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

Filming my first movie is thrilling, boring as hell, and nerve-wracking.

Pretty much all at the same time, amazingly.

But my director says I’m doing a great job so I guess I’ll believe her.

Then again, I haven’t filmed the most challenging parts yet.

The part that will change my life, forever.

Here goes nothing.
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1 - “I’m Good, Fran”

I’m driving to the studio but my mind is already there. All I can see is the room where I’ll be filming my first sex scene for the big screen. I looked at it last night before I left just because I like to torment myself - I wanted to see what it would be like so I could stay up all night in bed, alone, and think about what I’d be doing in the morning.

This morning.

In about twenty minutes, give or take.

It’s not that I don’t like sex because I do. I love it, in fact. I’ve spent the last five years proving over and over again just how much I love it with all kinds of men, a few women, and way too much alcohol. It’s not that I need to get drunk to get laid - far from it. I can walk into almost any bar in San Diego where I used to live and run into someone I’ve already gotten up close and personal with and almost without fail, if I offered to do them again, right there, right then, the odds are pretty damn good they’d take me up on it. It ain’t braggin’ if it’s true, as they used to say.

But today is different. Today, I’m going to have sex with at least three guys, maybe more depending on what Fran, my director, tells me to do, in front of at least two and more likely three really expensive video cameras with a couple of dozen people watching for the first feature film of my budding and possibly short-lived movie career. I’ll have one camera pointed directly at my hoo-ha while I get plowed from behind, another camera aimed at my face as I choke on a black cock of unnatural size and girth, and one pointed at god-only-knows where because the producer of this movie has decided, in his infinite wisdom, to make an R-rated version of the film to qualify for the Oscars.

As if.

I turn into the parking lot of the non-descript warehouse that serves as our studio in the desolate wasteland known as the San Fernando Valley, the porn capital of the state of California, and hence of the United States of America, and hence of the whole wide world. Because this film is going to be distributed across the globe by the producer, a shady character who runs a sleazy chain of hotels that cater to a ton of men and a fair number of women who get off pretending to be johns and call girls, except they’re not in any way pretending because real money is paid for real sex between consenting adults, as they say. 

I kid you not.

I kill the engine and climb out of my car for the short walk to the door that leads into the studio. No one else is in the parking lot because I’m way early so I’m a little surprised to find the door unlocked - it didn’t occur to me until a second ago that there might be no one here and I’d have to wait for someone with a key to let me in.

I go inside and look around, wondering if I should call out to let whoever’s here know that they’re not alone anymore. I decide that’s ridiculous - this is a place of business after all - and I head over to the vending machines because at this hour the people who run the Craft Services table are probably off buying donuts at California Donuts. I feed a dollar into the machine and sip the rotten coffee it gave me, then I turn to look for whoever’s here.

“Hey, Beachy,” Fran says when I come around the corner to the main room. I should have known our intrepid director would be first on set to get things rolling for another day of making movies. “Everything okay?” she asks, surprising me.

“Yeah, fine,” I tell her unconvincingly. She side-eyes me hard.

“Come on, Beachy. It’s perfectly reasonable to be nervous for your first sex scene.” She looks at my coffee and frowns. “I hate that stuff but it’ll be an hour until the crew shows up with their equipment.”

“You want me to get you a cup?” I ask, eager to please as always.

“Would you? That would be great.” She looks down at her list before I can say a word so I turn to pay for another cup of lousy coffee and wonder why in the world the studio actually charges for the bad stuff but pays for the good stuff. Chalk it up to another mystery of the universe that remains unsolved.

Am I rambling?

It feels like I’m rambling.

“So, walk me through this, Fran,” I tell her as I hand her the coffee cup.

“What do you want to know?”

“I mean, you were great getting me through my audition tape with Damian,” I begin. “Kinda wish he was here today,” I add as an aside.

“Really?” Fran asks. “You should have told me, Beachy. We could have made that happen if that’s what you wanted.”

“Really? I had no idea.”

“Sure,” she says as she takes a sip of coffee and makes a face. “Oh, that’s just awful.” She puts the cup down on a table and waves her hand at it as if it offended her. “I’ll just have to wait.”

“Seriously, though?” I press on. “You’d have brought Damian back just because I wanted you to?”

She tilts her head and smiles at me. “Just because? Beachy - you’re my star. You want something, especially something as intimate as your first partner in the first sex scene of your career, I’ll do everything in my power to make it happen. In fact,” she says as she digs in her pocket and pulls out her phone. “I’ll call Damian right now and see if he can make it in.” She flips through her contacts and puts the phone to her ear. I’m so impressed that I could just hug the woman.

“Hey, Damian. Yeah, you? Great. You busy?” She listens for a few seconds and nods. I have to smile - even a woman as talented as Fran does goofy things like nodding to the person she’s talking to on the phone without the benefit of a video call. “See you soon, then. And thanks, Damian.” She clicks off and looks at me. “He’ll be here in half an hour. I’m sorry I didn’t think of this myself.” She touches my arm. “Anything else I can do for you, Beachy?”

I just smile so hard my cheeks hurt.

“I’m good, Fran.”


2 - “Beachy, You’re Up”

I’m in makeup again to start my morning and I finally get a clue of how this industry works when I ask how my character keeps wearing eyeliner and mascara long after it should be gone.

“This ain’t real life, Beachy,” Josie, the woman in charge of making me up every morning tells me in a patient but not condescending tone. “We’re not here to make you look real. We’re here to make sure you look good.”

“Oh,” I respond as she paints my eyelids. It feels wrong but then so much about this process feels wrong - I’m trying to get used to it and just fit in. It’s a struggle, though, sure as shit.

“Hey there, Beachy,” a voice, deep and masculine, and oh so familiar, whispers from behind me. I wait just long enough for Josie to move back so she doesn’t put my eye out, and then I spin around and jump up to wrap my arms around Damian. I kiss him hard even though I’m ruining the work Josie just put into my lips but I don’t care - she can do it again. What’s the point of being a star if you don’t get to act like a fucking diva once in a while? Am I right?

“Looking good, girl,” he rumbles in that deep, sexy-ass voice of his. I haven’t seen him since he and I filmed my X-rated audition tape that landed me this role of a lifetime, and now he dragged himself out of bed to help me out again. That he gets to fuck me while he’s helping me out is beside the point in my mind - his too, apparently. He seems really happy to be here.

“What are you working on these days, Damian?” I ask and not just to be polite. He’s playing the character that transports me to the Athens Club once I get sold at auction later in the movie so we don’t have any scenes together for a few weeks at least. But I’m curious and oddly jealous that my costar, the only man who actually makes love to my character in the whole movie, as opposed to just fucking me, might be busy doing the nasty with some other porn star somewhere in the valley.

“Not much, I’m afraid,” he tells me as we link arms and walk toward the set. “I didn’t have anywhere to be today so it was great that Fran called.”

“You’ll get paid for today, right?” I look at him with sad eyes and he laughs at me.

“Of course, but that’s not why I’m here, Beachy. I get it.” He winks at me - who does that? - but I can’t help smiling at him. He’s so good-looking it’s scary but that’s incidental compared to the feeling of familiarity he brings to today’s shoot. Fran was right to call him - I feel so much better that he will be the one to help me pop my onscreen cherry, as they say. No, really, that’s what they call it!

“I’m so glad you do, Damian.” We walk toward the set where the grips are busy setting up the Playroom where the guards at the Beaumont Processing Facility have their way with all the girls who are on this weekend outing with Grace, my character. It’s completely bonkers but it kind of works in the book so who am I to say anything? It’s not like it’s my money we’re spending.

We arrive at the set to find the place crawling with cast and crew - the cast is naked, the crew is not - and I start stripping out of my clothes almost without thinking until Fran stops me.

“You can hold off for a while, Beachy,” she says before she turns away to talk to a lighting technician about something.

“You okay, Beachy?” Damian asks and I look at him with questioning eyes.

“Yeah, why?”

“Nothing,” he says as we watch the grips wheel what looks to me like half a picnic table from a park into position. I watch as they screw pads and leather straps to the wooden bench and the top and it occurs to me that this is where I’ll be filming my scene. I swallow hard and look at Damian to find he’s still looking at me as if he’s worried I might bolt or have a heart attack. Or both.

He’s not wrong on either count.

“Doing okay?” he asks again and I squeeze his arm - I didn’t realize until now I was still holding on to him.

“I’m okay,” I tell myself as much as him.

“Look, it’s okay to be nervous,” he whispers over the noise of the drills and whatnot. “I remember my first scene. I was a bundle of nerves and no one was strapping me to a wooden fuck-bench.” He laughs gently and I laugh with him even though I’m not finding his comment as funny as he is. But I appreciate his intent if not the result.

“I’ll be fine,” I assure him. He smiles at me.

We turn to watch the crew setting things up until I feel him lean close. “You want to watch this, right?” he asks and I look at him again.

“I think I should, don’t you?”

“It’s up to you, Beachy. You’re the one who knows what’s going on inside your head. Fran’s good but she’s got a lot of balls in the air and she can’t read your mind. Not like me.” He smiles again and I nudge him. Fuck, he’s good.

“Are you dating anyone, Damian?” I ask surprising him and myself.

“No,” he allows. Then he adds, “Why do you ask?”

“No reason.” I give him my most innocent look and he laughs. “I’m surprised, is all.”

“Really? Why do you say that?” He looks away as one of the technicians drops a drill and it bounces hard off the concrete floor. A small commotion ensues but settles down quickly.

“Because you’re a fucking catch, Damian. How do you not know that?”

He chuckles. “Yeah, not so much, Beachy.”

“Why do you say that?” I’m really curious and I’ve got no idea what he means.

“Well, most of my friends know what I do for a living.” He side-eyes me and smiles but it’s a sad smile.

“And that’s a problem for them?” I did not want to hear this. Not today.

“It’s just a lot for some women, that’s all.” He looks away at the set designer who is directing traffic and doing a great job under the circumstances.

“So, I can look forward to the same fate once the movie is released?” I ask, suddenly depressed as shit.

“No, not really,” he says in a tone that leads me to believe he’s shining me on. “It’s different for women from what I hear.”

“Different how?”

He looks at me and smirks. “You really want me to say it?” I nod. “What guy wouldn’t want to be with a porn star?” He shrugs and I hit his arm playfully but I’m not feeling all that playful.

Porn star.

Fuck.

“Hey, don’t take it personally, Beachy. But you know life is going to change for you, right?”

“Yeah, I know.” How can I shut this conversation down, I wonder. Why the fuck should I have to? I wonder as well.

The crew is finished setting up the equipment and the staging so Fran steps forward to direct the first scene. She positions the cameras and talks to two women in the scene who are not part of my character’s group of high school friends so I don’t recognize the actresses. She explains what she wants from them but I can’t hear what she’s saying. I know what’s coming so I feel like I don’t need to hear but I can’t help but drift closer. Fran sees me and waves me over.

“Beachy, this is Crystelle Star and Elsa Ibiza. They will be our nameless slaves this morning for the guards’ demonstration in the Playroom. I thought you might like to talk to them a bit as they both have a lot of experience in this kind of scene.” Fran walks away when she finishes talking, leaving me a little put off and not knowing what to say to these women.

“I hear you’re new to the industry,” Crystelle says, a tall blonde with big, natural tits.

I nod. “That’s right.”

“This is a decent way to do your first scene,” Elsa says. She’s shorter and brunette but much prettier than Crystelle.

“Why is that?”

“Because you’ll be strapped down. Not much for you to do but get railed,” Crystelle says with a smirk. Not sure I like her but it’s good to know.

“Yeah,” Elsa adds. “Once they’ve got you in place, you just let it happen. With free-form scenes, they have to get all kinds of angles and shit which means you’re doing it for hours sometimes. It can be a lot if you’re not used to it.”

I nod again, not knowing how else to respond. They’re killing time until Fran is ready for them and maybe they’re nervous - they seem nervous, which is surprising to me.

Elsa looks at Crystelle who nods. “We heard about your deal,” she whispers. “Fucking awesome, you know?”

“Thanks.” I guess everybody knows. “I got lucky, really.”

“About time somebody did,” Elsa adds.

“I hear a lot of girls are doing OnlyFans now,” I offer as we watch Fran fine-tuning the positioning of the lights and cameras.

“If they can, sure,” Crystelle says. “But you need a name or something to set you apart. Even that’s saturated now.”

“The average monthly payout across the platform is like a little over a hundred bucks,” Elsa says dismissively.

“I did a scene with Allie, I mean, Brianna Story the other day. She’s really big with OF, I heard.” I don’t add that she invited me to her place to check out what she’s doing.

“Yeah, she’s fucking huge,” Crystelle says. “But she got that way doing porn shoots with her boyfriend so she brought an audience with her from day one. She’s got her shit together, though. I’ll give her that.”

“We should all be so lucky,” Elsa says wistfully. Crystelle looks at her and snorts.

“Yeah, well, she let her black boyfriend-slash-producer knock her up three times, which put her on the map,” she adds with an eye-roll. “I don’t have that kind of commitment.” She turns toward Fran who is looking our way. “Speaking of which, we’re up.”

“Nice meeting you, Beachy,” Elsa says before she walks away. Crystelle just walks away.

Fran directs the two women, both of whom look to be in their early thirties, to get into position with Elsa kneeling on the lower bench so the grips can strap her in and Crystelle sitting on the other bench with the table tilted up. Elsa gets straps across her calves to anchor them to the benches she’s kneeling on and then her arms are strapped to the upper level of what looks like a picnic table that’s been cut in half lengthwise. Crystelle is strapped across her hips to the tilted tabletop and her thighs to the lower bench she’s sitting on, then the grip steps aside, and one of the black extras who’s dressed like a guard in black overalls steps in. Fran says action and he cranks the hidden mechanism to lift Crystelle’s legs slowly until they are pointed at the ceiling and the table she’s lying on is parallel with the floor, exposing her pussy and, more importantly for the scene, her asshole.

The guard who cranked her into position motions to another guard standing by the door of the Playroom set and he unbuckles his belt as he walks toward Elsa. He exposes himself which kind of shocks me - I have no idea why, I knew it was coming - and rubs his black cockhead up and down Elsa’s slit. She moans seductively and our director yells, “Cut.”

“You’re not supposed to be enjoying this, Elsa,” Fran tells her and the scene is reshot from the point at which the guard unbuckles his belt. I find it less shocking when his erection comes into view again. However, I still marvel at the way a dozen or so people are quietly going about their business, doing their jobs working the cameras of the boom mics or whatever as the guard begins to fuck Elsa as she’s strapped to the picnic table.

Then it hits me.

I’m next.

The first guard fucks Elsa for a few minutes as three cameras shoot the scene. Without cutting, Fran motions to him and he withdraws from her vagina. He circles the picnic table to present his glistening black cock for her to suck while another black guard exposes his huge erection behind her to enter her vagina, all while everyone watches and the cameras move to capture the best angles. The two men spitroast Elsa for several long minutes until Fran yells cut again.

“Let’s do it one more time just to make sure we’ve got everything we need,” she tells the performers and the crew, who all take her direction in stride. I watch Elsa carefully and she just nods and someone comes over to wipe her nose and add a little lipstick that I didn’t even realize she was wearing. They rerun the scene, flawlessly to my untrained eyes but Fran seems to be satisfied as well and she motions me over.

