
        
            
                
            
        

    















“We could put it online,” Eden said. She curled her lips between her teeth to keep herself from grinning too much, or too obviously.
“Eden!” Nina said, rebuking her. “Oh my god, you’ve changed!” She dropped her mouth wide open at her, but it was curled in the corners with a grin, too. She had devastatingly cute dimples.
“We wouldn’t even know how or where to put it up,” Rebekah said. But her eyes sparkled just thinking about it.
All of their faces swung around to me.
“What, because I’m a guy? I’m supposed to know all about porn sites?” I said. I rolled my eyes and feigned indignity.  But they all laughed. They knew me too well.
“Sort of,” Nina said. “Yeah.” She nudged my side with her elbow and chuckled. We were all on the couch together between episodes of some show and just hanging out.
The issue at hand was what to do with the roughly 90 minutes of video we accidentally created when someone left the camera running during our ill-fated fashion show in the caboose — and someone else accidentally or otherwise (no one was saying) spun the camera around to catch the action that later played out all over my bed between the four of us. Of course we all pretended shock and scandal about the video’s existence, but we also all delayed insisting on deleting it. There was something undefined in us that its accidental creation was inspiring.
I had trimmed off the end that showed us after we fell asleep, and the beginning, too, where we were filmed setting up. The 90 minutes left in between had all the appearances of a secret camera hidden somewhere to record an evening of explicit and x-rated steaming hot fun shared by three girls and one guy. I tried to shake the thought, but there was no denying the thing had potential as a real money-maker. Eden was not the first to think of it, but she was the first to speak of it, and I was glad she did so that I didn’t have to.
“Well, let me think,” I said, and I pretended to think for the first time about it. “Three young and incredibly hot-looking girls?” I said. “Doing the things you guys did last night?” I shrugged one shoulder and screwed up my face like I had to wonder about it. They all cooed. They loved it when I called them hot-looking. They knew they were, but they loved being told all the same. “It might be fun to put it up just to see, I don’t know. We could figure out how though, I’m sure.” I shrugged again. I treated like I could take the idea or leave it. I put it all in their collective court and tried not to influence their thinking one way or the other. If this thing was going to be shared, I wanted to make sure they owned the choice.
“What if someone recognizes us?”  Nina said.
“Recognizes us for owning our bodies and choosing to have fun with them?” Eden said instantly.
We all looked at her, surprised again. Rebekah was right. Eden had changed enormously. It was a bona fide transformation.
“Eden’s kind of right, though,” Rebekah said, finally tearing her eyes off Eden’s eyes. “I mean, whoever sees it, they’re already at a porn site and they’re there for one reason only. They would have no grounds to throw stones.”
“What are the chances we’d be recognized though?” Nina said to me, nudging me again.
“Again with the presumption that I’m the guy so I know the answers to all porn questions!” I said.
“Just tell me,” she said. “Stop pretending you don’t know.” She nudged me harder in the ribs and stuck her tongue out at me.
I rolled my eyes to think long and hard on it. “There’s probably tens of millions of porn clips — hundreds of millions,” I said. “Let’s say there’s 10 big sites. Maybe they have 10 million clips each. So a hundred million clips are out there.” I nodded at them all. My mind continued to turn the topic over and over. “Say a guy looks at porn every day, so he sees maybe 10 new clips each day,” I said.
“Every day?” Nina said, and she dropped her mouth wide open at me.
“I’m just spit-balling here,” I said. “So over a year he’s looked at maybe 3 thousand clips,” I said.
Rebekah gasped and laughed and covered her mouth with her hand. “Oh, my, god,” she pronounced. “You know too much about this!”
“Keep going,” Eden said. She alone among the three of them was paying close attention and keeping a straight, concentrating face.
“So,” I continued, “say he looks at porn for 20 years before, I don’t know,” I shrugged, “new technology makes all these clips no longer anything anyone looks at.”
“What technology?” Nina said.
“If I knew that . . . “ I started, but Rebekah interrupted me.
“. . . he’d invent it!” she said and she slapped Nina’s leg.
