 
    “Hungry?” I ask Kylie and she nods. “Come on.”  
 
    “They serve food here?” she asks and I give her a look. “Real food, I mean.” I laugh and roll my eyes but I can’t help but wonder if she’s getting a little bitchy on me just to reassert herself. Ever since we met five years ago, I’ve always felt like I was Robin to her Batman, both at work and when we went out at night. Hell, even in bed I still defer to her almost out of habit but also because I know she expects it and I’m happy to go along. I like it when she leads. Obviously, she does as well.  
 
    “They’ll put out something a little more substantial for lunch,” I tell her and we walk to the craft services area. I breathe a quick sigh of relief when I see the sandwiches and fruit the vendors have laid out for us. I look around for Penny and Sunny but I don’t see them and I really didn’t expect to - their next scene is scheduled for tomorrow morning when we’ll get our first taste of sex on camera in the big scene in The Playroom. As soon as the thought occurs to me I regret having gone there - I’m still as nervous as a squirrel at the thought, amazingly enough. Apparently, I’m good with being chained and tortured for the big screen but getting fucked for all the world to see still bothers me. Only time will tell, I decide and put it out of my mind.  
 
    “Grab some food and we’ll sit over here,” I tell Kylie and Allie. I’m so nervous about what I’m about to ask Allie that I’ve lost my appetite but I force myself to take some melon slices and a quarter of a sandwich before I lead the way to one of the picnic tables the craft services crew has set up for us to eat at. I wait for my costar and my girlfriend to join me and try to calm down but it’s no use - I can’t even touch my food so I don’t bother trying.  
 
    “Are you sure you haven’t acted before, Beachy?” Allie asks as she sits across from me on the wooden bench. “You’re so good and the camera obviously loves you.” Kylie joins us just in time to hear Allie’s last statement which makes me smile but Kylie’s not looking at me. She’s only got eyes for Allie which makes me curious and, incredibly, a little jealous - what is up with that? 
 
    “Where have I seen you before, Allie?” Kylie asks as she sits next to me. I’m about to answer for her when Allie speaks.  
 
    “Well, I’ve got about a billion views on Pornhub, so there, maybe?” she says with a twinkle in her eye. I turn to look at Kylie and she’s blushing again - I never thought I’d see the day.  
 
    “Sorry,” she says incongruously and I’m almost embarrassed for her.  
 
    “Don’t be, I love what I do.” She takes a bite of her sandwich and I feel the need to speak for her so she can eat.  
 
    “I was so taken with your work, Allie,” I tell her. I’m trying not to fangirl on her but I know I’m not pulling it off. She’s quite gracious though.  
 
    “Thanks, Beachy. I really appreciate that.” She levels a look at me. “You’d be surprised how much hate I get.”  
 
    “Really?” Kylie says. “Why?” 
 
    “Well, my work is pretty out there, at least the stuff I was putting out a few years ago was.”  
 
    “How so?” Kylie presses her and I’m sure my face is crimson. I should have explained last night when I had the chance. 
 
    “No, it’s okay,” Allie says looking at me - I guess my embarrassment is all over my face. “Like I said, I’m proud of my work, all of it.” She turns to Kylie. “So, I started out cucking my husband about seven years ago with the guy who eventually started producing my porn. And I wound up having three kids with him.”  
 
    “With your producer?” Kylie asks, astonished. I’m ready to slap her but Allie doesn’t bat an eye.  
 
    “Yup. He knocked up my girlfriend as well. We all lived together during the pandemic until I went indie last year.”  
 
    “I wanted to talk to you about that,” I say to Allie, relieved to finally change the subject. “I heard from Penny that you’re strictly on OnlyFans now. Is that right?”  
 
    “It is, and to be honest, I couldn’t be happier.”  
 
    “Why’s that?”  
 
    “Well, I control everything, and I do mean everything. My husband and I own the studio where we film and we set the pricing. We’re making so much more money than we were when Simon had control.”  
 
    “Simon?” Kylie asks.  
 
    “My former bull, the father of my children.”  
 
    “Is he still involved in your kids’ lives?” I ask.  
 
    “Oh, yeah. He’s a great stepfather, or birth-father, really. I’m still not sure what he is but the kids all know him as much as they can. My youngest is only three so he’s only a little aware but he loves it when he goes over to Simon’s place with his brother and sister.”  
 
    “So, do the kids see your husband as their father?” I ask, knowing they do but I want Kylie to understand.  
 
    “Oh, absolutely. He is their father legally, and functionally. They just don’t look like him but that’s fine. They don’t much look like me, either,” she says with a laugh. I have to admire her - she doesn’t seem even vaguely uncomfortable explaining what has to be a very strange set of circumstances that only the whole world knows about.  
 
    “But you get a lot of shit?” Kylie asks.  
 
    “Yeah, unfortunately. But what can you do? As Tay-Tay said, ‘haters gonna hate.’” She laughs again but there’s no joy in it. 
 
    “Why is that?” Kylie asks and I have to resist rolling my eyes.  
 
    “Don’t know, don’t care,” Allie says with a look that makes it clear she’s done talking about it, so I change the subject. 
 
    “Tell us about your OnlyFans operation.” She smiles broadly again. 
 