“So, we’re going to do the same with you, Beachy, but we’ll have Damian lead off, okay?” I nod but don’t say anything. She turns away and sets up the next scene where the guard withdraws from Elsa’s mouth and turns to Crystelle right behind him, her legs still pointed straight up at the ceiling. One of the cameras has been repositioned to catch the transition and the guard goes straight from Elsa’s mouth to Crystelle’s anus. It’s quite a sight but I feel a little light-headed as I watch. Luckily, no one notices me wobble.

I watch in complete amazement as the guard’s black cock disappears into Crystelle’s butthole. I’ve never watched someone have restrained sex before and never watched a crew film it when I wasn’t the one being filmed so this is all new to me. My heart is practically pounding out of my chest as I take in the sight of a woman I just met getting reamed by a rigid cock.

“Okay, cut,” Fran yells and then she instructs the grips to remove the girls’ restraints. I’m just about to disrobe when Penny and Sunny come waltzing into the set wearing their slave hardware and chains. I look at Fran in confusion and she gives me a look that almost makes me feel stupid.

“They get positioned before you, Beachy. ‘Destiny’ and ‘Natalie’ are first up of the girls who came on the trip.” I suddenly remember that Grace, my character, isn’t the first high school senior to be strapped to the tables - that privilege falls to my best friend and the girl who sells me down the river. Fran sets the scene and my two co-stars are filmed being marched out of their small holding cells and strapped to the tables. Three more guards enter the Playroom and drop their pants to reveal substantial erections, all black, all intimidating as hell, and all ready to do their part.

The other girls were playing real slaves who were used to being taken as they were but Penny is playing Destiny who’s never been in this situation before. I watch, fascinated, as Penny looks around as she’s being strapped to the bench where the other girls just looked bored. She’s in a full-on panic as they attach her legs and arms to the table. For a mid-level porn star - her label, not mine - she’s a really good actress.

According to Fran's directions, Sunny/Natalie has an even bigger challenge. Natalie, in the script, has been to the Beaumont Processing Facility before for her older sister’s birthday party so she’s not exactly new to what’s going on here but she’s still an eighteen-year-old in some pretty extraordinary circumstances. Sunny does a great job of trying to look cool with what’s being done to her while also making it pretty obvious that she’s also stunned by the predicament she finds herself in.

Then, suddenly, everyone is ready to go and the fucking and sucking begins again. Penny/Destiny is first up as the guard behind her eases his black cock into her pussy. One camera records the penetration while another records her facial expressions. She transitions from abject terror to reluctant enjoyment and finally out-and-out lust in a few seconds and the scene plays a lot longer than the last one did. Finally, Fran gives the guard fucking her a signal and he withdraws from her pussy, circles around the table, and offers his slick black cock for her to suck. Which she does. And it’s an extraordinary sight.

Another black guard takes his place behind Penny/Destiny and she’s soon being spit-roasted and looking like she’s in a full-fledged panic. This scene goes on even longer and once again Penny has to come around to enjoying what’s happening to her but not too much, according to Fran’s directions. I watch in complete amazement as Penny just takes it for a very long time and I can’t help but wonder if I’m going to be up to the high standards Penny is setting for performing a sexual act on camera.

Fran is obviously intent on getting the whole scene in one long take so she silently motions for the scene to transition again. The guard who has been fucking Penny’s face withdraws his penis from her mouth and turns around to find Sunny/Natalie waiting patiently for him, her legs straight up in the air and her asshole lubed and prepped. The cameras follow the action and catch Sunny looking scared but ready as he eases his wet member into her anus. She moans and squeezes her eyes shut and I can’t tell if she’s acting or really feeling the discomfort that she’s portraying so effectively. I guess that’s the point.

The scene goes on for what seems like forever with the three cameras rolling around the set to capture different angles of Sunny/Natalie being sodomized and Penny/Destiny being plowed fore and aft by two new black guards until Fran has had enough.

“Cut,” she yells and everyone relaxes except me. “Beachy, you’re up.”


3 - “You Made a Choice”

If ever I have a true out-of-body experience, I know it will feel a lot like this. As the grips are strapping me to the bench for my first sex scene, all I can think about is how it looked when Elsa and Penny got strapped to this same bench and now it’s me being tied down. I’m staring right at Sunny’s pussy and gaping asshole as she’s a few feet away from me waiting patiently for our scene. The crew works as quickly as they can but not quickly enough - I feel like my head might explode at any second. Finally, I’m fully locked and loaded and Fran steps in to set the scene in motion.

“All good, Beachy?” she asks gently and I would kiss her if I could but I can’t. I turn my head and smile as best I can while nodding. She touches my shoulder and leans close. “We’re going to start as soon as the fluffer gets Damian ready.”

“Fluffer?” I ask.

“He’s not quite hard so Crystelle is giving him a little help, orally,” she explains without sounding patronizing even as I’m sure I’m blushing hard at my unrelenting ignorance about how things work in this industry. The woman is an absolute saint.

“All set?” she asks over my shoulder and I imagine Damian’s beautiful cock is ready to go. “Dry him off and we’ll roll tape.” I try not to look at the camera that’s a few feet from my face and just stare at Sunny’s splayed crotch. “Action,” Fran says quietly.

I don’t look around to see what’s happening but just let Damian push against my vagina. I don’t moan because ‘Grace’ is not enjoying this and, truth be told, neither am I. But he pushes in gently, filling me with his cock and soon it’s all I can do to not moan and enjoy myself. Fran had explained earlier that the first take would probably go on for several minutes as she wants to get a fair amount of footage of Damian’s black erection penetrating my delicate white pussy. As the scene goes on and I warm to what’s happening, I am perfectly fine with it. Until the camera aimed at my face shifts slightly and brings me back to the reality of what I’m doing.

My first filmed sex scene. Strapped to a bench in front of a couple of dozen people.

Fran drifts into my line of sight and she raises her eyebrows in a silent question that I answer with a slight nod. I wonder briefly if that will spoil the scene but she just looks over my head and points at Damian who withdraws from my vagina. The camera aimed at my face angles away from me to catch him circling the table to present his wet cock for me to suck. I’m no fan of the taste of my own juices but I’ve tasted other women, especially Kylie, enough to know that it won’t be a problem, so when he positions his slick erection at my mouth I open up and he leans in. I keep my eyes on his and he’s not smiling but I imagine he’s not supposed to be if there’s a camera on his face - a guard who’s just using a girl in the playroom would have no reason to smile at her. His hips rock back and forth as he penetrates my mouth while behind me another penis is nestling into my cunt. I’ve never been spit-roasted before in all my sexual adventures in real life and the feeling is extraordinary. Not to mention, recorded for all time.

Damian is doing an excellent job of fucking my face without gagging me. His cock reaches the back of my mouth but he pulls back just shy of my throat. Once again, Fran had said this part of the scene would go on for a long time and she was right - it seems like forever before Damian finally withdraws from my mouth and turns to fuck Sunny/Natalie’s ass. I can’t see him actually penetrate her because all I can see are his beautiful butt cheeks for a few seconds before the guard who was fucking me shows up to fuck my mouth while another one takes his place in my pussy and holy fucking shit this is a lot to deal with. Fran keeps the cameras rolling for what seems like forever and it suddenly occurs to me that we might - probably? - have to do a second take.

Jesus, fucking, Christ.

The second penis in my mouth is not nearly as gentle with me as Damian was but I soldier through, gagging slightly as he pushes his bigger cock deeper into my throat on every thrust. Finally, my eyes watering and my breath ragged, he withdraws and turns to fuck Sunny’s asshole. The penis in my pussy withdraws as well and I wait as patiently as I can for him to circle the bench but Fran yells cut and we’re done.

“That was great everyone but let’s do it again just to make sure.”

Shit.

When we finish my sex scene, the guards release me from the bench and walk me back to my cage as the cameras roll. I’m supposed to look exhausted and pathetic as they reattach my chains to my slave hardware and I have no trouble acting up a storm - I really feel exhausted and pathetic. Fran does two more takes of the scene before we wrap for the day and I leave the set to get dressed.

“Great job, Beachy. See you on Monday.” Fran tells me as I walk toward the door of the communal dressing room. I turn and give her a wave and a weak smile because that’s all I’ve got in me at the moment. I had no idea having sex could be such hard work.

Sunny and Penny are already gone from the looks of things and I get dressed in relative silence. I listen to the background noises coming from elsewhere in the building where a few other scenes for other production companies are being shot. When I finish dressing I walk to the parking lot and climb into my car for the short drive home wondering if Kylie will be there. When I left for work this morning she was up in the air about how much longer she would be staying in LA.

Traffic is mercifully light for a change and I’m home before the sun dips below the horizon. I was at the studio for almost twelve hours and I can’t imagine how people put in the super-long days I hear about now that I’m reading everything I can about the industry. So many stars - real stars, not ‘porn stars’ like me - talk about being on set for 18 or even 20 hours, day in and day out. I wonder if they’re exaggerating or if they have less demanding shoots where they spend half the day in their trailers relaxing while the real work is done by the crew.

Whatever.

All I know is that I can’t wait to take a hot bath and crawl into bed.

When I reach my friend Oscar’s house where I’m staying, I’m surprised, relieved, and disappointed all at the same time - Kylie’s car is parked in his driveway. I can’t wait to see her but I have to rev myself up and I’m so not feeling it. I park behind her and head inside where I can hear her voice coming from the kitchen, the center of Oscar’s home, and a welcome sight when I round the corner. Not only is Kylie sitting at the island with a drink in her hand, Oscar is hard at work at the stove cooking something that smells of garlic and onions and I can’t believe I just noticed how hungry I am.

“Hey, girlfriend,” Kylie says when she sees me. She hops off the highback chair and walks toward me with her arms outstretched and it’s all I can do not to cry, I’m so happy to see her and melt into her arms. Check that, I do cry, sob almost, as we embrace. She whispers that it’s okay in my ear even though she’s got no idea what’s bothering me because I’ve got no idea myself. We just hold each other for an eternity until Oscar clears his throat and announces that dinner is ready.

“What’s wrong, Beachy?” Kylie asks as we walk with our arms around each other’s waists to the island. Oscar is already dishing up something that looks fattening as hell but smells amazing and tastes even better when we dig in. I stuff my mouth as quickly as I can so I don’t have to answer Kylie’s question because I still don’t have an answer for her.

“Today was your first sex scene, wasn’t it?” she says quietly and, for the most part, non-judgmentally. For the most part. “How was it?”

I shrug and look at her, my mouth still full of pasta, and she reaches for my hand to squeeze it. She waits and finally, I swallow so I have to say something. “It was good,” is all I can manage. She nods and looks at Oscar who comes to my rescue.

“It’s a lot, I’ll bet,” he says gently. “You’re okay, though?”

“I think so,” I tell him but I break down crying again. “God, I’m so embarrassed.”

“About what?” Kylie asks as if she’s the one who just ruined her life. “You’ve got nothing to be embarrassed about, Beachy. Nothing.” She gives my hand another squeeze.

“I just feel all of a sudden like I’ve ruined my life.” I look at her with tears streaming down my cheeks. Again.

“Why do you feel that way?” Oscar asks and I look at him.

“Really? You have to ask?”

“It’ll be okay, Beachy,” Kylie says. “You made a choice and you’ll see it through. I know you will.”

“I don’t know,” I whine. Even I can hear it.

“On a different subject,” Oscar begins. “Are you two still planning on visiting Brianna Story’s OnlyFans operation tomorrow?”

I turn and stare at him. “Shit, I forgot all about that.”

“I’m still here,” Kylie says with a sniff and her implication is clear - she stayed in LA because I asked her to come with me.

I nod and smile through my tears. “Then I guess we’re going.”


4 - “Are You In?”

The road that leads up to Brianna’s compound is at the very end of a road that looks like it leads nowhere but a locked gate with an intercom that appears to be broken. But when I press the button it comes to life.

“Who’s there?” a voice asks with a crackle that is out of some horror film.

“Beachy Sands to see Brianna,” I shout back a little too loudly. The gate swings open without another word from the intercom so I drive through it. Kylie is sitting next to me and Oscar is behind me, having asked if he could tag along. I drive up the winding driveway and over a rise to see a small group of buildings come into view with another fence around them but the gate is open. Brianna, whose real name is Allie, told me she had five acres but this looks like a lot more. The buildings are nothing to write home about but still - in this part of the city and with the view she’s got of the San Fernando Valley, it looks to me like it’s worth a fortune even for LA.

I drive up to what looks like the main house and Allie is already coming out the front door to greet us. She’s smiling as I put the car in park and when I get out she wraps her arms around me and kisses my cheek. I had forgotten how beautiful she was, with stunning blond hair and beautiful blue eyes.

“I’m so glad you made it, what with your shoot and all,” she says warmly while leading me inside. “Hi, Kylie,” she adds, impressing us both that she remembered my friend whom she met briefly at the studio.

“This is Oscar, my landlord,” I tell her winking at him. He rolls his eyes hard because I’m not paying him any rent to stay at his place while I’m in LA.

“Nice to meet you, Oscar.” Allie walks us into the house and I’m blown away by what I see - it’s hardly a house in the usual sense. It’s more like an office with desks scattered everywhere and manned by men and women working with laptops and big desktop computers and video equipment. The place is buzzing for a Sunday.

“Yeah, I know what you’re thinking,” Allie says without breaking stride. “We never really get a proper day off.”

“This place is amazing, Allie,” I tell her. “And you’ve only been here a year?”

“That’s right. We’re just outside of Sunland proper, so that helped. But it’s home now and with any luck, we’ll have it paid off in a couple of years.”

I turn and give Kylie a look which she returns. “You paid for all of this with OnlyFans?” she asks. That’s the thing about Kylie - she speaks her mind.

“Well, I did okay before we made the switch but, yeah. For the most part, this is mostly OF.”

“Really?” Oscar says, getting into the conversation himself. “I had no idea.”

“It’s not easy but what is?” Allie says with a laugh. “And we’re just getting warmed up.”

“You said something the other day that surprised me,” I begin and she nods. “You said you don’t do porn anymore.” I raise my eyebrows and she laughs.

“Well, not in the way I used to. I still have sex in front of a camera, but this is so different from what I did back the day - and from what you did yesterday - that I don’t think of it as porn. It is, of course, but it’s so much more.”

“How so?” Kylie asks.

“Well, take this group, for instance,” Allie says with a gesture at the half dozen girls sitting at monitors and typing away. “They’re what we call ‘Connectors’ and they are all chatting with subscribers one at a time. Well, I mean with individuals,” she explains. “Hey, Darla,” she says to the closest of the four. “How many chats do you have up right now?”

The girl, who can’t be more than twenty, glances over at Allie and smiles before turning back to her screen. “Four actives, boss.”

“So, she’s chatting with four of your subscribers?” Oscar asks.

“Right, and we keep track of everything,” Allie says. “We know how much we’ve gotten in revenue from each subscriber in the last week, month, and six-month periods and we post the numbers right on her screen so she knows who to pay the closest attention to. My husband, Justin, is a wiz with numbers and computer programming, so he’s in charge of our systems and analytics, which I’m not even sure how to spell.” She laughs and walks us to the other corner of the room.

“Don’t you just charge fans a monthly fee?” Kylie asks.

“That’s where the bulk of our revenue comes from but we also sell clips and full scenes. For fans who have money to spend, we can really turn on the spigot.”

“Can I ask how much you bring in?” I ask tentatively.

