
        
            
                
            
        

    
When you fall for a fantasy, how do you know if it’s more than make-believe? 
Tara opened a door and they were in a large three-car garage. Instead of vehicles, someone had set up a portable A/C unit and a dozen folding six-foot tables covered from end to end with video equipment and computers. 
“We literally do almost a month’s worth of shooting in a weekend. We have some fill-in stuff we shoot with really cheap production values in the office back room or on location, but the premium stuff we do on a full weekend like this.” She walked over to one guy who had pierced eyebrows, long dyed-red hair pulled into a braid, and a goatee. His arms were covered in brightly-colored sleeve tats depicting Chinese artwork. “Hey, Cable, this is Craig.” Cable, whose headphones hung around his neck, nodded. “Dude. Nice shoot.” 
“Can we show him the preview from his rushes?” Tara asked. 
Cable slid his rolling office chair two monitors over to another computer terminal, where he queued up a feed. “This is the rough cut of the preview trailer we’re posting tonight,” Cable explained. 
“Still have to final the sound and get Alex’s approval on the graphics.” He handed Travis a pair of headphones and waited for him to put them on before hitting play. 
Travis felt heat rush to his face as he watched the fast-paced sixty-second clip, spliced together footage out of order, but depicting him kissing Marston, then sucking him, being fucked, getting sucked, ending with a shot of his face as he started climaxing the first time. 
When it ended, Tara took the headphones from him. “Trippy seeing yourself on tape, huh?” He nodded. “Yeah. Trippy.” 
She grinned. “It’s great though, trust me. Really hot. You looked good. I always hated seeing myself on tape too. Never feels real when you’ve been through it.” 
“It’s only make-believe,” he mumbled. 
She laughed. “Yep, that’s exactly it. Come on, I know Alex wanted to talk to you.” He numbly followed her out of the garage while shifting his cock inside his shorts. 
His really hard cock. Seeing Marston doing those things to him from an outside perspective slammed one startling fact home. 
He hadn’t just had fun doing it, he’d liked doing it. 
Really liked it. 
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Dedication
To my husband, for giving me my very own happily-ever-after. 
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Chapter One
Travis stared at the letter on his desk, his mind numb. 
One paragraph jumped out at him. 
I love you son, but Josie made a valid point. If I keep paying your way you’ll never learn to be
self-sufficient. This eight hundred is the last I’m sending, this month and next’s payments…
“Goddamn bitch!” he muttered. He balled up the letter from his father and tossed it at the wall. 
If maintaining a perfect four-oh grade average while holding down two part-time jobs was considered 
“paying his way,” his step-whore was even greedier than he thought. 
All he’d asked for was rent money, a lousy four hundred a month. Everything else either he paid for himself—his car, cell, food and other expenses—while his scholarship paid for tuition and books. 
His car was a crap beater he barely kept running, but he needed it for work. He’d paid every cent of the purchase price, insurance, and repairs himself. He’d never asked for any money for his expenses other than help with rent. 
It’s not like he’d come to college and partied. 
Collapsing in his chair, he stared at the ceiling and tried to think. He had another four months until his paid student internship started and he could drop one of his part-time jobs. Then he’d still have an extra three hundred a month in pay while he worked on earning early post-grad credits toward his advanced engineering degree. 
Unfortunately, his car insurance was due in two weeks. Four hundred extra he didn’t have now that Josie cut the purse strings. 
Dave, his roommate, walked in. “What the hell’s wrong with you?” All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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Travis pointed at the balled up letter. “Josie finally dropped the axe. She talked my father into cutting me off.” 
“Ah.” He dumped his books on the table, which was kept level by a small chunk of plywood under one leg. “Well, she warned you two years ago when you called her out for cheating on your old man that she’d make your life hell.” 
“Fucking bitch.” Only six years older than him, when he’d discovered her emails to her lover and threatened to out her to his father, she told him if he did that she’d get even. 
Looks like she dropped the bomb first. “I should have outed her.” 
“Your old man wouldn’t have believed you anyway. She would have said you made it up to make her look bad. Your dad knows you hate her. You were screwed from the day he said ‘I do’.” 
“What the hell am I going to do?” 
“Good question.” He headed to the fridge. “You could find yourself a rich, horny cougar and become a kept boy.” Dave laughed. “I’d love that gig myself.” 


* * * *
 Travis managed to pull his focus back to his morning classes. Later, he kept his mind on his job waiting tables and working the counter at a coffee shop a few blocks from the USF Tampa campus. He liked this job better than the other one, working four nights a week with a janitorial company that cleaned offices in downtown Tampa, but it didn’t pay as well. 
Toward the end of his shift, he bussed a vacated table since they were shorthanded. The previous occupants had left a local weekly indie entertainment rag laying on the table, turned to the classified ads section. 
He started to dump it in the tub with the rest of the trash and scraps when one ad caught his eye. 
Looking for hot male models 18 and older. Fast and easy pay. (813)555-2424. 
No indication what kind of modeling was required. 
He quickly glanced around before folding the paper and jamming it in the back pocket of his jeans. 
During his next break he stepped out back and called the number. A voice mail message simply said, “Interested male models leave name and callback number. Must be able to prove you’re eighteen All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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or older.” Beep. 
He almost hung up, but then he nervously left his name and cell number. 
An hour before the end of his shift he felt his cell vibrate in his pocket. Ducking into the men’s room, he locked himself in and answered. 
“Is this Travis Collins?” the caller asked. 
His throat dried. “Yes.” 
“You interested in making some quick money?” 
“Yeah. Is it legal?” 
The hoarse male voice laughed. “As long as you’re at least eighteen.” 
“I’m twenty-one.” 
“You gay, straight, or bi?” 
That was a weird tangent. “What?” 
“Come on, sweet cheeks, or are you deaf? Gay, straight, or bi?” 
“Um, straight.” He had a feeling where the quick money might be coming from, but he wasn’t exactly a virgin. There were worse things than posing naked. 
“Perfect. Where you at? I’ll come meet you and we’ll talk.” 
“I’m at work right now. I get off in an hour.” 
The guy laughed again, but Travis wasn’t sure why. “Sure you will. Gimme an address.” A minute later, Travis splashed water on his face and wondered what the hell he was getting into. 
All he knew was the guy, Alex Terran, said that depending on what he was willing to do, he had the potential to make anywhere from a couple hundred bucks all the way up to ten grand. He’d give Travis the details upon meeting him. 