“Well I don’t know!” Nina said, half laughing and half shaking her head at Rebekah. “I’m not into porn like you are!”
Rebekah gasped at her and shook her head and rolled her eyes.
“So, 20 years at three thousand a year means he will see 60 thousand clips,” I said. “60 thousand divided by 100 million — Nina, get your phone calculator out.”
She already was putting the numbers in. “Zero  point zero zero zero six.”
“Times a hundred now,” I said.
“Point zero six,” she announced, and she showed us all the face of her phone.
“Point zero six percent chance that any one guy will see this particular clip,” I said. “There are maybe what, two hundred guys out there who know you, who would recognize you?” I said.
“How do you know that?” Nina said.
“I don’t, I’m just guessing,” I said.
“Times three, because there’s three of us in the clip,” Eden said.
“But there’s a lot of overlap in people who know you all,” I said, but I nodded at her to acknowledge that she was thinking in the right way. “Let’s say times two,” I said, and she nodded affirmatively back at me. “And then, let’s say, half of those guys look at porn,” I said and I shrugged. They all shrugged back at me. I took Nina’s phone from her hand and put in the last numbers and held the phone back from my face and squinted at it. “12%,” I said. “Let’s say a one-in-ten chance that somebody who knows you is going to see you in this porn clip,” I said.
“That’s kind of high,” Nina said, but her voice was thoughtful. It wasn’t an impossible number to work with.
“And that’s at some point over the next 20 years!” Rebekah said.
“Good point,” I said, and I looked over my shoulder at Nina and gave her back her phone.
“Plus,” Eden said, “not everybody is going to care.”
Nina grinned at me. She knew we were going to do it. “I’m still intrigued by how you know all this,” she said through a grin.
“I’m just guessing!” I said,  protesting her implications. “Plus the film quality isn’t super high and the lighting isn’t very strong,” I said.
Nina grinned and wrapped her hand around my bicep and fell back in the couch, pulling me back with me. “See, you do know!” she cooed.
“If someone who knew you saw this video, they’d maybe make out your faces, but maybe not. There are no close up straight on face shots,” I said. “But Rebekah is kind of right, too — they’d only recognize you because they went to a porn site. Maybe they wouldn’t care and maybe they don’t want to out themselves, either,” I said, “like Eden says.”
“We’re all doing things we’re hiding,” she said, “things that aren’t harmful or anything, and meanwhile, things that are truly harmful are right being done right out in the open all day long,” she said.
“It looks like a hidden camera,” I said, “like the viewer is sort of spying.”
Nina pulled on my arm. “Are those even allowed?” she said.
“Not genuinely hidden cameras,” I said. “But we simply sign releases as models affirming that we agreed to appear,” I said.
“You do seem to know an awful lot about this,” Rebekah said.
“I had time to research while you guys were working at the hospital,” I said and I shrugged.
“Sure,” Nina said, and she laughed.
“I don’t even mind if someone recognizes me,” Eden said. “It’s just sex, it’s just having fun — big whoop, someone caught us enjoying our bodies!”
“I might actually be on Eden’s side on this,” Rebekah said. She shrugged. “We get to do with our bodies what we want, don’t we?”
“Look what you started,” Nina said to me, and she shook her head at me.
We did more editing to it together, but not too much. We wanted it to look amateur. We liked the rough cut nature of it, the unplanned angles, the obscuring lighting, the muffled sound track. We explored together where to put it, what to use as keywords for it, and what to title it. I opened an account with the website we chose. We all held our hands over each other’s the moment I pressed the upload button. And then we waited, got bored, went to work on our laptops, and nearly forgot all about it. Until I went back to check if it was up yet, almost 24 hours later.
“Holy shit, guys!” I yelled alone in my caboose, and I ran over to the house with my laptop on my hand like a serving tray.
I came flying in the front door and called everyone around the coffee table. “Over a thousand views!” I cried out loud. They stared at me like I was an alien.
But when they saw our dashboard at the site, they were all as shocked and surprised as I was. We danced and celebrated and whooped and hollered and high-fived. We found our video at the site and played it for ourselves and marveled at how exciting it looked, all the girls in various outfits doing their fashion show for me. And then soon after, not in anything at all . . . .
