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Chapter 1: Dead Tape

The chrome diner booth was cold against Kevin Sullivan’s thighs, even through his jeans. He stared at the neon Video King sign across the street, glowing like a corporate middle finger through The Vinyl Fork’s rain-speckled window.

Summer 1986 was supposed to be different.

He was supposed to be editing student films at NYU. Instead, he was nursing lukewarm coffee in a lakeside Vermont town, hiding from a secret that would crush his parents if they knew: he’d dropped out three months ago.

The mini jukebox on the table cycled through Cyndi Lauper. “Girls Just Want to Have Fun” felt like a personal attack.

“You look like hell, Kevin.”

He glanced up. Diane Prescott slid into the opposite side of the booth, her coffee cup trembling slightly as she set it down. At thirty-eight, she still turned heads—chestnut waves framing a face that mixed warmth with exhaustion. Today, the exhaustion was winning. Dark circles shadowed her hazel-green eyes.

The shoulder pads of her burgundy blazer were crisp, professional. Everything else about her screamed defeat.

“Rough night?” Kevin asked.

“Rough month.” Diane rubbed her temples. “Rough year, if we’re being honest.”

Through the window, Video King’s fluorescent lights buzzed with sterile efficiency. The corporate chain had opened last week. Already, Sunset Video’s parking lot looked like a graveyard.

Katie Prescott bounced through the diner door, all neon pink and impossible energy. Twenty years old and dressed like Madonna’s fever dream—crop top showing her pierced belly button, micro-shorts that barely qualified as clothing, candy-pink hair catching the morning light.

“Morning, Mom! Morning, Kevin!” She slid in next to Diane, stealing a sip of her mother’s coffee. Her nipples were clearly visible through the thin fabric of her top. Kevin looked away quickly.

Katie noticed. She always noticed.

Blair Prescott followed her sister like a gothic shadow. Twenty-two, dressed entirely in black—band tee, ripped jeans, chunky boots. Her jet-black hair fell in perfect straight lines past her shoulders, heavy bangs framing dark eyes rimmed with dramatic eyeliner. She carried a worn paperback—something by Anne Rice—and didn’t acknowledge anyone as she claimed the corner booth.

“Your daughters are here,” Kevin observed unnecessarily.

“I noticed.” Diane’s voice was flat.

The bell over the door chimed again. Natalie Sinclair entered, adjusting her large square glasses with nervous fingers. Nineteen, drowning in an oversized knit sweater despite the summer heat, high-waisted jeans emphasizing curves she seemed determined to hide. Her raven-black hair was pulled back in a practical ponytail.

She saw Kevin and blushed immediately, nearly tripping over nothing. Her tray clattered as she claimed a table near the register, pulling out a battered Commodore 64 manual and burying her face in it.

Kevin’s chest tightened. Natalie worked at Sunset Video too—inventory and tech setup. She was brilliant with systems, terrified of eye contact.

“The gang’s all here,” Katie chirped, stealing another sip. “Except Jess.”

As if summoned, Jessica Gallagher made her entrance.

At twenty-eight, she owned the moment like she owned Hart & Halo, the salon next to Sunset Video. Platinum blonde hair cascaded in voluminous 80s curls past her shoulders. Ice-blue eyes that missed nothing. A pastel blazer with shoulder pads that could cut glass, silk blouse unbuttoned just enough to hint at elegant cleavage, pencil skirt hugging her tall frame.

She moved like Dynasty came to small-town Vermont.

Jessica slid into the booth next to Kevin without asking, her leg pressing deliberately against his under the table. The scent of expensive French perfume—jasmine and musk—wrapped around him.

“Rough night, Diane?” Her voice was cool, measured.

“Everyone keeps asking me that.”

“Because you look like you’ve been crying into spreadsheets.” Jessica’s manicured nail traced the rim of her coffee cup. “How bad is it?”

Diane’s shoulders sagged. “Three weeks. Maybe four if I stretch the utilities.”

Kevin’s stomach dropped. He’d known Sunset Video was struggling. He hadn’t known it was dying.

“Video King undercuts us by fifty percent on new releases,” Diane continued, her voice barely above a whisper. “They’ve got twelve employees. I’ve got three and a half.” She glanced at Kevin apologetically. “No offense.”

“None taken.” He was the half. Part-time, cash under the table. No questions asked about why a supposed college student was available every shift.