* * * *
 Travis nervously waited in the back lot behind the strip mall where the coffee shop employees had to park. At ten past four, Alex Terran drove up in a brand new black Porsche Cayenne. He pulled into the empty spot next to Travis’ beater Chevy and the passenger window rolled down. 
“Travis?” 
He nodded and heard the door locks click. 
All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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“Get in,” Alex said. “Let’s talk.” 
Travis climbed in and the window rolled back up. Alex put the SUV into park and kept it running with the A/C on. Good thing, because it was damn hot outside. 
Alex handed him a sheaf of papers. “You do look pretty hot. With that shaggy blond hair you sort of look like a beach boy.” He peered closer at him. “Big brown eyes. What are you, six-one?” Travis nodded. “You’d look good on camera. That’s a start. Any tats or piercings?” He shook his head as he glanced through the papers. They were employment forms, model releases, a privacy agreement, rules of conduct on the set, a pay scale listing, and tax forms. 
Alex turned in his seat to look at him. “You ever do anything like this before?” Travis shook his head again. 
“Let’s cut through the bullshit. We have several related subscription websites. You’ve probably never heard of them. College Boy Cash, Horny and Broke Boys, Cash-Strapped Frats, and a few others. 
You sensing the theme?” 
Travis’ face reddened. “Yeah.” 
“Good. Let’s see your cock.” 
“What?” 
Alex rolled his eyes. “Your cock. Let’s see it. If you can’t whip it out and show me now, we might as well not talk anymore because you’ll be whipping it out—and off—for the camera.” After checking to make sure they were alone in the parking lot, Travis put the papers on the dash and fumbled at his khakis for a minute, unable to look at Alex. He undid his belt and finally got his cock pulled out. 
“Not bad. Get it hard.” 
“What?” 
Alex reached behind the seat and handed him a bottle of lube and a roll of paper towels. “Get it hard. I need to see it hard before I can offer you a job.” 
“How much money are we talking again?” 
Alex grinned. “Ah, not so shy you can’t think about the dough, huh? With your looks, I can get you into a circle jerk shoot, one afternoon, three hundred. Or, if you want to make more, you have to put out more.” 
“Three hundred?” 
All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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“Or more.” 
Travis fumbled for the seat lever and reclined it. “Tell me if anyone gets close.” 
“I’ll keep an eye out, don’t worry about it.” 
Travis closed his eyes and squirted a little lube in his palm. He thought of any and everything he could to get hard. In a few minutes and after a lot of stroking, he was. 
Alex didn’t say anything until his cell phone rang and he answered it. 
“Yeah… I’m talking to a potential model… Yeah. Call you back later.” Travis laid there, unsure what do to. Now that he was hard, and had gotten over his initial discomfort, he didn’t know if he was supposed to finish or what. 
“Sorry about that, kid. Go ahead and let me see your pop shot.” Travis turned his face away and used both hands to stroke his cock. It didn’t take him long to shoot his load considering he hadn’t been laid in a while. As he lay there catching his breath, he heard the sound of paper towel ripping. 
“Here, kid.” Alex offered him a wad of paper towels. 
“Thanks,” Travis muttered as he took it and cleaned himself up. Alex handed him a small trash bag and a box of baby wipes. 
After Travis had put himself together, Alex continued. “We’re doing a shoot this weekend. I’ll be honest, if you wanted to do more you could make a lot more. I had one model back out, family function or something. I was set to pay him five grand for three days.” Travis swallowed hard. “Five grand? What’s the catch?” 
“You ever been with a guy before?” 
He shook his head. 
“Never sucked a cock? Never had a guy give you head? Never fucked or been fucked by a guy?” 
Travis felt his face heat even more as he shook his head again. 
Alex grinned. “Well then, one of our stars, Marston Cougar, his specialty is fucking straight guys with virgin asses. Guy makes a fortune. Started out as a bottom, and he’s just got the look and a way about him the subscribers love. He works one weekend a month for us. This is that weekend. If I can’t find a replacement, I’m screwed. Pun intended.” 
“You can’t find anyone to work with him?” 
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“Not a virgin. Not on short notice.” 
“I’m not a virgin.” 
“I meant an ass virgin. A cock virgin.” 
Travis blushed again. 
Alex reached behind the seats and produced a leather portfolio. He unzipped it and showed Travis several still photos of a guy, maybe in his thirties, nice body and thick cock. Short dark hair, hazel eyes, and an intense expression. 
“He’s ten inches, cut,” Alex confirmed. “We pride ourselves, as stupid as this might sound, on truthful advertising. When we say he’s taking a straight virgin ass who’s never sucked a cock or taken a dick in the ass before, we mean it. I can have him film with another model, but it means we won’t have a new virgin release for him on the schedule like we should. You game?” He didn’t have a girlfriend. Five grand would give him a comfortable cushion in his savings account. He would only have to do it the one time. 
No one would ever have to know. 
“Can I use a fake name for the shoot?” 
“Absolutely. Everyone does.” He stashed the photos. “Want to make an extra two grand on top of that?” 
Travis wasn’t sure he wanted to hear this, but an extra two grand would look good on the balance sheet. “What would I have to do?” 
“When’s the last time you got laid?” 
“Six months ago.” 
“You use rubbers?” 
He’d never blushed this long and hard before. “Yeah, always.” 
“Perfect.” He handed him another sheet of paper. “You go straight to this clinic after we get done talking. They’re only a half-mile from here. We use them all the time. You can follow me there, I’ll pay for it, and you get fully tested. They’ll be able to have me results by late Thursday. Meanwhile, you don’t stick your dick in a girl, or guy, obviously, or let anyone else stick their dick in you, before this weekend when it’s in front of a rolling camera.” Travis looked at the sheet, saw listings for diseases like HIV, hepatitis, and other things. “What does this have to do with extra money?” 
All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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“You test totally clean, you go bareback with Marston and we’ll pay you an extra two gees.” 
“Bareback?” 
“Yeah, that means—” 
“I know what it means.” Why was he even considering this? “How do I know he’s clean?” 
“We’ll provide you with recent test results from this week. He only goes bareback with tested virgins. Before a shoot, he goes monk from when he’s tested until the shoot. He’s a pro. He doesn’t want to catch anything anymore than you do. He’s exclusive, doesn’t film for anyone but us. It’s not like he’s sleeping around everywhere on or off camera.” Alex sat back. “Well?” In for a penny… “You mentioned ten grand on the phone. What would I have to do to make the full ten grand?” 
Alex laughed. “Man, you’re a ballsy kid. Desperate for cash, huh?” 
“You could say that.” 
“You’re not into drugs or anything, are you?” 
“No. I don’t even smoke.” 
“Good. You get that testing done right now, and then show up with all that other paperwork filled out at this address.” He handed him a business card with a Brooksville address written on the back. “Nine o’clock Friday morning. Plan to spend the weekend, we wrap late Sunday evening. Bring your toothbrush and your razor.” He laughed again. “You won’t need much in the way of clothes. Swim trunks, some shorts. You test clean, I’ll guarantee you the seven grand if you put out all the way and go bareback. You want the extra three, you need to meet Marston face to face and talk with him first. Then we’ll see if you still want that extra three gees.” He considered him. “Depending on how that goes, if you want to discuss it later, we’ve been developing a project. You hit it off with Marston, we’ll talk some more.” He eyed him. “I’m talking a chance to clear another ten gees.” Fuuuck.  Twenty grand. He barely made that now in a year with two jobs. He could buy a better car and save himself money on repairs and gas and still be able to make ends meet. 
It’s not like he had a girlfriend. 
Travis stared at the paperwork for a long time. “Okay,” he softly said. “I’ll do it.” All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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Chapter Two
The first step was the clinic. Alex paid for the testing and physical. Before they took Travis back for his exam, Alex held out his hand. 
“Looking forward to working with you, kid.” 
He shook with the producer. “Thanks.” 
The technician didn’t look much older than himself. She had him give a urine specimen first before drawing several vials of blood. They even took a hair sample to test for drugs. Then a nurse led him to an exam room and left him with a paper gown and instructions to strip and wait for the doctor. 
The doctor arrived a moment later. Without ceremony he quickly examined him, including having him bend over for a prostate check. 
He winced at the feel of the lubed and gloved finger penetrating his ass, but he closed his eyes and waited for it to end. 
Guess I should get used to it. 
The thought nearly made him laugh. He knew it was nerves, but almost couldn’t help himself. 
By the time he returned home an hour later, after having what felt like gallons of blood drawn, he wondered if he should call Alex back and cancel. 
Then he thought about how many of his expenses that guaranteed seven grand would cover. Or ten. 
Or twenty. 
He took a shower and used up all the hot water. He wouldn’t say there was anything sexy about the doctor’s finger going up his butt, but it wasn’t bad. 
He hid the paperwork in his laptop bag and nervously spent the next few days wondering what would happen that weekend. He’d already taken the time off from work and arranged with his prof to miss the one class he had that day. If the film thing fell through he was out pay he couldn’t afford to lose. 
Thursday night at nine-thirty, his cell rang from the producer’s number. 
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“Hello?” 
“It’s Alex. You still coming tomorrow?” 
“Any reason I shouldn’t?” 
“Nope. Got your test results back, you’re totally clean. Healthy as a horse. Be there tomorrow morning and bring the paperwork.” 
“Will do.” 
He tried to sleep and couldn’t. He wasn’t attracted to guys. He’d never had a fantasy or erotic dream about doing a guy. He had nothing against guys doing other guys, but he didn’t know if he could get it up for a guy, especially in front of a camera. 
Then again, maybe he wouldn’t have to get it up. If all he had to do was lay there and pretend to enjoy getting reamed, he could do that. The thought of seven grand guaranteed made that easy. Suck a cock? Yeah, he could do that, too. No, he’d never done it, but it’s not like it would kill him. And it didn’t make him gay. 
Just broke. 
Wasn’t that the point? Horny guys watching videos of a broke straight guy sucking a cock and getting fucked for pay? 
When Travis awoke a little after seven Friday morning, he lay in bed and hoped Dave had already left work or class. He’d avoided his roommate the past few days, only telling him he was going to a friend’s house for the weekend. The apartment sounded quiet. 
He got up and shaved, took a shower, and didn’t bother trying to eat breakfast. He felt too nervous and didn’t want to blow things by getting sick and puking over the guy. 
By eight he was ready to go. With his laptop and an overnight bag loaded in the back seat of his beater, he headed for I-75 to make his way from his apartment in Temple Terrace north to the house in rural Brooksville. 
As he approached the isolated house he considered turning around. It was set off a private road with a high wall and a gate. He pulled up to the intercom and hit the button. 
“Name?” a disembodied male voice asked. 
“Travis Collins.” 
“Hold on.” A moment later, the gate swung open. “Park with the other cars. Someone will meet you at the front door. Lock any valuables in your trunk.” All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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“Thanks.” 
He slowly made his way up the gravel drive. It wound through a dense copse of oak trees before leading to a large two-story house. There seemed to be two groups of cars parked in the field beside the house. The group parked closest to the house was obviously out of his league. Alex’s Cayenne, a 911 
Porsche, a Mercedes, a Lexus, and a few other cars. 
Then…the other group. Populated by Chevys, Fords, and older foreign cars of assorted ilk. 
Many of them well-kept, but most of them at least five years from their original sale date. 
He parked there. 
He locked his laptop in the trunk, grabbed his paperwork and overnight bag, and locked his car. 
That’s when he finally took a moment to look at the house. Rambling aptly described it. Somewhere, he heard the sounds of splashing and fun in a pool. He approached the front door and wasn’t sure if he should walk in or what. He heard people talking inside and reached out to ring the doorbell when the large door opened. 
The young platinum blonde woman couldn’t be too much older than him. Dressed in skinny jeans and a tight tank top that showed off her obviously unnatural enhancements, she smiled. “Oh, hey! 
You’re the newbie, right?” 
He nodded. 
“Come on in.” She led him inside and he realized the front foyer was separated from the rest of the house by a heavy black curtain draped from a temporary metal frame set up inside. It reminded him of a trade show. 
Another woman, this one older and dressed in a black short-sleeved golf shirt and practical jeans, sat at a folding table with a laptop and a printer. 
She looked up at him and reached for his papers. “I need your driver’s license, Social Security card, and one other form of ID.” He handed them over and realized the printer was also a scanner. 
She copied them before returning them. “You read the paperwork?” she asked. 
“Um, yeah.” 
“You understand it?” 
“I think so.” 
“You think so, or you know so?” 
“I guess.” 
All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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She looked up at him. “From the time you walk through that curtain, assume you are always being filmed. Don’t say anything you don’t want known. They try to blur out stuff that accidentally gets said that might personally identify you, but there’s no guarantee that’ll happen. You using a stage name?” 
He nodded. 
She picked up a pen. “What is it?” 
“I don’t know. I hadn’t thought that far.” 
“He looks like a Craig,” the blonde helpfully suggested. She looked at the older woman. “How about that, Kim?” 
Kim nodded. “You like Craig? We don’t have a Craig here this weekend. We had a Craig a few years ago, but he only did two films and he was black, so no chance of you two being confused.” She paused for a moment. “Craig Rocke, with an e on the end. Marston Cougar and Craig Rocke. That works. Okay with you?” He nodded. She jotted it down and handed a digital camera to the blonde. “Get his mugshot, Tara.” 
She backed him up against a blue sheet he hadn’t noticed earlier, tacked to the wall. “Smile!” she said. 
He hoped he didn’t look sick. 
Kim looked up. “Get him front and back naked, too. We need it for his file.” He blushed. “Excuse me?” 
The older woman looked impatient. “If you can’t take your clothes off here in front of us, buddy, have I got a wake-up call for you. Strip. You can put them back on after we get pics. 
Red in the face, he turned his back to them, removed his clothes, and laid them on top of his bag. Then he straightened, took a deep breath, and turned. 
Tara was ready with the camera. “Mmm, yum. Mars is such a lucky bastard.” She took a pic and then smiled at him. “Turn around, sweetie. Let me get your assets.” He chuckled more from nerves than anything and turned around. She snapped another pic. 
“Okay. You can put your clothes back on.” 
He did while the two women bent over the computer. After a minute, Kim stapled his forms together, along with the printout copies of his IDs, and tucked them into a file box beneath the table. 
“Okay, kiddo. You’re all set.” She picked up a two-way radio and called someone. “Matt? I need you to All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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bring the newbie to Alex and show him where to put his stuff.” 
“Roger.” 
A moment later, a huge, beefy guy who had to be nearly seven feet tall, bald and broad, emerged through the curtain. His navy blue T-shirt with the word Crew printed on the left breast looked painted onto his body. 
He smiled at Travis and stuck out his hand. “Matt. Head of Security and gopher extraordinaire.” 
“Travis. Um, Craig. Sorry, Craig.” 
“Craig Rocke, with an e on the end,” Kim told him. “I’ll let Alex know.” 
“Cool. That’s a good one. Craig, Alex is waiting for you.” He led him through the curtain. As they walked through the huge house, they passed several camera crews preparing to film guys in various locations. Some of the guys were naked, some wore robes or shorts, very few were still fully dressed. The crew, male and female, were all clothed. 
“Craft services is here in the guest house.” They walked out one door, cut across the corner of the pool lanai, and into a pool house. It had two small bedrooms, one being used as an office and one as storage. He unlocked the one for storage with a key hanging from a lanyard around his neck. In one corner lay a stack of large empty plastic bins with lids. Matt pulled one out of the stack and handed it to him. 
He grabbed a marker and wrote Craig on pieces of tape stuck to the lid and the bin. “Your stuff goes in there. We don’t let anyone but me, Kim, Tara, and two others into this room unescorted. 
Whoever’s running craft services will have a key or get one to get your stuff. 
Travis dumped his things inside and Matt put it against the wall next to more than a dozen similarly marked totes. 
Then he escorted him out of the room and upstairs. 
This felt quieter, more subdued. Matt knocked on a closed door. From inside, Alex answered. 
“Come on in.” 
Matt opened the door, ushered him in, and closed it behind him without joining them. 
This was the master bedroom and Alex wasn’t alone. In a chair by the window sat a man, dressed in nice, crisp khakis, an ironed button-up shirt, and loafers. 
Marston Cougar. 
Travis swallowed hard even as Alex smiled and walked over to shake his hand. “Did I hear right All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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that you’re going by Craig Rocke today?” 
He nodded. 
“That’s fine. Perfect. Craig Rocke, meet Marston Cougar, as he’s known around here. Like you, he uses a stage name.” 
Marston stood and walked over. Travis couldn’t help but conjure stupid images of jungle cats and predators, only without the fear of death and dismemberment. 
He hoped. 
Marston smiled, trying to put him at ease as he offered his hand. “Hi. Call me Mars.” Travis shook with him. “Hi. Craig.” 
Alex motioned for him to sit in the only other chair. It was that or sit on the huge, king-sized bed, and Travis wasn’t sure he could do that yet. 
“Okay,” Alex said, “real quick before I bring a crew in to film the negotiations, let’s talk. I told you we’ve got a project in dev, a subscription deal we think might be big.” He looked at Marston, who nodded. “Marston and a guy, two weeks, in a house. It’ll be wired in almost every room for video and sound, including night vision. From the time you walk in to the time you leave, you’re naked. We’d have a crew on site who’d normally stay out of the way, except if the guys get really hot and heavy and we need close-ups. Then they’d silently walk in, film, and leave again.” 
“Do I need to decide that right now?” 
“No,” Alex assured him. “By the end of the weekend you’ll probably know if you want to do it or not.” He clapped him on the shoulder. “Okay, here’s how today goes. No script. We just film and you go with the flow. Marston will take the lead because he knows what he’s doing.” Travis nodded. 
“Any questions?” 
Travis licked his lips. “What am I supposed to do?” Alex laughed. “You just lay back and enjoy yourself, buddy.” Marston looked at Alex. “Can we have five minutes alone before you send in the crew?” 
“Yeah, sure. We tape this like you’ve just walked in the door,” Alex explained to Travis. “I’ll ask you some questions, just remember you’re going by Craig. Okay?” He nodded. 
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He nodded. 
“That’s okay. I remember my first time. I promise it won’t hurt.” He smiled. “I can’t promise you’ll cum the first time, but hopefully you’ll enjoy it.” 
“Thanks.” 
“The first time, we’ll make it look good, lots of me talking to you and asking you how you like it, that kind of stuff. I’ll try to get you really worked up so it looks good for the camera.” Travis nodded. 
“Keep in mind we’re filming. So I’ll say stuff that I know people want to hear. Just go with it, okay? Marston Cougar has a brand that the subscribers love, so I have to keep that going.” 
“You talk like he’s a third person.” 
The other man sadly smiled as he glanced around the room. Travis realized he was looking at fixed cameras strategically placed in various positions. “They’re not running yet. Red lights would be on if they were hot.” He leaned forward. “My name’s not Marston anymore than yours is Craig.” He indicated the bedroom. “This isn’t real. The only reality is that you’ve never slept with a guy. That’s all the audience cares about. Our job—my job, really—is to give them a good video to jerk off to. I promise not to be an asshole while doing it. Just go with things, enjoy it, relax, and remember none of this is real, it’s just make-believe. Say what you want, don’t worry about what it looks like, let yourself get into it, whatever. It’s okay to fake it until you feel it.” 
“I’m not gay,” Travis blurted out. He didn’t know why he felt he had to clarify that. 
Marston smiled again, this time looking mildly amused. “Dude, that’s the point. Neither am I. I guess you could say I’m bi, since I’ve moved well beyond the ‘gay for pay’ classification. Just enjoy it. 
Don’t stress. It doesn’t make you gay if you enjoy it. Once the cameras are off and you go home, you leave this behind. You got a girlfriend?” 
Travis shook his head. 
“Get one after we’re done here and go fuck her brains out. It’ll relieve you, if that’s a worry. Or, maybe one day your horizons will be broadened. I started doing this to pay my way through school. 
Started out a bottom, then I got so good at it I ended up a top and I make way more money in one weekend than I do in a normal month. I’m a name brand, so I earn a lot more than you will.” 
“If you weren’t into guys, how did you get into doing this full-time?” He smiled, an easy, open expression. “I kept picturing Ben Franklins. That man’s face can get All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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me hard.” 
Travis laughed. When Marston winked, despite his unease Travis knew this would be okay. He might not like himself much come Monday morning, but depositing that check in the bank would alleviate a lot of those feelings. 
Alex returned with the film crew. They set up and Alex led Travis to the doorway to come in as if he’d just arrived. They went through a fifteen minute chat of mostly bullshit while Alex asked him things like if he’d slept with a guy before, given a guy head, gotten head from a guy, things like that. 
Travis had to admit by the end of that talk, even though nervous, his cock had twitched a time or two. 
Alex told the film crew to cut and turned to Travis. “If you need to use the can, go do it now, because we won’t cut again once we start until the first break in”—he glanced at his watch
—“approximately ninety minutes, or whenever the scene ends.” He pointed to the master bath. “Just use that one.” 
Travis nodded and went to do it, splashing water on his face as well. He stared at his reflection over the sink and wondered how he’d feel about the man in the mirror come Monday morning. 
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Chapter Three
Gary, also known as Marston Cougar, waited until the fresh meat closed the bathroom door behind him. Then he grabbed Alex’s arm and roughly dragged the producer outside, onto the small balcony overlooking the pool. 
“What the fuck?” he growled. “What the fuck is wrong with you?” Alex looked genuinely confused. “What? Don’t you like him?” 
“You’re a goddamned asshole! He looks just like Billie! You can’t tell me you didn’t notice that!” He’d had to mask his surprise when the kid first walked into the bedroom. 
Alex arched his eyebrows. “I thought you’d like him. Dude, he called the number in the ad, I interviewed him, and he tested clean. He came to us. We’re damn lucky we found a virgin replacement who tested clean on short notice. Not even any pot in his system. He’s desperate for money, he’ll do anything.” He rubbed his thumb and first two fingers together. “Ka-ching! I thought you were looking for thirty gees plus royalties this weekend? You want it, you do him. You cancel on me, you can shoot with one of the other models, but you do it wrapped and you only make the standard flat fifteen, no royalties.” 
Gary ran his hands through his hair as he fought the urge to clamp them around Alex’s neck. 
“How could you do this to me?” 
“Seriously, dude, I thought you’d like him.” 
I’m a professional. I can do this. Think about Amy. 
That last thought, one of his mantras, helped calm him. Amy. That’s why he did this. 
The only reason he kept doing it when he would have quit three years ago, after graduation. 
“Next time, a little warning.” 
Alex’s voice gentled. “It’s been six years. Isn’t it time to forget about him?” 
“Good luck with that.” He pushed past him into the bedroom just as Craig—he didn’t know or care about the poor bastard’s real name—emerged from the bathroom. Shaggy blond hair and big brown eyes. Despite his slim build he couldn’t call him a twink because he had some muscles on him All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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and a careworn look in his eyes. Gary instinctively knew how his body would feel against his. He was a little on the pale side, which would be a good contrast on camera to his naturally darker skin. 
His cock twitched in his khakis. 
Damn traitor. 
Why wouldn’t it? The kid was hot. Just the kind he liked, a guy who looked good and didn’t know it. He rarely looked at women anymore because he spent his time evaluating male bodies for the camera. He had to get it up for guys, even if he started out gay for pay like this kid. 
What was his story? Rent? Tuition? 
Wouldn’t be a drug habit, because Alex refused to allow addicts on the set. Everyone was tested before hire and randomly throughout the shoots. Too much liability otherwise. Alex might be a douche sometimes, but he ran a clean set. He didn’t hesitate to toss someone for violating his rules. 
Maybe the kid just wanted a new car. 
Then again, he didn’t want to know. He didn’t want to get to know him, because he looked just like Billie. 
And Billie was the last time he’d ever opened his heart to someone. If he didn’t know this kid, he wouldn’t have a problem never seeing him again after they wrapped. 
Alex guided the kid back to the chair while Gary went to use the bathroom, then he returned to his seat. They would start shooting and from this point on it would be Gary’s show. Alex knew better than to interrupt him. 
“Oh, here, kid.” Alex handed Craig a bottle of water and a little blue pill. 
“What’s this?” 
“Viagra. The doctor said you’re healthy, gave me a script for you for it. We pay for it. Trust me, you’ll want it by the end of the weekend.” 
Gary seriously considered canceling, until he conjured Amy’s sweet little face in his mind. 
Thirty grand. If he didn’t come up with that…
He held out his hand to Alex, who dropped one into his palm, too. One of the gaffers handed him a cold bottle of water. 
The kid watched him take the pill, then finally took his. 
As he looked into Craig’s sweet brown eyes, he slammed the door on painful memories struggling to work their way through. “Call action and get the fuck out, Alex. Let me do my job.” All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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* * * *
 Travis didn’t know what happened while he was in the bathroom, but he sensed something different about Mars when he returned. Like an emotional wall had appeared. Not hostile toward him exactly, but he didn’t know how to label it. Seeing Mars take the Viagra, ironically, made him feel a little better. If a pro needed a help getting it up, he certainly wouldn’t refuse it. Alex whispered something to one of the film crew, who were all dressed in black jeans and black T-shirts. The film guy nodded and Alex left the room. 
Mars looked around. “We live yet?” 
One of the crew shook his head. “Alex said you make the call.” 
“What about the fixed cameras and sound?” 
“Not yet. Your call.” 
“Give me a minute.” He motioned Travis outside onto the balcony and leaned in close. “No matter what I say or do, keep in mind it’s just pretend, okay? Not real life. Make-believe. Just go with whatever feels right and remember you’re leaving it behind when we wrap, so don’t think about what you’re doing. Let your brain take a vacation and your balls rule the roost.” Travis nodded. 
Mars studied him. Part of Travis wished he felt repulsed at himself for what he was about to do, but truth be told, it was like an all-expense-paid trip to Vegas without worrying about airline security. 
What happens here stays here. 
Well, and on film, but who cared? 
“We don’t need to discuss safewords or anything,” Mars continued, “because this will be a regular seduction scene. I’m going to have you suck me, I’ll suck you, and I’ll fuck you. Keep in mind they need to get a lot of shots, and I’m good but I’m not up for more than three or four pops a day at my age. So we might be doing a lot of things and stopping so I don’t blow my wad in the middle of a shot, okay? They edit it to look right later, and whatever they don’t use goes in the bonus footage they sell to members on the site and the DVD collections.” Travis nodded. 
“If you’re going to pop too soon, give me a warning so I can either pull back to help you hold it All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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or get out of the camera’s way so they get it on film. Okay?” Travis nodded. 
“You okay, kid?” 
Travis nodded and finally found his voice. “Nervous.” That’s when the older man smiled. “It’s okay to be nervous. Looks better on camera. No rough stuff or anything like that for this scene, I promise.” He laughed. “Not unless you ask me to fuck you harder or something, then I’ll do it. Just say what you want me to do. It’s a fantasy, keep telling yourself that. It’s not real. It’s all make-believe.” 
“Okay.” 
He patted Travis on the back, squeezed his shoulder, and led him inside where they retook their seats. He introduced Travis to the crew, two cameramen and a sound guy. “Their job is to stay out of the shots as much as possible and get their cameras as close to our cocks as they can.” Travis tried for a smile. 
Mars leaned over, patted him on the thigh and squeezed. “Deep breath. Relax.” Travis took a deep breath. 
Mars looked at one of the cameramen. “Okay. Action.” All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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Chapter Four
Travis felt another mask descend over Marston’s face. This time he was on camera and playing to that. “So you looking to make some cash, huh, Craig?” Travis nodded. “Yeah.” 
Mars leaned forward, elbows on his knees, hands clasped. His intense hazel eyes bored into him. “You ever think about fucking a guy before?” 
“No.” 
“And you’ve never sucked a cock before, right? Never had a guy blow you?” 
“Right.” 
“I love taking a straight cock virgin. Stand up.” He did, and Marston’s eyes slowly roamed his body. “Turn around for me. Let me see your pretty ass.” He did, blushing. He didn’t jump when Mars reached out and touched his butt through his khakis, but only through sheer effort of will. 
Marston stood and pressed his body against his back. The other man was about three inches taller, not too much heavier. Marston’s hands came to rest on his hips and he forced himself to relax. 
“You have a very nice ass,” Marston said. “I’m going to enjoy being the first guy to fuck it.” Marston’s fingers tightened on him. He felt the man’s cock thicken against his ass through his slacks as he rocked his hips against his butt. 
Marston turned him around and kissed him. Travis didn’t know what to do or expect at first and finally went with it. He closed his eyes. After a minute he realized it wasn’t bad. Actually, Marston wasn’t a bad kisser. As he relaxed into it, Marston ran a hand through his hair, fisted it, kissed him with more force and added a little tongue. 
His breath caught as he tried to fight the resistance that crept in and tensed his body. 
Go with it. It’s all make-believe. 
Relaxing again his lips parted, giving Marston full access. The man took it, his other hand dropping to his lower back and holding him tightly against him, his rigid cock pressing against Travis All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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through their clothes. Unsure what to do with his own arms, Travis let them slide around Marston’s body and held on. 
Marston lifted his head. “That’s it, baby. Just go with it. You’ll be begging for my cock by the time we’re done, I promise.” 
Mars kissed him again. This time Travis threw reserve to the wind and got into it. If he couldn’t kiss the man, how would he suck his cock? 
Picture Ben Franklin. 
After a few minutes of kissing, Marston lifted his head and looked down at him. “Okay?” Travis nodded. 
Mars grabbed one of Travis’ hands, placed it over the front seam of his trousers, and squeezed. 
He was hard. Understandable, his own cock had started throbbing, whether from the Viagra or damn good method acting or genuine desire, he didn’t care. He felt a little more confident since he wouldn’t be on film looking like a limp noodle. 
“That cock is going in your sweet virgin mouth first. I’m going to teach you how to suck a cock the right way. Then I’m going to take it and drill your untapped ass until you’re begging me to make you cum. How’s that sound?” 
His mouth had gone dry, but he nodded. 
Mars smiled. “I’m going to suck your cock too, baby. Show you how it should be done. No woman can suck cock as good as I can. By the time I’m done with you, you won’t ever want pussy again. You’ll beg me to be my full-time bitch.” 
Marston guided him over to the bed, where he sat and leaned back, propped on his arms. “Take off your shirt for me.” 
Travis pulled it off over his head and dropped it to the floor. 
Marston smiled, his lower lip caught under his upper teeth. He let out a low hiss. “Fuckin’ 
beautiful. Come here.” 
Travis nervously stepped forward. The other man’s hands roamed his body, pinching his nipples, tracing the curve of his flesh, until his fingers stopped over his slacks. 
Marston grabbed his crotch and squeezed, prompting a moan from Travis. Yep, he was officially hard now. “Feels like you’ve got a nice cock of your own. You like me touching you, don’t you, baby?” Travis nodded. 
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“Say it. I want to hear you say you like it.” 
“I like it.” 
“You want me to play with your cock, don’t you?” 
“Yeah.” 
“You want to suck mine too, right?” 
“Yeah.” 
“Say it.” 
It’s only make-believe. “I want to suck your cock.” 
“Oh, fuck yeah, baby.” He quickly worked on Travis’ belt and slacks until they hung open. 
“Take your cock out for me. Show me what you got, I want to see it.” Fumbling with nervous hands, Travis pulled his stiff member out. 
“And look at that.” Marston trailed one finger from the base to the tip. It twitched under his touch. “It’s nice and hard for me. Can’t fake that kind of interest, can you?” 
“No.” 
“Get out of those pants. I want you naked.” He leaned back, propped on his hands while Travis stripped his pants off. It got easier to ignore the crew as he focused on Marston’s intense gaze. 
Marston studied him for a moment before he leaned forward again. He stroked Travis’ sac, palming it and giving his cock a quick squeeze that prompted another moan from him. “You like that?” 
“Yeah.” 
“You want more than that, you know what you have to do. Your first lesson on how to suck a cock starts now.” He leaned back again and pointed at his own pants. 
Travis met his gaze. Marston’s eyes flicked down before they returned to him and Travis knew what he wanted. He dropped to his knees between Marston’s legs. With trembling hands, he started unfastening his belt, then his slacks. 
“Look at that, you’re a total natural. Knew just what to do. I bet you were made to suck cock, baby.” 
He’d gone commando, and the cock he’d seen in the still photos sprang free. He didn’t know what kind of fabric softener Marston used, but his clothes smelled good. He nervously glanced up at him. Marston tipped his head in a nod. 
“Go on, hold it. It’s not going to hurt you. Think about how you like your cock touched and All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
File sharing is theft and is illegal! 
More Than Make-Believe – Tymber Dalton Page 28
touch me.” 
Okay, he could do that. He gently stroked him, growing bolder as his brain feverishly worked to translate his potential earnings into a substantial breakdown he could focus on to take his mind off what he was doing. Minimum seven grand, over three days, equaled twenty-three hundred a day. If they worked ten hours a day, that was two hundred and thirty-three dollars an hour. Meaning he’d already earned a minimum of twenty dollars just from what he’d done. 
He could do this. 
It’s only make-believe. 
Marston reached out with one hand and cupped the back of his head, gently but insistently. “I want your sweet lips on my cock, baby. Come on, quit teasing me and suck it. I bet you’re a natural.” Travis picked out individual veins on the man’s shaft. Marston didn’t shave, but he wasn’t very hairy and looked like he trimmed his bush. Travis slowly leaned forward, his eyes focused on the slit at the end of his stiff cock. 
“Open wide and suck it. Don’t make me fuck your mouth. I don’t want to be like that with you. 
Take it, or I’ll make you earn your money the hard way.” He tentatively licked the large, purple head, thick, round. It was a hell of a lot larger than the doctor’s finger. 
Marston let out a low hiss. “That’s it. You can do it. Suck it.” He closed his eyes and wrapped his lips around it as Marston’s fingers tightened on the back of his head. His hips thrust forward, working in time with how fast Travis licked and sucked. 
“I don’t want to choke you, so you’d better start taking it.” His thrusts grew a little harder, faster, deeper. As Travis grew accustomed to the feel and taste of it in his mouth, he went even deeper without coaxing. 
Marston moaned. “Oh, shit. Yeah, baby. That’s it. Perfect. You know you want it.” The pressure of his fingers on his head eased. Marston loosely held his head in place with both hands as he thrust in time with his movements. “That’s it. Take my cock, straight boy. Suck it good. I’m going to make you my bitch, and you’re going to crave sucking cum when I get done with you. I’m going to turn you into an expert at giving head. Maybe rent you out.” 
Something flipped inside Travis. He realized the words, knowing it was make-believe, excited him. He could play this role. 
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Especially with visions of Ben Franklin flapping in his head. 
He eagerly went deeper as Marston urged him on, talking filthy to him and honing his own need. He tasted precum and realized he wanted to make him cum, wanted to swallow it. 
That’s when Marston’s fingers grabbed his hair and pulled him off his cock as he laughed. 
“Whoa, baby. You’re too eager. Don’t want me to pop yet, do you?” Travis tried to get back to his cock, making Marston laugh even more. He shoved two fingers between Travis’ lips. He eagerly sucked as Marston fucked them in and out of his mouth. “That’s it. 
You’ll suck anything, won’t you? I knew you were a natural, you just needed the right cock to flip you. 
You’re an eager slut now that you know you’re getting fucked.” He pulled him up and kissed him again, then shoved him back onto the bed and stood over him. 
As he slowly pulled his shirt off, Travis stared at his body. Not a body builder, but he obviously worked out to keep in shape. He felt wimpy next to him, yet the hard, rigid cock standing straight out from his co-star’s body didn’t seem to mind his slighter frame. He noticed a tribal band tat circling Marston’s left bicep. 
Marston kicked off his loafers and shoved his slacks down his legs. “Gorgeous body, kid.” He knelt over him, straddling his head. “Suck my balls. Lick them good.” Travis did, ignoring the camera now less than a foot from his head. He closed his eyes and finally settled for planting his hands on Marston’s ass. 
Hands stroked through his hair. “You’ve got a good tongue on you, baby.” He rose up, shifted position, then his cock brushed against his lips. “Open up.” Travis obeyed and started sucking him again. When he looked, another camera was only inches away on his other side. 
He opted to look up and met Marston’s heavy-lidded gaze. Fingers stroked his hair, tender and gentle. “That’s it. Suck me good.” 
Closing his eyes, Travis sucked him, massaging his ass as he did. His own cock felt stiff and throbbed as it rubbed against his belly. He’d never been this hard before and wondered if it was the little blue pill, or perhaps the tendril of dark excitement curling in his belly. 
He could do this. 
It’s only make-believe. 
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to taste you.” 
Travis didn’t have to fake his moan as hot, skilled lips engulfed his cock. His hips bucked in time with the man’s actions until, a moment later, Marston sat up. Travis moaned with disappointment around the cock in his mouth. 
Marston chuckled and stroked him with his hand. “You’re so close, I had to stop. You’re about to pop, baby. You really like having a man suck your cock, don’t you?” He rose up enough that Travis could relinquish his cock and speak. “Yeah!” 
“Do I suck better than the girls you’ve been with?” 
“Fuck yeah!” That wasn’t a lie either. Of course, only one of his previous four girlfriends liked to give head, so he wasn’t the world’s most experienced judge of that. 
Thick fingers probed his sac, lower, pressing into his taint, making him jump. 
Marston laughed. “Oh, yeah, you felt that, didn’t you?” Marston bent down and sucked his sac into his mouth, tonguing his balls and drawing more loud moans from him. 
This was way better than make-believe. 
Marston changed position again, kneeling between his legs and licking his cock from root to tip. 
“Oh, fuck yeah!” 
“Don’t go shooting off on me too soon, baby. We’ve got all weekend to fuck around.” Another twenty in the bank, but then he lost count as Marston’s mouth and tongue did things to him he’d never dreamed. Including pushing his legs farther apart and snaking his tongue deeper, circling his rim and making him shiver with passion. He brought him near the brink several times, sucking his cock, playing with his ass, every action narrated with non-stop filthy talk that got him almost as hot as what Marston was doing to him. 
When Marston stopped and sat up, Travis couldn’t stop the words from tumbling from his mouth. 
“Please don’t stop!” 
Marston laughed. “Ah, pretty eager, aren’t we? Don’t worry, I’m not stopping.” He reached over to the bedside table, where he grabbed a bottle of lube. Then he pushed Travis’ knees back. “Grab your legs. Hold that sweet ass open for me.” 
Heart racing, he did as he tried to keep his focus on Marston’s eyes and not the camera just over his shoulder filming him spread and vulnerable. 
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“You nervous, baby?” 
Travis nodded. Hell yeah he was nervous. Taking that stiff dick up his ass wasn’t going to be a walk in the park. It was huge. 
Marston leaned in and kissed him, pressing his body against him as he did. He nipped at his lips and worked his way down his throat with love bites, across his chest, sucking his nipples. Then he worked his way up his neck, driving Travis crazy with need. 
With his lips pressed to Travis’ ear and at barely louder than a breath, Marston said, “Relax and enjoy it. You’re doing fine.” 
Travis knew there was no way the sound equipment could have picked that up. 
Marston sat up and ran his hands down Travis’ chest, pausing first to torment his nipples, until he reached his cock. He knelt in front of him and stroked, squeezed, and gently pressed his thumb against his rim, making Travis squirm. 
He did want it. He wanted more, and he’d be lying if he denied it. 
He felt cool lube on his rim, then a finger penetrated. Unlike the quick professionalism of the doctor, this finger sought and found his sweet spot, nearly making him explode. 
Marston’s hand froze. “You close, baby?” 
“Oh, fuck yeah!” 
The hand withdrew, and two fingers entered. “How’s that feel?” Travis gripped his knees and kept his ass wide open. “Good.” He slicked himself with lube and pressed forward. Travis felt the hot, rounded knob pressed against his ass. “Look at me.” 
Travis forced his eyes open. Marston’s gaze settled him, focused him. 
“You want my cock inside you?” 
“Please fuck me!” He didn’t have to act or pretend. At that point he felt so horny he’d do anything to get relief, and he knew the only thing that would truly scratch his itch was Marston’s cock impaling him. 
Marston smiled and stroked Travis’ cock. “You like my cock?” 
“Yeah! I love your cock! I want it, please, give it to me!” He thrust, slowly, and Travis groaned as his ass stretched to accept the intrusion. The pinch of burn dissolved as Marston stroked his cock and made him moan and buck his hips, wanting his cock All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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deeper inside him. 
“Look at that virgin ass getting tapped. You like having my cock inside you?” 
“Yes!” 
“How’s it feel?” 
“Feels fucking great!” No lie, Marston’s fingers stroking his cock felt better than anything he’d ever experienced, including the incredible blow job. 
“Tell me what you want, baby.” 
“Fuck me, please! Make me cum!” 
Instead of fucking him, Marston stopped with his cock fully embedded inside him. He leaned back and stroked the backs of Travis’ thighs as the cameramen closed in and filmed them. Marston played with his sac, stroked and squeezed his cock, and held still as one of the cameramen took stills. 
Apparently they only needed a moment, because Marston soon started moving again, slowly thrusting and making Travis grunt with each stroke. 
“Feels good, don’t it, having that big cock inside you?” 
“Yeah!” 
Marston held on to his thighs as he fucked him, harder and faster as Travis felt his balls bouncing with each thrust and his cock aching to explode. 
Twice more Marston slowed and stopped, bending down to kiss him and play with his nipples as the crew filmed. By this time, Travis barely paid them any attention. His world ended at the cock deeply plumbing his ass and his own cock screaming for relief. He was getting paid to feel this good? 
Oh,  hell  yeah! 
Finally, Marston started again, grabbing Travis’ cock with his left hand and stroking in time with his thrusts. “You ready for your first gay pop shot, baby?” 
“Yeah!” 
“Then get ready, because I’m about to bust a nut. I can’t hold back much longer in this sweet, tight ass of yours.” 
Marston fucked him harder, faster, his hand working his cock until Travis threw back his head and let out a cry. “Oh, fuck yeah!” His release erupted at the same time Marston pulled out. Startled by the sudden withdrawal, Travis lifted his head to see Marston stroking his own cock with his right hand as streams of cum shot out, splashing over his balls and abs and mixing with his own. 
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Marston slapped his cock against his and smeared his hands over him. “Look at that. One new ass whore ready for fucking. You enjoy that, baby?” 
“Yeah,” he gasped, trying to catch his breath. 
He wondered when they’d call cut, but Marston stretched out next to him and kissed him, deeply, tenderly, driving conscious thought from his mind again. He tossed a leg over Marston’s, buried his fingers in the man’s shorter hair and eagerly kissed him back. 
More love bites down his throat, to his ear, and again the other man’s lips pressed against him. 
“Almost done,” Marston breathed. “You were great.” 
A thrill ran through him. It felt good hearing that, the genuine emotion for him alone and not the camera. 
Marston pulled him into his arms and held him, strong hands smoothing down his back and ass. 
After a minute, he heard someone mutter “cut” and realized it was Marston. 
The crew immediately stepped back and put their cameras down. When Travis looked up, he saw the red lights on the fixed cameras go dark. 
The sound guy looked at his watch. “Five?” he softly asked. 
Marston nodded and the men filed out, closing the door behind them. 
With a little time to think, Travis realized his ass felt like a Mack truck had driven through it, and cum from both of them was drying on his stomach and groin. 
He also realized he’d never climaxed so hard in his life. 
Marston propped himself up on one elbow. “You okay?” Travis nodded, temporarily robbed of speech. 
“I meant it. You were great.” 
Travis didn’t want to go down that road. “More make-believe?” Marston smiled. “No, I mean it. I don’t bullshit off-camera. They’ll be back in a minute to film round two.” 
Travis lifted his hand, which felt sticky. “I need a shower first, I think.” 
“Yeah. That’s round two.” 
“They’ll film that?” 
“Oh, yeah. Subscribers will eat that up. That’s why I’m not moving yet, but I wanted to make sure you were okay. Usually we go right from that to the shower. They’ll edit it to look like it’s All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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seamless.” He looked at Travis for a moment. “You want the full ten grand this weekend?” 
“What do I have to do?” 
“You spend the entire weekend with me, including sleeping with me in bed, not just fucking around. They’ll expect me to treat you like my boy for the weekend on camera, not just having sex. 
They’ll film it all, except for a couple of breaks here and there. Consider it a preview of what it would be like spending a couple of weeks with me, if you decide to do that.” Hell, considering he’d just let himself be fucked, sleeping with the guy would be easy. “Okay. 
Yeah, sure.” 
Marston nodded. “Alex lets me wait to make that call until after the first scene’s in the can. That way I know for sure if we have chemistry or not.” 
Travis shifted and winced. “Um, yeah. Holy fuck.” 
He laughed. “I know, it feels weird, right? You’ll get used to it. You okay, though? Feel good?” 
“Yeah. But like you said, weird. Can I ask a question? And don’t take this the wrong way.” 
“Sure.” 
“Why ten grand for a weekend, but then ten grand for two weeks?” 
“Because you’re not a virgin anymore. They get extra for that. I’m not about to spend two weeks barebacking with a guy I don’t like or who’s been fucking around a lot. It won’t just be sex, we’ll be roomies for two weeks, if you decide to take it.” 
“What about my classes?” 
“They’ll work around that, unless they can do it during the upcoming break. If you have a job, you’ll need to take the time off though.” 
“Okay. Yeah. Sure.” He stared at Marston. “I want to do it.” Marston arched an eyebrow at him. “Don’t be so quick to accept. You might not want me going after you for two solid weeks. They’ll expect a minimum of three pops a day, you, me, or both of us combined.” 
Twenty grand meant a lot of Ben Franklins. “If it doesn’t get any worse than this, then I’ll do it.” 
A frown flitted across the other man’s face. “You sure I didn’t hurt you?” 
“Shit. I didn’t mean it like that. Sorry. It’s just…” 
“Weird.” 
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“Yeah.” 
Marston laid back down. “Yeah, I know. It does get easier. Cameras bother you?” He thought about it. “No, actually, I sort of got used to them. That’s weird, huh?” 
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Chapter Five
Gary waited for the crew to return. He had to hand it to the kid he took it like a champ, and he had reamed him pretty hard there at the end. He’d gotten distracted by a cameraman moving when he wasn’t expecting it, and nearly lost his hard-on. He only saved it by fucking Craig harder and faster. 
I’m getting too old for this shit. 
At least the kid had a good body. After the first few minutes, it was easy to quit making comparisons to Billie despite Craig being a dead ringer for him. 
He wanted to feel his mouth on him again, that’s for sure. It’d been a while since he’d had a virgin take to it that eagerly. Usually it took them a while to get into it, you had to get them hornier than hell and go down on them a lot to make them take a hint. This kid seemed to take his pre-shot advice to heart to pretend it was make-believe and wasn’t doing too bad. 
He definitely was an ass virgin though. He’d taken enough of them to tell the legit ones from the ones who’d done it before. From the way they tended to react to that first breach, tensing, getting into it, then really liking it. 
And he’d yet to take one who didn’t enjoy it at least a little. He might be getting paid to do it, but he wasn’t an asshole. No reason they couldn’t have fun. This kid definitely seemed to enjoy it as hard as he came. 
Craig looked at him. “So what do we do now? Just wait for them?” 
“Yep. They’ll get the sheets changed while we’re in the shower and they’re filming that. We’ll actually take a break after the shower, but they like to get us going into bed from there, so we’ll give them some kissing and humping and stuff in bed and then we can break for lunch. They’ll bring it up to us and start filming us. If it doesn’t storm this afternoon, they’ll get some shots of us fucking around in the pool.” 
Craig studied him. “Do I have to fuck anyone else?” 
“Oh, hell no. We’re doing bareback. You don’t even kiss anyone else without my say-so this weekend.” 
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Craig laid back and stared at the ceiling. “So, you’re telling me I’m making ten grand to lay in bed and fuck around with you all weekend?” 
“Basically.” 
He started laughing. “This is crazy. I can’t believe I’m doing this.” 
“No one ever does.” 