“How much is that!?” Nina said with excitement filling her eyes. She squeezed my hand so hard it hurt.
“How much money! How much money!” Rebekah shouted, smiling broadly, jumping up and down.
Eden looked at me and widened her eyes and bit her lip.
“That’s . . . !” I paused and thought about it. I got out my phone and opened the calculator. Nina, Rebekah, and Eden held their breath staring at me holding each other’s hands, engrossed in the anticipation of it. I pushed the phone back from my face and shut one eye to make sure I was reading it right. “That’s seventy cents!” I said.
I was met with silence. All three of them uttered half-hearted “wow”s.
I alone remained excited. “That’s for not for even one day,” I said. “So say it’s a dollar by the end of the day. And say we figure out the keywords and other stuff better, so it turns into like two dollars day. That’s $60 a month. Say we do three more videos. That’s like $250 a month. That’s pretty fun money!” I said. “For doing what we do anyway.”
They all nodded thoughtfully, imagining it, thinking it through.
“Three more videos,” Rebekah said, and she looked from one to another through narrowed eyes.
“Or not,” I quickly said.
“No, no,” Nina said, and she tapped my arm. “I mean, we did one, we know how to do it now,” she said. “We can plan the next one.”
“How much can we make?” Eden said. “If we do more videos?” she said.
“It’s not even about the money,” Rebekah said. “Just knowing people are enjoying looking at it.”
“But the money is nice,” Nina said. “I mean, we can put it toward a holiday altogether.”
“Doesn’t have to be all of us all the time, either,” Eden said. “In the videos, I mean,” she said.
I was surprised most of all by her. She was fully taking on a leadership role in our new enterprise.
“What do you mean?” Nina said.
“We can make shorter ones, where it’s one or another of us with Graham,” she said, “in different rooms, or different places. But always with the hidden secret camera sort of effect.”
“If that’s what people like,” Rebekah said with a shrug.
Nina pulled on my arm. “How do we know if it’s the secret camera thing they like or if it’s the four of us, like what’s making people look at it?” she said.
“I guess we experiment,” I said.
“Maybe 90 minutes is too long,” Rebekah said.
“Can we make like 15 minute videos?” Eden said.
“I don’t know,” I said. “But that would be easier, wouldn’t it.”
“We could film through the windows like someone spying,” Nina said, and she squealed and slapped my arm.
“One of us can creep around like the spy,” I said, “and the worse the camera work is, the better — it will seem more real.”
“Except you,” Rebekah said. “You have to be in every scene, being the guy.”
“Not necessarily,” Eden said.
“What?” Rebekah said, not cluing in.
Eden blushed and looked down and away. “Can be two people and not necessarily a guy,” she said quietly. “Both girls, like.”
Nina gasped. “She’s right!” she said, and she slapped my leg too hard.
We all quietly contemplated what we had been dreaming up and developing.
“We need a theme,” I said. “A genre.”
“Isn’t the secret hidden camera thing a genre?” Nina said.
I wavered my hand and closed one eye. “That’s more like a technique. They’re obviously not whole stories out there, but they need a sort of suggestion of a scenario. I’m just saying, the scenarios might want to be similar, so that people come back and look at all our videos.”
“And multiply our money!” Rebekah said.
“Dates,” Eden said, and we all stopped and stared at her.
“Like someone — a roommate — secretly filming a roommate’s date on a couch,” Eden said.
“That’s not bad,” I said, and I snapped my fingers.
“A little anticipation in it, isn’t there,” Nina said.
“Uncertainty,” Rebekah said.
“Clothes coming off,” Eden said. “Teasing.”
“Always a first date,” I said.
“Why?” Nina said. “I like, but why?”
“The point of view of the person watching,” I said. “They can imagine themselves in the scene that way.”
“Have you done this before?” Rebekah said, and she kicked my foot and laughed. “Nina’s right,” she said, and her and Nina high-fived like they figured me out after all.
“I swear to god, of course not!” I said. “Just thinking though, that’s how it works, right?”