    “We’ve got a little less than five acres in Sunland where we run the whole operation. We’ve got a million-dollar payroll and almost ten million in revenues so you do the math.”  
 
    I glance at Kylie and her eyes go wide. “All from porn?”  
 
    “All from OnlyFans. We don’t really do porn anymore.”  
 
    “How’s that?” I ask.  
 
    “We just post to the site and we limit its distribution. We’re constantly monitoring the tube sites for pirated content - we pay a lot of legal fees, but it’s worth it in the long run.”  
 
    I look at Kylie and she looks at me. I ask Allie, “Do you think we might come by and see your operation sometime?” Kylie glances at me again and I can see a hint of disapproval in her eyes but I don’t care. I’m ready to find out what Allie is doing because it sounds great to me. 
 
    “Sure, anytime.” She looks around for something to write on and Kylie hands Allie her phone. “Type it in here,” she tells her and I have to smile.  
 
    I knew she’d see the potential in this. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We finish the scene between Allie and me after lunch and only have to do one retake. I’m sorry when Allie says goodbye but Fran says we’ve got all the footage we need so she doesn’t have to come in tomorrow. We hug as she’s getting dressed to leave and I promise her that Kylie and I will come to her place for a visit.  
 
    “So,” Fran says as she almost always seems to when she’s about to assert herself over the cast and crew. “We’ll be doing the scene with Kylie as your other neighbor if she’s up for it.” I stare at her for a beat, unable to wrap my head around what she just told me.  
 
    “You mean, now?”  
 
    “If she’s willing.”  
 
    “But I was hoping to have be with her in the next book,” I almost whine but I can’t help myself.  
 
    “Yeah, I get it and it’s no problem. By the time we’re filming the sequel, everyone will have forgotten about this scene. We do it all the time - continuity isn’t a problem for us.” 
 
    “Should I tell her?” I ask and Fran nods. 
 
    “We’ll be ready to shoot as soon as she gets fitted with hardware,” she says as she turns to talk to Marsha.  
 
    I look down the row of cages for Kylie and she’s talking to one of the grips. I walk toward her in my robe and catch her eye. 
 
    “Hey, you up to film a scene with me? You’ll only have a couple of lines but Fran is cool with giving you a shot.”  
 
    She looks at me as if I’ve got two heads. “You want me to act?”  
 
    “If you’re up for it.” I smile and she just keeps staring at me. I can see her running through all the reasons not to do it in her head but I don’t interrupt her - this is a big decision and she’s got to get there on her own. Finally, she smiles and nods.  
 
    “Yeah, okay.”  
 
    “Great. Head over to the costuming to get outfitted and tell them to hustle because we’re almost ready to shoot.” I walk away before she can change her mind. When I get back to the cages the grips are switching out to shoot the next shot I turn and look for her but she’s gone. Hopefully, she’s just gone to get undressed and fitted with manacles, shackles, and a collar and she didn’t get cold feet and bolt altogether.  
 
    “All good?” Fran asks.  
 
    “Yeah, I think so. She’s getting hardware now.” I touch Fran’s arm. “Thanks for this.”  
 
    “I can see you two have something special and I’m sure the camera will see it as well.” She smiles at me and I want to hug her but I know that would be totally unprofessional so I don’t. But I really want to. 
 
    I watch the crew get everything arranged for the last scene we’ll shoot for the day until I catch a glimpse of Kylie walking toward me down the aisle in a robe. I smile and she gives me an embarrassed look that blows me away - this is the girl that is so confident in everything she does but not here. Now, she’s a newbie and I’m the vet. I really like the role reversal - as long as everything goes smoothly. 
 
    “Be gentle with me,” she whispers as we embrace and I laugh. 
 
    “You’ll do fine.” I turn to Fran and she motions for us to get into our cages - mine is open at the back same as before so the camera can shoot over my shoulder without obstruction but Kylie has to disrobe and crawl into her cage same as every other extra here. I watch closely as she drops her robe to reveal her incredible naked body for the first time in front of everyone and I’m struck by how incredible she looks in her slave hardware. It really comes home to me how sexy the shackles and manacles look on her and I suddenly understand the appeal of the books and the movie on a whole new level. I’ve been in love with Kylie for years but seeing her in this setting absolutely blows me away.  
 
    “You okay?” Fran asks and I nod.  
 
    “Yeah, all good.” I climb into my cage and we’re ready to roll. Fran gives the word and I look at Kylie. She’s facing away from me until she turns and catches my eye.  
 
    “You okay?” she asks, her first line in the role.  
 
    “Yeah,” I respond but I’m not really - I’m acting up a storm. 
 
    “Don’t mind her,” Kylie says, referring to Allie’s character and the scene we just finished. “She’s a big ole drama queen, ya hear?” I smile and nod while trying to cry but I can’t pull it off. Fran yells cut and instructs the special effects tech to paint my face with fake tears. I’ve got to learn how to cry on cue. 
 
    “Thank you,” I say to Kylie once the cameras are rolling again.  
 
    She smiles and shrugs but our eyes lock. “She’s just trying to scare the bejeebers outta you.” I hope the camera is seeing what I’m feeling right now.  
 
    “Cut,” Fran yells. “That’s a wrap. See you all tomorrow.”  
 
    For my first real sex scene on camera for the movie, which will include more than one man at a time for the first time in my life.  
 
    Shit. 
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