* * * *
 When the crew returned, Alex came with them. “I glanced at some of the feeds from the fixed cameras. That was fucking hot. Great job, Mars. You too, Craig.” The kid blushed. “Thanks,” he mumbled. 
Gary smiled at him. “It’s okay. You’ll be a pro by Sunday night.” The crew filmed them necking some more and moving from the bed to the bathroom. This was one of his favorite parts. He could at least talk a little with his partner without worrying about every single fucking thing being picked up on audio. The shower was huge. They’d do that this time, and later that evening they’d get some shots of them in the sunken corner tub. He could imagine a few good shots, especially bending the kid over the edge and taking him from behind. 
He grabbed the bar of soap and started kissing Craig, enjoying how the kid responded almost naturally to him now, his nerves settling the longer they spent together. He soaped him up, pulling him close and running his hands down the seam of his ass. 
He whispered in his ear. “Just relax.” Then he pushed two fingers inside him as he turned him so the camera could film it. 
Craig moaned, his arms clutching him as his cock stiffened and rubbed against him. 
He switched to a normal tone of voice the sound boom would catch. “You like me playing with your ass, baby?” 
Craig was already working his hips in time with his movements. “Oh, fuck yeah!” 
“You are a natural slut. I’m going to fuck your mouth and your ass so good this weekend you won’t even want to look at a woman again.” He grabbed the lube and worked it around his ass, putting on a good show as he pressed three fingers inside him and slowly fucked him with his hand. 
Craig gasped as he eagerly bucked his hips in time with his motions. 
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“Maybe I should introduce you to fisting this weekend,” Gary suggested. “You think you’d like that?” 
The unintelligible moan wasn’t a definitive answer. 
Gary laughed. “We’ll table that discussion until you can think clearly.” He withdrew his fingers and swatted him on the ass. His own cock had stiffened, and while he didn’t want to cum again so soon, he knew Alex would have his nads if they didn’t get some shower fucking on tape. “Bend over. I want to fuck that sweet ass again.” 
Craig let him position him bent over, palms against the wall. Gary grabbed the lube and slicked himself, waited for the camera to get in position, then pressed in with one smooth movement. 
“Oh, fuck yeah!” Craig groaned. “Fuck my ass!” 
Gary reached around his far side so he didn’t block the camera. He grabbed Craig’s cock, pumping it for him. “You are turning into a real ass slut, aren’t you?” He leaned back, his free hand in the middle of Craig’s back as he fucked him. “Maybe I should take you home with me, turn you into my permanent little slut. Would you like that?” 
“Yes!” 
Craig thrust back, meeting him stroke for stroke. If he didn’t slow down they’d both pop at this rate. He released Craig’s cock and grabbed his hips instead, taking control of their fucking with long, slow thrusts. 


* * * *
 Travis closed his eyes as the water sluiced over his back and down the crack of his ass, where Marston’s cock was deeply embedded. First his fingers had prodded him, making him hard faster than had ever happened before. Again the brief question of Viagra versus vitality flitted through his mind before he shoved it away and simply enjoyed the experience. 
It’s only make-believe. 
It didn’t make him gay, just horny and broke, and wasn’t that the point? 
After nearly an hour in the shower, where neither of them came although Travis got really close several times, they spent a long time drying off and Travis licked the water from Marston’s body before tumbling back into bed. Five minutes later, as he desperately kissed the man and hoped for relief for his All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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hard cock, Marston patted him on the ass. 
“Cut. That’s lunch.” 
The crew stopped filming and left the bedroom. 
Travis fell back on the bed, eyes closed, and groaned. 
He jumped when Marston’s fingers closed around his shaft. “That’s good, kid. Keep it up, pun intended.” 
Travis laughed and looked at the man. His playful smile couldn’t be denied a reply. “You said you started out like me?” 
“Yep.” He released Travis’ cock and laid back. “Needed money for school.” 
“How old are you now?” 
“Almost twenty-eight.” He looked at him. “You?” 
“Twenty-one.” 
“What’s your major? Don’t worry, we’re off-camera.” 
“Engineering.” 
Marston nodded. “Good choice. You’ve got a chance to pay your bills and not get stuck doing something like this.” 
“Didn’t you graduate?” 
He smiled, and Travis couldn’t interpret it. “Yep. Got my degree. Gainfully employed. But sometimes you need the kind of money that gainful employment won’t provide.” Alex reappeared before Travis could ask him more. “You ready for lunch?” Alex asked. 
“Yeah.” Marston climbed out of bed and went to the closet, where he retrieved a cell phone. 
Travis couldn’t help but follow him with his eyes. He acted totally at ease being naked. 
“I need to make a quick call.” Without pulling on any clothes, Marston stepped out onto the balcony and closed the door behind him. 
Travis sat up and fought the urge to blush when Tara appeared with the storage tub of his stuff from downstairs. He grabbed a pair of shorts out of his bag and pulled them on. “What’s next?” he asked Alex. 
“When the star gets done with his call, we’ll get you some lunch up here. Since you’ll be up here all weekend anyway, I’d had her bring your stuff up. You’ll be sleeping in here with Mars, obviously. We’ll probably do some external shots on the grounds if the weather holds, but we might get All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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rain this afternoon. All you have to do is what Mars tells you to do and enjoy yourself.” He glanced at his watch. “I’ll get them moving on your lunch.” 
When Marston returned a few minutes later, he wore a slight frown. 
“Everything okay?” Travis asked. 
He nodded, his face immediately transforming back to bland disinterest. “Just had to check in. 
Lunch on the way?” 
“Yeah.” He wanted to ask him more, about what he did for a living, if he had a family, things like that, get to know him. Humanize him. He knew he couldn’t with the film crew now rolling on them. Then again, maybe he shouldn’t know all that. 
It’s only make-believe. 


* * * *
 After lunch, Travis received his first facial. They started by making out on the bed, where they’d left off after the shower. Even though he’d softened a little during their lunch, which was mostly filmed, Travis felt his cock twitch as Marston prepared to start filming again. He watched during a quick pause in the filming as Marston turned away and started stroking his cock, urging it back to a semi-erect state before he returned to the bed. 
Marston took the lead, starting by making out with him, rubbing their cocks together and playing with his equipment. Within fifteen minutes, Travis found himself begging for more. 
Martson laughed. “I knew it, a real natural.” He reached over to the bedside table and from a drawer withdrew a dildo and lube. “Spread ’em.” 
He drew his legs up, hooking his hands behind his knees, and watched as Marston drizzled lube over his crack and the toy. “I want that tight hole nice and loose for me to give you a good, hard fucking. I’ve been taking it easy on you, and I want to ream that snug little ass out good.” He took it slow at first, driving Travis crazy with need until Marston wrapped his fingers around his cock and started stroking. 
His entire body trembled with the stress of trying to hold back. “Give me that cum, baby,” Mars coaxed. “Don’t hold back. Show me what a real slut you are.” Travis closed his eyes and let the sensations take over. It felt better than good and within a All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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minute, he was close. “I’m gonna cum!” 
Marston squeezed harder, pumped faster, thrust the toy deeper. “Do it. Show me you want to be my good boy. Cum hard for me.” 
He cried out as his climax hit, lasting for what felt like forever and feeling hot splashes land on his chest. 
“That’s my good boy.” The toy was pulled from his ass and quickly replaced by Marston’s hard cock. 
He draped Travis’ legs over his shoulders as he fucked him hard and fast, driving him up the bed with the force of his thrusts. Then he slowed, pushed his legs back onto his chest, and reached down. “You ready for me to cum?” 
“Yeah!” 
He pulled out and quickly changed position as he pounded his cock with his hand, shooting cum all over his face and chest. Travis closed his eyes and tried to catch his breath as he felt the hot release land on him. 
“Very good, baby,” Marston cooed as he rubbed his cock all over his chest, smearing their mixed cum over his flesh. “Look at that, your very first facial.” Marston’s fingers grabbed his chin and turned his face, presumably toward the camera. “Open your eyes, baby.” The lens was inches from his face. 
Marston pressed two fingers into his mouth. Without thinking, he sucked. 
“Our newest ass whore, ready for fucking,” Marston announced. “I plan on making good use of my new boy this weekend. By the time I turn him loose, he’ll be a regular cum slut.” After a moment, Marston withdrew his hand. “Okay, cut.” The film crew disappeared again and Marston stood. 
In a daze, Travis stared at him. 
The other man smiled kindly, extended a hand, and helped him stand. “We get an hour’s break,” he said, his tone of voice gentle and totally different than while speaking to the camera. “Let’s go get you cleaned up.” 
Travis followed him into the bathroom and to the shower. This time it was all business, a quick clean-up. Mars finished first. He stepped out, wrapped a towel around his waist, and draped another over the top of the shower wall for Travis before walking out of the bathroom. 
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Stopping to look at himself in the mirror, Travis wondered how he’d feel about himself at the end of the weekend. He didn’t have anything to be ashamed of. Not that he’d want his father seeing the videos, and unless his mom was watching from beyond the grave, there wasn’t anyone else he gave a shit about. 
Of course, since his father saw fit to cut him off, maybe he didn’t really care if his father saw them or not. 
Mars returned to the bathroom with a small bag and brushed his teeth. Travis was going to get his when Mars stopped him. 
“Hey, would you mind doing this for me?” He held out a fine-pointed black permanent marker. 
“What?” 
He pointed to his left bicep. “Touch it up for me.” He grinned. “It’s not real. Anyone ever tries to claim I’m the guy in the videos, I can roll up my sleeve and prove them wrong.” Travis couldn’t help but smile. He took the marker from him. It only took a minute to fix the slight blur around the edges where their second trip to the shower had faded it. “That’s pretty smart,” Travis observed as he checked his handiwork. 
“Yeah. Advice I got early on. I have a plastic stencil I use to make it.” Their eyes met as he returned the marker. Truth be told, he wanted to get to know this guy better. “Are they going to tape everything we do this weekend?” 
“Well, I don’t know about you, but I don’t do watersports or scat. Those are hard limits for me, so the only bathroom stuff they film is sex.” 
“I meant talking. Is everything we say going to be recorded?” 
“They’re not now.” His smile faded. “You okay, kid?” 
“Yeah. I’d just like to be able to maybe talk with you at some point. Alone.” The mask descended again as Travis felt a sudden emotional distance. “I’m sorry, but I don’t date or get involved with co-workers.” 
“I meant just talk,” he clarified, even though he felt more than a touch of unexpected disappointment. “I don’t get to talk to people much. I’m usually too busy and it’s not like I can go up to the few friends I do have and say, ‘Hey, guess what I did last weekend?’” Mars’ face softened. “Ah. I get it. Sorry I jumped to conclusions. Yeah, that’s no problem. We can talk later after we go to bed. They’ll want some footage of us fooling around, we’ll do a couple All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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minutes of us snuggled up together, and then everyone shuts down for the night. They’ll pull some random shots of us from the fixed cameras throughout the night, especially if we fool around. Some of the models here today are just one-day shoots. Some of them are here for the weekend, but they’re staying at the Holiday Inn over by I-75. Only Alex, Matt, Tara, Kim, and a couple of the camera guys actually sleep here on-site.” 
“And us.” 
He smiled. “And us.” He waggled his eyebrows at him. “Lucky boy, we get to share the master suite. Best bed in the house.” 
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Chapter Six
Gary felt bad about jumping to conclusions, but he wanted to nip anything in the bud before the kid got his heart broke. 
He damn sure didn’t want to repeat what happened to him. He’d stuck to his no dating rule and made it perfectly clear he didn’t go back on it. Even the few times he really wanted to and worked with a cutie he clicked with emotionally as well as physically. 
Like he had with Billie. 
And like he had with this kid. 
How many virgins had he slept with who decided after one weekend maybe they really were gay and wanted to be with him? Too many to count. That’s why no one got his real name—ever. One of his rules was his real name couldn’t be used on-set. If he even heard it mentioned, he’d leave. 
It’d been a long time since he’d felt anything on an emotional level other than pity for the string of fresh meat he dealt with on a monthly basis. This kid could be dangerous for him. What sucked even worse? Craig was the first he’d felt a strong enough connection with to really want to do the two-week gig. 
What if he lost his heart? 
He couldn’t let that happen. 
Wouldn’t let it happen. 
All he had to do was recall what Billie did to him to remember why he needed to stay strong and think of Amy. He only needed this weekend, the two-week gig, and one final shoot after that. Then he could retire permanently from this crap. Go back to his boring vanilla life for good. Sure, he might need to do a once-a-year special shoot to pump up savings if there were any complications with Amy’s care, but the doctors had assured them the surgery was fairly routine. Barring any set-backs like infection, it should cure her condition. 
After these last three shoots, he’d still have enough money in the bank to cover her follow-up care and medications for the next year, especially with the royalties he’d generate. 
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Alex had assured him he was always welcomed back too, if he needed the cash. 
He hoped to God he’d never need it again. He was sick and tired of not being able to settle down, have a partner in his bed who wasn’t there for the money or to say he slept with Marston Cougar. 
Jesus Christ he hated that fucking name. Another of Billie’s legacies that stuck with him. It was too late to change it by the time he got screwed in a bad way. 
He pulled on a pair of shorts. When Craig emerged from the bathroom, Gary felt a need to explain. “Look, it’s nothing personal. I’m sorry I jumped the gun when I shut you down. I really do like you. If we didn’t work together, I wouldn’t mind having a drink or something with you.” Craig pulled on a pair of shorts. “No, it’s okay. I understand. You probably get a lot of weirdoes stalking you or something.” 
Relief mixed with regret filled him. He understood. Or Craig really was totally straight and would put this shoot behind him when he left on Sunday. “Yeah. Something like that. You hang around this business too long, you attract the wrong sorts along with the good.” He laid a hand on Craig’s arm and waited for him to look at him. 
Jesus, those fucking sweet eyes.  Long eyelashes, too. Why couldn’t he meet a girl who hit him that hard? “Take some advice, Craig. If you don’t need to be in this business to keep a roof over your head, get out as soon as you’ve got whatever it is you’re trying to earn. Don’t let it suck the life out of you, because that’s exactly what it will do.” 
Craig stared at him for a long moment. Gary resisted the urge to pull him into his arms and kiss him for real. “Has it sucked the life out of you?” he quietly asked. 
“Sometimes I think yeah, it has.” He squeezed his arm before letting go and turning away to check his cell for messages, to see if Maria had called. 
“How bad did you get hurt?” Craig asked him. 
Gary turned, startled. “What?” 
He couldn’t read the expression in the kid’s eyes. “Whoever fucked you over. How bad?” Gary felt the old familiar chill settle over him. “Real bad,” he softly said. “And I damn sure don’t want to do it to anyone else. Just remember, this is all make-believe.” 