“But you do seem to know a lot about what people want to see,” Nina said.
“He is a man,” Nina said, but she quickly slapped my stomach and kissed my cheek. “Kidding!” she said, and she pushed herself up using my knee to balance herself. “More wine anyone?” she said.
Everyone put their empty glasses out to her.
“Who wants to try to make another one tonight?” Eden said.
“What do you have in mind, oh brave little one?” Nina said, coming back in the room holding the wine bottle by the neck and ready to pour into the outstretched glasses held up to her.
“I want to bring Graham home on a date, and I want him to get me to do him on the couch,” she said.
“Oh my god, Eden,” Rebekah said, and she pushed her shoulder over. “You already have it all worked out!”
Eden looked at me through strands of hair over her eyes. “Just 15 minutes, like we said?” she said.
“All in one take,” I said. “Otherwise it doesn’t look genuine.”
“That’s pretty quick to get a girl in bed,” Nina said and she laughed.
“But do you want to try?” Eden said to me. She was pushing the idea hard.
“Like right here, right now?” I said, and I laughed.
“I think it should look like a guy hidden with a camera. Otherwise, I mean, what girl is going to do that?” Rebekah said.
“So it’s the guy’s place and he’s bringing a girl over?” Nina said. “And he has a roommate?”
“Three different girls — there’s three videos right there,” Rebekah said. “He’s a busy guy.” She winked at me.
“Plus maybe we can wear wigs and stuff, be different girls,” Eden said. She grinned and snorted. She was having more fun with the idea than anyone.
“Are you wanting to do this?” Nina said to me more privately.
I smiled at her and began to nod. “I mean,” I said, “it sounds like a lot of fun, doesn’t it.”
“We can make little 15 minute movies for you, and you do all the technical work on them, and we’ll share the money and figure what to do with it later,” she said.
“I’m in!” Rebekah said.
“I like it,” Eden said.
“I’m in if you are,” Nina said to me. 
We piled our hands together. “All for one,” I said. We all laughed, but with nervousness.
Rebekah thought, for the first one, she could pretend to be someone hiding in a closet peeking out with me and Eden on the couch getting to know each other. We thought she could film in there for a whole 20 seconds before we come in the door. Then, to keep it real, we wouldn’t use a script or a plan. “We can just try to feel like two people who just met,” Eden said. “And then see what happens ourselves.”
“If the person with the camera doesn’t know what’s happening next, that’s actually good,” Rebekah said. “I mean, that’s how it is for a real spy, right?”
“Do I say what I’m doing?” Rebekah said. “I mean to the camera?”
“No!” I said, thinking out loud. “No, just have the viewer start watching and not knowing what’s going on or where we are or when or anything,” I said. “Just nothing for 10 or 20 seconds, just looking out at a living room. You would have to be silent if you really were spying,” I said.
“Ohh, I like that,” Nina said. “Like a real date!”
“That’s the idea,” I said. “Everything real.”
“Except it’s got to progress pretty fast,” Rebekah said. “Fifteen minutes beginning to end.”
“Good point,” I said to her. “That’ll be the challenge, I guess. Making it look real but moving things along rapidly enough so it’s all done in 15.”
‘’And not look rushed,” Nina said. “Isn’t that a little unrealistic?”
“But we can’t splice it as though time is missing,” I said, “because that stops looking amateur.” 
“We might just have to practice,” Eden said.
“We don’t have a closet that looks out onto the couch,” Rebekah said.
“Doesn’t have to be an actual closet,” I said. “What if you stood inside Nina’s bedroom door. Make it look like you’re in a closet, sort of peering around the edge of the door, keep it nearly closed,” I said. “Keep the edge of the door in the frame, so the viewer feels like they’re peering around it.”
“I swear to god,” Nina squealed. “You’ve done this before!”
“I swear to god I haven’t!” I said to her.
“Okay then!” Rebekah said. “You have to put something on like you’ve been on a date, Eds!”