“There’s always another way.” Jessica’s leg pressed harder against Kevin’s. “You just have to be willing to get creative.”

Diane laughed bitterly. “Creative how? We can’t compete with their selection. We can’t compete with their hours. We can’t compete with their—”

“You’re competing in the wrong market.” Jessica’s ice-blue eyes locked onto Kevin for a moment before sliding back to Diane. “What’s your highest-margin product?”

Diane blinked. “I… rentals are all pretty similar—”

“Not rentals. Sales. What flies off the shelves?”

The table fell silent. Katie grinned into her stolen coffee. Blair looked up from her book, one eyebrow raised.

Diane’s cheeks colored faintly. “The adult section.”

“Exactly.” Jessica smiled, sharp and knowing. “That’s where the money is. That’s where it’s always been.”

Kevin’s mind started spinning, the filmmaker’s brain cataloging shots before he could stop it. The locked cabinet in the back of Sunset Video. The discreet curtain. The tapes that always sold out, never returned on time.

“I’m not—” Diane started.

“Not suggesting you become a porn shop. I’m suggesting you recognize where your actual revenue stream is.” Jessica leaned back, her posture radiating confidence. “Video King won’t touch that market. Too corporate, too sanitized. But you? You’re local. You’re discreet. You’re already serving a need.”

“That’s still only ten percent of inventory,” Diane protested.

“Then expand it.” Jessica’s smile was a blade wrapped in silk. “Get creative.”

The words hung in the air between them, heavy with implication.

Katie giggled. Blair went back to her book, but Kevin caught the faint smirk on her pale lips.

Natalie, across the diner, dropped her manual. When she bent to retrieve it, her sweater rode up, revealing the small of her back. Kevin forced himself to look away.

“I need to open the store.” Diane stood abruptly, fumbling for her purse. “Katie, Blair—”

“I’ll walk with you,” Kevin offered.

Jessica’s hand landed on his thigh under the table. A brief squeeze, then gone.

“Good boy,” she murmured, so quietly only he could hear.



The walk from The Vinyl Fork to Sunset Video took three minutes. Diane was silent for two and a half of them.

“Your parents know you’re here?” she asked finally.

Kevin’s jaw tightened. “They think I’m doing summer session classes.”

“That’s not an answer.”

“It’s the only one I’ve got.”

Diane sighed. She didn’t push. She’d given him this job when no one else would, after he’d shown up with his film student notebooks and desperate need for rent money. She’d asked exactly zero questions about why he wasn’t in New York.

Maybe she recognized a fellow dropout.

Sunset Video’s neon sign flickered in the morning light—orange-pink cursive spelling out dreams that were three weeks from foreclosure. The turquoise awning was faded, the red brick weathered. Cardboard cutouts of Ghostbusters and Top Gun filled the windows, surrounded by “Be Kind, Rewind” stickers that were starting to peel.

Across the street, Video King’s sign was a monument to everything Sunset Video wasn’t. Clean. Modern. Corporate.

Kevin hated it on sight.

Inside, Sunset Video smelled like VHS plastic, microwave popcorn, and slowly dying dreams. Movie posters covered every wall—Ferris Bueller, Aliens, Pretty in Pink. The scuffed linoleum floor in its black-and-white checker pattern showed traffic patterns worn down to the subfloor.

Carousel stands filled the center aisle, rotating slowly under the hum of fluorescent lights. The counter at the back held a register, a VCR test station, and a phone with a coiled cord that stretched approximately forever.

Kevin loved this place. Every corner felt like possibility.

Blair was already behind the counter, reorganizing the horror section with the precision of a mortician. She’d claimed that corner as her domain—fake cobwebs, dim lighting, shelves of black-spined tapes arranged alphabetically by subgenre.

“Morning, Blair,” Diane called.

“Mm.” Blair didn’t look up.

Katie bounced past them toward the break room. “I’m making coffee that doesn’t taste like despair!”

“Good luck with that,” Blair muttered.

Diane headed to her office, shoulders hunched. Kevin watched her go, then turned to survey the store.

Empty. It was ten AM on a Tuesday in summer, and they were completely empty.

His eyes drifted to the back wall. Behind the register. The curtain.

The adult section.

Kevin had helped Diane reorganize it last month. Discreet, tucked away, but accessible. A locked cabinet for the more explicit titles. Handwritten index cards because Diane refused to put “those movies” in the computer system.