“Sure, I’m not shy and I’m damn proud of what we’ve accomplished. Last year we did just over five million and we’re hoping to hit ten million this year. I know it can be done because I see the numbers for the other top producers on the platform. There’s a creator in Florida who was profiled in the Washington Post last year and she did that much in 2022. We modeled our operation on hers, mostly by accident but since the article was published, more by design.”

Oscar looks at me with his jaw hanging open. “I had no idea.”

“Me neither,” Kylie says with a side-eye look that thrills me. But then she turns to Allie and her body language is suddenly almost confrontational. “But you started with a big leg up, didn’t you?”

“I absolutely did,” Allie says without missing a beat.

“What do you mean?” Oscar asks. Allie turns to him.

“I did old-school porn for five or six years before we got into this,” Allie goes on. “And I had a lot of views on Pornhub and a big built-in fan base that we leveraged shamelessly. Beachy, you can do the same once the movie comes out, I’m sure of it.”

“Is that something you’re considering?” Oscar asks.

“I don’t know,” I tell him. “Maybe.”

“And here’s my man now,” Allie says as she turns to embrace a white man in cargo shorts and flip-flops carrying a black toddler. “Justin, say hello to my new friends.” She introduces each of us to her husband and takes the toddler from him. “And how’s my big boy?” she coos at the fussy child.

“He’s overdue for his nap,” Justin says after he shakes each of our hands. “Allie tells me you're in a big movie production,” he adds, looking at me.

“We just began filming last week,” I say with a nod.

“And you’re thinking about doing OnlyFans to capitalize?” he asks. I love a man who knows how to be direct.

“Thinking about it.”

Justin looks at Allie and she nods. “We’d love to talk to you about it, maybe go into business together.”

I stare at him then look at Allie. “Seriously?”

“Justin and I talked about it after our shoot the other day,” Allie says as she bounces the toddler on her hip. “We’d handle all the back office for you and give you pointers and ideas as to how to monetize your fame, if the movie turns out as well as I think it will.”

“You really think so?” I ask, sounding like a needy little bitch even to my ears.

“Oh, yeah,” she says with a big smile and an eye roll. “Right, Justin?”

“It sounds amazing, and if you’re getting the right help with distribution, and it sounds like you are, you’ll be a shoo-in for this business. I can almost guarantee it.”

“Just out of curiosity,” Kylie begins. “How explicit do you get here?”

Allie looks at her with a twinkle in her eye. “Well, I’ve got a shoot in a few minutes. Want to watch?”  The woman amazes me.

Kylie looks at me and I nod. “Yeah, if that’s okay with you,” she says.

“Not a problem,” Allie says as she hands the quieted toddler back to her husband. “Come with me.”

We walk to the front door and leave the main house. As we’re walking, Oscar whispers so that only I can hear, “Was that her kid, do you think?”

I look at him and he gives me a look back. “You’re not familiar with her work, are you?”

“I’m gay, Beachy. Why would I be?”

I laugh gently and touch his arm. “Yeah, good point. Sorry.” We’re almost to one of the small outbuildings inside the compound so I put him off. “I’ll fill you in later.”

“It’s okay,” Allie says out of the blue and she turns to Oscar. “When I got into the porn business back in 2016, I was working with my bull at the time, a man named Simon Davis. When I met him, he owned a studio in the Valley but he wasn’t making porn yet - he just owned the building. That changed when Justin and I moved to LA from San Francisco and I went to work for him. Simon fathered all three of my children.” She leaves it at that and Oscar turns to me with his eyes wide.

“So, here’s my other man,” Allie says as she walks us into the small house. Inside is a tiny studio and a crew of three, including a black man who reminds me of Damian, except he’s younger and a bit taller. He is gorgeous, though - that they have in common, for sure.

“Hey there, Lamont,” Allie coos as she wraps her arms around the man’s neck and kisses him deeply but quickly. “I’ve got a few friends here who would like to watch our scene today.”

“Sounds good, babe,” Lamont says in a ridiculously deep voice without taking his eyes off Allie’s. When he does look our way, his eyes go to Kylie and stay there - she is fucking gorgeous so I can’t blame him but - come on. I’m standing right here.

“Nice to meet y’all,” he says with a noticeable Southern accent.

“Lamont and I have been working together for about six months now,” Allie says as she takes off her top as if we weren’t standing there watching her. When she slips off her shorts and is suddenly completely naked, even I have to look away. She looks great but the ease with which she goes from tour guide and entrepreneur to porn star without missing a beat astounds me, even after my time at the movie studio.

The rest of the crew - a cameraman with a small video camera and a lighting guy - set up the shoot quickly and Allie and Lamont get down to it almost as fast. They waste no time on scene-setting or storytelling - they just embrace and kiss, with Lamont not quite mauling Allie’s body but it’s close. She looks amazing, by the way, for having birthed three kiddos in the last few years. I have to ask her what her secret is.

They whisper to each other in such quiet voices I can’t hear what they’re saying and I doubt the mic is picking it up but I suppose it doesn’t matter. Allie is smiling as they climb onto the small bed in the middle of the room and the guy with the camera circles them, making me wonder if we’ll be in the shot. He keeps the lens angled down at the action so I stop worrying about it and just watch as Lamont sucks Allie’s nipples one after the other while fingering her pussy. He’s still dressed but it’s not long before Allie reaches for his belt and releases a cock that is easily the largest I’ve ever seen, and I’ve seen quite a few in the last couple of weeks.

“Oh, fuck,” Allie says with feeling as Lamont eases his monster into her pussy. She is clearly enjoying herself as he treats her tenderly but fucks her deeply. I’m impressed at the way they look together - the lighting is perfect to highlight the contrast between Allie’s alabaster white skin and Lamont’s coal-dark pigmentation. Between the size of his cock and the blackness of his body, it’s clear to me what Allie’s audience expects and she knows exactly how to deliver. The scene goes on for a few more minutes, with Lamont energetically pumping his rigid member into Allie’s extraordinary body until they cry out in simultaneous orgasmic bliss. If Allie’s orgasm was faked then she deserves an Oscar for her performance. Lamont’s orgasm is demonstrably not faked, for as soon as he withdraws from her the cameraman positions himself to get an explicit closeup of Lamont’s essence spilling from between her gaping folds.

“Good?” Allie says at last, making it clear, to me at least, that she’s the de facto director of the shoot. The cameraman nods and the scene is over. Lamont gets dressed and exits without saying a word to anyone while Allie is handed a towel by the other crewmember. She wipes her pussy and asks for her clothes which she dons and leads us out of the small studio.

“So, we shoot a few dozen scenes a week and parcel them out almost as fast once post-production cleans them up.” Allie tells us as she walks us toward another structure in the compound. “Justin monitors how each one does and we adjust the schedule to leverage any changes he picks up in our cash flow.”

“How many actors do you use?” I ask, fully engaged in the production process now.

“I’ve got a few dozen men and ten or so women but my clips and scenes account for about forty percent of our enhanced revenue.”

“Enhanced revenue?” Kylie asks, clearly just as engaged as I am. Which is great to hear.

“Non-fee revenue, where we sell a discrete video as opposed to just posting something to the site.” She opens the door to the new structure she’s showing us but finishes her thought before we walk inside. Good thing, because what she’s showing us almost stops me in my tracks.

The building consists of one big room that is filled with workout equipment and beautiful, semi-naked bodies. Women in string bikinis are pumping iron or running on treadmills, all of them young, white, and gorgeous, while the men, all of them black, somewhat older, and mostly jacked, are acting as spotters and trainers, exhorting the girls on while sporting thick, not-quite erections in their Speedos that leave little to the imagination. Cameras are set up in the corners of the room as well.

“We’re experimenting in here,” Allie explains as we stand at the door and gawk. “We’ve got this place on a separate feed from OF, one that Justin runs separately from our regular service. We’re only a few months in but we keep all the revenue we generate so it’s got the potential to be one of our top income-generators. We’re thinking about doing some others as well.”

“What kinds of others?” Kylie asks.

Allie turns and smiles at her. “Can’t say quite yet. We’ll have to see if Beachy wants to join our little family before we share those kinds of trade secrets.” She looks at me and I’m blown away.

“I don’t understand,” I tell her honestly.

“What Justin mentioned,” she explains. “You start up your own OF channel and we run it for you on the backend. Then we’ll talk about all the other things we can do for you.”

“What kind of revenue is this room generating?” Oscar asks, surprising me.

“Sorry,” Allie says as she looks at him. “I can’t get into that kind of detail before we have a deal. But rest assured, if this keeps going the way it’s started, we’ll be hitting our ten-million-dollar annual goal sooner than we budgeted.” She turns back to me. “So, what do you say, Beachy? Are you in?”

I glance at Kylie and then Oscar, both of them looking back at me but their expressions are unreadable.

“Let me get back to you, Allie.”


5 - “Everyone Agrees”

The next morning at the studio, I have the climactic scene of the first book in the series. Until this point, Grace’s understanding is that she’ll be at the Beaumont Processing Facility for the weekend. What she doesn’t know is that Natalie, Sunny’s character, has secretly arranged with management at the BPF for Grace to lose a rigged lottery, the consequences of which are devastating - a lifetime sentence as a slave of the New Confederacy.

I know, I know. It sounded ludicrous to me when I first heard about it, but once I read the book it kind of made sense in the context of the story.

So today we’re filming the lottery scene. All fifteen of the high school seniors participating in the ‘experience’ are marched from their cages to the same classroom setting used the day before to introduce the girls to the New Confederacy. But before Grace is shanghaied, another group is brought in, wearing slave hardware and chains, of course, to participate in their own lottery. One of the girls loses and is marched out of the room wailing and making a big scene, which is understandable. But when I lose, I’m supposed to just be in shock - no wailing, no gnashing of teeth and rending of clothes, and not just because I’m not wearing any. The scene isn’t very complicated but it’s a pivotal moment in the story so Fran wants to get it right and we spend the whole day shooting and reshooting various aspects of the action until she’s satisfied. There’s no sex but a bit of acting for me to do as I’m supposed to look shocked, then panicked, and finally devastated. It takes me a while but at long last, Fran is happy with my performance and I get to call it a day.

By the time I leave the studio, the sun is almost down below the horizon. I drive home in the gathering darkness and pull into the driveway behind Kylie’s car. I smile at the fact that she’s still here in LA and hasn’t gone back to San Diego - my old boss must be pulling what’s left of his hair out because Kylie is his best bartender just like I was his best server. Together we might drive him out of business.

But I’m thrilled she stuck around because that tells me that she’s more than a little intrigued by Allie’s offer. We talked about it last night after we left Allie’s compound and she was really interested. But in the cold light of a new day, I worried that she might have changed her mind about getting into the porn industry with me. That she’s still hanging around speaks volumes in my book.

When I walk into Oscar’s house, I’m hit with something that smells amazing - Oscar is an incredible cook, I’ve discovered - and I find the two of them in the kitchen as usual. I fall into Kylie’s arms and kiss her passionately. I still don’t think of myself as gay or even bisexual but I might have to reconsider. I just love kissing this gorgeous woman way too much.

“How was your day, dear?” Oscar asks with a smirk. The man doesn’t have a huge repertoire when it comes to jokes but he’s funny as hell to me. I give him a look and a laugh and Kylie and I stand next to the kitchen island where we eat almost all of our meals together. I look at her and smile, she smiles back at me, and when I cock an eyebrow at her she nods.

“Really?” I ask, almost panting with excitement.

“Yeah, I think so,” she says. “Oscar and I have been talking about it all day.”

“Oscar? You want in on this, too?” I ask him. He turns and looks over his shoulder at me from the stove and his smile tells me everything I need to know.

“Kylie made a lot of good points today,” he says with more enthusiasm than I expected. Oscar is independently wealthy, although he claims not to be, but I’ve yet to see the man work a real job in the weeks that I’ve been here. He started out producing my film but when a big-money investor took over the project, Oscar was unceremoniously dumped but didn’t seem all that broken up by it. On top of which, he’s insisted that I continue to live with him, rent-free, even though I’m making good money from the film and stand to make great money if it’s successful.

“Are you going to jump into the deep end with us?” I ask him. We’ve been using his pool as an analogy for the porn industry but he shakes his head emphatically.

“No one, and I mean no one, wants to see this bag of bones naked, let alone doing what we witnessed yesterday afternoon. Lamont was a thing of beauty, wasn’t he?”

“I’ll say,” Kylie whispers. I just nod my head and smile.

“So, to answer your question, Beachy - absolutely not. I have no interest in being in front of the camera. But it feels like this place might serve as a good place for you two to set up shop so you can take Allie and Justin up on their offer.” He puts down the spoon he’s been using to stir whatever he’s got cooking and turns to look at me. I just stare at him with my mouth hanging open.

“Are you shitting me?” I scream at him, then I jump into his arms and wrap my feet around his legs.

“Don’t celebrate too soon, girlfriend,” he tells me as he peels me off of his body. “I don’t come cheap.”

I lean back and look at him. “You mean you’re finally going to let me pay you rent?”

“Nope. I’m going to ask you for the same deal you asked of me when we first met. And Kylie wants a piece of the action, too.”

I turn to look at her and she looks like she’s ready to stomp Oscar into the ground. “What the fuck, man? I wanted to tell her.”

“Tell me what?” I ask.

Oscar keeps at it. “I’d like ten percent of the new company we’re going to set up and Kylie wants thirty-nine percent. So, you’ll have a controlling interest but we get almost half.” I turn and look at Oscar again.

“Seriously?”

“As a heart attack,” he says with a deadly serious look.

“Oscar!” Kylie shouts at him. “What the fuck, you fucking shit?”

“What?” he asks her with his hands up as if he’s surrendering.

“Shut the fuck up!” she screams.

“No, it’s okay. I’d love to share with you guys,” I tell her. “Really.”

Kylie looks at me, calming down quickly. “I don’t know if I can afford to quit my job and just see if this works out, Bee. It’s not like me to go out on a limb like that.”

“Look, Ky,” I tell her. “I’ve got plenty of money coming in from the movie right now, more than enough for both of us to live on. And if Rodney can do what he says he can do, my points will take care of us until the OnlyFans thing gets going. And if it doesn’t work out the way we hoped, we can always go crawling back to the Gotta-Go and throw ourselves on Jack’s mercy.”

“Or his dick,” Kylie says with a fake snarl. “But seriously, Beachy. You’re really okay with me freeloading for a little while?”

“Okay with it? Kylie, it’s a dream come true for me. You know how I feel about you.” I walk to her and wrap my arms around her waist. She wraps her arms around my neck and we just smile at each other. I don’t think I’ve ever been happier in my life than I am at this moment.

“Okay, you two,” Oscar growls with a smile. “Dinner is served so you can both calm down, okay?”

I turn and look back at him. “Jealous?” I ask with a smirk.

“Beachy,” he says, exasperated. “How many times do I have to tell you?”

“Yeah, we know,” Kylie and I say in unison. “You’re gay!”

“Exactly.”

Kylie nudges me. “Do we know that for a fact, Bea? I mean, didn’t you tell me Oscar was once married? To a woman?” She saunters to where Oscar is standing and wraps her arms around his neck before she leans in to kiss him on the mouth. I move to the side and see her tongue massaging his as he fully reciprocates until she pulls back and laughs in his face. “Oh, yeah. This guy ain’t gay.”

“Oscar! How could you lie to me like that?” I scream, laughing myself.