Eden dashed off more eager than I’d ever seen her before. I got changed as well. And then Eden and I stepped outside, Rebekah got her phone camera ready, and went inside Nina’s room and nearly closed the door on herself. Nina went in with her to help. We decided to film about 10 seconds before Eden and I came in. We stood outside waiting for Nina to rap on the wall to tell us that Rebekah started the filming. Eden was in tight torn jeans, white sneakers, and a dark blue hoody. I was in jeans and an untucked button up shirt. The zippers and buttons would be good teasing, we all thought.
Eden and I were strangely nervous, standing outside and waiting for Nina’s rapping on the wall from inside. “Should we come in laughing?” I said.
“I don’t know!” she said, and she squirmed and half squatted. Just then we heard Nina’s rapping on the wall. We were out of time.
“Do you want to come in?” I said to her, turning into my character — which was pretty much myself.
“I came to your door, didn’t I,” she said. We were both in character, smoothly and easily. She was being herself, too. We both mentally counted to ten as well.
“I hope you like it,” I said — the joke being, it was her place in reality, not mine. I opened the front door. We both instantly saw Nina’s door partly open, and in the darkness within, her camera held up to Rebekah’s face. We both ignored it, though.
“So make yourself at home,” I said. “Glass of wine?”
“I’m fine,” she said. She helped herself to the couch.
I plopped down beside her and crossed one leg over my other knee and we turned our heads sharply toward one another.
Eden immediately started laughing. She covered her mouth with her hand. I knew it was because she was nervous, knowing we were making a movie, but it worked anyway — she might have laughed nervously like that if it were a real date, too.
I put music on with my phone and leaned back deeper into the couch.
Eden looked over at me a few moments and we met and held each other’s eyes. I was utterly convinced in that moment I had been on a first date with her. The rest unfolded like it really had been, complete with all the unknowing, the tension, the anticipation, and the excitement. There was no doubt in my mind she was feeling all of that too, just like me. I could see it in her eyes.
She laughed and bit her lip and rolled her eyes. She cupped her hand around my jaw, rolled half sideways, and draped her leg over my legs. We began to make out on the couch. She murmured things to me I knew the camera would not make out, but that was perfect, too. It added to the amateur feel to it, I knew. She laughed and teased me with her tongue around my face and lips. She was more expressive than in her real persona, but that was good, also, for the camera, I knew. She took to acting like a natural.
I unzipped her hoody and she squealed and tugged it closed like I surprised her, but she didn’t zip it back up, she only held it closed, which lasted until our next kiss, whereupon, her hoody fell wide open. Underneath, she was wearing a gleaming white full-cup bra. It looked perfect against her darker olive skin. She flashed her eyes at me to tell me she thought about every detail when we were getting ready.
I started to push the hoody off her shoulders but she moaned and squirmed in protest, and instead, swung her body over top of mine to sit in my lap facing me, and she began to undo the buttons down the front of my shirt instead. We talked quietly — too quietly for the movie to hear the words — and we laughed and kissed more. She made her way down the front of my shirt and struggled to pull it up for the bottom-most buttons, and she peeled it back from my shoulders.
Only then did she drop her arms back behind her and let me pull her hoody down from her back, turning the sleeves inside out as I pulled it down her arms and over her hands. It fell on the floor in front of the couch. My shirt fell off my back, too, and bunched up in the back crease of the couch. I knew the discarded clothing would look perfect for the movie.
Eden surprised me with the way she took charge. If the movie was in fact a chance to take on a genuine but “other” persona from within, then Eden was giving us all a glimpse of the different person she could be. This Eden was the one hinted at when we were talking about the possibility of making movies. This Eden wanted to show in every action that she owned her body, controlled her sexuality, and expressed it in whatever way she desired. It was the opposite of the Eden I first met, so — it seemed — long ago. She was being forceful and assertive, loud and daring.
She took charge. I immediately realized the 15 minute challenge — rushing to the climax, so to speak, but keeping it real — was a misplaced fear. She played the persona of a girl who wanted to have sex and was delaying only enough to not come off as too slutty. It was perfect. She appeared for the camera like a woman overcome with lustful desire. She amazed me. She waddled backward on my lap and laughed lightly and reached down between our bodies. She started to feed the tail of my belt through the chrome loop.