* * * *
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Travis felt sorry for the guy. He did want to get to know him better, but with that little nugget of knowledge he realized they wouldn’t have anything deeper than an intimate working relationship. He sensed Marston was as alone in the world as he was. 
He couldn’t miss the pain in Marston’s eyes as he turned and took his cell out on the balcony and closed the door behind him. 
A soft knock sounded on the door. “Yeah?” 
Tara stuck her head in. “All clear?” 
“Yeah.” 
She walked in, smiling. “Alex wanted me to come check on you. He’s trying to stay clear of Mars.” 
“What’s going on with him?” he asked, nodding his head toward the balcony door where Mars was visible through the glass. 
“Oh, don’t worry about him. This is how he gets. If he didn’t pull in the web hits and subscriptions he does, Alex never would give him the leeway or pay he gets. He does his job, knows what he has to do, and does it well. Alex stays out of his way.” She sighed. “He’s a real sweetie, though. We’re going to miss him.” 
“Miss him?” 
“Yeah, he’s only doing two more shoots after this, then he’s done.” 
“Why?” 
She shrugged. “Don’t ask, don’t tell, baby. Craig,” she corrected herself, smiling. “And remember to use that name, not your real one. No one needs to know who you are. Safer that way.” 
“Do you film?” 
“Used to.” She patted her stomach, which looked board-flat. “I know I don’t look it, but I’m almost ten weeks along. Matt’s my husband.” 
“Oh, congratulations.” 
“I used to do strictly girl-on-girl action, no guys. Matt didn’t mind me doing that.” She grinned. 
“Alex and Kim like me, so they’re training me to do the office and technical stuff. He also has a small porn studio that produces scripted material, and I want to become a director. I know it’s not Hollywood, but I don’t have to worry about shaving my twat all the time or if I gain weight during pregnancy.” She sat next to him on the bed. “I dropped out of business school when I lost my grants. I’m trying to finish All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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my degree now.” 
“How old are you?” 
“Twenty-six.” 
“You don’t look it. I thought you were my age.” 
Her grin widened. “Thanks, sweetie.” Her smile faded. “You okay?” He nodded. “I’m getting used to it.” 
“You looked good on camera. Really hot. Totally natural. You and Mars were wicked awesome together.” She giggled. “Even got me wet. Want to see the rushes? They’re working on the first batch now, to get a bait promo up on the website.” 
“Rushes?” 
“Raw footage. Come on, I’ll show you.” 
He cast a glance at the door and saw Mars still talking on the phone. It couldn’t hurt to go with her, could it? 
“You’re allowed out, Craig,” she said with a laugh. “You don’t have to be stuck in here the entire time. When you’re on break, your time is yours. Movie magic makes it look like you guys spent the whole time together.” 
He remembered her husband. “Matt won’t mind?” 
“Aw, sweetie, that’s so cute. He’s not jealous like that. Come on.” He slipped on flip flops and followed her out of the bedroom after one last peek through the balcony door. Mars leaned on the railing, a wistful smile on his face as he talked to someone. 
Travis followed Tara downstairs, through the large house, passing several different film crews along the way. Some were already filming, some were engaged in planning their shoots. 
She rose up on her toes to whisper in his ear, “You can walk through if a scene’s going on as long as they don’t have it roped off. Just be quiet, don’t disturb them, and stay out of the shot unless they need extras and ask you to stay.” She had a thought and rose up again. “Except remind them you can’t bottom or top with anyone but Mars this weekend, but you could be in a circle jerk or help hold someone or be in a background shot or something if they needed it.” He nodded, realizing this had to be the most surreal conversation of his life. She led him out a sliding glass door onto the lanai. A crew by the pool was actively shooting what looked like a gang bang of four guys using a fifth, while several other models stood around stroking their cocks and All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
File sharing is theft and is illegal! 
More Than Make-Believe – Tymber Dalton Page 48
watching the action. 
Tara leaned in. “The bottom’s Eddie,” she whispered. “He’s a total bottom, genuine cum slut, will take almost anything Alex and the directors throw at him. He has no interest being a top like Mars. 
He’s one of the few who genuinely does this for fun, not money.” 
“Shit.” The guy was bent over a lounge chair, being viciously fucked by one guy while another was forcing him to deep-throat his cock. The other two men actively participating in the scene were holding Eddie’s legs spread wide open and his arms immobilized, pinned behind his back. Two cameras were catching the action. 
“Yeah, I know. Hard to watch, but he loves it. He does have a safeword.” Travis swallowed hard in sympathy at the guy’s plight. “How the fuck do you utter a safeword with a cock down your throat?” 
She laughed. “Oh, in that case he just bites.” 
“Ow.” 
She continued walking and he followed. “Those kinds of scenes are sort of scripted. Eddie calls the shots, even though I know it doesn’t look like it. He has some limits, and usually as long as the limits aren’t crossed he won’t safeword.” 
“Does Marston work with him too?” Somehow, the thought that some of the guys here had fucked his co-star churned his jealousy in an unexpected and unpleasant way. 
“Eddie? Oh, hell no. Eddie’s a sweet guy, but he’ll fuck anything that moves. Mars has a niche. 
He almost exclusively works with virgins, although in his early days he did bottom. Usually with Billie Buttes.” She thought for a moment. “Actually, I take that back, maybe he only bottomed for Billie before he became a top.” 
“Who?” 
“He was the Marston Cougar of his day. That’s when the internet wasn’t as big as it is now and a lot of the action was on DVDs and video and sold through magazines. He gave Mars his name.” 
“What’s his real name?” 
She laughed. “Uh-uh. No way. Mars doesn’t give his name out to anyone. It’s a condition written into his contract. You want it, you ask him for it yourself.” She opened a door and they were in a large three-car garage. Instead of vehicles, someone had set up a portable A/C unit and a dozen folding six-foot tables covered from end to end with video All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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equipment and computers. Extra film equipment like lights were stored in one corner, and six guys, some wearing headphones, were compiling footage. He noticed a large open box next to the door. 
When he peeked in, he saw it held several hundred condoms, at least. Another box contained several dozen bottles of lube. 
“We literally do almost a month’s worth of shooting in a weekend. We have some fill-in stuff we shoot with really cheap production values in the office back room or on location, but the premium stuff we do on a full weekend like this.” She walked over to one guy who had pierced eyebrows, long dyed-red hair pulled into a braid, and a goatee. His arms were covered in brightly-colored sleeve tats depicting Chinese artwork. “Hey, Cable, this is Craig.” Cable, whose headphones hung around his neck, nodded. “Dude. Nice shoot.” 
“Can we show him the preview from his rushes?” Tara asked. 
Cable slid his rolling office chair two monitors over to another computer terminal, where he queued up a feed. “This is the rough cut of the preview trailer we’re posting tonight,” Cable explained. 
“Still have to final the sound and get Alex’s approval on the graphics.” He handed Travis a pair of headphones and waited for him to put them on before hitting play. 
Travis felt heat rush to his face as he watched the fast-paced sixty-second clip, spliced together footage out of order, but depicting him kissing Marston, then sucking him, being fucked, getting sucked, ending with a shot of his face as he started climaxing the first time. 
When it ended, Tara took the headphones from him. “Trippy seeing yourself on tape, huh?” He nodded. “Yeah. Trippy.” 
She grinned. “It’s great though, trust me. Really hot. You looked good. I always hated seeing myself on tape too. Never feels real when you’ve been through it.” 
“It’s only make-believe,” he mumbled. 
She laughed. “Yep, that’s exactly it. Come on, I know Alex wanted to talk to you.” He numbly followed her out of the garage while shifting his cock inside his shorts. 
His really hard cock. Seeing Marston doing those things to him from an outside perspective slammed one startling fact home. 
He hadn’t just had fun doing it, he’d liked doing it. 
Really liked it. 
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* * * *
 They found Alex at his laptop in the pool house office. He looked up and smiled at Travis. 
“Hey, how you doing?” 
“I showed him the preview,” Tara said. 
“Yeah? How’d you like it?” 
Travis nodded. “Different.” 
“Are you sick of hearing us say you’ll get used to it yet?” 
“Not yet.” 
“Help yourself to snacks, don’t fill up though. I really liked how you looked with him. I hope you’ll sign on for the special shoot. Maybe after that, we can talk more about you coming in and working with some other tops.” 
His first thought was to say no. He didn’t want to work with anyone else. 
Fuck. That’s stupid. 
“Let me survive the weekend first.” 
Alex grinned. “I like you. You’re not a diva. Some guys, they survive their first scene and suddenly they think they’re hot shit. You’re real. Wish I had more like you.” 
“Thanks.” He followed Tara back to the snack area and grabbed a bottle of water. 
“You still have a little free time, just be upstairs in about fifteen to go over stuff with Mars.” He nodded. 
“Oh! Don’t forget to ask for a username and password to the sites. That’s one of the perks, you get a free membership. Kim’ll set you up there.” 
“Okay. Thanks.” He wandered around the house. In the living room, they were filming two guys going at it. One was bent over the couch and being drilled by the other. Out by the pool, Eddie was still the center of attention except the other two guys had replaced the first two in his mouth and ass and he was now splashed with cum. In what looked like a den, a guy dressed as a doctor was getting a blow job by a fully dressed guy. 
Normally, some of these scenes might have brought him at least a little wood just from the sheer amount of sex going on around him and his usual lack of sexual contact with anything but his own hand. The various tableaux held nothing but cursory interest for him. 
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What he really wanted— who he really wanted—was upstairs. 
He stopped at the foot of the stairs and looked up. Above him, all lay quiet. 
He walked up and hesitated at the door. 
It’s only make-believe. 
That’s all it ever could be. 
He opened the bedroom door. 
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Chapter Seven
Gary stood at the balcony doors and stared out at the pastures behind the house. The owners kept five horses. One day he’d like to have a house like this. 
Not gonna happen on teacher’s pay, that’s for fucking sure. Not even if I get tenure. 
His three-bedroom house in Thonotosassa, not too far from the university, was as good as he could do for now. At least it was paid off, courtesy of five months of shoots. 
Of course, that was before Amy was born. 
Gary had hated Maria’s ex, who was ten years older than her. He’d gotten her knocked up when she was only seventeen. It only compounded Maria’s problems when she dropped out of school and married the son of a bitch once she found out she was pregnant, despite Gary begging her not to. Then the guy got busted for dealing coke when Maria was seven months pregnant. Even though she was innocent and not involved in her husband’s illegal activities, the lawyers Gary hired for her had barely managed to convince the State Attorney’s office of that and keep her out of jail. At least Maria dumped the louse. Divorce paid for by big brother Gary, of course. 
Amy’s father was still in jail and had never set eyes on her. He never would either, if Gary had his way. 
He’d kill the son of a bitch if he ever came near her or Maria. Because of his sentence, they’d gotten the jerk’s parental rights terminated. 
He closed his eyes. Amy was only three, she deserved a chance at a good life, a normal life, and God knew she’d had anything but that up till now. Between all the time she’d spent at All Children’s Hospital in St. Pete, a no-good asshole father, and a mother who managed to find a peckerhead in a sea of good guys no matter how hard she tried, he’d be damned if he’d let his niece suffer if he had the ability to provide for her. Especially since their strict Italian Catholic parents had written Maria off when she got pregnant out of wedlock, which was why she’d married the asshole to begin with. A hopeless attempt to regain their respect. 
He held back a snort. How would they feel about a son who fucked guys on film for money? 
All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
File sharing is theft and is illegal! 
More Than Make-Believe – Tymber Dalton Page 53
Hell, how would Maria felt about it if she knew? He never told her about his weekend a month spent away, never discussed how he earned his extra money. Her only responsibility was to stay home, take care of Amy, take care of the house, earn her GED, and not date jerks. 
Craig walked in and he studied him, trying to ignore the pleasant thump his heart made when he saw him. 
Don’t go there. Never again.  “Hey. Tara show you around?” He nodded. “She showed me a preview they’re going to put on the website tonight.” He walked to the closet and put his phone away. “Cool. How’d we do?” He glanced at the kid. 
Craig shrugged. “They said we looked good.” 
Gary sat on the bed. “How’d it feel watching yourself?” He noticed him looking at the fixed cameras. “This is just you and me.” 
“You want the truth?” 
Gary nodded. “Off-camera, just you and me, no bullshit.” Craig sat in one of the chairs and looked at him. “I’ve never been with a guy before. Never thought about it. And I enjoyed it. When I looked at it, it was sort of weird to see me doing that. But…” He shrugged. “Yeah, it got me hard again. Really hard. So I don’t know how to feel about that.” Gary weighed his words. “You’re here for the money. Did you know there’s lots of straight guys who enjoy anal? Maybe not with another guy, but they like it when their woman plays with their ass or uses a strap-on on them. There’s straight guys who don’t mind the occasional fling with a guy. There are guys who are bi or heteroflexible or whatever you want to call them. All that matters is if you enjoy it, you do it safely, and everyone’s on board with it.” Craig pondered that for a minute. “My brain knows all that, but I’m still trying to sort it out.” Gary stood and walked over to him. His cock hardened. Fuck. He really did want him. “While you’re sorting it out, just enjoy it.” He reached out and touched Craig’s hair. Soft, not coarse. Bet he’d look good first thing in the morning with bed head and a sleepy smile. 
His cock throbbed. 
He caught Craig’s hand and pulled him to his feet. He was the perfect height too. He looked into his eyes and kissed him. After a second, Craig stepped into his embrace and kissed him back, his hard cock pressing into him through his shorts. 
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with this guy. Easily. 
He didn’t want to think how easy it would be to picture going out with him. 
“Just enjoy it,” Gary told him again. 
“Are you enjoying it? Enjoying me?” Craig asked. 
Gary smiled. “Yeah.” 
“No bullshit?” 
“No cameras, no bullshit. I can’t promise you much, but I can promise you that.” 


* * * *
 Gary found the afternoon session even hotter than the morning. They filmed hard-core fucking to tender necking and everything in between. He felt comfortable letting the kid fuck him, something that hadn’t happened in a long time, and came harder than he had in years. As they lay there after the film crew left he looked at Craig. The guy turned his head and met his gaze. 
He reached out and stroked Craig’s cheek. No, fuck no, don’t go there.  But he couldn’t help it. “I hope you decide to do the two-week shoot.” 
Craig stared at him. “Yeah?” 
“Yeah. I really like you.” 
Craig licked his lips. Despite the fresh load of Gary’s cum smeared all over the guy’s abs, his dick hardened again. 
“Tara said you don’t tell anyone your real name.” 
Gary shook his head. 
“She also said you’re retiring.” 
“Yeah.” 
“If I do the two-week shoot, will you make a deal with me?” He felt like he was treading on paper-thin ice. “What?” 
“You tell me your name.” 
Gary smiled. What could it hurt?  “You do the two-week shoot, and at the end of the shoot, I’ll tell you my first name. And you’ll tell me yours.” 
Craig nodded. “Okay.” 
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“Why’s that so important to you?” 
He smiled. “Because if that’s my last chance to work with you, at least I know you did something with me you didn’t do with anyone else. It’ll make it easier on me when I look back on this.” He laughed. “I’ll feel special.” 
Gary took a deep breath and let it out slowly as his finger stroked Craig’s cheek. He couldn’t resist his smile. “You already are special,” he softly said before climbing out of bed and heading for the shower. 


* * * *
 Travis watched him leave the bed. The muscles in Mars’ tight ass bunched and rolled as he disappeared into the bathroom. Travis didn’t know how to interpret his remark, so he chose not to. He didn’t understand what he was feeling and didn’t want to make more out of Mars’ comment than he meant. 
It’s only make-believe. 
But it damn sure felt like more. 
Then again, Marston Cougar was paid a lot of fucking money to make it look real. He closed his eyes and groaned. Cougar.  Dave’s suggestion he go find himself a cougar to support himself came back to haunt him. 
Not exactly what he had in mind, I’m sure. 
He laughed. He couldn’t even tell him about it. 
Fuck me. 
He climbed out of bed and followed Marston into the bathroom. “How come they don’t film this?” Then he heard a knock on the bedroom door. 
Marston smirked. Travis felt his cock twitch at the playful expression. “You were saying? Come in!” he hollered as he reached in and started the shower. 
The crew quickly positioned themselves as Marston pulled Travis into the shower with him. 
Pressing his lips to his ear, he whispered, “Let’s give them a show.” Travis stared into his hazel eyes and pulled the taller man’s face down to his. He kissed him, hungrily. If he was going to make it look good, he’d make it look damn good. After the way it felt All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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fucking him, his tight ass muscles fisting his cock better than any woman he’d slept with, he had no problems making it look good. 
Alone again once the crew finished shooting, Travis touched up Marston’s fake tat as the older man watched him in the mirror. When their gazes locked again, he had to swallow back a lump in his throat. 
Everyone probably feels this with him. I’m not special. It’s only make-believe. 
That was his mantra now. He forced his eyes away and returned the marker. Alex had passed the word that he wanted to get footage of them in the pool before dinner. Then a post dinner shoot of them in the tub, then they could break for the night. 
When Marston took the marker from him, his fingers closed over his hand. Travis looked at him. They silently stared at each other for a few long, endless moments before Marston finally turned away and left the bathroom. 


* * * *
Goddamned Alex, Gary thought. He’d never worked with anyone who looked so much like Billie. The man who’d broke his heart and unintentionally taught him the facts of life when he first started working in the porn industry. Like rule one, you don’t fall for your co-stars. And rule two, you don’t lead people on. 
That had to be why Craig hit him so hard. The physical resemblance, and the fact that he would sleep with only him and one more in his “career,” and then…kaput. 
Just emotional, that’s all. 
Of course, that was it. He looked forward to getting out of the business, but it didn’t mean it didn’t affect him on some level. Once he was out of the business for good, maybe he could find someone he could settle down with. 
Man or woman, he didn’t care. Whoever stole his heart. 
He grabbed a pair of shorts and pulled them on. They’d do a little unscripted role-playing next, probably the broke, straight pool boy meets the horny, rich gay homeowner shtick. That one always got a lot of hits and he hadn’t done it in over a year. 
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soon. Three guys filming all day lounged around the pool, Eddie and two others he didn’t know. Eddie was busy going down on one of the other guys, trying to get him hard in preparation for a shoot. 
Even the thought of one of Eddie’s industrial blow jobs didn’t make his cock twitch. He’d worked with Eddie once, when another model cancelled and Alex needed a fill in. That’d been a few years ago, and all he’d agreed to was Eddie blowing him. 
One of the crew approached Gary to discuss the next round of shooting. They were deciding on camera placement for the best lighting angles without the gear ending up in the pool when Eddie lifted his head and let out a wolf whistle. 
“Hey, Mars, you gonna share? Or do I have to wait for you to retire to get me some of that?” Gary wasn’t sure what he meant at first, until he glanced over at the sliders leading to the lanai and spotted Craig standing there in shorts. 
White hot jealousy rolled through him, scaring him. He clamped down on it and knelt next to Eddie so he could lower his voice and Craig wouldn’t hear. 
“I have no control over what you do when I’m gone. But let me tell you something, he’s mine this weekend, so keep your fucking hands off him.” 
Eddie laughed “Whoa! Dude’s possessive of his fresh meat.” He grinned, then faked a pout. 
“Too bad you don’t feel that way about me. I’ll bottom for you anytime, you know that.” He batted his eyes at Gary. 
The guy on the receiving end of the blow job opened his eyes. “Guys, can you continue this conversation another time? Alex said he’ll fire my ass if I can’t get it up for the next scene, and I need the dough to make my car payment.” 
Gary finished his discussion with the cameraman and walked over to Craig. “You ready?” 
“What are we doing this time?” 
Gary explained the basics to him. “No script, just play along. This is one they’ll release later, not at the same time with the first batch, so it’s not marketed the same way. By the time this one hits the website there will be people looking for videos of us together. They’ll know I’ve already fucked you.” He stared into Craig’s sweet eyes. He didn’t want to do this. What he wanted to do was take him upstairs and lay in bed with him and talk. “I’ll probably get a little rougher with you. I won’t hurt you, but…” His stomach rolled a little. “Just make-believe. Role-playing. Right?” Craig smiled. “Right. I trust you.” 
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They kicked Eddie and his fluffing duties off the lanai and into the living room. The crew decided to keep a couple other people on the lanai, let them jerk off and catch them in extra shots to add footage for other films and previews. Someone found the skimmer and handed it to Craig after showing him how to use it. Gary took a seat in one of the pool loungers and put on a pair of cheap-ass sunglasses. He pretended to pretend to watch Craig while rubbing his own cock through his trunks. 
He didn’t have to pretend. He liked watching him. Craig’s hair was just shaggy enough it fell forward a little as he leaned forward to skim the pool. 
His cock hardened for real. 
Usually it took more than a little make-believe of his own, inside his head, to get this hard this fast. 
He pretended the cameras weren’t there, wished they weren’t there. 
“Hey, kid. You want to make some extra money…” 
It took him all of fifteen minutes before he had Craig spread out on a pool float, his dick buried to the root inside him. That’s as long as he could stand to not be inside him. Not just fucking him. 
Making love to him. 
He didn’t know and didn’t want to care whether or not Craig knew the difference. He did. 
He made love to him, slowly thrusting into him, pretending they really were alone on the pool deck without the crew and extras standing around watching. 
When Craig looked into his eyes Gary wanted to hold him there forever. When Craig closed his eyes and moaned at how good it felt, Gary caught his chin and turned his face back to him. “Look at me,” he hoarsely whispered. 
Craig’s eyes fluttered open. 
“Stay with me,” he said. “Stay right here with me.” The kid nodded. 
He sat back, grabbed Craig’s cock, and stroked it. “I want you to cum with me.” Craig’s hands caressed his thighs, his arms, held on to him as he fucked and stroked him. “Do it. 
Please.” 
“You like my cock in your ass, don’t you?” 
“Yeah. I like the way you fuck me.” 
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more, but he wasn’t about to get his heart broke…again. “I like fucking you. I could easily spend the rest of my life fucking you. Would you like that?” 
Craig eagerly nodded. “Yeah!” 
When they finished filming that scene—which went on longer than Gary intended, but had felt too damn good to stop—Alex called dinner. They cleaned up, changing into street clothes. Craig sat on the bed and watched him dress. “What now?” 
He shrugged. “Dinner, then they film a fake interview with us that supposedly took place after the first time we did it. Alex asks us questions and stuff. They’ll splice it into the other footage. They’ll get some more shots of us necking and stuff, we’ll do a scene in the tub, then bed.” 
“To sleep?” 
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Chapter Eight
Later that night Travis lay awake, staring at the wall. Despite his aching ass and almost raw cock, he felt stirrings of desire when he mentally replayed their final shoot of the day in the bathroom. 
The feel of Marston’s hands roaming his body, tenderly, caressing, was like nothing he’d ever known. 
Now the taller man’s body was pressed along the length of his in the bed, his arm draped over his waist, their legs twined. It felt good. 
It felt right. 
He felt connected to him, in a way. 
“You awake?” Marston whispered, startling him. 
“Yeah.” He glanced up and spotted the red light on one of the fixed cameras. 
“You okay?” 
“Yeah.” 
“It’s okay. They’re not running sound right now. They’ll just get a few shots of us throughout the night on the infrared.” 
“Oh.” 
“You still want to do the two weeks with me?” 
Craig felt Marston’s cock twitch against the seam of his ass. He realized with no little surprise that despite his exhaustion, and what would most likely be an achy body in the morning, he wouldn’t mind another round with Mars. Even if it was just kissing and snuggling. 
“Yeah. I do.” He hesitated, not sure if he should admit his next thought or not. “Mind if I say something?” 
“Why would I mind?” 
He let his hand settle over Marston’s and laced his fingers through his. “I wish it was going to be longer than two weeks.” 
Marston squeezed his hand. “Me too, kid. Get some sleep.” Marston pressed his lips to the back of his neck in a long, slow, sweet kiss that nearly hardened him again before snuggling tighter along his All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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back. 
As he heard Marston’s breathing slow and deepen into sleep, he lay there, now wide awake. 
It’s only make-believe. Don’t forget that. It’s not real. 


* * * *
 At some point he did sleep, because a bright shaft of sunlight hit him squarely in the face as Marston slipped out the balcony door with his cell. A moment later, he returned. When he spotted Travis was awake, he grinned as he put his phone away. 
“Good morning.” He was naked and knelt on the bed to plant a deep, sweet good morning kiss on his lips. 
Travis didn’t know or care if they were being filmed. “Morning.” He draped his arms around Marston’s neck as his morning wood made its presence known. “What’s on the agenda?” Marston nipped his bottom lip. “Breakfast. Nothing too heavy. We have an easy morning though, because Alex has a lot of models coming and going today. They’ll focus on us more later. We get a break to build up steam.” 
Travis laughed, and Marston realized what he said. “Um, yeah. Literally coming and going. And steaming. They have a lot of one-day shoots they’ll knock out and they need the crew. They’ll give us a camera guy if we feel like screwing around before they’re ready. Or we can go down and fool around at the pool and they’ll film us. We just need to be careful not to waste any money shots.” Marston’s hand trailed down Travis’ chest, to his cock, which now stood rigid. “Well hello, friend.” He knelt down and wrapped his lips around it. 
Travis moaned. “Oh, fuck!” 
Marston grinned and released his cock after planting a kiss on the head. “Just making sure you’re in a working mood.” His own stiff cock bobbed between his legs. 
Travis sat up and caught it, licking the head. “Tease.” 
“Yeah, buddy. I’ve been called worse.” He pinned Travis’ hands over his head to the mattress and rubbed their stiff cocks together. “Lucky for you I haven’t had my coffee yet or I’d be banging you right now.” He leaned in and kissed him before sitting up and releasing him. “Come on, let’s clean up.” He climbed out of bed and extended a hand to Travis, who followed him to the bathroom. They All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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shaved, brushed their teeth, and put on shorts. Downstairs, Travis smelled someone cooking. He followed Marston to the guest house where Tara was at work in the kitchen. 
“Hey, boys. Good morning.” 
Marston leaned in and pecked her on the cheek. “Morning, kiddo. How you feeling?” 
“Pretty good.” She frowned. “You won’t be around when he or she is born.” He smiled. “Send me an invite to your baby shower. I’d pay money to see Matt changing diapers.” 
Travis stood back and watched the interplay. Marston seemed at ease, natural. 
How would it be to have a man to wake up to every morning instead of a woman? Of course, right now he had no one to wake up to. 
“What time do the festivities start?” Marston asked her. 
She worked on scrambling some eggs. “Eight. So you’ve got nearly an hour before the invasion.” She glanced at Travis. “How you want your eggs, sweetie?” He slid onto a stool at the counter. “Um, scrambled’s fine. Thanks.” She bumped her hip into Marston’s. “Hey, you two make a cute couple. Even like your eggs the same way.” 
He didn’t think he imagined Marston blushed a little. “Don’t play match-maker, Tara. Gets you in trouble.” He poured himself a cup of coffee, but Travis didn’t miss how he snuck a look at him, followed by a wink. 
No cameras, no bullshit.  Travis winked back. 