But the numbers didn’t lie. That cabinet emptied every weekend. Returns came late, always with late fees paid in cash. No complaints. No returns.

What if Jessica was right?

Kevin pulled out his notebook—spiral-bound, filled with shot compositions and dialogue fragments. He flipped to a clean page and started calculating.

Adult tapes: average sale price $30. Rentals $5, always late, average $12 with fees. Sixty percent of cash revenue from ten percent of inventory.

What if they doubled that section? Tripled it?

What if they stopped renting and started producing?

The thought hit him like a freight train.

His film professor’s voice echoed in his memory: “The camera doesn’t care what you’re filming. It only cares that you know why you’re filming it.”

Kevin stared at the curtained-off section. Then at the break room. The back office that was just gathering dust and broken equipment.

A studio. He could build a studio.

“You okay?” Blair appeared next to him, silent as a ghost. Her dark eyes studied him with unsettling intensity.

“Yeah. Just thinking.”

“About how to save this place?”

Kevin met her gaze. “Maybe.”

Blair’s black lipstick twisted into something that might have been a smile. “You’re looking at the wrong revenue stream.”

“What?”

“People don’t want to rent anymore. They want to own.” She tapped a black-painted fingernail on the counter. “You can’t compete with Video King on rentals. But you could compete on sales. Original content.”

Kevin’s heart rate picked up. “You’ve been thinking about this.”

“Someone has to.” Blair’s expression went neutral again. She turned back toward the horror section. “Diane won’t do it. She’s too scared of what people will think. But you’re not from here. You don’t care about town gossip.”

She disappeared into the shadows of her domain, leaving Kevin alone with a dangerous idea.



The day crawled by. Seven customers total. Three rentals. Four browsers who left without buying anything.

At five PM, Diane sent everyone home except Kevin. He was supposed to close—a task that involved locking the door and pretending tomorrow would be different.

Instead, he stayed late.

The back office was exactly what he’d remembered. Faux-wood panel walls. Folding card table. Milk crates full of dusty film reels. And in the corner, still in its original box, the VHS camcorder Diane had bought two years ago for “store promotional videos” that never happened.

Kevin opened the box. The camera was beautiful. Top-loading VHS-C format, shoulder mount, the kind of rig film students would kill for.

He carried it to the break room. Tested the weight. Looked through the viewfinder.

The room was small but functional. Cleared of the card table and the wire basket of returns, it could work. The pull-chain bulb overhead was harsh, but he could rig something softer. The acoustics were shit, but that didn’t matter for what he was imagining.

Kevin framed a shot of the empty space. Adjusted the focus. Imagined it.

A bed. Simple lighting. The camera on a tripod. A woman who knew what she was doing.

His cock stirred at the thought.

He lowered the camera, breathing hard.

This was insane. He was a twenty-year-old dropout with delusions of Spielberg grandeur, and he was seriously considering pitching amateur porn production to his boss.

But the math worked. The market existed. And Video King would never, ever go there.

Jessica’s words echoed: Get creative.

Kevin packed up the camera and locked the store. Walking home through the warm June evening, past the arcade and the roller rink and the lakefront boardwalk, he couldn’t stop thinking about it.

He had three weeks to save Sunset Video.

Maybe it was time to stop making the kind of films his professors would approve of.

Maybe it was time to make the kind of films that actually sold.


Chapter 2: Back Room

Kevin arrived at Sunset Video the next morning with his notebook full of calculations and a plan that felt increasingly insane in daylight.

The store was empty again. Wednesday morning, ten-thirty AM, and the only sound was the VCR behind the counter rewinding Top Gun for the third time this week.

Natalie was already there, hunched over the Commodore 64 in the break room. Her oversized sweater—forest green today—had slipped off one pale shoulder. She was muttering to herself about database structures.

Kevin grabbed the inventory clipboard and headed to the back.

The adult section waited behind its discreet curtain. He pulled it aside.

Whoever had designed this corner knew their audience. Dim lighting. Shelves arranged for maximum privacy. The locked cabinet containing the more explicit titles sat against the back wall, key kept in Diane’s office.

Kevin started counting. Cataloging. Taking notes.

Sixty-three titles total. Twenty-two in the locked cabinet. Rental cards showed constant circulation. Late fees averaged an extra forty percent per tape.

This tiny section generated more revenue per square foot than the entire Action/Adventure wall.