“Is this okay?” she said.
“Perfect,” I said to her. I meant perfect as a character in our little charade, and perfect also for the movie we were making. She understood my double communication.
She pulled on the belt to make the pin pop out of the hole, and she fed it through, before twisting her long, agile fingers into the button of my jeans. After that, she pulled on the tab of my fly. She squealed and slid off my knees onto her feet, pushing the coffee table backward with her calves. She laughed — she was pretending to be such a playful minx! — and she tugged at the bottoms of the legs of my jeans until I lifted my hips and allowed her to slide them off me. She twisted around to look for where to throw them, and did a perfect job of not seeing the phone sticking up at the door behind her. But she took care to take her time with it, too, letting the camera see her twisting bare back, and giving it a good long sideview of the cups of her bra, and her hair, fallen over her face, obscuring her eyes. She was a natural for sure. She understood the genre implicitly.
She shocked me, both as Eden, our normally reluctant and squeamish roommate, and as my nameless in-movie date, as she stood in front of me with her feet spread, and made a show of tearing at the button in her jeans and tugging the tab of her fly down. She even turned around and laughed in a high, girly pitch, as she squatted with her ass poking back at me, and she peeled her jeans down her legs and stepped out of them. Now in only her equally gleaming white lace panties and bra, she stepped up to me again, sat on my thighs and slid down from my knees to my waist, eventually — but not too quickly — grinding the front of her panties against the front of my shorts. My arousal was obvious — I didn’t have to act at all. Eden was playing the delicate flower, but the delicate flower losing control of herself.
In fact, with the way Eden was moving things along, I began to feel that it was best for the movie if I did a minimum of movements. Most porn-watchers are men, I calculated in my mind. If I remained mostly unnoticed, wouldn’t they more easily fall into the magic of seeing — of feeling — themselves in my place, with a girl like Eden snaking her body all over mine, wanting like she was wanting, needing like she was showing she needed? The more I let Eden run with whatever her mind was coming up with, the better the movie was going to be.
I took both her bare, round shoulders in my hands and slowly — for the viewer — let them watch me feel her skin, pull my hands down her biceps, then feel in and around her ribs and nearly touching, but not quite — not yet — her breasts, and then running my hands down further to wrap them around her waist, and then around her hips. I moved slowly to makes sure a viewer would feel what I was feeling under my fingertips.
Eden played her part so well, I kept having to remind myself it was a movie, and then even that part I forgot. She squirmed in response to my touches. She writhed under my hands. And most of all, for the movie, she gasped out loud, she purred, she cooed, she laughed, and she murmured. She was laying down the perfect sound track for the movie. She sounded beyond excited. She sounded needy.
She curled her fingers around the waistband of my shorts. “Is this okay?” she said again, and she laughed. I only stroked my hand through her hair. I decided I wouldn’t say anything for the whole movie from then on, not even a grunt. All the sounds of sex were going to be Eden’s sounds — and she really started making a lot of sexual sounds. I knew Nina and Rebekah were in Nina’s room with disbelieving faces. They would be able to see what I was seeing — Eden taking to the role with such feeling, it made you shiver.
She pulled my shorts off me the same way she pulled my pants off, and she got back onto my now-bared lap. She pulled up my cock in both her hands and crouched down over me to kiss me, to lick my neck, and then my chest. She slowly slid down between my legs until her knees came to the floor. I struggled not to glance at the camera I could see in the corner of my eyes staring back at us from the shadows in Nina’s room. I knew Eden was putting on a show. She made her bare back wave and undulate for the camera. The ducked her head down and let the camera see her hair flow and pulsate around my lap. And just when she knew a viewer would be dying to see what her face was doing in the guy’s lap, she hopped up beside me, pulled her hair around her neck, laughed and squealed and gasped, and showed for the camera her mouth parting, her lips, wet and soft, and her tongue, flat and hanging out, as she closed her mouth around the head of my cock and slowly, smoothly, slid it all the way down.