* * * *
 Sunday morning, they awoke to two cameramen filming them. Travis had expected it, and frankly, didn’t pay any attention to them as Marston pulled him into his arms and they slowly made love. He found as much as he liked it when Marston fucked him from behind, he preferred being on his back, legs drawn up, and Marston’s comforting weight pressing him into the mattress as they stared into each other’s eyes. 
He tried to remember his mantra, that it was only make-believe, but his heart couldn’t do that when it didn’t feel like make-believe. He decided he’d go with it, enjoy it, look forward to their two All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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weeks together, and beyond that…
He didn’t want to think about it. 
Marston’s fingers raked through his hair, catching his curls, rubbing his scalp. 
“I love your hair, baby,” he said. “I could play with it all day. I love the way it feels on my thighs when you go down on me.” 
Travis loved it when he called him baby. He wrapped his fingers around the back of Marston’s neck and pulled him down for another kiss, his cock comfortably sandwiched between their bellies and Marston’s buried in his ass. The original plan had been to give the cameras a hot show and head downstairs for breakfast, but neither of them could stop. Before they knew it, they were both shooting their loads and barely remembered to move enough for the cameras to catch it. 
Then Mars lowered his body over his and kissed him. He stared into Travis’ eyes. They ignored the camera crew until they finally left them alone. 
Travis wanted to blurt out something stupid and sappy. Or maybe dangerous, like, “I love you.” Because it damn sure felt like something close to love. He sensed Mars wanted to say something, too, but the man lowered his lips to his and thoroughly kissed him until he gasped for breath and wanted to feel him inside him again. 
Marston’s eyes dropped closed. He touched his forehead to Travis’ for a long, silent moment before he finally left the bed and went to use the bathroom. 
Travis closed his eyes and took a deep breath. The thought of leaving today, of going back to his crappy apartment, alone, and sleeping—alone—didn’t appeal to him in the least. 


* * * *
 Gary tried not to think about their time together drawing short. He enjoyed their shooting, threw himself into it, and ignored the painful pinch of emotions when he thought about saying good-bye to Craig. 
I’ll see him in a few days. 
He sure would. Their preview trailer had hits and pre-order requests higher than any other previous video. Alex decreed they’d start shooting the next Friday, and stretch it out a third weekend and end on a Monday, instead of just the originally planned fourteen days. The semester break would All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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work in their favor. 
Gary wouldn’t deny he felt happy when Craig readily agreed to the extra time. Alex offered Craig more money, but Gary didn’t miss how the kid had jumped at the chance even before the extra pay was mentioned. 
Five days apart. Wouldn’t be any worry about him fucking anyone that week—he didn’t have anyone. He never told Alex that he didn’t date, let him think he had a romantic life outside of work. 
The truth was, he had Maria and Amy and work. 
His real work. 
His respectable job. 
He didn’t have time for a relationship. 
Well, okay, that was bullshit. He had the time, but he didn’t want to try to fit in a relationship and have to explain to them that oh, by the way, I fuck guys once a month for pay, on film. And he didn’t want any half-assed one-night stands, either. He couldn’t bring himself to cheat on a partner. It didn’t matter if a lot of the other models rationalized it as work. To him it was a physical relationship. 
Staying single was much easier. Less complicated. 
He also didn’t want anyone to know what he did his one weekend a month. 
Craig wouldn’t care. 
He nipped that shit in the bud. For all he knew the kid had a girlfriend or was an asshole or came with a semi truck full of emotional baggage. 
Like he already did. 
Their last shoot of the day ended with them in the tub. After they finished, the crew left them alone and closed the bedroom door behind them. He stared at Craig and shifted position to lay beside him in the tub. He pulled him into his arms and kissed the top of his head. “Can I trust you not to be with anyone until Friday?” 
Craig laughed. “Um, yeah. Not a problem. I don’t have anyone.” 
“Neither do I,” he softly admitted before pressing one last kiss to his forehead and moving away. It didn’t take him long to get dressed and gather his things. 
Alex brought their checks in as they were getting ready to leave. “Great weekend, Craig.” He handed him an envelope. “I’m looking forward to seeing you Friday. All the info’s in there.” Craig nodded. “Thanks.” He folded the envelope and started to tuck it in his pocket when Gary All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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tapped him on the shoulder. 
“Not that I don’t trust Alex here,” he said with a smile, “but always check your check before you leave, in case there’s an error.” He slipped his finger under the flap of his envelope and looked at his. It was, as always, correct. 
Alex grinned. “Have I ever shafted you, big guy?” 
He slipped his sunglasses on, the prescription ones he used to drive with, not the cheap-ass ones he wore during a shoot. “No. And you won’t, either.” 
“Oh, I had Kim give you a free premium membership login for the site,” Alex told Craig. “So you can go see your films, and any others you want to watch. Info’s in there.” 
“Thanks.” He looked at his check and the other information before he returned it to the envelope and put it in his pocket. 
Gary grabbed his bag. “I’ll walk you out.” 
Craig picked up his stuff and followed him downstairs and through the house to the front door. 
Kim was finishing up her paperwork. “See you on Friday,” she told them. “Nice job, Craig. Look forward to working with you again.” 
Gary noticed he simply nodded as he walked outside with him. 
As they approached the cars, Craig appeared nervous. “Which one is yours?” Gary pulled his key fob out and the lights on his three year-old Civic blinked. “Here.” He opened the back door and tossed his bag inside. He wanted to pull Craig to him for one last kiss, but a couple of people still lingered around, including Eddie chatting with Matt by the front door. 
He wouldn’t break his rule now. Maybe it was for the best. He’d see him soon enough. 


* * * *
 Travis stared at his car. “You don’t drive one of those?” He hooked his finger over his shoulder at the fancier cars parked in the shade closer to the house. 
Marston laughed. “Too expensive. You know how much insurance is on one of those things?” He tapped the roof of his four-door Civic. “Paid for. Bought it barely used. Gets good mileage.” He leaned against it and crossed his arms over his chest. Travis looked for any excuse he could to keep him there and keep him talking. “You assumed because I was a ‘star’ that I’d drive one of those four-All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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wheeled penises?” 
He laughed. “I don’t know. I guess.” 
“So what’s your check going for?” 
He shrugged. “Hopefully to replace my piece of shit with something reliable. It’s eating me alive. And paying bills until my paid internship kicks in.” Marston nodded and seemed to be looking around. Travis wished he’d take off his sunglasses so he could see his eyes again. “Where you heading?” Marston asked. 
“Tampa. I live off-campus.” 
“Let me give you some advice.” He looked at the ground. “Don’t blow that money. There might be a temptation to spend some of it, maybe even a lot of it. Put at least half of it aside for a rainy day fund in savings and destroy the ATM card if they give you one. Hold on to it.” 
“Yeah. I already planned on something like that.” 
He nodded. “Good. That’s smart.” He glanced at his cell phone as if checking the time, then looked his way again. “See you on Friday.” He extended his hand. 
Travis stared at his hand before he shook it, holding on longer and harder than he meant and trying not to look like a desperate dweeb. What a pitiful asshole he was. Every guy who slept with Marston for the first time probably felt like this when the weekend ended. That was his job, to make it look good for the cameras. That’s why he was so popular. “Thank you. For everything. I had a good time.” 
Marston didn’t let go. “Me too.” 
He didn’t know what else to say. “Drive safely.” 
“Yeah. You too.” 
He noticed Marston didn’t let go either. 
Travis blurted it out. It was either that or explode. “How do you keep it make-believe after a weekend like that? I’ve never felt like that before.” After a final, gentle squeeze, Marston released his hand. “Before this weekend,” he softly said, 
“I thought I had the answer to that.” Without looking back he climbed into his car and started it, already on his cell phone as he made his way down the driveway. 
Travis turned and watched him go until he realized he was standing there holding his bag and looking like a douche. 
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“Hey, Craig.” Travis had to think for a moment when he heard Eddie’s voice call to him. He turned and saw the slim man walking down from the house. “Leaving?” He unlocked his car and tossed his bag in. “Yeah.” 
“Good luck next week. Heard about your special. Sounds like fun. Lucky bastard. I’d pay for two weeks with Marston. Hell, I’d do it for free if he’d have me.” Travis started to let it go, then turned. “He never dates people he works with, huh?” Eddie shook his head. “Not as long as I’ve known him.” He looked around to confirm they were alone. “You did not hear this shit from me, but rumor is Billie Buttes fucked him over, and I don’t just mean up the ass. I mean broke his heart. Never seen him with anyone on his arm, guy or girl, since then.” 
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Chapter Nine
Travis felt a surge of relief to find Dave wasn’t home when he returned. He locked himself in his bedroom and cranked up his laptop, anxiously waiting for it to load and connect to the internet so he could go to the website listed on the card. 
The promo video of him and Marston was already prominently featured on the website. The view count had topped fifteen thousand, bumping it to the top of the Current Favorites list. Followed by three other videos featuring Marston with previous co-stars. 
Travis couldn’t quite bring himself to watch those yet. 
He clicked the login link. When prompted, he typed in the handwritten username and password provided on the back side of the card. 
Before he hit play for the first video, he grabbed his headphones and plugged them in so Dave couldn’t hear if he returned home before he finished. As he watched the edited video of his first time with Marston, his cock hardened. 
Damn. 
Watching them together, trying to analyze it with an objective eye, it was impossible to tell if Mars was faking it or feeling it. 
He watched it three times before realizing there was a comment box below the video, which had already gathered several dozen responses from viewers. 
Holy shit theyz haaaawttt 2gether! 
Marston rocks! 
More Crag and Mars! Fukkin hott! 
Okay, so some of them couldn’t spell, and even got his name wrong. 
Hand trembling, he moved his cursor over the View by Star drop-down menu and clicked on Marston’s name. That took him to a page with several still publicity photos, including him with the fake tat and one of the photos Alex had originally showed him, a bio, and a full listing of all of Marston’s available videos…
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Over five hundred of them. 
He swallowed hard. On closer inspection, at least a quarter of them were less than five minutes long, most likely promos or trailers. Some of them listed the same co-star in the title, so he knew that, like their weekend, they were likely filmed at the same time. But seeing that number shifted his jealousy closer to the surface. 
Fucktard. He’s a pro. You’re just another cock and ass to him. 
Still, he couldn’t get Marston’s final words to him out of his head. What if he did feel something for him in return? 
He closed the lid on his laptop, used the bathroom, grabbed a snack and a bottle of water from the fridge, and left a note for Dave on the table that he made it home safely and was heading for bed. 
Then he locked his bedroom door, brought the laptop into bed with him, put the headphones on, and hit play. 


* * * *
 Somewhere around two a.m., Travis had worked his way back at least two years, by his best guess. Now knowing how the film schedule worked, he skipped through most of the videos, finding the first times Marston appeared with a guy and even playing them side by side with his film with Marston. 
He didn’t think it was his imagination that Marston looked more connected to him than any of the others. 
Or maybe I’m a deluded, psycho fuck. 
He decided to skip back to Marston’s very first film with the infamous Billie Buttes. A younger Marston but still handsome—okay, yes, he’d progressed to calling another dude handsome—albeit slightly slimmer in build. Billie, he realized, looked a lot like him. Shaggy blond hair, except he had a surfer’s tan and better body. Along with a much larger cock, even larger than Marston’s. He was a few years older than Marston, at least. 
Marston’s early obvious nervousness matched his own. And Marston’s expression as the video wore on mirrored the one on his face in their video—as well as the amazed, glassy-eyed stares of many of Marston’s previous co-stars. 
He also didn’t miss Billie’s actor-perfect performance. There, but not. Real, but not. 
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The eyes. Dead eyes. That was the telling feature. 
He opened more windows and watched Marston’s other performances with Billie Buttes. 
Thirty-three in all. There was a time gap of approximately two months before Marston’s next performance, as the top. 
With eyes as dead as Billie’s. 
His breath caught in his throat as he scanned through them all, opening and hitting pause when the camera caught Marston in the face. 
Then he matched it to his weekend. 
There was a light in Marston’s gaze, an openness in his expression missing in those post-Billie years. 
He finally gasped, not realizing in his shock he’d been holding his breath. 
He looked through their footage again and no doubt about it, from Marston’s tone of voice to the way he touched him, everything looked different. 
By now there were four more comments posted. 
Yay! The sexy old Marston is back! 
Marston looks in luuuvvv. 
Let’s see more of that action! 
smoochies fuckies mars and craig 4evah! 
He sat back in bed and stared at the screen, Mars’ face frozen in a point of view from the camera looking up at him as he stared down while fucking him. 
Now unable to let it go he searched several other films, including Marston’s days with Billie Buttes, until he found almost identical shots and paused them. 
With his heart pounding in his chest, he reached out and touched the screen. 
It wasn’t his imagination. He’d swear it. He’d ask Dave to come look, except, duh, he didn’t want his roommate knowing how he spent his weekend. 
Closing out all the other windows, he stared at the freeze frame of Marston looking down at him, replayed his parting comment. 
Before this weekend, I thought I had the answer to that. 
He downloaded a few of the still shots of Marston and emailed them to his cell phone. Then he shut down his computer and lay curled on his side, missing the comforting feel of Marston’s hot body All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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pressed against his. 
He drifted to sleep trying not to wonder if Marston told the truth when he said he didn’t have anyone. 


* * * *
 Gary laid in bed, unable to sleep. He stared at the ceiling fan as it spun overhead. A little after three a.m. he heard Amy cough and got up to check on her. Maria had already put her down for the night before he got home and he hadn’t wanted to disturb her. She opened her eyes and sleepily smiled at him. 
“Unca Gawy!” 
His heart ripped apart. That’s why he did this. He scooped her into his arms as she clung to his neck. “Hiya, Princess. How’s my sweetheart?” 
She laid her head on his chest and sniffled. He hoped she wasn’t coming down with a cold. The last thing she needed was a trip to a pediatrician’s office full of sick kids this close to her surgery date. 
“You din weed my stowy.” 
He nuzzled her forehead as he sat in the rocking chair next to her bed. “I’m sorry. I had to work late.” The truth was, he’d sat at the rest area south of the Land O’ Lakes exit and bawled his fucking eyes out like a goddamned baby for over an hour. Better to get it out of his system then so he didn’t have to explain it to Maria when he got home. As it was, she gave him a strange look when he walked in and asked if he was okay. 
“Stowy.” 
“It’s the middle of the night, Princess.” 
“Pweese?” 
She had him wrapped around her little finger and she knew it. She loved for him to tell her stories, made up fairy tales. “Okay. One. Then you go back to sleep.” 
“Kay.” She snuggled against his chest, feeling so tiny and frail when his mind flashed to how it’d felt holding Craig. 
Shoving that memory out of mind, he searched his brain. “Once upon a time, there was a brave knight.” 
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“Waz his name?” 
He smiled. “Craig. His name was Sir Craig.” 
“Kay.” 
“Shh. There was another knight. Sir Marston,” he added before she could ask. “And they didn’t know each other.” He wracked his brain for a way this could end appropriately for a three year-old, kicking himself in the ass he’d even gone there. If he could spin it out at least ten minutes, she’d be asleep. “Sir Craig roamed the countryside, helping people. He was a good knight, and people loved him.” 
“What he do?” 
“Shh.” Jesus, she was wide awake. “He protected the people from bad monsters. But he was sad because he never found anyone to love. So he went from village to village and took great pleasure in keeping people safe. He was happy to have a lot of friends. 
“Sir Marston also roamed the countryside. His specialty was slaying bad monsters who liked to scare people and…steal their love.” Why the hell not? Grimm had nothing on him. “There was a really bad monster named Billie, who liked to hurt peoples’ feelings.” 
“Why he do dat?” 
“Shh.” This would take a while. “I don’t know. He was a very unhappy monster and liked to make people feel unhappy since he was unhappy. And when Sir Marston was younger, the Billie monster hurt him. Sir Marston decided he would help people, warn them so they could stay safe from the Billie monster, but he would be careful not to let anyone get close enough to love him because he was scared of being hurt again. So even though he helped people and people liked him, he was very, very lonely.” 
“Poor Sir Mawston.” 
“Shh. You’re supposed to be sleeping.” He took a deep breath. “Then one day, there was a really bad monster. Badder than the others. Badder even than Billie. And—” 
“What his name?” 
Holy crap.  “Alex. His name was Alex.” 
“Dat a weird name for a monster.” 
“It was the Kingdom of Weird Names.” Jesus Christ, she was too smart for her age, and he was half-asleep as it was. “So Sir Marston and Sir Craig had to team up to fight the monster. They chased All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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him down from one end of the kingdom to the other.” He swallowed back the catch in his throat. “They spent a lot of time together and became good friends. In the process of fighting the Alex monster…Sir Marston realized maybe he had spent enough time alone. But he still felt scared to make friends.” Amy yawned. Thank you! “One day, Sir Marston realized Sir Craig was lonely too, in a different way. He decided to quit being scared, and he asked Sir Craig if he wanted to live and travel together, to keep fighting monsters together after they beat the Alex monster. And he said yes.” In his own personal fairy tale, maybe that would happen. 
Some day. 
“And dey wivved hapwy ever after togevuh,” she mumbled, snuggling tighter. 
He closed his eyes, desperately trying to fight back the prickle of tears. Out of the mouths of
babes.  “Yeah, Princess. They lived happily ever after together.” He slowly rocked her until her breathing deepened and she was softly snoring again. Moving carefully, he returned her to her bed and stared at her for a long moment before turning to leave. He’d left her door cracked open and clapped his hand over his mouth to stifle his startled scream when he saw Maria standing there. 
She grabbed his arm and pulled him back to his bedroom after quietly shutting Amy’s door and his behind them. Then she sat on his bed. “Interesting fairy tale, bro.” Heart racing from the fright he’d had, he couldn’t think of an answer. 
She let out a sad sigh. “I know.” 
“What?” 
She stood and walked over to him and gave him a big hug. “I know what you do one weekend a month, Gar. I’ve known for a while. And I fucking hate myself that you have to do it.” She broke down sobbing in his arms. “I’m so sorry me being a fuck-up made you do this.” Well if this wasn’t an emotional pinball machine from hell.  He guided her over to his bed, where they sat. “Hey, what exactly do you think it is I do?” Maybe she didn’t know. 
She looked up at him. “Marston Cougar. I stumbled across the website in your web browser history one day when I was using your computer.” 
He closed his eyes and swore. “Maria, listen—” 
“No, it’s okay. You don’t owe me an explanation. I, however, owe you more than I can ever repay you, big brother.” 
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before she was born. I’m almost out of it anyway. Just two more gigs and I’m done. I’ve got enough in savings, and plenty for her surgery.” 
“Can you forgive me?” 
Had he missed something? He held her at arms’ length. “Forgive you? For what?” 
“You wouldn’t be doing this if it wasn’t for Amy. If I hadn’t gotten pregnant with her and pissed Mom and Pop off and married that bastard…” She cried again. “You’re the only one who didn’t judge me and abandon me.” 
“Shh.” He held her, rubbing his chin in her hair. “You’re my baby sister. It’s my job to take care of you. Like I said, I was doing it before she was born anyway. How do you think I made it through grad school?” 
They sat there quietly for a moment. He thought maybe she’d gone to sleep when she softly asked, “Are you gay?” 
He let out a deep sigh. “It’s complicated.” 
“Is that why you don’t date? Because you didn’t think I’d approve?” 
“No, I didn’t date because it was easier not having to explain what I do on the side when I’m not a respectable professor of philosophy.” 
She laughed. “And who says philosophy isn’t applicable in the real world?” He made her look at him. “I don’t want to talk about this anymore, but I don’t want you feeling guilty. I wouldn’t do it if I hated doing it. I can stop doing it soon, and who knows, maybe I’ll settle down one day with someone.” 
“With Sir Craig?” 
He wistfully wondered where Craig was. 
Who he was with. 
If he was thinking about him. 
Missing him the way he missed Craig. 
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Chapter Ten
Travis stumbled through his classes the next morning and made it only by drinking several cups of espresso. By the time he reported to work at the coffee shop that afternoon, he felt like a zombie. 
Looked like one, too. 
By the end of his shift he felt dead on his feet and had no problem convincing the manager he needed a vacation. Except for the previous weekend, in the three years he’d worked there he’d never asked for time off, and even filled in shifts at the last minute. She took pity on him and gave him the two weeks off. 
He sat in his car behind the coffee shop and looked at the deposit slip for his check, where the teller had helpfully written his balance. $12,243.59
Damn, that looks good. 
He knew some of that would have to go to taxes, but he’d take that out of the second check. 
And hell, if he needed, maybe Alex would let him work another gig. 
Then the thought that it wouldn’t be with Mars hit him and he felt a little bit queasy. He didn’t want to do this with someone other than Mars. It wouldn’t be the same. 
But if Mars could survive getting his heart broke and still make a living at it, maybe he could, too. 
When he returned home he called his boss at the other job and quit. He’d have to quit there anyway when he started the internship, and between the coffee shop and being careful with his money, he’d be more than okay. 
As he lay in bed and tried to sleep, he wondered if Marston had thought about him, or if he was just another paycheck to the jaded star. 


* * * *
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night, his cell rang with Alex’s number. 
He nervously answered. “Hello?” 
“Just confirming for tomorrow. We still on?” 
He took a deep breath. “Yeah. Still on.” 
“Scout’s honor, you didn’t fuck around?” 
“I’ve been too busy working and studying.” 
“Great! I just talked to Mars and he said to tell you he’s looking forward to seeing you again.” He laughed. “I’ll be honest, kid, he’s never passed messages before. You must have got under his skin.” Travis ended the call and lay in bed, a stupid smile plastered on his face even though every last rational bone in his body screamed at him not to get suckered in. He didn’t want to be the next Marston Cougar, fucking fresh meat guys who needed money while pretending to give a shit even as his eyes looked deader than the Martian landscape. 
In his heart, he could make-believe. Hope. 
Even say a prayer. 


* * * *
 Travis pulled up outside the house, a nondescript ranch style on an acre of land in Lutz. He chided himself when his heart raced at the site of Marston’s car in the drive along with a few others. 
Fighting the urge to run inside, he grabbed his stuff from the trunk and headed for the front door. He’d told Dave he was house sitting for a friend during the semester break to explain his long absence. If he had his way he would never leave, just stay with Mars and enjoy living and loving with him. His dreams had been filled with memories and fantasies of the man, of what they might do during their two weeks together. 
He didn’t want to think about the what-if side of that equation. 
What if Mars had just been acting? 
What if Mars only saw him as part of the job? Maybe a good fuck, but still nothing more than fresh meat and a paycheck? 
He didn’t bother knocking and trundled his stuff into the living room. Two techs were setting up cameras and running wires. He spotted Kim first, who walked over with a smile. 
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“Hey, right on time. Need help?” 
“No, just tell me where to dump my stuff.” 
“In here.” 
His head snapped around at the sound of Marston’s voice. He stood in the hallway, leaning against the wall, arms crossed and a playful smile on his face. And…
Wearing glasses?  His heart thumped even harder. The wire-rimmed frames looked right on him, made him real. He wanted to walk over and—
Mars pushed away from the wall and walked over to him. He took his laptop case from him and shouldered it. “I’ll help you.” 
Those hazel eyes never looked anywhere but at him. They didn’t look dead or jaded, they looked alive and full of lust meant only for him. 
Dumbly nodding, he followed Mars to the bedroom. Mars let him go first, then closed the door behind them and snapped the lock closed. Then he was in Marston’s arms, kissing him, feeling his hard erection through his slacks, as hard as his own. 
“I missed you,” Marston whispered, sending Travis’ already racing pulse into overdrive. 
“I missed you, too. For real.” 
Marston kissed him one last time, winked, and stepped back as he unlocked the door. “They don’t have it fully wired in here yet,” he softly explained. He raised his voice to a normal level and pointed at the dresser. “I left half the drawers for you,” he said. Then he opened the door, but he hesitated before he winked and ducked out, leaving Travis with a stupid grin on his face and fighting the urge to jump up and down in triumph. 
I was right! I was right! 