He pulled a tape at random. Debbie Does Dallas. The box was worn at the edges from constant handling. Return date: overdue by four days.

Kevin studied the cover. The woman’s expression. The framing. The promise.

His film professor would have called it exploitative. His classmates would have called it beneath them.

But Kevin’s filmmaker brain saw something else: efficiency. Every shot designed to deliver exactly what the audience wanted. No pretension. No false artistry.

Just honesty about what people actually desired.

“Research?”

Kevin spun around. Katie stood in the curtain opening, hip cocked, pink hair falling over one eye. Her crop top today was white and practically transparent. Her micro-shorts showed the lower curves of her ass.

She was looking at the tape in his hand. Grinning.

“Inventory,” Kevin said, trying to sound professional.

“Uh-huh.” Katie stepped closer, invading his personal space with the confidence of someone who’d never been rejected. “That’s my favorite section.”

“You’ve browsed the adult section?”

“Browsed. Rented. Studied.” She plucked Debbie Does Dallas from his hand, examining it with theatrical interest. “I like this one. She’s having so much fun. You can tell she actually wants to be there.”

Kevin’s mouth went dry. “Katie—”

“What?” She looked up at him through her lashes, all manufactured innocence. “I’m twenty. I’m allowed to watch whatever I want.”

She was playing with him. She knew exactly what she was doing.

The tape slipped from her fingers. Clattered to the floor.

“Oops.” Katie bent to retrieve it.

The micro-shorts rode up. Kevin got a full view of her ass—tight, perfect, barely covered by pink cotton. The curve of each cheek was visible. She wasn’t wearing underwear.

She knew he was looking. She stayed bent longer than necessary. When she straightened, she caught his eye and smiled.

“Got it.” She pressed the tape back into his hands. Her fingers lingered. “You know, I’ve always wondered what it would be like. To be in one of these.”

Kevin’s brain short-circuited. “What?”

“To perform. For the camera.” Katie’s blue eyes were wide, curious. “Is that weird? I think about it sometimes. Being watched. Being wanted like that.”

She said it so casually, like she was discussing the weather.

“That’s…” Kevin struggled for words. “That’s not weird.”

“No?” Her smile brightened. “Good. Because I think it would be amazing. All those people seeing you. Wanting you. Knowing you’re making them feel something.”

She tucked the tape back onto the shelf, her movements deliberately slow. Her crop top rode up, showing her pierced belly button and a strip of toned midriff.

“Let me know if you need help with inventory.” Katie’s fingers trailed across his arm as she passed. “I’m really good with… hands-on work.”

She disappeared through the curtain, leaving Kevin alone with a half-chub and a racing heart.

He forced himself to focus. Back to cataloging. Back to numbers.

But his mind kept drifting to Katie’s words: I’ve always wondered what it would be like.



By lunch, Kevin had completed his audit. The numbers were damning and promising in equal measure.

Natalie found him in the break room, surrounded by spreadsheets and calculator tape.

“Inventory done?” she asked quietly, not quite making eye contact.

“Almost.” Kevin gestured to the chair across from him. “Can you help me with something?”

She sat, pushing her glasses up her nose. Today she smelled like vanilla and library books—something comforting and familiar.

“I need to know if we could expand the database. Handle more SKUs in the adult section.”

Natalie’s cheeks flushed pink. “How many more?”

“Triple. Maybe quadruple.”

Her eyes widened behind her glasses. “That’s… that would require restructuring the whole inventory system.”

“Could you do it?”

“I could.” She pulled out a hair tie and redid her ponytail, nervous energy in motion. “But why would we need that many? We can barely keep the current section stocked.”

Kevin leaned forward. “What if we weren’t just stocking? What if we were producing?”

Natalie froze. Her hands stopped mid-ponytail adjustment. “Producing what?”

“Original content. Adult content.”

The silence stretched. Natalie’s blush deepened, spreading down her neck. She finished securing her ponytail with shaking fingers.

“That’s…” She swallowed. “That’s actually a viable business model. The margins on original content are significantly higher than distribution. And with the equipment becoming more affordable…” She trailed off, thinking. “You’d need talent. Production space. Distribution channels.”

“We have a camera. We have space. And distribution…” Kevin tapped his notebook. “The stores that carry our adult section would carry original content. Especially if it undercuts the California studios.”

Natalie adjusted her glasses three times in rapid succession. “You’ve really thought about this.”