I was not acting when I fell back in the couch and rolled my face up to the ceiling. Eden went to town on me, moaning out loud, her whole body coming up and down in my lap, showing the camera without looking like she was clearing a view for the camera, her mouth wide open, taking my cock all the way to the back of her throat. Did I mention she seemed to be a natural at this? She pumped with hand and mouth. She pulled off only to smile up at me, murmur and laugh — the laughter was what was going to sell this movie — and she went back down on me with even wilder abandon. She made sure to make a lot of slurping noises, too. She stuck her ass up higher behind her. She licked my cock, kissed it, honored it and glorified it. She knew her audience all too well.
I stroked her back where it rose and fell, and twisted and contorted over my lap. When I unclasped her bra she instantly sat up, shook her shoulders, and let the straps fall down her arms. She retracted her elbows out of them, freeing her breasts, whereupon she pushed them around my erection and stroked me with them. She moaned and groaned like she was the one being stroked so enticingly instead of me. None of it was scripted. I didn’t have to act to have the look of surprise on my face. She looked and acted exactly like a reluctant girl with nothing but circumspection when out in public, who becomes ravenous behind closed doors alone with a man who excites her in way she can’t control. Of course it was all fantasy tropes. But she made it so real.
She rolled off me and pulled at my hips to make me lie on the couch lengthwise, and she proceeded to dance and twist over me. She tugged her panties off like she couldn’t wait any longer, and she lowered her mouth back down over my shaft, and her bared pussy down over my face.
I wrapped my arms around her thighs and squeezed my hands into her ass. She arched deeply, groaned with her face raised toward the camera — eyes clenched shut — and she pushed her pussy down harder against my mouth. I sucked on her clitoris, I lapped at her pussy lips, and I pushed my tongue inside her. She no longer needed to act, just like me. Her pussy was so extraordinarily wet, she flowed over my chin. I think Eden liked the camera, a lot.
We 69’ed each other, moaning and groaning and writhing and twisting with excessive bodily expression, both of us drawing the other close to the edge. She knew, though, like I did, too, that she could cum, but not me — mine was the money shot.
She didn’t act. She squeezed my cock tightly in her fist and only as though she remembered did she dive her mouth deep down the shaft of my cock, but only once or twice, being a girl so on the cusp from my licking her pussy out, she was unable to focus. It worked as a safeguard against making me cum too soon. She shivered throughout her body and seized up in all in her muscles. She squeezed my cock too hard and her thighs went as hard as cement around the sides of my face. I continued relentlessly with little circles around the top of her lips and over her little hard nub of a clit, and she continued to breathe hard, stopping and starting, and giving extra-loud voice to her gasps and pants. She moaned out loud with my cock buried in her mouth, muffling her sounds.
Her climax was both stunning and explosive. And yet, it appeared so real. I still think it was real, even though, afterword, she insisted she was only acting, before pushing me to stop talking about it. It made her shy to cum that hard, but only after, when she was out of character and the camera wasn’t rolling any longer. With the camera on, her whole body shuddered and her mouth dropped wide open. She gasped and cried to the ceiling. The spasms that wracked her body bordered on the violent. And then, the tension peaking, she shook silently with a breathless scream on her face, and she collapsed over my body, moaning with my cock driven to the back of her throat.
She roused herself and spun around on me and sat on my lap again, kissing my face like someone gone crazy with love and lust. Now frantic, either because she needed it so bad, or because she knew we were using up most of our time, she lifted her hips, showed her pussy to the camera behind through her spread thighs, and reached through to grasp my erect cock in her grasping fingers, to steer it to the lips of her swollen and soaking pussy, and to sink down over the head, and to let go of it to take me all the way inside her.
She covered my face with kisses and moved on me like the lake does a beach, in waves rolling and crashing. She knew what the camera wanted to see, and she arched as deeply as possible to expose her pussy, and my glistening cock coming out of it and going back in, her lips folding around the shaft, sucking me in deeper.
She laughed and spun around to push her pussy back down my shaft facing the camera riding me reverse cowgirl style. She leaned far over and grasped my ankles in her hands and pumped her body on mine with a ferocity and an energy I was unfamiliar with in her. I tried to tap her shoulder discreetly to let her know she was taking me too far, too fast. Nina, poking up over Rebekah’s shoulders in the dark room, figured out to hold up fingers we both instantly knew meant how many minutes left till we hit 15. She showed four, and then she showed three.