“What can I tell you, Beachy? She’s fucking gorgeous.” He smiles at me and extricates himself from Kylie’s embrace but he looks embarrassed as hell all of a sudden.

“And what’s wrong with me?” I shout, not kidding as much as I was a second ago.

“You’re great, Beachy, and you know it,” he deflects. “But Kylie is…” He gives me a cockeyed grin and shrugs.

“Yeah, I get it,” I allow.

He goes on. “That’s why I know this OnlyFans thing will work. She’s so beautiful she can make a gay man straight!” We all burst out laughing.

“Hey, I’m standing right here,” she protests weakly. “Don’t talk about me like I’m not in the room.”

“You love it, girlfriend,” I tell her and I wrap my arm around her waist. She looks down at me and smiles. “Seriously, though. You two think this will work?”

Oscar nods. “Between Morrow pushing the movie through his hotels and new streaming service and Allie and Justin handling the analytics for our channel on OnlyFans, I don’t see how it can miss. Unless you can’t act, Beachy.” He waggles his eyebrows and I’m hard-pressed not to laugh but I can’t believe he just insinuated such a thing.

Which hits a nerve, nonetheless.

“Oh, she can act, Oscar,” Kylie says with her head bobbing up and down. “And the camera loves her.”

“How do you know that?” I almost yell at her.

“Fran is just beside herself with how well you’re doing, Bee. She said she’s never seen someone take to moviemaking like you have. And did you know she’s made over 400 movies?”

“I think it’s a stretch to call them movies, Ky,” I tell her but I smile just the same. “She really said that?”

“She did,” Kylie says as she turns to Oscar. “You heard too, right?”

He nods. “I’ve still got some friends on the set, Beachy, and everyone agrees, you and the movie are going to be a big hit.”

“Really? You’re not just saying that?” I can’t stop smiling.

“Absolutely,” he says. “And I’ll put my money where my mouth is. When this thing hits big, you’ll be in a position to buy me out of this house. And if you are, I’ll sell it to you.”

“Get out of town,” I yell and push him so hard he almost falls down. “Are you for real?”

“I need a change,” he says with a shrug and a crooked smile.

“Isn’t this place worth like $5 million?” Kylie asks.

“It is, but I’ll let you two have it for $4.9 mil,” Oscar says with a smarmy smile.

“Wait, what?” Kylie asks, looking at me.

“That’s a great idea, Oscar,” I tell him, suddenly realizing what he’s saying and what I really want - I want Kylie in my life, permanently. But buying this house is a ridiculous idea. “But we can’t afford this place.”

“I’ll carry the note,” Oscar says without batting an eye. “You put down what you can and I’ll deed it over to you two.” He looks at Kylie. “But you have to say yes. I won’t sell just to Beachy.”

“What the fuck are you talking about, Oscar?” she almost screams at him. “I made fifty grand last year as a bartender…” She just stares at him with her hands upturned.

“And that’s all behind you if you want it to be, Kylie,” he says with a lot more confidence than I’m feeling. “And I’ll bet my house on it.” Then he sidles up to us and takes our hands. “But there’s one thing I’d like as well.”

“What’s that?” I ask, my heart pounding in my chest.

“I get to live here with you two.”


6 - “All the Better for Us”

At the studio the next day, I’m supposed to go through processing again, but this time as a full-fledged slave of the New Confederacy. One of the black guards walks me out of the small classroom where the rigged lottery has just changed the course of Grace’s life forever and back to the place where new slaves are outfitted with permanent hardware. I’m supposed to look like I’m in shock, devastated beyond all reason, but after what happened last night at the house I’m having a hard time focusing.

“What’s going on, Beachy?” Fran says after another take that she’s not happy with. “You were just sold into slavery for the rest of your natural life but you look like you’re as happy and contented as can be. I need you to look shattered, wrecked, and you’re not. Not by a long shot.”

It’s the first time I’ve been dressed down by Fran and it’s enough to get me in the proper mood, finally. I nod and don’t try to excuse my poor performance so far. When we go back to the door of the classroom and enter the big cage room again, I focus my mind on the fact that I just let my director down and I can’t do that again. I look down as the guard walks me down the wall toward the processing room and Fran looks mollified, if not pleased.

“Okay, take a quick break before we get you inside,” she tells me and I watch as they set up the next shot. Once they’re ready, I’m marched into a set that looks like some sort of medical office but there’s only a padded table in the middle of the room surrounded by white cabinets, walls, and counters. The guard who escorted me from the classroom removes all of my hardware - not just the chains but my ‘temporary’ collar, manacles, and shackles, as well - with a key and straps me to the table. I’ve never been comfortable with being restrained to this extent and it holds no erotic kink for me at all but it’s not supposed to so hopefully that’s showing on my face for the camera that is focused on me as he straps me face down. I really can’t move at all when Fran motions for the medical tech in a different uniform from the guard comes through another door and begins working on me.

Fran explained to me before the shot that they are going to stay on my face as the technician works on me. Unlike the book where he stays silent, for narrative purposes he’s going to explain what’s happening to me so I can react to it.

“So, I’m going to jab a needle into your buttocks to inject you with STD vaccines first, then I’ll make two incisions, one in your hip so I can implant a six month birth control capsule and then one in your shoulder to implant your ID chip.” He stabs me with a needle and I yelp but not loudly as it’s more a surprise than painful. But when he scrapes my skin with a sharp object that I can’t see, I yell my head off. I cry as he pretends to insert the birth control and then scream again when he scrapes my shoulder. I’m bawling for all I’m worth as he puts butterfly bandages on the two ‘incisions’ before leaving through the same door from which he came.

“Cut,” Fran yells and I’m relieved she doesn’t want a second take.

The afternoon is filled with shots of me having my ‘permanent’ slave hardware attached and then I’m walked to a cage where I have a long discussion with another slave while I get settled in for the night. She explains to me what my life will be like as a lifelong slave, what her life has been like since she got taken into the system for a petty crime years ago, and assorted other horrors of my new reality. Fran is less concerned with these scenes as it’s mostly just an information dump as she calls it so we finish everything before we quit for the day.

“Tomorrow we’ll be shooting the transport scene, Beachy,” she tells me as I’m getting dressed. “Biggest thing to remember is that we’ll be filming the group peeing scene first thing so make sure you show up with a full bladder tomorrow morning.” I stare at her as if she’s got two heads but she just smiles sweetly and waves as she walks away.

When I show up for the morning shoot, the first thing we do is gather a bunch of women and girls on the loading dock of the warehouse that we’re using for a studio. The grate where we’re all supposed to pee is pretty obvious and Fran moves quickly and efficiently to film the guards herding us to the spot where we all urinate pretty much simultaneously. It’s hysterical when you think about it, but Fran has warned us that given our bodily functions are the point of the scene, one take is all we’ll get so we’re careful to take it seriously. I glance around at a dozen naked women in collars, manacles, shackles, and chains, squatting in a dusty, dingy loading dock and spraying our collective pee all over ourselves and each other while trying desperately not to laugh at the absurdity of the situation.

Things only get more preposterous when, as soon as the last stream of pee amongst us dribbles down the grate, a black guard picks up a garden hose and sprays us with freezing cold water. We have no trouble acting as if we’re completely humiliated at being treated like animals but that’s exactly the point. The water is eventually turned off and we’re led to a truck while the cameras roll. As another black guard opens the sliding door of the enclosed truck, we’re confronted by a dozen dog cages similar to the ones in the cage room but smaller. With our chains still attached, the guards load us all into the cages and lock them as the cameras get it all.

After a very short lunch break, we’re loaded into the cages again but only six of us as the camera needs a clean shot of what’s happening inside my cage. Fran is in the truck with us along with the sound guy and I wonder if there’s enough light, especially when the door on the end of the truck is closed with a horrendously loud clanging noise. A light is switched on which throws harsh shadows everywhere but we get through another scene of conversations between my character and my neighbors for the hour-long trip to the Lexington Auction House. I spend an intense but satisfying afternoon with lots of lines and just a few retakes, and by the end of the day, I’m beat. Fran says goodnight to me and the crew and I head home.

Dinner turns into another delicious meal and brainstorming session with Kylie and Oscar as we eat and discuss what we need to do to get the OnlyFans project up and running. I feel kind of bad that so much of the grunt work is falling to my two partners until Oscar reminds me that I’m going to carry the load financially for a while and not to fret about it. I nod as I chew and Kylie touches my arm in support. She’s been quite loving since we decided to move in together as well as go into business, but I think it’s the best thing that ever happened to me. I just worry that she’s not as convinced we’re doing the right thing as I am. When I ask her about it she disagrees, vehemently.

“No, this is something I really want to do, Bea. I’ve been on my own for almost fifteen years now and for the first time since I left home I feel like someone has my back. It’s a wonderful feeling even if it’s a little unsettling.” She leans over and kisses me right after I take a bite of food and we giggle uncontrollably for a few seconds.

“I checked out what we need to do for me to deed this place over to you two,” Oscar says out of the blue. I glance at Kylie and she gives me a look. I turn to Oscar.

“Should we get our own lawyer just to get a second opinion, O?” I ask him. He looks at me as if I’ve got two heads before he looks away and nods.

“Come to think of it, that’s probably not a bad idea. And pick out your own guy with no help from me so I don’t have to defend myself down the road about pressuring you into something that’s not in your best interest, okay?”

I stare at him and nod. “Yeah, okay,” I say at last.

“There’s nothing wrong with this place, is there, Oscar?” Kylie asks with a gentle tone. Luckily, Oscar doesn’t take her question the wrong way.

“If you’d like to bring in a third-party appraiser or real estate agent to sign off on the valuation, I’m fine with that.” She nods at me and I nod back.

“It’s not that we don’t trust you, Oscar,” I tell him and he grins.

“Trust but verify,” he says, solemnly.

“Huh?” I ask and he gives Kylie a look. She raises her eyebrows in a silent question and he just laughs.

“I’m getting so freaking old, it’s scary.”

I look at Kylie and she looks at me. “What the fuck are you talking about, Oscar?” she asks at last.

“Nothing, Kylie,” he says with a crooked smile. “Nothing at all.”

The following day at the studio, we film a series of scenes in communal cells the likes of which I haven’t seen before. We’re no longer at the Beaumont Processing Facility where most of the movie has taken place so far. Now, Grace is being held at Lexington Auction House to be sold to the highest bidder. The scenes in the large cell are intense but not difficult, mostly a lot of dialog and a little bit of acting. This portion of the movie is to set up the pivotal auction scene where my character and five other slaves are to be bid on by an auditorium full of white Southern men in the central concept of the books, the New Confederacy. The set that has been designed to shoot the auction scene is quite impressive, especially the stage where six blocks of stone are lined up facing the audience with heavy chains attached to imposing anchors embedded in them. Even though I know it’s all make-believe and movie magic, the sight of them has a profound and disturbing effect on me.

One change that the script references is that where all the men charged with guarding, transporting, and securing us slaves thus far have been black, now the man who portrays the auction master is white. He orders around the black guards dismissively and once again, although I know it’s all a show for the camera, it’s unnerving to watch it play out in the flesh. I’m almost certain that the black actors portraying the guards are doing just that - acting - but a small part of me wonders.

“About damn time,” the white auction master growls to the black guard leading us onto the stage for another take. “Get them all secured to the blocks.” I see a look from the guard that is either an act worthy of an award or…

“Cut,” Fran yells and we all breathe a sigh of relief as cameras, lights, and sound engineers reposition for another angle of the same scene. I hold my breath again as the same lines are repeated and it looks to me like every time they are delivered, they hit a little closer to home. By the fifth take, I can almost imagine the black actor losing it and punching the white actor right in the face.

He doesn’t, of course. When Fran is finally satisfied with the different takes and angles, the guard marches us slaves onto the stage and positions us behind the stone blocks to be displayed, examined, and ultimately, purchased. When we get close enough to see what the platforms are actually made of, I can see that they are not stone but concrete painted to look like granite.

The chains, however, are real enough and heavy as hell - when I’m instructed to step onto the platform - the last of the six of us to do so - and the chains are attached to my ‘permanent’ manacles and shackles, I get a sudden and intense sense of just how oppressively real they are. I can’t imagine living with the reality we are portraying for purposes of entertainment. I almost feel as if I’m going to be sick.

“Cut,” Fran yells again and the grips help the guard release us quickly. I almost hyperventilate as my chains are detached but no one notices except the actress who is playing Francesca, a woman I’ve been conversing with in a couple of the earlier scenes.

“You okay, Beachy?” Nancy, her real name, asks. “You look a little pale, even for you.” She smiles and I nod after giving her a sidelong glance.

“This is really intense,” I whisper and she nods.

“I know, right? Who dreamed this shit up, anyway?”

“Honestly, I don’t want to know.” I smile and she giggles.

“JK Rowling she ain’t,” she says and we both laugh loud enough to draw a look from Fran. I shake my head as an apology for disturbing her concentration. She gives me a quick death stare before turning away to continue her instructions to one of the camera operators.

While we’re waiting, the set begins to fill up with white men in suits and ties. It’s odd seeing so many white male actors after weeks of nothing but black ones playing the guards. I know from reading the books that one of its premises is that many black slaves died during the Great Depression and slavery became more sexually oriented and directed at white women over the decades that followed, but it’s obvious to me that the woman who wrote the books that she was more interested in the interracial aspect than anything.

“Okay,” Fran says as last and the grips are charged with reattaching those of us on the auction blocks to our chains, something that continues to unnerve me. “We’ll be filming the general inspection now before the bidding begins, so make sure everyone is prepped.” She turns to one of the female members of the crew who goes down the row of us asking if we need any lube. I’m surprised but not shocked as I decline the offer. Some of the others take her up on it and she applies lube to her fingers before reaching between their thighs to apply it. When I look around I notice several of the white actors watching surreptitiously.

“Action,” Fran yells and the men begin milling around as two cameras follow the action. A man with an alarming expression steps in front of me and squeezes my boobs, one after the other, before he dips his hand down to my crotch and fingers me deeply. The camera follows his hand and I’m sure I blush hard before noticing that the other camera is focused on my face. I turn away and hope to god I haven’t spoiled the shot but Fran doesn’t ask for another take.

The men continue to wander back and forth between the chained slaves, talking to each other but not to us, which I also find incredibly demeaning for some reason. Then it dawns on me - we’re property, not people in the scene and this is another way of emphasizing how dehumanized we are. It’s quite effective.

“Gentlemen,” the master of ceremonies speaks in a loud voice. “Please take your seats so the bidding can begin.”

The white would-be slave owners file up the stairs to the seats and settle in as the cameras follow the action. One of them stays pointed at my face from one side as I scan the audience and look as dismayed as I can which isn’t hard. The whole scene continues to bother me - it’s as if being taken into the system wasn’t bad enough - now that I’m about to be sold to someone specific, the enormity of my character’s new reality hits home hard.

The other girls are auctioned first and we do a few takes from different angles before it’s my turn. The MC stands in front of me and speaks to the crowd.

“Finally, as our prize lot of the afternoon session, we have Grace, also from Ohio. She, too, is a lottery winner but she’s only eighteen years old and is quite a beauty as you can plainly see. Three days ago, Grace was living at home with her parents and contemplating going to university in the fall until her number came up, all the better for us, don’t you agree.” Laughter ripples through the crowd and I feel my face turn crimson.