* * * *
 Gary hoped he didn’t have a shit-eating grin on his face. Craig appeared as happy to see him as he felt. He’d spent the week nervous and second-guessing himself. Had the kid really felt the connection? Or was it just another infatuation like all the ones he’d seen—and discouraged—before. 
He’d even made the mistake of logging in to the site to watch their video. It made his heart ache and his cock throb. 
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Why this guy? Was it his dead-on resemblance to Billie, or did he genuinely have the hots for him? 
Could they have a happily ever after together? Was something like that even possible for a guy like him? 
They sat down with Alex and the director to go over the basics. Even the hot tub was monitored. 
Only the toilet in the master bathroom and the half-bath off the living room were blank. Outside wasn’t wired, or the garage or third bedroom. The garage was the crew’s base of operations, and the third bedroom where the night crew could nap. 
Inside the house they were to be naked. Ditto the hot tub, because the lanai was screened from neighbors by the security fence ringing the property as well as a thick, six-foot wall of podocarpus bushes outside the lanai. A goal of a minimum of three pops a day, but no penalty for not making money shots as long as they were giving the paying audience hot and heavy action. Other than emergencies, they could leave for an hour a day together, or two hours if it was only one of them, but the one left behind needed to jerk off or at least fluff himself for the subscribers to watch if it was going to be a while. 
Fortunately, because of the semester break, they wouldn’t need to leave very often. 
Subscribers could email requests and ask questions, but no live action chats. Hot and raunchy was heavily encouraged. 
“Any questions, boys?” Alex asked. 
Gary stared at Craig over the table. He’d practiced the words in his head a thousand times or more over the past five days, but he needed time alone with Craig to say them. 
Would you like to go out with me? 
That was all. No promise of undying love, just dinner. Maybe a movie. Most likely getting laid, if he had his way. To see if they were compatible with the cameras off and their clothes on. 
“No questions,” Gary said. 
Craig smiled. 
Alex shoved a legal pad across the table at him. “Obviously we’ve got you well-stocked with lube, and I know Mars needs coffee, but write everything else you want. You too, kid. I’ll send Kim out for groceries.” 
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few things. When he finished, Alex took it back. 
“Jesus, you two are easy.” He shook hands with Gary, then Craig. “Have fun, fuck your brains out, and if you need anything, let the crew know. I’ll get outta your hair. Official filming starts at noon, but some of the cameras and mics are already live. We’ve had almost twenty thousand hits on the info page, and over five thousand subscribers sign up for the early rate.” He left the two men sitting at the table. Gary leaned forward, his hand halfway across the table. 
Craig slid his across the surface, their fingers brushing together. 
Gary didn’t want to risk having this conversation in front of everyone. “Don’t forget our deal,” he softly reminded Craig. Then, he took a leap of faith. “I want to have a talk with you before we’re done here, okay? I mean, seriously. No bullshit.” 
Craig’s smile broadened. “I couldn’t stop thinking about you.” Gary felt his own smile split his face. “Me either. But let’s get through this, and then we’ll talk okay?” He glanced around. “Alone. Off-camera.” 
Craig nodded. 


* * * *
 Gary could barely contain himself until the crew gave them the all clear that filming had commenced. He pulled Craig down onto their bed where he kissed him, hard and fierce, wanting his cock buried inside him right that second. 
He’d never felt this before. He’d worked with a few bottoms more than once and never had he felt this level of anticipation. Need. Longing. 
Desire. 
They were all just part of the job. Craig was more. 
Much more. 
“I missed you so much, baby,” he moaned as he kissed his way down Craig’s bare chest after yanking his shirt off him. His pink nipples begged to be sucked and bit, so he focused on them, enjoying the sounds of his happy moans. 
Craig held on to him, his fingers buried in his hair, hips rocking against him. “I need you, man. 
Please!” 
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Gary forced himself to stop, rising on his elbows and staring into Craig’s eyes. He had so much he wanted to tell him, and he didn’t want it on film. He wanted Craig to know it was real, not just for the cameras. 
“It’s not just make-believe for you, is it?” he asked Craig. 
Craig shook his head. 
“Me either.” Gary kissed him, hard, crushing his mouth beneath his, tongue thrusting, demanding and receiving entrance. “You’re mine,” he muttered against Craig’s lips. No way the fixed cameras could pick that up, although he didn’t miss it when the two crew silently walked through the open bedroom door and started rolling on them. “No one else gets to have you, understand?” In reply Craig desperately clutched him, moaning. 
Gary wouldn’t be rushed. He returned to teasing him, licking and sucking his nipples, following his light treasure trail down past his navel to his jeans. He stared up Craig’s body as he unfastened them and eased them down, following with his lips as he brushed them across his skin, licking and tasting him. 
His stiff cock waited for him. Gary smiled as he flicked his slit with his tongue, collecting a drop of precum already there. “I’m the only man who’s had this cock, and I’ll be the only one, right?” He gently squeezed it with his hand, prompting another hungry moan. 
“Yes!” 
He finished pulling Craig’s jeans off him and dove between his legs again without removing his own slacks. Desperately, he sucked his balls into his mouth and played with them, fingered and tongued his rim, worked him up into a frenzy until he could barely stand it. 
He sat up despite Craig’s disappointed begging for him not to stop. “It’s okay, baby,” he softly reassured him. “I’m not going anywhere, just getting naked.” He loved it, how he responded to his touch. No other partner had felt so good or right, like they belonged together. 
Gary threw his shirt to the floor and eagerly stripped off his pants. He just wished he could make love to him the way he wanted, slow and tenderly, with no hasty withdrawal and hand job to play to the camera. He wanted to explode inside him and know he was the only man who’d ever been there before, feel Craig’s cock let loose inside his own body. 
And if his luck held, maybe Craig would be the last man to ever be inside him. 
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he wanted to bottom to. 
He spent a long time going down on him as Craig’s hands fisted the sheets and clutched at his shoulders, begging him for relief until his own cock throbbed to be buried inside him. He grabbed the lube and pressed his cockhead against Craig’s rim. “Look at me, baby.” Craig’s brown eyes nailed him. He slowly pressed forward as Craig rolled his back to raise his hips, urging him harder and deeper. 
“I’m going to fuck you so good, baby,” he promised, “and then I want you to fuck me. Okay?” He eagerly nodded. 
Gary took his time, savoring the feel of his muscles clamping down on him, the feel of his hands on his arms, the look of passionate desperation in his eyes. Craig licked his lips and Gary bent down, kissing him again. “Jesus, you feel so damn good,” he whispered against his mouth. 
Fucking cameras.  If it wasn’t for Amy he’d call it off and drag Craig home with him. 
To make love to him. 
When his release boiled out of him it took every ounce of will he had to withdraw and pump his cock with his hand, shooting his load all over Craig’s stomach instead of emptying it inside him where it rightfully belonged. Breathless, he collapsed on top of him as Craig’s arms wrapped around him. His still-hard cock rubbed against Gary’s abs as he rolled them over. 
“I need you, man,” Craig gasped. 
“Do it, please!” 
Gary didn’t have to ask twice. The kid soon had his cock plunging inside him, and Gary belatedly realized his own cock was already growing stiff again and he hadn’t even had any Viagra yet. 
Holy fuck! 
He yanked Craig’s head down and kissed him, not wanting to let go until he knew the kid was close and couldn’t hold back. With a loud cry, Craig withdrew and threw his head back as his cock erupted, his whole body trembling as he stroked his release to completion. 
Gary pulled him back down on top of him, refusing to let go as he wrapped his arms and legs around him and held him. He stroked his back, enjoyed the feel of his body covering him. He didn’t know what to say. 
Craig nuzzled his face against the crook of his neck as Gary stroked his hair. His body fit perfectly in his arms. 
All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
File sharing is theft and is illegal! 
More Than Make-Believe – Tymber Dalton Page 82
Gary finally settled on, “I hope you still want me after two weeks.” Craig chuckled and kissed his throat. “I hope you still want me.” 
“Forget what I said last weekend about this not being real, okay?” He didn’t imagine that Craig snuggled even more tightly against him. “Gladly.” 


* * * *
 By day three, Gary knew he was in love. They talked about safe topics that wouldn’t readily identify either of them to the outside world. Music, books, movies, even video games. They had enough in common, and enough not, to make life comfortably interesting. Craig was smart and funny and self-effacing in a totally endearing way. 
They enjoyed the hot tub, and Craig proved to be a damn good cook. Gary wanted to sit down with him and ask him about his family, about his father, why he had to do this to make money, and couldn’t go that far. He wanted to break open his wallet and show Craig pictures of Amy and play proud uncle. 
He wanted to know if Craig would consider moving in with him once they left the house, and if so, would he mind having a three year-old underfoot. 
They watched TV in the evenings, cuddle sessions on the couch that ended with them making love. He liked it when Craig topped him, but Craig seemed happy to take a bottom role. 
He fought the urge to look at the calendar and realized he didn’t want to wake up alone anymore. 


* * * *
 Travis tossed caution—and his heart—to the wind. Unless Marston was an asshole of mega proportions, or unless he himself was a deluded douche beyond all hope of redemption, he knew he wanted to spend the rest of his life with this man. How’d he get to this point? A few weeks ago if someone had told him he’d be fucking a guy, much less in love with him, he’d have told them they were insane. 
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existed. It felt right sleeping next to him every night. 
It felt even better waking up next to him every morning. 
He wanted to ask him about his life, find out what he did, share his dreams and hopes with him. 
Even though niggling doubt told him to take it slow, be reasonable, he didn’t care. He wanted this guy. 
It wasn’t just make-believe, and he’d be a lying asshole to keep saying it was. 
Their sex evolved to something hot and passionate and beyond his wildest dreams as they spent hours exploring each other’s bodies and learning how to give the other pleasure. He loved rubbing Marston’s back, sliding his fingers down his spine, tracing the backs of his legs, burying his tongue between his cheeks. 
Yes, even that was fun, giving and receiving. 
He suspected Marston had a whole world he wanted to talk about and couldn’t because of the cameras. He wanted to know what he did for a living, when not on camera, and if he had any family that would object to them being together. 
He’d moved beyond the give-a-shit mindset. His father truly had done him a favor. If he hadn’t cut him off, he would still be embroiled in his miserable little hamster wheel of work and school and more work, without time, energy, or desire for love. 
As the last weekend drew closer, he’d fallen irrevocably in love with Marston and couldn’t wait until they had their talk. 
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Chapter Eleven
Their last night together, and it was Craig’s turn to clean up the dishes after Gary had cooked. 
Well, they’d both cooked, Craig hanging over the counter and teasing Gary, distracting him, keeping his cock hard and a permanent smile on his face. 
If living with a guy full-time was a fraction as good as this experience had been, he’d quit being a chicken and put his heart out there. 
Hopefully Craig wouldn’t break it. 
He stuck his head into the garage where Gabby sat alone at the monitors, directing the feeds. 
Gary had made a quick stop by the bedroom first, to pull a bill out of his wallet. He’d hid his actions by pretending to check his phone and palming the money so the cameras couldn’t see what he did. 
“What’s up?” she asked him. 
The other tech, Darren, was outside catching a smoke. 
He handed her the bill. “Kill the sound feed tonight in the bedroom after we’re in bed. From midnight to 12:15.” 
She frowned as she stared at the hundred dollar bill he offered. “Dude, I do that, Alex will have my head.” 
“I’m not asking you to kill the video feed. No one will know we’re talking. We won’t make out or anything, I promise. I…just want to talk to him. Please? Fifteen minutes, that’s all I’m asking.” A slow smile creased her face as she reached out and took the money. “Marston Cougar loses his heart, huh?” 
He felt heat rise to his face. “Is it that obvious?” She slipped the bill into her jeans. “Buddy, you have no idea the shitstorm happening on the site. There’s a movement wanting to see you and Craig get married and settle down together. You’ve been dubbed ‘Craigston’ and ‘MarsRocke’ by the masses. I don’t know what your royalty agreement is with Alex, but you’re gonna be set for a while. They had to add extra server capacity for this. It’s been huge, and your initial video with him so far is the highest grossing film they’ve ever had. Alex is All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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buying this house and gonna rig it permanently, like that Big Brother set-up. Start rotating other models through it.” 
He laughed. “No wonder he hasn’t been around sticking his nose in.” 
“Fuck, no. I told him to keep his ass far away and let you two be natural.” She smiled. “If it’s any consolation, the crew’s been taking bets whether you two would get together later or not. We think Craig’s as hot for you as you are for him. Poor Eddie’s in mourning. He knows he’ll never get a crack at either one of you.” 
He stepped back to the door. “Fifteen minutes. Deal?” She smiled and nodded. “Deal. As long as the two of you are just laying there. I see you start making out or something, sound’s gotta come back on. Video feed will still be on though. Right?” 
“Right. I just want to talk to him without it being on tape.” 
“Good luck. I hope you two are happy together.” 
“Me too.” 


* * * *
 They went straight to bed and made love for hours. Gary desperately wished he hadn’t agreed to the final shoot after this one. Frankly, he didn’t know if he could get it up for anyone else now. 
He didn’t want to. The only person he wanted was Craig. 
After, they lay in bed with Craig nestled in his arms in a way that had quickly become comfortably familiar. They chatted about stuff, nothing consequential, as Gary nervously counted down the minutes to midnight. He trusted Gabby, had worked with her on several shoots and knew she wouldn’t screw him over. 
He hadn’t been able to tell Craig about the deal because then it would be on audio. And he didn’t want to leave the house to talk to him somewhere other people might overhear. 
This was as alone as they could be for now. 
He waited until 12:02, just to make sure. 
“Lie still,” he whispered. “I want to talk to you. If they think we’re going to fool around, they’ll restart the feed.” 
“The light’s still on.” 
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“I know. The video feed’s hot, but we have a few minutes without sound.” He took a deep breath. “You know what I told you in the beginning, about make-believe?” 
“Yeah?” 
“You’re the first person to make me feel like this. I want to be with you. When this is over, I want to see you again. The thought of you sleeping with anyone else doesn’t make me happy. The thought of you walking out of my life for good breaks my heart.” He heard Craig’s breath quicken. “Yeah?” 
“Yeah.” He wished he could move and look into his eyes, but that would trigger Gabby restarting the audio. “I need to say this to you now, because tomorrow will be hectic and I’ve got stuff I’ve got to get done, and I know you do, too, and we won’t have much time alone together to talk until later. I’ve never felt about someone the way I feel about you. I don’t know how you feel about that, or about me, but if you’re willing to give this a chance, I want to. I want out of this business. I can’t believe you came along when you did. But if you want to be with me I can’t do it if you’re going to keep filming.” 
“Okay.” 
Gary wasn’t sure he heard him right. “What?” 
“Yeah. I start my internship in a couple of months. Won’t be pay like this, but I won’t need to do it anymore.” 
He wanted to kiss him but needed to say it first. “I love you.” 


* * * *
 Travis felt his heart swell. “I love you, too. I’ve never felt like this before.” He didn’t imagine Marston’s sigh of relief. He wanted to roll over but Marston held him tightly in place. “I know you’ve got classes tomorrow, and I’ve got to run some errands, but meet me here when you come back to get your stuff. We’ll go somewhere and talk without the fucking cameras. 
Deal?” 
“Is that when you tell me your name?” 
“That’s when I tell you my name, birth date, what I do for a living, and talk you into coming over to my house for dinner. And you’ll tell me all about yourself. From that point on, hopefully we’re All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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planning the rest of our lives together.” 
“Why not do that now?” 
“Because the audio will be on shortly and if you haven’t noticed, my cock’s hard again. I want to make love to you.” 
Yeah, he had noticed that wonderfully hard cock pressed against the seam of his ass. He stared at the red light on the camera, his heart beating warnings back from his mind as his own cock inflated. 
“Make love?” 
“Yeah.” Mars kissed the back of his neck. “And to hell with Alex. This time, I’m not pulling out. Fuck him and his money shots. I want to make love to the man I love.” His heart tumbled as he rolled over and kissed him. “I love you, too.” Mars nibbled on his ear. “Fuck, Gabby will restart the audio now for sure,” he whispered. “So let’s enjoy ourselves, baby.” 


* * * *
 The next morning, they awoke early and made love one last time before they took a shower together. Travis had to be in class in an hour and didn’t have any extra time to spare. Before they left the shower they stood there under the spray and kissed, long and sweet. 
Then Mars hugged him. “I love you, baby. Hurry back. I’ll be waiting.” 
“I’ll be back after…my stuff’s done,” Travis said, not sure if sound could pick it up. “Four,” he whispered. 
Marston grinned. “I’ll be packed and waiting.” 
They had one last long embrace after he got dressed. He’d pack his stuff after he returned following his classes. Alex reassured him his stuff would be safe, that he or Kim would be there. In the kitchen with the crew filming he kissed Mars, who stood there naked. Then he walked outside. 
As he closed the door behind him, he heard Mars say, “That’s a wrap.” 


* * * *
 Gary watched through the window as Craig drove off. Only a few hours and they’d be together. 
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With a smile on his face, he returned to the bedroom and dressed. He packed his things and resisted the urge to grab one of Craig’s shirts and press it to his face. 
Gabby knocked on the open doorway. “We’re dark,” she said. “So if you need to make any calls or anything, go ahead. You don’t have to go outside.” He’d used a little of his time every day to go outside and call Maria, to check on Amy. He checked his cell for texts several times a day. “Thanks.” He closed the bedroom door, put his glasses on so he could read his phone, and called her. “I’ll be home later.” 
“Oh, good, I’m glad you called. I was going to text you.” 
“What?” he asked, immediately on alert. “What’s wrong?” 
“Nothing’s wrong, but the pediatric cardiologist’s office just called. That appointment next week? They want to see her this morning at eleven instead.” 
“What? Why?” 
“The doctor’s changing his schedule. They’ve bumped up her surgery to next week. He’s got to have surgery of his own, on his knee, and he doesn’t want to push her surgery back several weeks. He wants to do hers before he takes his time off.” 
He rubbed his forehead. That would screw up his film schedule. Not that he wanted to do the other one now anyway. “When do they want to operate?” 
“Next Monday.” 
He started trying to shuffle things in his mind, then realized it didn’t matter. He’d tell Alex he wanted out of the other shoot, cite personal reasons, and if he had to he’d take out a personal loan for anything he was short for her surgery. That would tide them over until he started earning quarterly royalties from this. 
“Okay. I’ll be home shortly and we’ll go together. Give her a kiss for me.” He hung up as a knock sounded on the door. “Come in.” Alex walked in with a broad, beaming grin on his face. “There’s my star! How you feeling? Did you have fun?” 
He stood and threw his bag onto the bed as he started gathering his other things. He didn’t want to waste any time later with Craig, wanted to be able to leave with him as soon as Craig was ready to go. “I’ve got a family emergency. I need to cancel next week’s shoot.” All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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“Whoa, what? Why?” 
He turned to Alex, prepared to explain about Amy, then realized he didn’t want Alex knowing about his family and personal life. “It’s a family emergency. Something’s come up and I won’t be available next Monday.” 
He started to leave. Alex put a hand out to stop him. “So if I can get it rescheduled, you’ll do it?” 
“After this week I can’t.” He didn’t teach classes on Mondays, but he had one tomorrow morning and two late Wednesday afternoon, then on Thursday and Friday. 
“Well, what’s your schedule?” 
With his mind now focused on Amy, he couldn’t think clearly about anything else. “Um, I’m only open tomorrow night. That’s all.” He pushed past Alex as the producer grabbed his phone and frantically dialed. Gary gathered his things from the bathroom, and by the time he returned, Alex was engaged in conversation. 
“Hold on.” Alex looked at him. “The guy’s in Miami until Sunday. We’ve already got a crew over there shooting something else. They could fit in a short shoot tomorrow night if you’ll drive over there. Please? It’s, what, five hours? I’ll pay you double and extra for gas.” That stopped him in his tracks, until he thought about Craig. “I can’t do bareback anymore. I’m sorry.” 
“Christ, wear a goddamned hazmat suit if you want. This guy is fucking hot and I want him paired with you. You and I need to sit down and talk about your future, because you have no idea how hot your movies are right now after this little venture. You could be making serious money just from royalties alone. I’ve had other companies wanting to talk to you about doing shoots for them.” His stomach turned. “No. I can’t.” 
“Jesus, Mars, you’re killing me. Look, final offer, twenty grand, plus royalties, for one fucking night of work! Not even a full six hours. I’m desperate, have I ever offered you anything like this before?” 
His heart screamed at him to refuse. Craig’s face swam before him. 
Then he thought about Amy. 
“No bareback.” 
“Fine! I just need you to do this guy. Please?” 
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Would Craig understand? Hopefully, once he explained about Amy. Let him meet Amy tonight. 
Maybe he’d understand he had to do it for her, to pay the medical expenses. Hell, maybe Craig could come with him on the trip. 
No, wait, that’d be tacky. 
But at least the thought of Craig waiting for him would help get him hard. And if Craig didn’t understand about Amy…well, then it wouldn’t matter anyway. 
He nodded. “All right,” he quietly said. 
“Thank you, Jesus!” He excitedly made arrangements with the person on the phone and stepped out of the room. 
He didn’t want to do it. He didn’t want to fuck anyone else. 
It was the absolute last time he’d ever do it. 
He passed Kim on his way out with his bags. “You leaving?” she asked. 
“I need to take care of some stuff. I’ll see you later.” 
“Did Craig get his stuff? I thought you were coming back. Wait a minute.” She dug into her briefcase. “Here’s your check.” 
He took it without looking at it and jammed the envelope into his back pocket. “Yeah, we’ll be back.” He needed to leave to beat traffic. “I’m sorry, something’s come up, and I have to go. Family emergency.” He hurried home, just to unload his stuff and turn around to head for St. Pete with Amy safely strapped into her car seat in the back. He wore his prescription sunglasses and ignored Maria’s pointed stare. 
“You okay, Gar?” she finally asked him. 
“Yeah. Just…rushed for time today. Didn’t have time to eat breakfast.” Amy piped up from the back. “Have fun on you twip, Unca Gawy?” He looked at Maria, who shrugged. “I told her you were doing research for work.” 
“Yes, sweetheart.” He thought about Craig. “I had a lot of fun, but I missed you.” 
“Want my stowy tonight.” 
“I promise you’ll get your story tonight.” 
“Want Sir Cwaig and Sir Mawston again. I wike dat stowy. I wike dat dey wivved hapwy ever after togevuh.” 
Maria snorted with laughter and turned to look out the window. 
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He felt heat fill his face. “We’ll see, sweetheart.” Unfortunately, time clicked down. It wasn’t until they were at the doctor’s office and unloading Amy and her stroller that Gary realized he’d left his cell at home in his rush to get his bags unloaded and Amy’s car seat buckled in. He couldn’t very well refuse when the doctor referred them across the street to All Children’s Hospital, to their radiology unit to get another cardiac ultrasound done on her, and then to the lab to have blood drawn. Then back to the cardiologist’s office after waiting nearly an hour for the results to be read on the ultrasound. 
And they still had to go take care of pre-op registration. 
He asked Maria for the time so often she finally handed him her phone. “Here, you hold it. You look.” She glanced at Amy and he knew she was dying to ask him what was going on. It was already one, and if they didn’t leave St. Pete by two-thirty, there was no way in hell with the traffic that he could make it home to drop them off and then back to the location house to meet Craig on time. 
He mentally groaned. He didn’t even know Craig’s real name. 
Alex would probably tell him. 
But he couldn’t even call Alex until he got home to his phone. 
“What’s wrong?” Maria finally asked. 
“I’m supposed to…meet someone at four.” He glanced at Amy, who happily studied a picture book. 
“Can you call them?” 
“I don’t have their number with me. It’s on my phone.” Maria went quiet for a moment. “We can leave if you need to. Or you can go and we’ll wait for you to come get us.” 
He shook his head and brushed his fingers through Amy’s blond hair. She looked up at him and gave him a huge, beautiful blue-eyed grin. She had her father’s hair, but Maria’s eyes. He’d taken after their father, while Maria looked like their mom. He remembered the day she was born, the doctor letting him cut the cord, holding her before handing her over to Maria. 
She might be his niece by blood, but she was, in his heart, his daughter. 
“No,” he said. “I’m not leaving until we’re done. She’s more important.” 