“I’m trying to save this place.”

“By making… porn.” She said the word like it might burn her mouth.

“By making the content people actually want to buy.” Kevin met her gaze. She looked away immediately. “You think it’s a terrible idea.”

“No.” The word came out fast. “No, I think it’s… interesting.”

Something in her tone made Kevin pause. Interesting. Not terrible. Not immoral. Interesting.

“If someone were to do this,” Natalie continued, staring at her hands, “they’d need to be very careful about consent forms. And health screenings. And keeping proper records for legal protection.”

“You’ve thought about this before.”

Her blush went nuclear. “I read a lot.”

“About adult film production?”

“About… various industries.” She stood abruptly. “I should get back to the database. Let me know if you need those SKU expansions.”

She fled before Kevin could respond.

He watched her go, mind spinning. Natalie had blushed and stammered, but she hadn’t said no. She’d said interesting.

And she’d immediately started problem-solving.



Blair appeared at closing time, materializing from the horror section like a particularly judgmental shadow.

“You’re plotting something,” she said without preamble.

Kevin looked up from his notebook. “What makes you say that?”

“You’ve been staring at the back room all day. And you inventoried the adult section.” Blair’s dark eyes were sharp. “Diane won’t do it, you know. Whatever you’re planning.”

“Do what?”

“Expand. Adapt. Survive.” Blair leaned against the counter, black-painted nails drumming a rhythm. “She’s too worried about what the church ladies will say. What the town council will think. She’d rather go bankrupt with dignity than thrive with scandal.”

Kevin closed his notebook. “You don’t think like her.”

“I grew up watching her sacrifice everything for respectability. This store. Her youth. Her happiness.” Blair’s voice was flat, but something angry lurked underneath. “Respectability doesn’t pay the rent. It doesn’t keep the lights on. It just makes you feel noble while you drown.”

“What would you do? If you were running this place?”

Blair was quiet for a long moment. When she spoke, her voice was careful. “I’d recognize that people don’t come to small-town video stores for the same shit they get at Video King. They come for things the corporate stores won’t touch. Niche content. Specialty stuff.” She met his gaze. “They come for what they can’t get anywhere else.”

“Like what?”

Blair’s smile was sharp as broken glass. “You tell me. You’re the one with the camera.”

She pushed off the counter and headed for the door.

“Blair.”

She paused, hand on the doorframe.

“If I were to propose something… unconventional. Would you be interested?”

“Depends.” Blair looked back over her shoulder. “How unconventional?”

“Production instead of distribution.”

Her eyebrow arched. “Of what?”

“Adult content. Original. Local.”

The pause stretched longer this time. Blair’s expression shifted through several emotions Kevin couldn’t quite read.

Finally: “I’d be very interested. But not in what Jessica or Katie would do.”

“What would you do?”

Blair’s smile was dark and promising. “Something different. Something specific.” She pulled a worn paperback from her bag—The Story of O—and set it on the counter. “Read that. Then we’ll talk.”

She left before Kevin could respond.

He picked up the book. The cover was creased from repeated reading. Pages marked with strips of torn paper.

This wasn’t random. This was a message.

Kevin opened to one of the marked pages. Read a passage. His pulse quickened.

Control. Surrender. The exchange of power.

Blair wanted something the mainstream porn couldn’t provide.

Kevin tucked the book into his bag. Another piece of the puzzle.



At nine PM, Kevin was alone in the store. Officially closed. Lights dimmed. Just him and the hum of the rewinding machine.

He carried the camcorder to the break room again.

Cleared the space. Pulled the card table to one side. Moved the milk crates.

With the clutter gone, the room looked different. Bigger. Possible.

Kevin set up the camera on an overturned crate. Framed a shot of the empty space.

In his mind, he could see it. Lighting rigs. A bed. A woman who knew what she wanted.

Jessica’s voice in his memory: Get creative.

Katie’s admission: I’ve always wondered what it would be like.

Natalie’s assessment: That’s actually a viable business model.

Blair’s challenge: Something different.

Four women. Four different desires. Four different markets.

And Kevin with a camera and three weeks to save everything.

He picked up the phone. Dialed the number he’d been staring at all day.

Two rings. Three.

“Hello?” Jessica’s voice was smooth even at night.

“It’s Kevin. From Sunset Video.”

“I know who you are.” He could hear the smile in her voice. “Calling after hours. This must be important.”