A rapid round of bidding follows as the amount bid for my character escalates rapidly. One man emerges as my ultimate buyer and when the auctioneer declares me ‘Sold’ I almost feel like I’m going to be sick.

“Cut,” Fran yells at last and the crowd breaks into applause. “Great job, everyone,” she goes on while a grip rushes over to release my chains, and not a moment too soon.

I vomit right in front of everyone.


7 - “I Didn’t Know”

The next few weeks are a whirlwind of activity for me and my new household. I’m spending six days a week at the studio and almost twelve hours a day as Fran is under the gun to get the movie shot, edited, and released by the end of the year. Incredibly, to me at least, Rodney Morrow wants Slave of the New Confederacy out in 2023 to qualify for the Oscars. I don’t know why he thinks a porn movie will be of any interest to the old fogeys at the Academy of Arts and Motion Pictures Sciences is beyond me, but Fran is taking him seriously, as she should, I guess.

But, come on!

There’s no way.

At home, Kylie and Oscar are doing all the heavy lifting to get our home studio up and running so we can launch our OnlyFans page just as the movie is released. I don’t have the time to help them but they keep me up to speed on all the meetings they’re having, mostly with Justin, Allie’s husband but sometimes with Allie as well. Justin, who I don’t know well but my roommates rave about, is walking Oscar through the analytics and Kylie through the set design. Allie seems to flit in and out of their discussions but Kylie is impressed with her acumen for what works kink-wise. I know I’m seeing all kinds of changes in my girlfriend in our private lives as a result.

This brings up something else I’m just over the moon about - living and especially sleeping with Kylie every night. We’ve been friends with benefits for over five years but we’ve always had our own apartments and beds to sleep in, so this is new and I fucking love it, even though I always come home exhausted from the studio. Kylie, who is almost seven years older than me and wise in ways I’m not is a dream girlfriend - I can’t believe it’s taken us this long to realize we were made for each other.

She laughs at me when I bring it up.

“Shit, girlfriend,” she says with a half-smile that melts my heart. “I knew from the moment I set eyes on you that you could have your way with me. I just knew it was going to take you a while to come around. Didn’t think it would take five years, though.” She tilts her head and frowns and I have to laugh. Until I realize she’s serious.

“Oh, you mean it?” I ask, suddenly feeling my face turn red.

“Damn straight I do,” she says in a serious tone. I can never really tell when she’s messing with me and I’m tempted to laugh her off but she’s not breaking her act, if it is an act. She grabs my hand and pulls me to her - we’re getting ready for bed after another long day apart - and kisses my lips so lightly I almost swoon. “I love you, Beachy Sands. Always have, always will.”

“Fuck, Kylie. I’m gonna cry,” I almost choke on the words which strike us both as completely ridiculous - tears are streaming down my face. “Why didn’t you tell me sooner?”

“And miss this, Bea? Nothing better in the world than letting someone you love figure it out for themselves.” She tucks a strand of my hair behind my ear.

“But what if I never figured it out?”

“Then it was never meant to be. I’ve been down that road before and it’s no fun.” She’s always been really closed off about her past girlfriends. Boyfriends too, for that matter.

“So, this is what you want? I’m what you want?”

“Exactly,” she whispers as she leans in to kiss me again. “Although…” she says with a sly smile. “I hope you don’t expect me to be completely faithful to you, Bea.”

I lean back and look at her. “Seriously? You need to ask?”

“I just want to make it clear for both of us, Bea. Right from the get-go, because this feels like something new for us.”

She’s right. Even though we’ve been close since I moved to California, this feels different. Better, but decidedly different. I’m at a loss for words so I tell her as much.

“I know, but we need to be honest with each other because the business we’re getting into can be a challenge.” She side-eyes me and I’m even more confused.

“You mean, the movie business?” I’m so lost.

“The sex business, Beachy.” She motions for me to sit on the bed. “I’ve been talking to Allie on the side and she’s been telling me what it’s been like for her and Justin. Now, I know you and I are different - you can’t believe how different, really.”

I nod. “Well, I read a few of her books and I know her pre-OnlyFans work, so I’ve got an idea.”

“Yeah, well, she filled me in on everything she went through with Justin and Simon, the father of their children. Did you know he’s still in the picture?”

“What do you mean?”

“He’s still fucking her, and I mean, all the time.”

I stare at her. “No, I guess I didn’t know that. I thought they parted ways when she left his studio to do OnlyFans exclusively.”

“That was just business, not personal, she told me.”

“And Justin’s okay with that?”

Kylie leans in as if she’s going to share a deep dark secret even though we’re alone in our room and the door is closed. “She told me today that she hasn’t slept with Justin in years. In fact, he wears a chastity device and he hasn’t even had an orgasm in years, either.”

Again, I just stare at her, too stunned to say a word. “I knew he was into the whole cuckold thing but, fuck. That’s insane!”

“I know, right?” She shakes her head. “Kinks, am I right?”

“Yeah, I don’t get it,” I admit. “I really don’t.”

“Well, I’m going to see if Allie will share a little more with me so I can try to figure all that shit out.” Kylie looks off into the distance as if she’s still lost in her talk with Allie.

Suddenly, I have a frightening thought. “You’re not getting any ideas, are you?”

She looks at me. “What kind of ideas?”

“About us,” I say, pointedly.

“What in the world are you talking about, girl?” she asks in an exasperated tone.

“There’s such a thing as cuckqueens, Kylie. Lesbians who act like cuckolds.” I really don’t know if that term, which I’ve only ever seen in print, is used in the lesbian community but I’m almost panicked at the thought of it for some reason.

“I’m still lost, Beachy,” she says with a frown. “Are you asking if I’m going to put you into a chastity belt or something?” Her voice rises as she’s asking me what now sounds like an absurd question.

“I don’t know,” I mumble. “I don’t know, Ky. I just don’t know.”

She wraps her arms around my shoulders and pulls me in for a tight hug. “What’s wrong with you, Beachy? I would never dream of something like that. It never would have occurred to me if you hadn’t brought it up. Why would anyone do such a thing, anyway? Chastity belts? Fuck, they sound medieval.”

“They are, I think, but you can get them online. I’ve seen them on Reddit, too.”

“Jesus, Bea. You’re into some weird shit.” She leans away from me and touches my chin. “Don’t go there, okay?”

“Okay.” I bury my face in the crook of her neck and just sob. “I don’t know what’s gotten into me.”

“Well, that fucking movie is running you ragged. It’ll be better once you finish it,” she whispers. “When will that be, anyway?”

“The end of this week is supposed to be it for principal filming.” I back away and wipe my eyes. “I’m a little nervous about what’s coming, though.”

“Why is that, Beachy? I thought Fran loves you.”

“She does, but on Tuesday I have my love scene with Damian in the motel, and then on Wednesday or Thursday I have my rape scene.”

She stares at me. “You get raped?”

“By a couple of state troopers on the side of the road. It’s the big scene before the end of the movie.”

She looks disgusted and I can’t tell if it’s with me or the movie. “I didn’t know,” she whispers. “What can I do to help you get through it?”

“Just be there for me, okay?” I start bawling again and she pulls me close. She feels damp from all of my tears.

“I tell you what,” she whispers at last. “Why don’t we invite Damian over tomorrow night so that you two can get together before you have to fuck on camera?”

I look up. “You won’t be jealous?”

Kylie smiles. “No, of course not, Bea.” Then she gives me a crooked grin. “Matter of fact, I might just join you, if it’s okay.”

I smile a shy smile. “I’d love that, Kylie.”


8 - “Can’t Miss”

After spending a lazy Sunday morning eating too many bagels and donuts and lounging around the pool, all work set aside if not forgotten for a change, the three of us sit down to discuss our future endeavors. I haven’t heard a word from the studio or Fran about a sequel to the movie but I’m almost positive it’s still in the works. Kylie and Oscar fill me in on what they’ve got for our OnlyFans channel.

“We won’t have nearly the operation that Allie and Justin have,” Oscar says as we sip mimosas in the early afternoon sun. “Most of the work will be done at their compound, and by that I mean they’ll allocate some of their social media staff to handling requests for clips and scenes, as well as chats which don’t pay anything but do generate other revenue with surprising predictability.”

I stare at Oscar for a long, silent moment. “Can you give it to me in English now?” I ask at last.

He smiles but there’s a bit of frustration in his smile. “We will have a presence, once we’re up and running, in their Chat Team to handle incoming requests so we don’t have to.”

“That’s a big part of the operation, Bea,” Kylie explains. “Making it look like we’re always online to interact with the people who sign up for a monthly subscription.”

“So for ten bucks a month, or whatever it is, they get to bother somebody whenever they feel like it? I don’t mean to sound ungrateful but that seems like a lot to ask.”

“Not everybody wants to shoot the shit daily, Beachy,” Oscar explains patiently. Gratingly. “But when they do, we have to be available or the whole thing falls apart. One of the creators on Reddit said she took a weekend off and her sales collapsed. You have to be available pretty much twenty-four, seven.”

“And they charge for chats, Bea,” Kylie adds. “Buck-fifty a minute and we get half.”

“Oh, okay,” I allow. “I guess it adds up?”

Oscar adds, “It does, but the real money is in selling videos. Which brings up another point.” I look at him. “We need a guy, preferably more than one, to make this work.”

I stare at him. “You’re a guy,” I finally say, stating the obvious.

“Funny. A hetero guy, to fuck you two,” he deadpans. “And given the interracial nature of the movie, it’s pretty obvious to me he or they should be black.”

I turn and look at Kylie. “Damian, right?”

She nods. “If he’s interested. He might be busy with his career, you know.”

“All we can do is ask.”

Damian shows up around five o’clock and he looks even better than the last time I saw him at the studio. Of course, he’s wearing clothes that are cool as fuck and perfectly suited to his body, not the bulky overalls that passed for a costume in the movie. He kisses me on my mouth after we say hello and then he does the same thing with Kylie, which surprises me a little.

Am I jealous? I never have been before.

“What’s shakin’, ladies?” he asks as we walk him into the house. He says hello to Oscar and they man-hug like a couple of frat bros which I find funny as hell - they are as far from the guys I used to fuck at the Frat House in Mission Beach as I can imagine.

“So, you ready for our big scene this week, Beachy?” he asks when I hand him a beer. I just smile and nod. “Me, too. Been looking forward to it.”

“You fucked me a few weeks ago, remember?” He did me in the Playroom, my first real sex for the movie, if not on camera. We’d filmed my audition scene a few months ago - a recreation of the scene we’ll be filming this week but my first real on-screen sex scene - and he was amazing. He’s always amazing, in my limited experience.

“Doesn’t count, but I remember,” he says with a crooked smile.

“What do you mean, it doesn’t count? Your cock was up my cooch, wasn’t it? How does that not count?”

“Okay, can we move on, please?” Oscar says with a semi-forced laugh. Kylie touches Damian’s arm to explain.

“Talk of hetero sex makes the man uncomfortable.” She laughs at Oscar and he rolls his eyes.

“I had nothing but vaginal sex - with a woman - for the first half of my adult life, remember?” he says with a fake frown. “It doesn’t bother me at all.”

“No?” Kylie asks. “Then let's go, big boy. Right here, right now.” She puts her hands on her hips and strikes a Wonder Woman pose that makes me laugh in spite of myself. “Put up or shut up, O.”

“Hey, did you wind up buying this place, Beachy?” Damian asks, mercifully changing the subject.

“I did, and it’s funny you should ask, Dee.” I sidle up to him and snake my arm around his waist. “We want you to work with us in our new venture.” He looks at me with eyes wide and a smile on his gorgeous face. “You said you do a lot of OnlyFans these days, right?”

“Yeah, you did say that,” Kylie adds as she turns to face him. “I was there.”

“I did, but…”

Kylie punches his arm. “But what? Aren’t we good enough for you?”

“On the contrary, you two are top of the list in my book. But how’s it going to work? Aren’t you just starting out? I don’t come cheap, you know.”

“That just puts you in the perfect position to ask for equity, my friend,” Oscar says, surprising the shit out of me. “If you’re interested in getting in on the ground floor, like me.”

“You’re getting a cut of the business?” Damian asks Oscar but his eyes are on me.

Kylie jumps in. “Is that something you’d consider, Damian?”

“Hey, wait up,” I tell them all. “It would come out of my half, I assume? Shouldn’t I be the one to make the offer?”

“Absolutely not, Beachy,” Oscar says as he shakes his head. “I want you to keep your majority stake no matter what. This is your baby and you should control it. Kylie and I will bring Damian in with our shares.”

“Oh, we will, will we?” Kylie asks with a laugh.

“Seriously?” I ask them both.

“That’s right,” Oscar insists. “How much will it take to get you interested, Damian?”

“Shit, this is sudden,” he says as he rubs his hand through his hair. “I don’t know - what do you think you’ll do in the first twelve months, revenue-wise?”

“Shit, the man can think on his feet,” Kylie says with another laugh. “What did we decide, O? A million-five?”

“Sounds about right,” Oscar says, nodding.

“You’re shittin’ me,” Damian says with his mouth hanging open. “Seriously?”

“Why do you keep asking that, Dee?” I ask him. “Don’t you believe in us?”

“Sure I do, but come one, Beachy. That would put you in the same league as…” He stops and looks at all of us in turn. “Wait, you’ve been talking to Allie, haven’t you?”

“We’re going in with her,” Oscar says with a knowing smile. He explains briefly how we’re all working together but separately. Damian takes it all in without batting an eye.

“Shit, it sounds like you can’t miss,” he says at last.

Kylie gives me a look that I can’t read. She’s smiling like the cat who ate the canary. “I know how we can make it a sure thing,” she says at last. I raise my eyebrows as the men turn to look at her. “Move in with us,” she says to Damian.

“Say what?” Oscar asks, not as if he’s objecting, just confused. Kylie looks at me and I nod. “And…” she says as she side-eyes Damian. “You know what free-use is, don’t you?”

Damian looks at me before he turns back to Kylie. “Yeah, I know what it means. Are you saying…?”

“I think I am.” She turns to me. “You okay with that, Bea?”

I swallow hard - a twinge in my belly almost guts me. “As long as it applies to me, too.”

“Oh, fuck, yeah,” Damian almost shouts.


9 - “A Little Alone Time”

The next day at the studio, we have to film what amounts to a bank scene, where my character is paid for by the man who bought her. Meaning, me. After I’m done with hair and makeup - which never ceases to amaze me, that a slave has her hair and face done every day - I’m put into my hardware, five-point restraining chains and everything, and walked through a nondescript hallway to a room that looks for all the world like a bank lobby. The big difference is that the lines of people waiting to see the tellers are all made up of a white guy in a suit, a black guy in black overalls, and a naked, restrained white slave woman, like me.

The guard nudges me to follow the actor who bought me at auction last week to the end of a line as the camera follows us in a group shot. We have a little dialog, nothing fancy, until we get to the front of the line and the teller scans my hip where I had a chip implanted two days ago. From there, I’m taken to a holding room that’s lined with fearsome-looking standing cells, small ones like in the Discipline Room but made of thick iron bars instead of chain link fencing. When the guard locks me in, the door clangs with such authority that I shudder. Fran loves it.

“Okay, let’s get the rest of this scene before lunch,” she tells everyone on the set and we all jump to it - the woman really knows how to run a crew. The cameras are positioned on tripods for the next scene as my neighbor in the cell next to me is brought in. Fran has the grips remove the doors on our cells before she decides that she doesn’t want us to be filmed without the bars so my scene partner - whose name is Cindy - and I wait patiently as the doors of our cells are reattached.