* * * *
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Travis nervously sat through his classes. He should have skipped. He wasn’t learning a damn thing anyway. All he could think about was Mars and counting down the time until he could see him. 
He would try to focus on his classes and then the sound of Marston’s voice in his ear, telling him he loved him, would come to mind and harden his cock. 
All the while that little portion of his mind that didn’t want to trust after getting cut off by his dad, it kept harping on that mantra. It’s only make-believe. The light was on the camera. He was just
acting. 
No.  He refused to believe that. Not from the way Marston sounded. Not from what he said. 
He got caught in traffic and started worrying when he realized he was running late. By the time he pulled into the location house’s driveway at almost ten past four, he felt a little disappointed to see Marston’s car wasn’t there. 
See I told you so!  that annoying part of his brain chimed in. 
He went inside and didn’t see anyone, but started packing what little he’d brought with him. He noticed Marston’s stuff was gone. 
Finally, he looked for the crew and found Kim and one of the camera guys in the garage. “Have you seen Marston? We’re supposed to meet up.” 
He hoped he didn’t sound as nervous as he felt. 
As scared. 
Kim handed him an envelope, and he opened the flap, surprised to find an extra two grand in his check. “He raced out of here earlier,” she said, “not too long after you left. Some sort of family emergency. I think he said he’d be back, but he already took his check and his stuff.” His mind bounced between the extra money and that revelation. “Um, not that I’m complaining, but this is more than Alex told me.” 
Alex’s voice from the doorway startled him. “That’s because you earned it. You’re not getting royalties, but this went even better than I expected.” He clapped him on the shoulder. “You did great.” 
“Have you seen Mars?” 
“Yeah. He blasted out of here this morning. Something going on.” He laughed. “He scared the crap out of me too.” 
“Why?” 
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“He almost pulled out of that other shoot. Something going on with his family. Fortunately, I bumped it up to tomorrow night and threw money at him that he couldn’t refuse.” His family?  “Tomorrow night?” Travis felt numb as pain crept in. There had to be an explanation. 
“Yeah.” He glanced at his watch. “You got your stuff okay?” 
“Um, yeah.” It was almost four-thirty and no sign of Marston. “Could you give me Marston’s number?” 
Alex laughed. “Sorry, against the rules. Just like I won’t give him your name or number. I want it all in writing, nothing oral.” He laughed again. “Unless the oral’s on film. I don’t get involved in personal stuff.” 
“Look, could you call him for me? He’s supposed to meet me here.” He nodded. “Sure.” He pulled out his phone and dialed as Travis anxiously watched. After a moment, Alex shook his head. “Hey, Mars, it’s Alex. I’ve got Craig here. It’s four-thirty, give me a call when you get this.” He ended the call. “Sorry, voice mail. You want to leave him a message? I’ve got to get with him anyway so he knows where he’s going tomorrow night for the shoot.” His brain screamed at him, the memory of the camera’s red light glowing in the dark focusing his pain like a glowing ember. He shook his head. “No, that’s okay. No message. Must have got my wires crossed. This is only make-believe anyway.” He jammed the envelope with his check in his pocket. 
Alex walked him out to his car. “Listen, you were great, kid. Let me give you a little piece of advice. You’re not the first guy to fall hard and fast for Mars. Although I will admit, he seemed really keyed in to you in a way he usually isn’t. That’s why you two looked so fucking hot on film. But you’re absolutely right, this is all make-believe. You’ll keep your sanity if you don’t forget that.” He clapped him on the shoulder again. “You sure you don’t want me to give him a message when I talk to him? 
Normally I don’t get involved in people’s shit, but you guys just made us a lot of money. I don’t mind
—this time.” 
Travis threw his stuff into his car and shook his head, barely able to breathe, much less think. 
“No, no message. You’re absolutely right.” He forced a smile and looked at Alex. “This was only make-believe, and I’ve got a life to get back to. Thanks for the extra dough.” 
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“Thanks, but I think I’m done. Hopefully it’s enough. If I need more, I’ll let you know.” He shrugged. “Suit yourself. Take care.” 
Travis stopped by his bank’s drive-thru and deposited his check. He shut off his cell phone when he got home and took a long, hot shower. Dave said hi to him, but then left him alone with an odd look on his face. 
He went to his bedroom and studied, ignoring his laptop on his desk. If he opened the damn thing he’d go to the website and watch the videos. 
He didn’t want to do that. He didn’t have time for that garbage. His future was in the engineering books in front of him. 
The rest of that bullshit was only make-believe. And he was a deluded asshole if he thought otherwise. 
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Chapter Twelve
Nearly in a panic, Gary pulled into their driveway at a quarter till five, threw the car into park, and raced inside for his phone. 
One missed call, from Alex. 
With trembling hands he played the message. Heart racing, he tried calling him back and got his voice mail. “Hey Alex, it’s Mars. I need to talk to Craig, please, it’s important. I got hung up with appointments today. Call me back, please!” 
When he drove to the location house it was nearly five-thirty and there was no one there. 
He kicked the dirt. “Shit!” Trying Alex again, he left another message. It was the only phone number he had for him. 
The asshole didn’t return his call until after seven. He’d walked around at home with his phone in his hand and answered it before the first ring ended. 
“Hey, what’s up? You sounded a little upset.” 
“Craig. I need to talk to Craig. I was supposed to meet up with him and didn’t have my phone with me.” 
“Dude, I can’t give you his number. You know that.” 
“Can you call him for me? Please? Give him my number?” 
“Well, after I tried calling you for him, before he left I asked if he had any message for you and he said no.” 
Gary’s heart fell. “No?” 
“Yeah. Said he has a life to get back to, he’s done with the biz. Said it’s only make-believe. 
Look, don’t kill yourself over this kid, okay? There’s plenty of fresh meat out there needing a job. Oh, let’s talk about tomorrow night…” 
Ten minutes later, he’d managed to write down the address and instructions to the shoot location just north of Miami. He stared at the paper. 
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and Maria in the kitchen and realized this was his real life. His sister and his niece. 
Craig wasn’t even a real person, no matter what he’d felt for him. 
After staring at his phone he tossed it onto the bed and walked out to the kitchen. 


* * * *
 Before dawn Wednesday morning, with his hands shaking, Gary pulled in at the west-bound rest area on Alligator Alley. He felt physically ill and finally opened the car door, then proceeded to vomit. 
He moved his car and got out and walked for a minute, aware of the tears on his cheeks and the hole where his heart used to be. 
It was only because of Viagra and, ironically, a lot of thinking about Craig that he made it through the shoot. He had no idea what he said to the guy, who’d done oral on one guy before but never been fucked. All he knew was he went through the motions, gave him a facial, then fucked him with a condom and shot off all over his ass, faking his way through the shoot. 
At least it was the last time he ever had to do this. 
He stared at the sawgrass flats stretching out to the north. Smoke from a cane field fire lazily drifted up in the distance, barely visible in the pre-dawn dark. He was on his way back to Tampa and despite the shower he’d taken—alone—before leaving the set an hour earlier, he felt like he needed another. 
Maybe it was because he’d been so close to the end of his career, maybe he’d wanted to find meaning in it. Connect with someone. Loneliness. 
Or maybe it was because Craig resembled Billie. 
He stood there as the eastern sky lightened from deep purple to murky grey. The security guard on duty strolled over. “You okay, sir?” 
He shook his head. “No.” 
“Do you need me to call you an ambulance?” 
He laughed harshly. “Not unless they can fix a broken heart and terminal stupidity.” He turned away and walked back to his car. 


* * * *
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“Hey, listen. I need you to have my back tonight.” 
Travis looked up from the table, where he’d been studying for a test. “What?” Dave sat down across from him. “Emily has that stupid lecture series she’s dragging me to. 
She’s got to go for credit, read her paper. Come with us.” The last thing he wanted to do was socialize. “I can’t. I’m studying.” It was all he’d done, besides working, for the past three months. 
It’s how he survived, but the pain had eased a little. 
“It’s Friday night.” He planted his hand in the middle of Travis’ book until he looked up at him again. “Dude, I don’t know what’s going on with you, but ever since break ended you’re acting like someone died.” 
Someone did, he thought, but he was only make-believe. But what he said was, “I’m not really in the mood.” 
“Come on, please? Don’t make me suffer through this alone. I’ll buy you dinner.” Dave looked truly pitiful. “Why do you have to go?” 
“Come on, I love her. I look like an asshole if I don’t go listen to her read. Please? You’ll earn me brownie points if I bring you, that I was proud enough to get my friend there.” 
“I thought you were proud of her?” 
“Asshole. Of course I am, but come on. This kind of high-brow stuff isn’t me. It’s not my gig. 
I’m an engineer.” 
He could use a break. “Dinner and a beer.” 
“So done!” 
He thought about teasing him about getting a blow job, but that hit too close to home and he left it alone. “What time?” 
“We need to be there by quarter till six. She and three classmates present their papers, then Dr. 
Carmeletti gives a talk and closes it.” 
He glanced at the clock. That was in three hours. “Where is it? I’ll meet you there.” 
“Cooper Hall. Dude, please, so don’t back out on me. I’ll tell her you’ll be there, and after it’s over, we’ll take you out to Olive Garden, I swear.” He leaned back in his chair. “Oooh, Olive Garden. I feel special. All right, fine. I’ll be there.” All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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“Awesome! Meet me by the lecture hall on the first floor, by the vending machines. She’s going to be so happy, maybe I’ll get laid tonight.” 
Travis forced a smile. “Lucky you. Now leave me alone and let me study.” Dave disappeared to his room, on the phone to Emily almost immediately to tell her he was bringing Travis. 
He sat back and stretched, feeling bones in his back pop as he did. When he ran his hand through his hair he still marveled at how different it felt cut shorter. No more scruffiness. Three months following his windfall, as he thought of it in his mind to prevent the tears from returning, he almost felt like a new person. 
Although he was a sadder, wiser new person. 
He’d ditched his phone the next day for a new one and a new number. He didn’t want to be tempted to call Alex, didn’t want Alex or anyone else to be able to reach him. They had his PO Box, they could mail his 1099 forms there. 
He also didn’t want his father to call him. He could write him if he needed to get in touch. 
He thought about going out, girls or guys, and realized he wasn’t ready for that yet. Better to focus on studies, work, and nothing else. In another month his internship would start, and this routine would feel like a vacation compared to that. 
He took a shower and grabbed a cup of coffee from a drive-thru before heading over to the USF 
Tampa campus. Dave looked relieved beyond measure when he walked up. Emily broadly smiled and hugged him. 
“Thank you so much, Trav! My mom and dad live up in Tallahassee, and said they wished they could be here. It really means a lot to me that you came.” 
“Hey, anything for a friend.” 
“Oh, go grab your seats. I need to go talk to Dr. C and get the final speaking order.” 
“Dr. C?” 
“Carmeletti. He’s my prof.” She sighed. “Everyone loves him, he’s a real sweetie. You never had him?” 
“No.” He pointed at Dave, then himself. “Engineers, remember? We only have to take the basics in language arts.” 
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sense of humor.” She was nervous, rambling at a rapid-fire pace, practically babbling. “My friend Cindy, she’s bound and determined to go out with him, but I keep telling her everyone says he never budges on not dating any students—” 
“Emily,” Travis gently interrupted, “you’d better go find him.” She grinned and nodded. “Oh, yeah! Thanks!” She kissed Dave, hugged Travis, and headed off into the crowd. 
Dave smiled and shook his head. “Dude, thank you so much. You have no idea how happy you’ve made her by doing this. She really misses her family.” They made their way toward the lecture hall door. Travis froze when he thought he heard a familiar laugh, then shook it off. 
No way. Just memories I need to forget. 
He’d done a pretty good job of forgetting, except for breaking down and checking the website a week after that last day and seeing the new video footage of Marston with another guy. 
And Marston’s dead eyes. 
He’d thrown up, barely making the bathroom, but not before he noticed Mars wore a condom. 
He snapped himself back to the present as they made their way down the right aisle and found seats six rows up, at the end of the aisle. They’d be able to see her okay at the podium set up center stage. 
From the angle, they couldn’t see the people gathered backstage and to the right, but Emily stuck her head out past the curtain. 
Travis and Dave waved. She broadly grinned as she waved back before disappearing. 
Again he thought he heard a laugh, the hint of a familiar voice, and brushed it off. 
Nerves. 
After a few minutes the lecture hall was mostly full. The doors closed as the house lights fell. 
An older woman, who was the evening’s moderator, walked out and took the podium. She introduced herself, the student speakers, and their keynote speaker, Dr. Gary Carmeletti. From where they sat, they could see the first three speakers sitting on the far right side of the stage, one of Emily’s feet, and nothing of the last man. 
Travis did his best to stay awake. He traded text messages with David, trying to crack each other up until Emily took the stage. Looking nervous as hell, she took a sip from a bottle of water with All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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a shaking hand. 
Travis had a thought too good not to share, although it also brought back memories he didn’t want to contemplate. 
He texted Dave. 
She should imagine we’re all naked. 
Dave clapped a hand over his mouth and elbowed him, hard, as he struggled not to laugh, drawing dirty looks from a few surrounding seat mates. 
Hell, not much made him nervous anymore. Tens of thousands of people—or more—around the world had watched him fuck a guy he thought he knew. Standing up in front of a few hundred people to read a paper? 
Cake walk. 
He wasn’t sure what her paper was about, too bored, in all honesty, to pay attention. He made sure to catch a few key points though, so he could give her praise on them and make her feel good. 
When she finished, everyone applauded and Dave and Travis gave her a standing O, even though they were the only ones who did. 
When the applause died down, the moderator stepped out again. “And now, our feature speaker of the evening. Please give him a warm welcome, our very own Dr. Gary Carmeletti.” Travis was reading Dave’s latest text message and applauding automatically when he looked up and felt his heart stop about the same time his cock stiffened. 
Dr. Gary Carmeletti took the podium. Dressed in khakis, a light blue chambray button-up shirt with his long sleeves rolled up to his elbows, a tie, and his glasses. 
Marston Cougar’s secret identity revealed. He wouldn’t have been more shocked if the guy had ripped open his shirt and revealed a Superman costume. 
Carmeletti gave the audience a bashful smile. “Let’s have one more round of applause for our student speakers. They were great.” He clapped as he turned to them, the audience clapping also. 
Travis, stunned, remained frozen in his seat and forced himself to breathe. 
Carmeletti began to speak. Travis struggled not to throw up and couldn’t begin to say what Carmeletti said. 
He looked totally at ease, had the audience laughing and listening raptly. Why wouldn’t he be at ease? Not like he was up there naked or anything. 
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Travis dug his fingernails into his palms to keep the near-hysterical laughter threatening to break through at bay. He wanted to stand up and scream at him. Here I am. 
Why did you lie to me? 
He remained still. Then Carmeletti’s eyes settled on him and the man stumbled in his speech, lost his place, froze. 
Travis had no doubts that Marston—Gary—recognized him, too. 
Their gazes locked for only a second but then Carmeletti looked down at his notes, adjusted his glasses and coughed. He took a sip of water. “Sorry. As I was saying—” Travis bolted from his seat for the door. He barely made it to a flowerbed, where he threw up, sobbing. 
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Chapter Thirteen
Gary enjoyed the lecture series. The student papers usually provided fresh insights, and it was good experience for them. He liked playing to the crowd, making them laugh, entertaining them. 
Not like I’m standing up there naked or anything. 
He closed his eyes as he listened to the last student speaker before him. Poor kid, nervous as hell and barely able to talk. 
Slow down, he thought, although he knew she couldn’t hear him. Relax. 
When it was his turn, he made sure the students got another round of applause, then he started his talk. Nothing spectacular, just applying Jung and Campbell to looking at fairy tales and how the same approaches could be used to—
He froze, mid-word. 
There was no doubt in his mind. Although he’d cut his gorgeous, shaggy hair into a business-neat style, it was him. 
He’d know those eyes anywhere. 
And the way Craig’s eyes widened, he knew his shock and surprise matched his own. 
Fuck. 
He stalled, took a sip of water, and tried to find his place in his notes. What he wanted to do was walk down there, grab him, drag him outside, and kiss him. To apologize for missing their meeting and pray that the whole clusterfuck was just one big misunderstanding because he hadn’t showed, and that Craig really did love him. 
He tried to talk again and Craig jumped from his seat. For a brief second he prayed he was coming up front, but he ran from the lecture hall like a scalded cat, drawing a few irate looks from some in the audience as burst through the door. 
He wanted to run after him, to call after him and beg for him to stay. 
To tell him he was sorry. 
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up to his usual standards. As soon as he could after they were finished, he ran out the stage door and looked around the lobby, praying he’d see him. 
Without paying attention, he nodded at comments and praise from audience members who passed him. 
He’d lost him. 
Again. 
With a sad sigh he returned to his car, sat there, and cried. 


* * * *
 “Unca Gawy!” Amy tackled him when he walked into the living room. It’d taken him almost thirty minutes to pull himself together before he drove home. So fucking close, and he lost him again. 
He scooped her up and kissed her. You’d never know she underwent serious cardiac surgery just twelve weeks earlier. At her last post-op check-up two weeks ago, the doctor told them he’d see them in a year, and that she should be fine. 
“Hiya, Princess. What’s up?” 
“Can we do pizza for dinner?” 
“Where’s your mommy?” 
“Studying.” 
He kissed her forehead one more time and sat her down. “I’ll go talk to her.” 
“Thank you!” She plopped onto the living room couch, where she watched one of her Blue’s Clues DVDs playing on the TV. 
He set his laptop case in his bedroom and walked out to the alcove Maria used for her studies. 
She was bent over her text book. She’d received her GED, got accepted to USF after he forced her to apply, and now studied pre-nursing. 
At least he had enough in savings he didn’t have to go back to work for Alex to pay for it. 
“Pizza?” he rubbed her shoulders. 
She appreciatively groaned as she sat up. “Would you mind calling it in? I’ve got another three pages.” She patted his hand and looked up at him. “Tell me again why I did this?” He kissed her forehead. “Because you’re a smart woman and a good mom and you’ll make a All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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damn good nurse.” 
“Keep reminding me of that.” 
He smiled and when Craig flashed through his mind, he shoved the painful thought away. Alex had refused to give up his info weeks ago, and said even if he could give it to him, when he’d tried to call Craig about offering him another job, the number wasn’t any good. 
Maybe he could go over to the engineering department and talk to people there. 
But he didn’t have his real name. He couldn’t exactly go flashing around a naked picture of the guy and out him. 
Fuck. 
He called in the pizza and went to change clothes as he fought the depression washing over him. 


* * * *
 By the time Travis stopped puking, he had three text messages on his phone from Dave. 
He sent a reply. Sorry, I’m sick. Rain check on dinner. C U @ home. 
He went home, but unable to drop it he went online and looked up the university’s staff page to get the correct spelling of his name. Then a search of white page listings didn’t produce a phone number, but with a little more searching he had an address. 
Okay, so he had to look up property tax records and maybe that bumped him into the realm of stalker freak, but he didn’t care. 
Marston—Gary—had recognized him. Travis needed closure. Even if it was just to hear him tell him to go away and leave him alone, he needed the door permanently shut on that time of his life. 
Needed to hear him say he was only pretending, that it was only make-believe. 
Armed with a map and the address, he headed east until he finally pulled up outside a modest house in a rural neighborhood. Not ritzy, not poor either. The yard was neatly kept but not manicured. 
Gary’s Civic and an older Toyota sat in the driveway. 
His heart pounding in his throat, he pulled into the driveway and shut his car off. If Gary turned out to be married he wouldn’t out him. He’d say he was there with a question about classes, or lie and say he was lost and looking for someone and pretend he fucked up the address. 
He didn’t care. He obviously had no pride left whatsoever to be here in the first place. 
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His legs shaking, he walked up to the door and rang the bell. 


* * * *
 “Pizza!” Amy charged for the door, but Gary intercepted her and scooped her up. 
“Not so fast, sweetheart. What have I told you?” 
“But pizza!” 
“You got the money to pay for it?” 
She sniffled. “No.” 
“Then let me open the door.” He rooted in his pocket for two twenties, enough for the tab and a tip, and handed them to her. “Okay.” 
He opened the door, his jaw nearly dropping to find Craig standing there. 
Craig looked just as shocked, when his eyes settled on Amy perched on his hip. 
Gary watched as disappointment washed over his face. “Um, I’m sorry. I think I have the wrong house.” 
Too stunned to move at first, when he realized Craig was heading back to his car, he called out to him and nearly stumbled trying to race after him with Amy in his arms. “No, please, wait!” Craig didn’t stop, walking faster. 
Fighting back his tears, Gary stopped. “Craig, please! Wait!” He stopped a few steps from his car, then turned. 
Amy frowned. “Cwaig? Is dat Sir Cwaig, Unca Gawy?” 
He walked over to Craig and struggled not to trip or drop her as tears clouded his eyes. “Yes, Princess. This is Sir Craig.” 
Craig looked at him. “Did she say Uncle Gary?” He nodded and threw one arm around him. “Yes! She’s my niece. Amy.” She studied the two men, the money for the pizza clutched in her hands. “Where’s da pizza? 
You din bring da pizza?” 
Gary laughed and refused to let go of Craig. No way in hell he’d let go of him until he had a chance to get this sorted out once and for all. “Craig isn’t a pizza delivery guy, sweetheart.” Craig looked stunned. Amy looked indignant. “You Sir Cwaig and you din bwing my pizza? 
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Wat kinda knight are you?” 
Craig burst out laughing and finally met his gaze. Gary felt relief to see tears in his eyes too. 
“I’m sorry,” Craig said. “I didn’t know I was supposed to bring pizza.” He leaned in toward her like he was going to tell her a secret. “Most people don’t know my name is Sir Craig. That’s my secret name.” 
“What your weel name?” she asked. 
“Most people call me Travis.” His gaze, those sweet brown eyes, focused on him. “And I need to talk to your uncle for a few minutes.” 
Travis.  It fit him. 
Maria appeared in the doorway. “Gar? What’s going on?” Amy turned in Gary’s arms. “He not da pizza guy, Mommy.” The pizza guy chose that moment to drive up. 
“Oh, never mind!” Amy called out. “Pizza here.” 
Gary didn’t want to let go of Craig—Travis. Amy handed the money over to the pizza driver and Travis finally untangled his hand from Gary’s and grabbed the boxes. 
“Stay for dinner. Please?” Gary asked. 
Travis nodded. 
Maria walked down to them, casting a questioning gaze at Gary. Gary handed Amy to her. 
“Take her, please. We’ll be right there. Travis, this is my sister, Maria. Maria, this is Travis—” 
“Collins,” he finished as he glanced at Gary. “Travis Collins. Pleased to meet you.” Maria smiled. “Nice to meet you, Travis.” She gave Gary a look he knew well, one that translated into I want the full story ASAP. “I’ll take her inside and set the table. Are you staying for dinner, Travis?” 
“Yes,” Gary said before he could answer. “He is.” 
She nodded and took Amy inside, who was telling her mom that she just met Sir Craig. The front door shut on her excited babbling. 
Gary wanted to say everything to him and yet didn’t know what to say. 
Travis spoke first. “What happened? Why didn’t you come back?” 
“Amy was scheduled to have cardiac surgery, but they changed her pre-op appointment to that Monday morning. In my rush to get home and pick them up, I forgot my phone. By the time I reached Alex you had already left. Then he couldn’t get hold of you because you changed your number.” All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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* * * *
 Travis stared at him, afraid to hope. “You weren’t playing me?” Gary shook his head. “No, I swear to God. I love you.” 
“What about that other job you did, after me?” 
“I didn’t want to do it. I needed the money for Amy’s surgery.” He grabbed his hand again. 
“Man, I’m sorry. No more, I swear. That’s the only reason I was still in the business, was to pay for Amy’s surgery. I’ve helped my sister raise her. Her father’s an assh—” He couldn’t talk anymore, because Travis grabbed him and kissed him to shut him up. When he broke their kiss he whispered, “Travis Collins, engineering major. August twelfth’s my birthday. I hope there’s no anchovies on the pizza, because I’m allergic to them.” Gary smiled. “Dr. Gary Carmeletti, professor of philosophy and retired secret porn star, January fifth, and I’m not allergic to anything.” 
Travis kissed him again. “So it’s three months late in happening, but can we have our talk now?” 
He nodded. “Oh, hell yeah. If you think I’m letting you leave before I’ve convinced you that I love you, you’re crazy.” 