“I want to pitch something. To you and Diane. Tomorrow.”

“About getting creative?”

“Yes.”

Silence. Then: “I’ll be there. Nine AM. And Kevin?”

“Yeah?”

“I hope you’re ready to commit to this. Because if you’re not all in, you’ll fail before you start.”

She hung up.

Kevin stood in the empty break room with a dead phone and a thundering heart.

Tomorrow, he’d propose the most desperate pivot in Sunset Video history.

Tonight, he’d figure out how to make it sound sane.

He grabbed his notebook and started writing.


Chapter 3: The Pitch

Kevin spent the night rehearsing his pitch to an empty apartment. His studio—if you could call a converted attic above the hardware store a studio—was decorated in film school dropout chic: storyboard sketches taped to slanted walls, milk crates full of VHS tapes, a futon that had seen better days.

He’d written the proposal three times. Each version sounded more desperate than the last.

By eight-thirty AM, he’d settled on brutal honesty.

Either Diane would go for it, or Sunset Video would die in three weeks.



Jessica arrived first, at eight fifty-five. She walked into Sunset Video like she owned it—pastel blazer with shoulder pads, silk blouse in cream, pencil skirt that hugged every curve. Her platinum curls bounced with each step. Ice-blue eyes swept the empty store and landed on Kevin.

“You look nervous,” she observed.

“I’m pitching porn to my boss.”

“You’re pitching survival.” Jessica set her purse on the counter. “There’s a difference.”

Diane emerged from her office looking like she’d been awake for days. Her burgundy blouse was wrinkled. Her makeup couldn’t quite hide the exhaustion.

“Jessica. Kevin.” She glanced between them. “This better be good. I’ve got a meeting with the bank at eleven to beg for an extension I won’t get.”

Kevin pulled out his notebook. Spreadsheets. Calculations. Three weeks of inventory data.

“The adult section generates sixty percent of our cash revenue from ten percent of our inventory space. That’s not a product problem. That’s an opportunity problem.”

Diane crossed her arms. “I’m listening.”

“Video King won’t touch adult content. Too corporate. Too sanitized. They’re chasing the family market.” Kevin flipped a page. “That leaves a gap. A big one. And we’re already serving it—we’re just not maximizing it.”

“You want to expand the adult section,” Diane said flatly.

“I want to produce original adult content.” Kevin met her gaze. “Film it here. Sell it direct. Cut out the distribution middleman. Keep all the profit.”

The silence was deafening.

Diane stared at him like he’d suggested burning down the building.

Jessica, however, smiled.

“Kevin’s right,” she said calmly. “The margins on original content are three to four times higher than distribution. And with VHS technology becoming affordable, the barrier to entry is minimal.”

“Minimal?” Diane’s voice climbed an octave. “We’re talking about making—about filming—who would even—” She couldn’t finish the sentence.

“I would.”

Both Kevin and Diane turned to stare at Jessica.

She looked utterly unfazed. “I’ll be your first star. Your proof of concept.”

Kevin’s heart hammered. “Jessica—”

“I’m twenty-eight. I’ve done wilder things.” She examined her manicured nails. “Besides, the salon could use the cross-promotion. And Kevin has an eye for composition. I’ve seen his notebooks.”

That was news to Kevin. “You’ve seen my—”

“You left one at the salon last month.” Jessica’s smile was sharp. “You frame the world like a cinematographer. Every page is blocked out like a film. If you’re going to do this, you won’t make it look cheap.”

Diane sank into the chair behind the register. “This is insane.”

“This is pragmatic.” Jessica’s voice stayed level. “Kevin, show her the numbers.”

Kevin spread out his calculations. Production costs. Market research from the existing adult section rental data. Projected sales if they undercut the California studios by even twenty percent.

“We could break even in three months,” he said. “Profit in six. And we wouldn’t need much equipment. We already have the camera. The space. We just need—”

“Talent,” Diane whispered. “You need people willing to have sex on camera.”

“I said I’d do it.” Jessica’s tone brooked no argument. “One shoot. Proof of concept. If it doesn’t sell, you’ve lost nothing but a tape’s worth of material.”

Diane pressed her hands to her face. “The town would crucify us if they found out.”

“They won’t find out,” Kevin said. “We keep the production separate from the store. Use pseudonyms. Distribute through the same channels that bring in the current adult inventory. As far as anyone knows, we’re just expanding our catalog.”