I rolled Eden over. It was time to assert dominance, like all the viewers would want, and I pushed her down in front of me, down onto her elbows and knees. She cried out and purred and squealed like someone who loves nothing more than to be dominated, now that she finished rousing the lion in me. I hauled her ass up in front of where I knelt on the couch sideways, and I tugged her hair to get her to put her face toward the camera. She grabbed a pillow, sank her fingers into it, and pulled it under her face. She was excellent at curling her eyebrows around her eyes and pulling her mouth down in a sexual sob. She even made her eyes wet.
I gripped her hips from behind and poked her all over with the head of my cock. In the corners of my eyes I could see Nina behind Rebekah hold up three then two fingers. I gripped Eden harder on the sides of her hips, and entered her. I jolted her body from behind and she lifted her face toward the camera, clenched her eyes, and grimaced. Her whole body rippled with the pounding I drilled into her from behind. Her cries were not all acting. She got so loud it mesmerized me.
For the rest of the movie, both Eden and I were able to laugh at ourselves after recounting how we both forgot there was a movie being made. I lost myself in pounding her from behind and she lost herself just as much, in getting fucked so thoroughly. I ejaculated into her pussy with force, gushing out of her lips and dribbling down her inner thighs. And then she did the most surprising thing of all — and to this day, she claims it wasn’t acting, but that she wanted to do it, having forgotten it was a movie. She rolled over, popped me out of her, and shimmied down under my legs to take my spent and dripping cock in her mouth to lick me up and suck the rest of me off.
I stroked her hair under my waist huffing and puffing, barely able to contain myself with the sensations she was giving me. She moaned, too, like it was her getting stimulated all over again. I fell back on the couch, came down with my head over the arm, and she crawled up over my body and laid on me, kissing my chin and neck and murmuring and laughing. I saw Nina’s hands up, now counting down from ten seconds with her folding fingers. Eden got up and pulled me up by the hand, and laughing and squealing, she pulled me out of the camera frame and over to the bathroom to clean up.
We closed the door and sank against each other, spent and elated with the movie we just made. She pressed her naked body into mine where I sat on the edge of the counter, and we kissed gently and closely. We were both surprised, but not seriously, when Nina and Rebekah appeared at the bathroom door.
Eden held my shoulders and rested her face on my chest. I curled my hands around her head and petted her hair.
“How did we do?” she said to Rebekah.
But Rebekah knew that neither of us needed to be told that it was perfect. Nina and Rebekah both wrapped themselves around us and we hugged, the four of us, in the close confines of the little bathroom, before Nina and Rebekah slapped both our naked butts and told us to hurry up and shower and come see the movie we made.
We came out in our robes and collapsed on the couch. Rebekah had the movie cued up and ready on her laptop open on the coffee table. We were amazed, or perhaps even shaken, by how realistic the video looked, the way it peered around a blurry corner with hand-held jerkiness, spying on the couple making out on the couch after a date.
Rebekah captured everything. She even had moments where she pulled the camera back to view only the back of the door for a few seconds, as though the bad spy was afraid the couple on the couch, the cameraman’s supposed roommate, would see them. She zoomed in, badly and shaking, on my cum running down the inside of Eden’s smooth, olive-toned thigh. I wasn’t a huge consumer of porn, especially since moving into the caboose behind the house where those three nursing students lived, but I had seen enough to know that we created something of certain value.
“It’s good,” I said.
“Anything to change?” Rebekah said.
“It’s ready to go just like that,” I said.
“It’s hot,” Nina said. She turned toward Eden over her shoulder. Eden was biting her lip, a worried look on her face. “You looked so aroused,” Nina said.
“I wasn’t acting,” Eden said.
They kissed, and then they kissed again.
“Do we have the makings of our next movie?” I said.
Nina laughed, but Eden stuck her tongue out at me. “Maybe,” she said, and her and Nina made eyes at each other.
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