* * * *
 By the end of dinner, Amy was yawning and the little girl bid a sleepy good night to the men as her mom carried her to bed. When Gary started clearing the table, Travis stood to help. Gary looked down into Travis’ eyes and kissed him. 
“Do you have anywhere to be tonight?” 
Travis shook his head. “No.” 
“How about for the rest of your life?” 
“What do you have in mind?” 
Gary smiled. “Well, I guess chaining you to my bed so I never lose you again is out. How about we spend the weekend together and discuss our future?” All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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Travis’ smile faded. “And what about films?” 
“The only way I’ll ever make another one is if she needed surgery and I couldn’t afford to pay for it. And only if you’re in it with me. I love Amy like she was my own daughter. I was there when she was born, which is more than I can say for her asshole father. I’ve helped raise her. The doctors say she should be okay now.” He faced him. “That’s another thing. I come with baggage. I won’t kick Maria or Amy out. Can you handle having a bouncy three year-old around?” 
“You talk like you want me to move in.” 
“How else am I supposed to wake up next to you every morning?” Gary felt his heart racing as Travis studied him. “No bullshit?” 
“No cameras, no bullshit. Ever.” 
“No more make-believe?” 
“Not unless you want to do a little role playing in bed. I love you, and there’s nothing fake about the way I feel.” 
Travis threw his arms around him and hugged him. “Jesus,” he whispered, “I love you. I thought you’d played me.” 
Gary stroked his back and returned his embrace. “Never. I’m not about to let you go now that I’ve got you back. I want my happy-ever-after, and I can’t have it unless I have you.” All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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Epilogue
Travis was rudely awakened from a pleasant dream by forty-odd pounds of little girl landing squarely on his stomach. 
“Wake up, Uncle Travis!” Amy bounced on him, making him groan and putting uncomfortable pressure on his bladder. “We’re going to be late if you don’t wake up! You promised to take me to school this morning with Uncle Gary!” 
He gently pushed her off and realized Gary wasn’t in bed. “All right, kiddo. Where is he?” 
“He’s making coffee and pancakes.” She bounced again, this time her hand barely missing his nuts. “He told me to come wake you up. Get up!” 
“I’m up!” He rubbed his face. The almost seven year-old glared at him. “Shouldn’t you be getting dressed for school?” 
“I am, but I had to wake you up first.” She climbed off the bed and turned as she reached the bedroom door. “No going back to sleep!” She wagged her finger at him before disappearing. 
Laughing, he threw back the covers and sat up. He’d pulled on sleeping shorts last night before he and Gary finally went to sleep after making love. After a trip to the bathroom, he headed for the kitchen where Gary stood at the stove. Travis slipped his arms around his waist and hugged him. 
“Morning.” 
“She wake you up?” Gary glanced over his shoulder with a playful smirk on his face. 
“Next time, remind her to land on the bed, not me. Not unless you mind me missing a nut,” he muttered. 
Gary laughed. “Sorry, Doctor Collins.” 
Travis groaned. “Oh, give me a break! Will you stop calling me that?” 
“Why? I’m proud of you.” Gary had insisted, since Travis’ grades earned him a full scholarship, that he get his doctorate. Ever since his graduation three weeks earlier, Gary had playfully teased him with the Doctor title. 
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“She left twenty minutes ago. She’s got labs this morning.” He laughed and looked up. “Two doctors and a nurse. Sounds like one of Alex’s movies.” Travis nearly snorted coffee out his nose as he laughed. Gary grinned and turned back to the stove. 
Travis stared at his lover while he cooked. He’d moved in that weekend and never looked back. 
Neither ever went back to “that job,” as they referred to it. They’d agreed if there ever came a time they needed money for Amy’s care, they’d do it on the condition that it was only the two of them together. 
So far, they hadn’t needed to. Amy remained healthy and, according her last check-up, perfectly normal. 
Amy ran out and modeled her outfit for them. “Do I look okay?” 
“You look great, sweetheart,” Travis assured her. 
Gary put a plate in front of her chair. “Sit and eat.” After they finished, Travis sent Gary to start their shower while he finished loading the dishwasher. He started his new job next week, but Gary had to teach today. He’d take him to work after they dropped Amy off. Then he’d go pick up Amy later from school, and get Gary after he taught his last class of the day. 
Later that afternoon, Maria arrived home just before Travis returned with Amy. He left Amy with her and headed to USF early to get Gary. He could sit in on Gary’s last class. He enjoyed watching him teach even if he didn’t understand much about the subject. 
He surprised Gary in his office and kissed him. “I’ll spy on the teacher today,” he teased. 
Gary grinned. “Want to play a little naughty teacher and bad student later?” Travis marveled that after more than three years together, his cock could immediately harden over a comment like that. “Oh, hell yeah.” He leaned in and kissed him again. “I’ll go wait for you in the classroom.” 
When he got there, he chose a seat in the back. Two other guys sitting nearby were bent over a laptop. 
“I’m telling you,” one said in a low voice, “it’s him!” 
“I don’t think so. Dr. C wears glasses.” 
Fear thrummed through Travis, but he tried to play it cool when the guys turned to him. On the screen, one of Marston Cougar’s old publicity shots. “What do you think?” the first guy asked. “Is that All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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Dr. C?” 
Travis hesitated, then laughed. “Dude, that can’t be him.” He pointed. “That guy’s got a tat. 
Gary doesn’t.” 
They frowned as they looked at the tribal band surrounding Marston Cougar’s left bicep. The other guy looked at Travis with suspicion. “How would you know if he’s got a tat or not?” Travis smirked and held up his left hand, where he wore a gold band on his ring finger. Gary wore a matching one. “I’m Mr. Dr. Carmeletti. I drove him to work today and I’m just killing time until we can go home. Go ahead. Ask him. You’re not the first guys cruising gay porn sites who mistook him for that dude.” He winked. “I can’t help it my husband’s a hottie.” The two men blushed. The owner of the laptop quickly took down the pic. “I wasn’t cruising a gay porn site!” he protested. 
Travis laughed. “Being gay’s nothing to be ashamed of.” Now the guys were caught between a rock and a hard-on. “I’m not gay!” the second guy insisted. 
At that point Gary, glasses on and a cup of coffee in one hand, walked in with his laptop case slung over his shoulder. 
“Hey, Gary. Come here for a sec, please?” 
Looking curious, Gary set his stuff down and walked over. There were still ten minutes till class began and students trickled in. 
“Yes?” 
Travis pointed to an empty seat. “Sit for a sec.” He lowered his voice. “That old question has cropped up—again.” He nodded at the two guys, who were now blushing furiously. “These guys don’t believe me when I say you don’t have a tat.” 
Gary’s eyes twinkled. He smirked as he rolled up his left sleeve. 
The two guys looked simultaneously disappointed and embarrassed. 
“Happy?” he asked as he rolled his sleeve down again. “I’m flattered you think I’m hot enough to do porn, but that guy’s not me.” 
The first guy mumbled, “Sorry, Dr. C.” He slapped his friend on the shoulder. “Douche. I told you it wasn’t him.” 
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Gary stood and winked at Travis. “Guys, one thing you should know about those sites is that they’re not real, they’re just make-believe.” 
THE END
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Also by Tymber Dalton
Cardinal's Rule
Blurb
In her world, there’s only one rule: Cardinal’s Rule. 
Tilly Cardinal’s world ended when her Master, Cristo, abandoned her, disappearing with no explanation other than a short, cryptic note releasing her as his slave. Five years later she’s Mistress Cardinal, a vicious and successful pro Domme charging big bucks to dish out whatever abuse men will pay to take. Materially she has all she wants, but she’s never felt more alone. 
In walks Landry LaCroux, a handsome, rich man with a proposition: he wants Tilly to train his slave. Landry holds the key to Tilly’s past, and her future. She’s shocked to discover Landry’s slave is her very own former Master, Cris. 
Unfortunately, Landry has a secret—he has cancer and wants to make Tilly a deal. Marry him and nurse him through his recovery, and he’ll pay her handsomely. As a bonus, she can abuse his slave in whatever way she sees fit to make up for the pain she’s suffered. Love wasn’t supposed to be part of the bargain, but as the three of them move in together, can they all find healing and a lasting happiness under Cardinal’s Rule? 
Contains whips, floggers, laughter, tears, a snarky French Dom, paint-peeling hot sex, and fun
through forgiveness. 
Warning: Contains subject matter that might offend some readers—graphic language, explicit
sex, mf sex, mmf ménage, mm sex, anal sex/play, sex toys, Femdom and Maledom BDSM practices,
bondage, Domination/submission, Master/slave, spanking, impact play, humiliation, cuckolding, public
exhibition, public sex, and piercing sarcasm. 
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Excerpt from Cardinal's Rule
Tilly hung up with Loren. Her friend had assured her she hadn’t had a fight with Ross, but still, there was something going on that Tilly couldn’t put her finger on. Ever since the other night at the club, her friends had acted on edge. 
Loren was always her safe call for new clients. Clients she’d had for a while, she trusted. Just in case, Loren had access to her private online Google calendar with full contact details and descriptions of her clients. 
All clients were told this up front. 
Just in case. 
Landry would arrive with his slave in twenty minutes. She’d already had two other sessions that morning, regulars, nothing tiring for her. The first, a middle-aged, overweight sissy who enjoyed being made to walk around in high heels and a French maid uniform while he cleaned her house with a butt plug up his ass. The other enjoyed being pelted with humiliating comments about his small cock—
which, in reality, was fairly average—while she used him as a human footrest or coffee table. 
Booooring. 
She staggered her pain slut clients throughout the week after she’d once tried to do three in one day and nearly threw out her shoulder using a riding crop on the last one. 
Landry told her he wanted her to go full-out, assured her that slave’s pain tolerance was high even though not a pain pig. “He’s trained to take it,” Landry said. “I would not call him a no-limits slave, because I do have limits. I don’t wish to damage my property. He’ll take whatever you see fit within the confines of our agreed-upon boundaries.” That could be interesting. Her evening before with Bob had been a nice change of pace, especially since it hadn’t ended with her using a riding crop on his ass just to make him take it. 
Some of her clients wanted the pain. Some of them despised pain but wanted the obedience. 
Bob was the latter. 
And tonight…
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She smiled. She felt like laughing. It’d been too damn long since she’d looked forward to anything. 
The last thing she’d looked forward to…
She ended that thought. 
It would be nice to see Bob tonight after Landry and his slave left, to have vanilla interactions with someone other than Loren and Ross. 
There came that pesky hope again. God, she hated that. 
For today’s initial evaluation she’d opted for a mix of comfort versus form. Jeans, because she could move in them and they offered her a greater layer of protection than a skirt in case something went bad. Four-inch ankle boots. Comfortable, yet adding to her height, and the heels were sturdy enough she could kick with them and use them as a weapon of self-defense. She could also run in them, if needed. Push-up bra, tank top, topped by an oversized long-sleeved, black button-up shirt, open, with the cuffs rolled to her elbows. The shirt’s hem hung past her ass and concealed the stun gun she kept clipped to her waistband in the small of her back. 
Another precaution with new clients. So far, she’d never needed it. Well, not defensively, at least. She had two clients that begged her to use it on them on a regular basis. 
No jewelry today, especially no dangly earrings that could get caught or pulled. 
She checked herself in the mirror one last time as she heard a car in the drive. Landry rang her doorbell one minute before five. 
Maybe he figured he’d better not push the being really early thing. 
She opened the door and studied him. His slave stood behind him, head hung, brown, shoulder-length hair obscuring his face. 
“Glad to see you didn’t change your mind, Mr. LaCroux. One thousand cash. Payable now.” He smiled, never taking his green eyes off her, and handed her a bank envelope. She opened it and counted it in front of him, ten one hundred dollar bills that appeared to be genuine, then returned it to the envelope, folded it in half, and tucked it in her back pocket. “Thank you, Mr. LaCroux.” 
“Don’t thank me yet, Mistress Cardinal. You haven’t worked with slave yet. And please, call me Landry.” 
She ignored that last part. “Does slave have a name?” 
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She led them inside and pointed to the couch. Then she turned, walked around the coffee table, and sat in a chair on the other side. As she did, she saw slave had already dropped to his knees on the floor between the couch and the coffee table, forehead nearly touching the carpet, facing his Master. 
Landry looked down at him with unmistakable disgust on his face. “I never said you could touch me,” he told the other man. 
Slave scooted back a few inches. 
She had yet to glimpse his face. 
Ooookay.  She almost felt sorry for the guy, but she knew darn well that sometimes what looked bad to outsiders was part of a beloved kink for the individual players. 
She returned her attention to Landry. “I know you made the dog training analogy the other day, but you and I both know there’s a lot more to it. I need to know exactly what you expect to get out of this and what he expects to get out of this. Remember, if he doesn’t want to make changes, nothing I teach him will matter.” 
“I know. Perhaps it will help if I give you a little background. I first met slave when he was nineteen. I was twenty-eight and his first serious relationship.” He paused, staring at his hands. “I was also very young, stupid, and egotistical. I told you, I attended college here in the States. I felt very full of myself. I’d embraced my sexuality, as clichéd as that might sound, and enjoyed discovering the BDSM scene. I wanted it all. 
“I met slave through a professor friend of mine. Slave was one of his students. I saw an opportunity to have my very own slave. I’m afraid at the time that I truly didn’t take the time to get to know him perhaps as well and in the ways I should have.” 
“Vanilla ways?” she asked. 
He nodded. “Exactly. Not to blame slave, because he was young and impressionable and eager to please. He came from a dysfunctional family. Because I was older, he saw me in many roles I not only failed to recognize, but failed to live up to.” He sighed. “We were together nearly six years when I decided in my egotistical Dominant mind that I needed more. I thought slave wasn’t enough for me. I informed him I wanted to be poly, and he would accept it or leave.” 
“He left?” During Landry’s entire soliloquy, slave never moved, never made a single noise. He could have been a piece of furniture. 
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realized I loved him, that he truly was my soul mate, and I had let my ego get in the way.” His face softened. “I swore if I ever had a second chance with him, I would do anything, whatever it took, to try to talk him back and I wouldn’t repeat my mistake. I felt empty without him. He had loved me, truly loved me, and I was too foolish to see it until after I lost him.” Tilly didn’t interrupt. She felt Landry’s sincerity, his regret. 
He cast a contemptible glance at the man on the floor. “Five years ago, Fate played a rather nasty trick on me. Except for my employees and a few old friends I had managed not to run off with my anger, I was alone. Then I nearly died in a car accident. When they performed emergency surgery, they discovered my cancer. Only two people showed up at the hospital to stand vigil for me, my oldest friends. One of them tracked slave down and sent him an email about my condition. The doctors had told them I would likely die without cancer treatment.” He looked at slave again, this time his contempt tempered with love. “Imagine my shock when I awoke in the ICU. I couldn’t speak, I had a tube in my throat. The doctors told me about my condition, that I might not make it. I needed to continue treatment for the cancer to have any hope of beating it. 
There, standing by my bed and holding my hand, was my angel. I thought I dreamed him until he squeezed my hand and started talking to the doctors about our next steps.” He closed his eyes. “Our.  I wanted to cry. I might have cried. I don’t remember. I later learned that when slave showed up and found out I was alone, he immediately stepped in and took over. As poorly as I had treated him before, he still forgave me and insisted on coming back. He quit his job, returned to L.A. to be with me, took over my business. He had worked for me before we broke up, had been my second in command, had helped me build my company. My success was due, in no small part, to him. 
“When they finally took the breathing tube out, my first words were, ‘I’m so sorry.’ My second were, ‘I love you.’ He smiled his beautiful smile and told me he still loved me, too. Eventually, as you know, I beat the cancer. I’ll be honest with you, if it hadn’t been for him I wouldn’t have tried. But then I had something, someone, to fight for. He wanted me, and I wanted him. I suddenly wanted to live again. I didn’t want to get him back just to lose him because of my death.” He glanced away for a moment, staring out her sliding glass doors, which looked upon her backyard garden. When he next spoke, his voice sounded soft and sad. “I asked him about his life. I couldn’t believe he was single. His job, all of it. He told me he would not leave me again as long as he All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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would be the only one in my life. Of course in my condition I was more than willing to agree to that. 
He asked we not talk about his life since he’d left me. He told me all he wanted to do was focus on my healing.” He turned back to her. “And that’s what I did.” 
“So what changed?” She didn’t like the sudden chill creeping over her that had nothing to do with the A/C kicking on. 
“I’d sensed a deep sadness in him since his return, but I had agreed not to talk about his life. I did ask if he had children, and he assured me he didn’t. I couldn’t have lived with myself if I took him away from children. Still, I knew there was something. Jump forward five years to nearly a month ago, while I worked from home and my laptop died. Slave had gone to work at our office and left his laptop at home, so I used it. I have our company VPN portal bookmarked on my computer and couldn’t remember the exact web address off the top of my head. I knew it was in the history in his computer and so I looked there. That’s when I discovered he made regular visits to an online photo storage site. 
Out of curiosity, I followed the link. His login was the same as for everything else he uses, per my instructions. 
“Imagine my surprise when I found pictures of him with a woman. I knew slave was bisexual when we first met. That wasn’t shocking. What shocked me was the time-date stamp on the pictures. 
Taken during the years we were apart, the last several taken weeks before he returned to me. 
“When he got home from work that night, I asked him about the pictures out of curiosity. I wasn’t particularly concerned about them because he had returned to me. As I said, none of the pictures were recent. I assumed a break-up and more perfect timing on the part of Fate to reunite us. Imagine my shock when he refused to talk about her.” 
He stood, circled the couch, then walked to the sliding glass doors where he stood, staring out them. “The first time in our relationship he ever balked at one of my commands—besides when he left me, of course. I ordered him to tell me about her and he finally did.” His voice softened. “Confessed what he’d done.” 
Tilly’s heart pounded in her chest. She didn’t want to hear this. She did not want to hear this! 
“Do you know what he did, Mistress Cardinal?” Landry softly asked. 
Her voice escaping her, she shook her head. 
He faced her. “I will be the first to admit I made mistakes. But in the years we lived apart, I learned from them. I changed, matured. Even while slave and I were together the first time my first All Rights Reserved. Unauthorized duplication or distribution, for free or for sale, is prohibited. 
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priority was him, even if I screwed it up in the end. I took very seriously my role as his Master, protector, owner. I never abandoned him. I never capriciously threatened to throw him out. I gave him the choice to leave when I issued my ultimatum about me wanting to see others outside our relationship. Even then, I did not let him leave without support. I made sure he could take care of himself. Gave him money so he could build his life without me. Treated him equitably.” She felt her gaze fall upon slave, who still crouched on the floor behind her coffee table. His brown hair. The tattoo she’d seen on his ass at the club the other night. 
No! 
“When I asked him why he came back to me,” Landry continued, “he told me he wanted to take care of me, didn’t want me to be alone. Still loved me. Yes, we thought there was a better than good chance I might die, but he took it upon himself to leave another to come back to me. He lied to me when he’d told me he was single. Well, not technically lied, because I lay unconscious in the ICU for nearly two weeks and he’d been there most of that time. Except when he made a trip back home to take care of business. So when he told me he was single it was mostly true because by then he’d severed ties with her.” 
She stood. “I don’t want to hear this.” She heard the tremor in her voice. 
“You have to. I want slave to face the consequences of his actions.” 
“No, really. I don’t want to hear any more.” 
Undeterred, he continued. “I told him he had no right to make the decision for myself or the one he left. To not tell either about the other. His rationale, while well-intentioned, was of course seriously flawed. He thought he knew what was best, just as I thought I knew what was best all those years ago when I insisted on a lifestyle he couldn’t live with.” She shook her head. “We’re done here, Mr. LaCroux. I’ve changed my mind, and I’m not going to do this. I want you both to leave. Right now.” She didn’t want to see slave’s face. If she never saw his face, it meant it didn’t happen. With trembling fingers, she dug the envelope out of her back pocket and tossed it on the coffee table. “I don’t want your money. I’m sorry, but I can’t do this.” 
“Please,” he said. “I need to make amends.” 
She jabbed a finger at him. “I don’t know what kind of mindfuck you’re into, but I’m not playing into it!” 
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questioned him further. I should not have turned a blind eye. Because of my shortcomings as his Master the first time around, apparently I failed to instill in him the ethic that a Master never abandons a slave, especially without explanation. Ever.” 
Her knees gave out and she heavily sat in the chair as Landry stood there. He leaned in, his face inches from hers. “I told you about my cancer returning,” he softly said, barely more than a whisper, so soft she knew slave couldn’t hear him. 
“I have a business proposition for you, Mistress Cardinal. I am worth a helluva lot of money. I have no wife or children. If you will marry me, and stay married to me for at least three years, I will pay you two hundred thousand dollars for every year you stay with me for those three years. If I die before then, you get everything I own, including my business. If you wish to stay married longer than that we will and can renegotiate salary then. 
“Please consider my offer. I owe you more than I can ever repay you, for more than one reason. 
I need to start that restitution now. I will be back for slave at the end of the hour. Be vicious. Take your pound of flesh and then some, literally. He will take whatever you dish out.” With that he turned and walked out the front door. 
Leaving the money on her table and slave kneeling on the floor. 
She’d never fainted in her life, but she felt close to it. She leaned forward and put her head between her knees and took deep breaths like she’d learned in nursing school. When she realized she gasped for air, she knew she was close to hyperventilating as well and tried to slow her breathing. 
Fuck! 
After what felt like forever, she sat up and looked at the man kneeling on her floor. Her feet felt numb, her legs shaky as she stood and slowly walked around the coffee table. 
He didn’t look up, didn’t move. 
She stood over him, her breath ragged. “Look at me, goddammit,” she finally said. 
He slowly tilted his gaze up to her, familiar brown eyes staring into hers. 
Over the years she had imagined many things. At first, that if he ever darkened her door again she would take him back even though she’d been hurt and pissed. As the months, followed by years rolled by, that fantasy changed. She imagined running into him and spitting in his face. Laughing at him. Pretending she didn’t recognize him. Acting friendly but cool, as if his leaving hadn’t ripped her sanity from her soul. 
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Prayed he’d grow ugly and fat and bald. 
He still looked like her Cristo, although his brown hair was much longer, down to his shoulders. 
He’d always kept it short and neatly styled when they were together. 
Her handsome Master was Landry’s slave. 
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