“Been doing this long?” I ask her as we watch the crew work.

“No, not really,” she says with a look that still surprises me - I’m the star and she’s a little star-struck. I’m getting used to it but not really. I smile to make her feel at ease and she almost looks grateful.

“This is my first scene dressed, or undressed, like this,” she says as she raises her hands as high as the chains allow, which is only to the underside of her breasts. She’s about forty years old and not particularly attractive but she’s got a look about her that is really appealing, just the same. She reminds me of my aunt, the woman who took me in down in Mission Beach when I dropped out of college five years ago. Cindy has that kind of face - caring.

“It’s funny,” I tell her. “I’ve been naked and restrained for the past month so I hardly notice it anymore.”

“Until someone like me comes along to remind you how weird it is?” she asks with a shy smile.

“Exactly.” Our eyes meet and I feel better about our scene than I have with anyone I’ve worked with so far, even though we’ve yet to start.

“Okay, let’s get this done,” Fran says at last and we’re loaded back into our individual cells and the doors are closed, gently this time as the cameras aren’t rolling yet.

“And, action,” Fran says and we begin.

“You okay?” Cindy asks in a quiet tone.

“Not really, but no one seems to care,” I respond, my lower lip quivering and tears welling in my eyes.

“Ain’t that the truth?” Cindy asks rhetorically, then she adds, “You waitin’ for a ride?”

“I guess so. Nobody made it clear to me.”

“See those doors there?” She nods to the left. “That’s the loading dock. They won’t forget you’re here. Someone just spent a boatload of cash for you, right?”

“I guess.”

“Me, too. Well, not a boatload in my case, but I’m not new, so, you know…” She smiles. “You’re brand-spanking new, ain’tcha?” Cindy’s Southern accent is thick now that I pay attention.

“Three days.”

“Yeah, I could tell. You’ll be fine.”

“I’m really hungry and thirsty, and I really, really need to pee.”

“Just go, babe. There’s a drain down there and no one cares. You can ask your driver to hose you down before he puts you up.”

“Puts me up?”

“You know, in a truck or whatever he’s using to transport you. They don’t want you stinkin’ up the place, so they’ll hose you down.”

“How long will I be here? How long have you been here?”

“I think I’ve been here a couple of hours. It’s hard to tell. You never know how long you’ll be here, though. Could be five minutes, could be five hours.”

“So they’re not going to feed us, are they?”

“No, this isn’t that kind of place. No long-term storage here.”

“How do you know all this?”

She looks away from me. “I’ve been here maybe a dozen times, if I had to guess.”

“So, every time an owner gets tired of a slave, he auctions her off?”

“Mostly, but not all the time. Someone like you, maybe not. I could see you going in a private sale, easy.” She smiles at me

“Why me?”

She laughs. “Are you for real, hon? You’re cute as hell. What’d you sell for, anyway? Way over a hundred grand, right?”

I try to look embarrassed. “A little bit more than that,” I finally whisper.

She rolls her eyes. “Oh, honey, don’t be like that. Somebody paid a lot of money for you, they’re gonna take good care of you. It’s when you get worn out like me that you’re in a world of hurt.”

“Worn out?”

“Can you see my back, hon?” Cindy turns as much as the cage allows. I strain to look between the bars and gasp. “What happened to you?”

“I got caught trying to escape once. That was before I wised up.”

“What did they do to you?”

“Thirty-three lashes with a single tail, a bullwhip. But I was lucky. My owner at the time didn’t want the authorities to get involved, so he handled it himself.”

“What would the authorities have done?” I ask in a whisper.

“The official penalty for trying to escape is hanging, same as it always was for as long as anyone can remember. But I was younger then and my owner wasn’t done with me, so he whipped me instead. Single-tails do a number on you, that’s for sure.”

“That’s all from one whipping?”

“Well, no, not really. That was the first time he whipped me and unfortunately, he developed a taste for it. Oh, he’d let me heal in between, and he never gave me thirty-three at once again. More like a dozen at a time. But even that left scars.”

“How many times did he whip you before he sold you?”

“I don’t really know. I kinda lost count. A lot, though. A lot.”

I stare at her and let my tears flow - it’s not hard as I imagine her fictional life with perfect clarity. 

“You hang in there, hon,” she tells her as another guard opens her cage. “You’ll be fine, you’ll see.” As she’s led away, I pretend to get a better look at the scars on her back and gasp.

“Cut,” Fran yells and the cameras turn to catch Cindy’s skin which is riddled with angry red ridges and furrows. I have to admit, the makeup department did an amazing job of making her look like the poor woman who was whipped in Twelve Years a Slave.

“Okay, great job, you two. We’ll do it one more time just to make sure we’ve got everything we need, then we’ll break for lunch.”

Which we do.

After lunch, I get locked in the same cage for the scene where I meet James, the character that Damian is playing. He’s a driver in the script, and it’s his job to transport Grace from the Lexington Auction House in Kentucky to the Athens Club in Athens, Georgia. We do a scene in the loading dock where he sprays me down with a hose because I supposedly peed in my cage all over my feet and chains. Luckily, that’s not shown on screen so I didn’t really but the water he sprays me with is harsh and cold. By the time he turns off the hose, I’m soaked and shivering. Then he walks me out of the loading dock into the sunlight, my first experience with public nudity and he helps me into a car for the trip to Georgia. I force myself not to look around at the surrounding parking lot to see if anyone is watching and I’m sure the camera is catching my real consternation about being exposed like I am. The camera stays focused on my face until Damian slams the door and Fran calls for the scene to end.

It takes us all afternoon to finish the scenes that take place in public - a fast food restaurant and the motel where we spend the night together, our big sex scene. Since we’ll be filming that back at the studio in a set that was built to look like the inside of a dumpy motel in the back woods of the Confederacy, Fran calls it a day. This means Damian and I get another night to practice at Oscar’s house.

I mean, my house. I keep forgetting I own the place now.

“How’d everything go?” Oscar asks when we walk into the kitchen.

“Great,” I reply as I look around for Kylie. Oscar notices and answers my implied question.

“Kylie said she had to go back to San Diego tonight,” he says in a tone that makes it obvious what’s really happening - Kylie left so that Damian and I could have the night to ourselves. I look at Damian and he looks at me before he turns to Oscar.

“I think we’re going to turn in early,” he says and I know it’s also been prearranged - nothing is cooking on the range which is quite unusual for Oscar. He nods and says he’s got to go see a friend which I know is bullshit - Oscar never goes out at night. I turn to stare at him but he doesn’t look me in the eyes.

“See you two tomorrow,” he offers as he heads for the front door.

I look at Damian. “You did all this, didn’t you?”

“I thought we could use a little alone time tonight.” He cocks an eyebrow and I roll my eyes.

“Aren’t we making too big a deal out of this?” He doesn’t answer. “I mean, I’ve already had a sex scene and we filmed my audition, so…”

“Tomorrow is a love scene, Beachy. Totally different from the scene in the Playroom.”

“What about my audition tape?”

He shakes his head. “What were there, six people in the room for that? It’ll be a couple of dozen tomorrow. And Fran will be a lot more demanding.” He must see the worried look on my face because he backtracks immediately. “But you’ll do fine, Beachy. Don’t worry about it. I just wanted us to have the evening to, you know, practice a little.”

“You think I need practice, Damian?” I ask, somewhat sarcastically but not really.

“No, of course not. And last night with you and Kylie was amazing but…” He doesn’t need to finish his thought.

“Yeah, I get that,” I say as my mind drifts back to last night, our first as a threesome together. It was amazing, incredible, and I want to do it again but I get what he’s saying. I’m just disappointed, which he notices.

“I can’t wait either, Beachy. But tomorrow is going to be an important day for you and we should do everything we can to make it work. So just relax and let me walk you through it, okay?”

I look at Damian for a second with sad eyes. He asks me without saying anything, simply moving his eyebrows high up to question what’s bothering me. I smile sadly.

“Do you think that instead of walking me through whatever you have in mind, you could just make love to me? We’ve never really done that before.”

He softens and smiles warmly. “Of course, Beachy. I’d be delighted to make love to you.” He strokes my cheek with the back of his hand and I close my eyes and lean into him. He wraps his strong arm around my shoulder and he feels so damn good. Smells even better, truth be told. I look up at him, inviting him to kiss me which he does. Gently, hesitatingly before he turns slowly to face me and takes me fully into his arms. I leave my hands at my sides, content to let him dictate everything. I want him but I want him to want me even more. I need him to want me. Desperately.

He kisses my neck and reaches for my jeans to unbutton them. I do the same with his. We strip each other’s clothes off slowly, between kisses and nuzzles, and it occurs to me that although I’ve fucked dozens of men over the years, I’ve never really had one make love to me. Kylie makes love to me but this is different and I love the contrast. Where Kylie is soft and pliable, Damian is hard and unyielding. His masculinity is magnified by his gentleness somehow. So many men these days take their cue from porn and assume that women, all women, want to be manhandled, roughed up, almost abused. Don’t get me wrong - I love it when I’m taken with little regard for my pleasure. But once in a while, I suddenly realize, a little masculine tenderness goes a long way.

A long, fucking way.

“God, you feel good, Damian,” I whisper and I feel him smile into my neck. He stands up and pulls my shirt over my head then allow me to do the same for him. I lean into him so he can unhook my bra and ease it from my shoulders. He’s seen me naked several times but this feels different, as if he’s looking at me for the first time. I feel the color rise in my cheeks.

He smiles and kisses me again, then he lowers his head and kisses my nipple before sucking it so gently that I cup the back of his head to pull him closer. He takes the hint and sucks it hard before switching to the other and lavishing it with the same treatment as I watch. He really is a beautiful man - dark, virile, and mature. I’ve been with too many boys lately and it feels so good to be with a man of some years. His experience feels like a gift and a blessing and I luxuriate in its warm glow.

We break away from each other long enough to strip off our jeans and climb into the bed. He takes me into his arms once we’re horizontal and he kisses me again with slightly more passion, just enough but not too much. His tempo is perfect, escalating at precisely the right time to satisfy my desire without overwhelming it, or me. He’s good, I realize at last. Really good. I’m lucky to have him.

Finally, he breaks from kissing me passionately and slides his lips to my breasts again, but he pauses only long enough to tease each of my girls just a bit before he moves lower. He kisses my belly and then my mound and spreads my thighs so he can lie between them. He teases me again but not too much before he licks my folds and tickles my nub with the tip of his tongue. He eases his tongue lower and burrows inside of me and it’s all I can do to stop myself from grabbing his hair and mashing his face into my pussy. But I restrain myself.

God help me, it’s tough, but I restrain myself.

He alternates between gentle, delicate licks and full-tongued kisses until I’m moaning like I can’t take much more and he gets the message. He rises up and slides his knees forward so he can touch his erection to my chamber. I reach down to help him but he grabs my wrist and eases my hand away. He leans forward and angles his cock into me and I’m so wet that he slides in with just enough resistance to feel amazing. His body unfolds onto mine and I revel in the hardness of his torso pressed against my breasts and belly as his cock fills me and his pubic bone mashes my clit, sending thrilling chills up and down my spine.

“Fuck, Beachy,” he moans as he begins to fuck me ever so slowly, drawing each stroke out deliciously as my chamber expands to accommodate his perfect length and satisfying girth. He’s still holding onto my wrist with his hand and I offer him the other one to grip over my head, enhancing my feeling of being controlled and dominated but not too much, just enough. Just perfect. “Fuck,” he whispers again. “Fuck.”

Yeah.


10 - “My Turn, Darlin’”

The love scene with Damian the next morning goes off without a hitch. There were a dozen people or more coming and going during the day - it did take a full day to film one love scene, incredibly - but after a few minutes, I barely noticed them. By the time we finished, I felt like I’d been having sex in front of a camera all my life.

“I knew you’d do well, Beachy,” Damian says as we drive back to the house together in the waning afternoon light. “But you exceeded everyone’s expectations today. Great job.”

“Thanks, I really appreciate you saying that, Dee.” When I touch his arm, he turns to me and smiles. I feel as if my heart is going to explode out of my chest - am I falling for him?

I hope so.

We pull into the driveway at the house and Kylie’s car is back. Oscar’s is in its usual spot so we have a full house for the evening, which suits me just fine. Now that we’ve decided to go into business together, I want a normal evening at home with my new extended family. The new feelings I’m sensing for Damian, coupled with my newly confirmed love for Kylie, make me feel like my head is going to short-circuit due to a bad case of happiness overload.

Which can’t be all bad, right?

“There’s our girl,” Oscar says when we enter the kitchen. “How’d it go?”

Kylie is sitting at the island smiling at me with that thousand-watt smile of hers and I just have to laugh. “It went great,” I tell them and Kylie leaps into my arms and kisses me hard.

“I knew you could do it,” she tells me when we break. “I knew you’d be a natural.”

“Good thing,” I allow. “Seeing as we’re counting on it in a pretty big way with all this.” I wave my hand at the house - my house - trying to take in the enormity of it all.

“You should have seen her,” Damian says as Kylie wraps her arm around his waist and kisses him, not quite as passionately as she kissed me but close. “We were in bed almost all day and she looked just as good at the end as she did in the beginning.”

“My makeup team gets all the credit for that,” I tell them to laughter all around. “Any my costar, here.” I kiss Damian’s cheek and wrap my arm around his waist to bookend him with Kylie - fuck, I could get used to this.

“I just hope all you budding movie stars don’t forget about us little people as you climb the fame and fortune mountain,” Oscar says as he starts serving up dinner, which smells delicious as always.

“Fuck, I owe you more money than god, O,” I tell him as we take our seats around the island. “How will I ever forget something like that?”

“Well, I just hope I mean more to you than a few dollars, Beachy,” he says as he twirls the pasta on his fork.

“A few dollars?” I shout with a smile. “In what world is two-point-five million a few dollars?”

“Chump change,” Damian says dismissively. “We’re all gonna be rich once this movie is released. Just you wait and see.”

“How can you be so sure?”

“Think about it, Bea. On the one hand, we’ve got Rodney-fucking-Morrow producing our film and promoting it at his hotels and on his new streaming service for all it’s worth. And on the other hand, we’ve got one of the cream of the crop OnlyFans creators and her whole team promoting our new OF channel, not to mention you two. I mean, come on. Who's going to turn down the chance to watch you two in action.”

“Not to mention this hunka-hunka burning love,” Kylie says with a smarmy tone that makes me laugh every time. “I know I can hardly wait to pay good money to see how you two burned up the silver screen today.” She wags her eyebrows and I almost can’t breathe, I’m laughing so hard. Finally, I get control of myself and turn to Oscar.

“I suppose you agree with them?”

“Oh, Beachy. I think it’s going to be huge. From what I understand, the Sinflix platform alone is going to take off once they put the movie on it. It’ll be like what happened with Netflix when they first released House of Cards and Orange is the New Black back in the day. It changed everything, and so will this.”

“I don’t see how,” I tell him, honestly. “I mean, it’s just a movie.”

“But it’s the holy grail everyone stopped looking for, Bea,” he goes on. “When porn went mainstream back in the seventies, Hollywood was blown away by the possibilities of bringing sex to the big screen. But they never figured out how to make it work. They tried, lord knows they tried, but they couldn’t do it and porn sunk into the abyss of crappy scripts, trashy stars, and dismal theaters. VCRs and video stores took over until they lost out to the internet and the tube sites and the whole thing just imploded. But with what Rodney’s doing, putting a premium subscription service out there that caters to an audience hungry for quality sex entertainment. Well, let’s just say that I think he’s really on to something, and you’ll be getting in on the absolute ground floor. You’ll be huge, Beachy. He’ll see to it.

“And then we’ll capitalize on what he’s doing with Allie and Justin’s OF empire in the making. Those two really have it dialed in from what I can see. Justin is a wiz at taking all the data they’re collecting and figuring out the best way to monetize it. He tries to explain what he’s doing to me but I doubt if I get half of what he’s telling me. What I do know is that he’s on to something as well, and it’s not far off what Rodney is doing, just at the other end of the spectrum. Where Sinflix is going wide with broad appeal in a brand new way, Justin is drilling down on the individual level, figuring out what each subscriber wants and then giving it to him.”

I look around at Kylie and Damian and find them almost as transfixed as I am. “You think he’s right?”

“I do,” Damian says without hesitation.

“Me, too,” Kylie adds. I look at Oscar again. He’s nodding and smiling as well.

“So, all I have to do is get through tomorrow,” I tell them.

Kylie looks at me with alarm. “What’s tomorrow?” she asks.

I glance at Damian and he answers for me because I can’t speak.

He whispers, “Beachy’s rape scene.”

The next day, we spend the morning filming Damian and me in his truck for all of the morning and a good part of the afternoon. By the time the sun is going down, we’re ready for what I know is coming and have tried to prepare myself for but I’m really not sure I am. Even though I know it’s all make-believe, it feels real enough. And I have to make it seem real as well, so there’s that, too.

“Okay, Beachy,” Fran says to me as we’re getting ready for the scene to begin. “Damian is going to load you into the front seat of the truck and we’ll do the exposition with the truck parked first, then we’ll get you both moving. You okay?” she asks and I look at her - she looks worried.

“Did Damian say something to you?” I ask and I feel myself blushing - why would he do that?

“He did, but it’s perfectly understandable for you to be nervous. This is going to be a tough scene for you - I’d be more worried if you weren’t nervous, to be honest. But we’ll get you through it, okay?” She touches my arm and I calm down a bit. My heart is pounding in my chest.

Damian and I watch as Fran sets up the scene by his truck and I go over my lines in my head. I’m amazed at how much I’ve improved about remembering my lines over the course of the shoot. I guess practice does make you better, if not perfect. Not by a long shot.

“Okay, Beachy, Damian,” Fran says at last. “We’re ready for you.”

Makeup touches me up and we climb into the truck cab, the windows open for the cameras to shoot through. It looks to me like they’ll be in each other’s shot but Fran has all that under control, I have to assume, so I ignore my concerns and focus on my first line. Damian starts us off when Fran says, “Action.”

“We’ll be in Georgia in about an hour and a half. That’s where we’ll have to make some adjustments, but until then, you can ride up front with me if you like.”

“As opposed to what?” I ask, trying to look alarmed.

“In the cage. We’ll need to load you in the cage once we get to Georgia.” 

“Aren’t we going to eat breakfast?”

“No time, really. The sooner we get you to the club, the better. They’ll feed you.”

“Why are we in such a rush to get there?” I ask, trying once again to look alarmed.

“I’ve found the earlier we get through Georgia, the better.” I look away from him but don’t say anything.

“You’re awfully quiet,” he says at last. “You okay?”

I continue to look away from him. “I’m just nervous because I don’t know what to expect. I’ve never been good about surprises.”

“Well, what do you want to know? I’ve never been a slave but I’ve been around the industry for a while. I’ve picked up a few things about the Athens Club.”

I lift my feet to the edge of her seat so I can wipe my eyes with my hand. “What will happen to me?”

Damian takes a breath. “Well, the first thing is you’ll be assigned a trainer who will work with you for a while. He’ll make sure you’re ready to be with the members.”

“Be with the members?” I ask, looking at him.

He looks at me. “Well, you are a sex slave now, so…”

I nod and look forward. “And that’s all I’ll ever be?”

“That’s hard to say, but for a while, yeah. The members will all want to be with you for a while.”

“How many members are there?”

He shrugs. “I don’t know for sure but around a hundred is a good estimate.”

I make sure that my tears start to flow again. “So, I’ll be expected to have sex with a hundred different men?”

“Well, over time. Not all at once. And there are always new girls being brought into the system, so you’ll have plenty of competition.”

“Competition? What does that mean?”

“The reason the slave industry exists is to give white men of a certain age and stature an outlet. Most states have strict laws against abortion and birth control, so once wives have had the number of children they want, they allow their husbands to buy a slave. The Athens Club will sell you to one of those men, eventually.”

I look at James. “Wait, what? Laws against birth control? I thought that’s what they put in me the other day.”

“They did, but you have to remember, you’re not a person, Grace. You are property now. The laws don’t apply to you. It’s really important that you understand that and everything it implies. Your trainer will go over the details with you, but you can’t ever forget that you are not a person anymore. I know it’s harsh but if you don’t understand that, you’re going to get punished.”

We sit for a long while in silence while my character’s new reality sinks in.

“You’ll be fine though, really,” Damian says with a soft tone. “I know this is a lot to digest, but the club is very good at what they do, and they specialize in girls like you.”

“Girls like me?”

“Who were taken from up north, usually in that lottery you lost.”

I try to look stunned - my character is remembering the look on Natalie’s face when she was being she was away from her group. Natalie, whose party it was, who organized the entire experience, was smiling. She was the only one who didn’t look upset. “Was I set up?”

“I don’t know for sure, but they wind up taking a lot of girls through that program, the ‘experience’ or whatever it’s called. They told you it was a hundred to one, right?” He looks at me and I nod. “Yeah, well I wind up driving a lot of lottery losers to their new owners. Way more than would make sense if it was truly a hundred to one odds.” Damian turns to me and smiles. “And every girl who loses is beautiful, like you, Grace. That can’t be a coincidence.”

“You think I’m beautiful?”

“Of course. You sold for 200,000 feds, didn’t you? Did any other girl sell for even close to that much money?”

“No.”

“Well, I rest my case.”

“Cut,” Fran says and we look at her. “That’s good, we don’t need to do it again.”

We spend the next hour filming scenes with the truck moving until Damian pulls off the road where the cameras are set up to film the next scene.

“Okay, we’re entering Georgia now, so I have to put you in the cage.” He looks at me with sad eyes but grim determination. “It’ll only be for a little over an hour.”

I nod and open the door. I climb out of the truck as Damian opens the rear door and the cage that we’ve got in the back. He helps me climb into the compartment and then the cage, but when I offer my hands to be unlocked, he shakes his head.

“We best leave those on,” he tells me as he locks the cage door. “And I’m going to cover you with this tarp. I’ll turn up the air if you get hot.”

I just stare at him until he disappears from view. 

“You good?” Damian asks when he climbs back in the driver’s seat and guns the engine. I hear the gravel flying out from under the wheels as they take to the road again.

After a short time, I hear the bleep of a siren. The truck slows and comes to a complete stop before Damian says in a voice I can barely hear, “Don’t make a sound.”

“License and registration, boy,” a deep male voice with a thick Southern accent says in the distance. “And step out of the vehicle but keep your hands where I can see them.” I hear the door open and close and more voices but I can’t hear what is being said. Suddenly, the tarp is ripped away from the cage.

Two white men in uniforms are staring at her, their hands on their holstered guns.

One of the men drawls in a thick Southern accent, “What do you know, Billy? We got ourselves a live cargo.”

The other man says, “You got a key for this cage, don’t you, boy?” He steps back as Damian appears and unlocks the cage.

He whispers, “Don’t fight it.”

I ease myself out of the cage and Damian helps me climb down out of the vehicle.

“Where you takin’ this one, boy?” the first officer asks without taking his eyes off me.

“Athens Club, officer,” Damian responds in a quiet tone.

“Yeah, why doesn’t that surprise me?” The two officers laugh. “You’re out awfully early for transportin’ cargo, ain’t you, boy?”

“Yes, sir. We got off to a late start. I’m supposed to be there already.”

The first officer says, “Well, I’m sure those good ole boys at the Athens Club won’t mind all that much if you’re a few minutes late, right Billy?”

“Don’t see how a few minutes one way or another will matter,” the officer named Billy says with a lewd smile. “Pretty little thing like this, won’t take but a few minutes.” He reaches for his belt and unbuckles it. “Get down on your knees, darlin’.”

I look at Damian but he just nods. I sink to my knees in the dirt as the officer releases his erection from his trousers. “I feel any teeth and you’re dead, understand?” he growls as I take him into my mouth. I close my eyes as he jams his dick into my throat and I gag, trying to turn away but he grabs her head with both hands. I try to raise my hands but my restraints catch my wrists. After just a few seconds the dick swells in my mouth and erupts, flooding my throat and choking me. The officer doesn’t release me from his grip until at last he pushes me away from him and I collapses into the dirt on the side of the road.

“My turn, darlin’,” the other officer says as he lifts me by my arm and bends me over the back of the truck. I’m still gasping for air when I feel his hand rake my vagina from behind, penetrating me with one and then two fingers. I hear his belt buckle jingle and then feel his dick press against my opening. I gasp as he slams into me, jamming my thighs against the ledge of the vehicle. He withdraws his dick almost entirely before thrusting fully into me again and again. I moan and cry but he just keeps pounding me until he grunts and I feel his essence flood my vagina. I just lie on the ledge of the trunk as his seed trickles down my thighs, as if I’m afraid to move.

“You have a nice day, boy,” one of them says to Damian as they stride away, their boots loud on the pavement until I hear their car doors slam and they pull onto the blacktop.

“That’s why I wanted to get an earlier start,” Damian tells me as he helps me climb back into the back of the vehicle. I look at him with tears streaming down my cheeks but he shakes his head. “We’re not there yet and there’ll be other cops on the road until we get there, so…”

I crawl back into my cage and hear Damian click the lock, then cover me with the tarp.

“Cut,” Fran yells from somewhere I can’t see because I can’t see anything. “Get her out of there.”


11 - “Better Than Break Even”

Shooting wound down quickly once we filmed my ‘rape’ scene. I had one more scene where Damian’s character delivered me to the Athens Club where most of the next book in the series takes place but not a lot happens. More than anything, the scene sets up what’s to come for poor Grace so I feel pretty good about there being a sequel, although I’ve heard nothing about it so far. Once we finish principal photography, we have a cast party at my house to celebrate the end of our project.

“You live here?” Fran asks when I walk her into the house. The party is already in full swing, but the director is usually the last guest to arrive at these things I’m told.

“I bought it from Oscar just a few weeks ago.” I love the looks I get when I drop that line on unsuspecting busybodies. The thing is, Fran knows Oscar and knows what happened when he got screwed out of producing the film, so I’m quick to explain further. “We’re going into business together.”

She still looks at me with doubt in her eyes but a smile on her lips, however forced it might be. I point to Oscar standing by the pool. “Ask him yourself.”

“I believe you, Beachy,” she says with emphasis. “I’m just surprised at how quickly you’ve adapted.” She smiles again and I hug her, something I’ve wanted to do a million times in the last eight weeks.

“I never would have done it without you, Fran,” I tell her, my eyes welling up. I back away sniffling and laughing but I can’t hide how I feel about her. She’s meant the world to me and I’m so going to miss working with her.

“It’s tough when a project like this ends, Beachy. Most of my shoots don’t last more than a couple of days, so this is new for me, too. It’s really hard to say goodbye.”

“Fran,” Damian calls out from across the room. “It’s so good to see you again,” he says as he strides toward us and kisses our director’s cheek. She kisses him and they hug for a second.

“Did I hear that you’re going in on this OnlyFans project with Beachy, too?” she asks me and Damian simultaneously, looking back and forth between us. I look around the room for Kylie and wave her over.

“We’re all in this together,” I tell Fran as I wrap my arm around both of my new roommates' waists. “With partners like these two, I don’t see how we can miss.”

“Kylie, right?” Fran asks, impressing me again with her ability to remember names. “You’re still okay with auditioning for the sequel, right?”

“Is there going to be a sequel, Fran?” Damian asks, even though he’s unlikely to be in it. But he knows it will help our OF endeavors.

“I don’t see how they can leave it where we left it,” Fran says, thrilling me. “If it’s even a modest success, Rodney would be crazy not to make a second and maybe a third. There are a dozen books from what I understand.”

“You haven’t read them all either?” I ask with a laugh. “I thought I was the only lazy-assed reprobate among us.”

“I’ve read them all,” Kylie says. “I’m not sure the last few would translate all that well to the big screen, but who knows?”

“Let’s get number two nailed down before we worry about the last one, okay?” Fran says with a laugh. “I just hope I get hired to do the next one.”

“Shit, really?” I ask, astonished. “They can’t do another one without you, Franny.” She gives me a shrug.

“It’s a business, Beachy. You never know how things are going to play out. Just ask Oscar.” She nods at him and touches my arm. “I’m so glad to hear he’s landed on his feet.”

“Well, we’re just getting started but it’s been encouraging so far.”

“What exactly are you doing here?” Damian and Kylie drift away to let me explain our plan.

“See those cameras up there?” I ask as I point toward the ceiling of the living room. “We’ll be leaving those on twenty-four, seven. We’ve got the whole house wired.”

“Really?” she asks, not trying to hide her surprise. “The whole house?”

“Bathrooms, bedrooms, everything. We’re going to see if there’s a market for this sort of thing. You remember Allie, I mean, Brianna Story?” She nods. “She and her husband, Justin, are helping us with the behind-the-scenes shit and marketing. We’ll see how it goes but I’m really optimistic.” She nods and I walk her to the kitchen to ply her with alcohol. “Which brings up something else I want to talk to you about, Fran.” She takes her drink from me and cocks an eyebrow.

“What’s on your mind, Beachy?”

“We’re going to need some help directing some of the scenes we have in mind. I’ve talked it over with Damian, Kylie, and Oscar and we’d love it if you agreed to direct for us on occasion.”

“Of course, Beachy. I’d be honored. But what kinds of scenes do you have in mind? Isn’t full exposure enough?” She laughs and waves her hand at the camera cluster in the corner of the ceiling. “By the way, those things aren’t turned on yet, are they?”

“We go live tomorrow, Fran,” I tell her and she looks relieved. Which makes me smile - a porn director who’s shy about being on camera herself.

“Thank god,” she says with another laugh. “Are you recording this party, though?”

“I hadn’t thought about it. Do you think we should?”

“Well, if the movie is a hit, I think you’d be able to sell clips of the cast party, if only to TMZ or Rodney’s new streaming service. I can’t wait to see if that takes off when he drops the movie.”

I look at her in terror. “He’s dropping the movie?”

She looks at me with confusion in her eyes.  “No, I mean when he releases the movie for streaming. We’re still his number one priority right now, as far as I know.”

“What else is he going to stream on Sinflix, anyway?” I lean close and whisper, “I’m embarrassed to say I haven’t signed up for it yet.”

She leans in and smiles. “I haven’t either - who has the time? But I imagine he’s going to buy most of his content, like Netflix did when they began streaming. He can’t make everything himself at this point, I imagine.”

Damian wanders into the kitchen and I catch his eye. “Hey, do you know what’s on Sinflix now, since the movie is still in post?” I love throwing movie jargon around like I know what I’m talking about.

He looks at Fran and then me again as if he’s deciding how to answer me. “Have either of you ever visited one of his hotels?”

“The Penthouse Hotels?” Fran asks. “I’ve heard of them but I’ve never stayed there.”

I smirk. “I’ve only recently gotten to the point in my life where I could think about staying at a place that calls itself the Penthouse Hotel.  Sounds pretty pricey.”

He smiles, but it’s kind of a condescending smile, something I’m not used to getting from Damian. I almost call him on it. “Well, it’s not that it’s all that pricey, it just caters to a certain crowd.”

“What do you mean?” I ask, somewhat mollified but not really.

He suddenly looks uncomfortable as his eyes flick back and forth between me and Fran. Then he looks past me and calls out, “Hey, Kylie.” He waves her over and she joins our informal little discussion group although I’m not sure why. Kylie approaches with her eyebrows raised.

“What’s up?” she asks.

“You’ve heard of the Penthouse Hotel, haven’t you?”

She looks at me. “You mean the Whore Hotel? Sure.”

“Say what?” I ask, not sure if I heard her correctly.

“That’s the one,” Damian says with a nod. “It’s got a bar at the top of the building, the penthouse, obviously, but that’s just the start. They’ve got this…” He hesitates and looks at Kylie again. “What would you call it, Ky? An arrangement?”

She laughs. “Hey, just because I know it’s reputation doesn’t mean I’ve ever been there. Not my kind of place.”

“Sure, of course,” Damian says to her. “Well, anyway. They must have some kind of arrangement with the cops and the city or something because as far as I know, they never get busted or even raided.” He gives me a look like I should understand what he’s talking about, which I don’t.

“What the fuck are you talking about, Damian?” I ask in desperation.

“Wait, they run hookers there?” Fran asks, almost as astonished by the look on her face as I am.

“No, not really,” Damian explains, looking more and more like he’s sorry he brought it up. “They have this system, where women who want to get paid will wear this scarf and…” He looks at Kylie again who throws up her hands as if to say, ‘Don’t look at me, big fella.’

“They’re amateur hookers?” Fran asks, still astonished, as am I.

“Yeah, I guess that’s the best way to put it,” Damian says sounding like he’s glad that one of us finally caught on. “But more escorts than hookers.”

“Why do you say that?” I ask, finally getting a handle on what he’s trying to tell us.

“Well, I may be splitting hairs, but to me, a hooker is someone you see on the street, like there used to be in Times Square back in the day. An escort is a woman you approach at a bar, which is what happens at the Penthouse.”

“Then why do they call it the Whore Hotel?” I ask.

“Don’t know,” he says. “It’s catchier, maybe?” he offers.

“More degrading, is more like it,” Fran says with a withering look at Damian.

“Hey, it’s not like I came up with the nickname.”

I hold up my hands. “Wait, so this is how Rodney made all his money? By owning and operating hotels that cater to amateur escorts?”

“That’s what I’ve heard,” Damian says. “Not that I really know anything.”

“So you’ve been?” Kylie asks with a huge smirking smile. “I find it hard to believe that you’ve ever had to pay for sex, Dee.” She playfully punches his arm.

“And you’d be right, Kylie,” Damian sniffs. “I’ve never once paid for sex.”

“But you’ve been to the Whore Hotel, from the sounds of it,” I say pointedly.

He side-eyes me before he looks away and grins.

“Busted,” Fran says with a laugh. “Come on, Damian. Spill.”

He looks at all of us in turn, clearly thinking about whether he wants to give it up. Finally, I start chanting, “Spill the tea. Spill the tea.” The others join me and Damian looks around in a fake panic as we’re suddenly attracting everyone’s attention.

“Okay, but hold it down, will you?” He leans into our little group and speaks so softly I can barely hear him. “So, every month or so, they do this thing they call Cuck Night. Couples, almost always white, come to the Penthouse Room with the express intent of sleeping with black men.”

“But you just said you never paid for sex, Dee,” I complain.

“The black men who show up on Cuck Night don’t pay the women,” he goes on. “They’re providing a service. The white husbands pay for the room and they pay the hotel’s usual cut of what a woman would normally charge per hour. I’ve been to a couple of Cuck Nights and I’ve never paid a dime to anyone.”

We just stare at him in stunned silence, me, Fran, and Kylie. Finally, Fran asks, “A couple of Cuck Nights? Really?”

“Well, maybe more than a couple,” Damian says with a sheepish grin.

“Wait, so you go just to…” I start but I don’t know exactly what I’m getting at.

“To fuck white wives in front of their husbands,” Fran says with a wry grin. I can’t tell but it looks like Damian is blushing.

“Not always,” he says defensively.

“But sometimes?” I ask. I had no idea he was into that kind of thing.

“Sometimes,” he allows.

“I don’t get it,” Kylie says. “What’s the attraction?”

“I’m not sure I get it myself,” Damian says. “I just enjoy it.”

“But Cuck Night only happens once a month, isn’t that what you said?” I ask. “And the rest of the month it’s just…?” Again, I’m at a loss for words.

“Yeah,” Damian says. “The rest of the time it’s just the same thing you’d see at almost any hotel bar in the country, just a lot more of it.”

“What do you mean?” I ask.

“Well, if you go down to the Hilton tonight and look around, there’ll be a few women there who look like they’re doing what we’re talking about, offering a service. But they have to do it on the down-low because the hotel management doesn’t really like that sort of thing going on in their establishment, not officially, at least.”

“But the Penthouse Hotel is different?”

“Completely different. They have this thing they call the Scarf Room. Everyone who is there to do a little business, they go to the Scarf Room first. There are different color scarves to let the men know two things - that you’re available and how much you charge per hour. The redder the scarf, the higher the hourly rate. Or the cost for a full night.”

“Some spend the whole night?” I ask, dumbfounded.

“It’s rare, from what I understand but it happens.” He shrugs. “Anyway, that’s how Rodney made his fortune. He started with one hotel in Atlanta and now he’s got around a hundred and fifty around the world.”

“That many?” I ask. “No wonder he’s so confident he can break even on the movie.”

Fran looks at me and smiles. “Oh, he’s going to do a lot better than break even with our movie, Beachy. A lot better.” Then she touches my arm. “And you are, too.”


12 - “Really Big”

The premier of Slave of the New Confederacy - The Movie, was weird. And disappointing. And exciting, all rolled into one. I’m still sorting through it all.

First, the weird part.

Rodney, in his infinite wisdom, managed to secure a Hollywood landmark for the premier, the theater once known as Grauman’s Chinese Theater, right on Hollywood Boulevard, the one with all the movie stars’ footprints and handprints in the sidewalks. It was an incredibly bold move for a first-time movie producer and a movie that didn’t fit the mold of a Hollywood movie, mostly because we had to show the watered-down, R-rated version of the film. Which, to be perfectly honest, sucks. Fran and the editor, a lovely woman named Belinda James, did as good a job as could be expected using footage that didn’t get too explicit for the movie-theater version of the film but it still made the whole thing look ridiculous. I was almost embarrassed to be a part of it.

The critics, the few who took note, savaged us. Rightly so, to my mind. They made fun of the premise - that only young white women would be slaves in the New Confederacy, that black men would be their handlers, that they would be kept naked most of the time - oh, the list went on and on. And when you think about it, they do have a point. A point they hammered to death.

But the real point of the film, and the books, is that this is all about sex and subjugation, something that hardly came across in the R-rated version of the movie. I’m not saying we were trying to make great art because we clearly weren’t. We were trying to make a movie that would be different from anything anyone’s seen before - a cross between a real Hollywood-type movie and a porn film. Did we succeed? I think we did, but the movie they showed at the premier did not.

It was so much fun, though, to walk the red carpet because that was something that Rodney made happen and it was amazing. I’m sure real movie stars would have laughed at the crowd we drew for the premier - TMZ was there but none of the other major players in what’s left of the Hollywood press were - not Variety, or The Hollywood Reporter, and especially not the networks wanted anything to do with us or our premier, Grauman’s Chinese or not.

But I got to walk the red carpet between throngs of fans snapping photos and begging for selfies, people who loved the books apparently because there seemed to be no end of them. That was the thrill of a lifetime for me. I wore a dazzling backless white gown and had Damian on one arm and Kylie on the other, with Fran and Rodney leading the way into the theater. Too bad we had to then watch the R-rated version because that was a bummer. But the crowd was generally enthusiastic.

Also disappointing, for Rodney more than for me, was that a few weeks later we were totally snubbed by the Oscars. Why he thought we’d be nominated for anything is beyond me but apparently, he did. Which he tells me in no uncertain terms when I go to see him the morning the nominations are announced.

“Fucking shit,” he rails in his Sinflix office in LA as I’m being ushered in by his gorgeous assistant. “How in the hell did you and Fran not get noticed by those fucking assholes, Beachy? It’s criminal, is what it is. I’m gonna make them fucking pay for this.”

“Rodney, what did you expect?” I ask him as he assistant beats a hasty retreat and closes the office door. “We’re not mainstream - you said that yourself.”

“Fuck mainstream and fuck the Academy. We don’t need their bullshit.”

“No, we don’t, so calm down. And we still have the AVNs next week.” He gives me a look but doesn’t comment. “How’s it doing on streaming?”

He brightens noticeably. “We’re killing it, Beachy. It’s a fucking goldmine - we’re signing up a hundred thousand new subscribers a week so far.”

“And how do I get paid when you add subscribers, Rodney?” I ask pointedly. His demeanor darkens noticeably.

“You’ll get your fair share, Beachy. Don’t worry.”

I stare at him for a few seconds wondering whether now is the time to press the point and finally, I decide to move on to the reason I’m really here. “What about the sequel, Rodney? Any progress on putting that deal together?”

“Working on it, that’s all I can say, Beachy. But I won’t leave you hanging.” He stands and I feel like he’s about to usher me out. I don’t stand so he just looms over me as I sit in the chair facing his desk.

“Are you going to Vegas?” I ask.

“Wouldn’t miss it for the world. At least they nominated you, for fuck’s sake.”

“Well, don’t get your hopes up, Rodney. You never know what’s going to happen.”

“Don’t know, don’t care, Beachy. They need me more than I need them.”

“How do you figure that?” I’m genuinely curious.

He smiles but it’s not a warm smile - his rarely are. “You’ll see,” he says cryptically as he offers me his hand. “You’ll see.”

The AVN Awards are about as different as they could be from the premier - there’s a red carpet but the similarities end there. The convention hall where the ceremony takes place is huge and filled with dozens of booths and hundreds of porn stars in various stages of dress, or undress, I should say. I’ve never seen so many fake boobs in my life and I live in LA now, the fake boob capital of the world. I know the derogatory term for the most ludicrous-looking fake boobs is ‘bolt-ons’ and it’s a phrase I loath but in this place it’s appropriate. So many of the women here have distorted their appearance so much it would be laughable if it wasn’t so tragic.

As Damian and I walk around the exhibition hall taking in the sights - Kylie stayed home this time - we’re inundated by well-wishers and selfie-seekers, mostly middle-aged men as are the other porn stars manning the booths. I’m somewhat disappointed to be lumped in with the other women who are letting almost everything hang out as they pose with fans but Damian takes me aside to set me straight.

“Don’t knock it, Beachy. Now that you’re known, we’re getting an avalanche of new subscribers for our OnlyFans. This will only help.” He gives me a look and I smile sheepishly.

“I guess I’m not used to this kind of attention, is all,” I allow. “But I’ll get there.”

“It’ll only get worse, or better, depending on how you look at it, when you win.”

“You really think I’ll win something, Dee?”

“I’ll be surprised if we don’t all win, Bea. We’re the talk of the industry right now.” He takes a phone from another fan who wants a photo of me standing next to him. Some of the fans seem to get a little handsy with the other girls at the convention, especially the ones working the booths, but I’ve not had anyone be blatantly disrespectful. Until this guy grabs my ass as Damian snaps the picture. I give him a look and he flushes hard - at least he’s embarrassed by his rude behavior. I wonder what the future holds for me in this new role I’ve taken on.

“You heard anything from Rodney about the sequel, Damian?” I ask as we make our way to the table in the space for the award ceremony. “I’m beginning to wonder if it’s ever going to happen.”

“It’ll happen, Beachy. Rodney knows a good thing when he sees one and this is a very good thing.”

Rodney is already at our table sitting next to Fran and I’m surprised to see my co-stars, Penny Pain and Sunny Love, sitting to his other side. We were all in most of the early scenes together and I haven’t seen either of them in weeks. We air-kiss as they notice me and we take our seats as the ceremony begins.

“What are you guys doing here?” I ask Penny whom I got along with best when we were working together. I still don’t know what to make of Sunny - she’s a tough one.

“We always come out for the convention,” Penny says. “I’m working the booth at my main site and Sunny is doing something on the convention floor as well. Rodney got us tickets to the award ceremony or we’d both still be out there working the crowd.”

“It’s really something out there, isn’t it?” I ask her and she gives me a smirky smile.

“Oh, you have no idea, Beachy. It’ll get really wild tonight when they’re all drunk and ready to party.”

I look at her, dumbfounded. “Really?”

“No doubt,” Sunny says making it clear she was listening in. “You want to get in on the fun, Beachy?” She gives me a look like I’m not bold enough to get down and dirty like the rest of them and I remember what I don’t like about the woman - she makes me feel… something.

“We’ve got to get right back to LA,” Damian says, rescuing me from my competitive self. Sunny just flips her hair and rolls her eyes.

The MC for the awards strolls onto the stage to signal the presentations are about to begin and the crowd erupts in applause and then quiets down. The three women, obviously big stars in the industry in matching gowns, don’t do any jokes and get right to it, announcing the first category because as the evening wears on, I’m amazed at how many categories there are to get through, from Best Anal Series to Best Gangbang Scene. When they finally get to the big awards, like Best Actress and such, I’m almost too bored to care. But they finally announce my name in the Best New Starlette category and suddenly, I’m nervous as hell.

“Good luck, Beachy,” Damian whispers as the presenter, last year’s winner opens the envelope and I hold my breath.

They don’t announce my name.

Rodney makes a face that looks as if he’s going to start throwing chairs or something but the crowd erupts for the winner and she goes to the stage to accept her award. I’m almost relieved that I don’t have to make a speech.

“Tough luck, Beachy,” Penny says to me with a sad smile. I wave her off.

“Can we go now?” I ask Damian and he nods. We wait just long enough to be polite but when we head for the exit, Rodney comes with us. Fran as well. I look at them with surprise as their categories, Best Director for Fran and Best Reel - the AVN equivalent of Best Picture - for Rodney, are still to come.

“We don’t have a prayer,” Fran says with a laugh. “We were just here for you, Beachy. You were the only one of us who had any chance of winning.”

“Sorry I let you down,” I tell them, even though I don’t feel all that bad about it. I’ve seen enough porn to know that what we were doing wouldn’t make an impression on this crowd.

“Don’t worry about it Beachy,” Rodney says with his usual hard-as-nails demeanor. “We’ll still put Best Everything on the posters and let them try to stop us.”

“You already did,” Damian says with a laugh and even Rodney has to smile.

“But mark my words, Beachy,” Rodney says as we exit the building into the cool Vegas night. “I’ve got big plans for us. Really big.”

I give Damian a look and he smiles and shrugs. I turn to Rodney and give him my winningest smile.

“If you say so, boss.”
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