“And if someone recognizes Jessica?”

“They won’t complain.” Jessica’s smile was ice and promises. “Because that would mean admitting they bought it.”

Diane was quiet for a long time. Her hands trembled slightly.

Finally, she looked up. Her hazel-green eyes were wet but clear.

“One tape,” she said. “Proof of concept. If it sells, we talk about continuing.” She pointed at Jessica. “You’re sure about this?”

“Completely.”

Diane turned to Kevin. “And you? You can actually shoot this? Direct it?”

Kevin thought about his film professors. His abandoned degree. His parents’ disappointment if they ever found out.

Then he thought about Sunset Video’s neon sign flickering out forever.

“Yes.”

“Fine.” Diane stood, gathering her purse. “One tape. Nobody can know it’s connected to this store. And if the bank asks what I’m using the back room for, I’m calling it storage renovation.”

She headed for the door, paused with her hand on the frame.

“Don’t make me regret this.”

The door chimed as she left.

Kevin and Jessica stood in the empty store, the weight of what they’d just agreed to settling over them.

“You’re serious about this,” Kevin said.

“Always.” Jessica walked around the counter, trailing one finger along the edge. “Question is: are you?”

“I’ve never directed anything like this.”

“But you’ve thought about it.” Her ice-blue eyes pinned him. “You’ve watched enough of those tapes to know what sells. And you’ve got the fundamentals—composition, lighting, pacing. The rest is just pointing the camera at what people want to see.”

Kevin’s mouth was dry. “And what do people want to see?”

Jessica moved closer. The scent of jasmine and musk wrapped around him.

“Chemistry. Confidence. Someone who knows what they’re doing.” She was close enough now that he could see the fine lines at the corners of her eyes—marks of experience that somehow made her more attractive. “And someone who can handle what they’re seeing.”

“I can handle it.”

“Can you?” Jessica’s hand landed on his chest. “Because we need to establish something right now. If we’re going to do this—really do this—you need to know what you’re working with.”

Her other hand moved to the door. She locked it. Flipped the “Closed” sign.

“Jessica—”

“The stockroom. Now.”

It wasn’t a request.

Kevin followed her to the back, pulse thundering. The stockroom was narrow, claustrophobic, shelves stacked with overstock VHS tapes and forgotten promotional materials.

Jessica closed the door behind them. In the dim light from the single overhead bulb, her expression was unreadable.

“If we’re going to film together, you need to understand something.” Her voice was steady, controlled. “I don’t perform. I don’t fake it. And I don’t work with someone who can’t keep up.”

“I can keep up.”

“Prove it.”

Her hands moved to his belt.

Kevin’s brain stuttered. “Right now?”

“Right now. Before we waste time setting up equipment and prepping a shoot, I need to know you can handle this. Handle me.” She unbuckled his belt with practiced efficiency, the clink of metal loud in the cramped space. “Consider this your audition.”

Her hand slipped inside his jeans. Found him already half-hard. Her fingers were cool, confident, wrapping around his shaft and squeezing experimentally.

“Not bad,” she murmured. Her palm was soft against his stiffening cock. She stroked slowly, feeling him grow thicker in her grip. “Quick reaction time. And a nice size.”

Kevin’s breath caught. “Jesus—”

“Watch the language. Ruins the mood.” Jessica’s hand moved with deliberate skill, thumb circling the swelling head of his cock, spreading the bead of precum that had already formed. She worked him to full hardness with steady, knowing strokes. “Better. Much better. Now stay quiet and let me work.”

She sank to her knees.

The sight alone nearly finished him. Jessica Gallagher, the ice queen of Hart & Halo salon, kneeling on the dusty stockroom floor. Platinum curls framing her face like a halo. Silk blouse straining against full breasts he could now see down from this angle—the swell of pale cleavage, the shadow of her bra. Her ice-blue eyes looked up at him with cool command as she freed his cock from his jeans.

It sprang out, fully erect, bobbing inches from her face.

“Nice.” Her thumb traced the thick vein running along his shaft, following it from base to tip. “Better than I expected. Good length. Good girth.” She wrapped her fingers around him again, testing. “You’ll photograph well.”

“You expected—”

“Quiet.”

Her lips parted. Pink tongue emerged, tracing a wet circle around the swollen head of his cock. She licked him like candy, gathering the fresh precum that kept leaking from his slit.

Then her mouth closed around him.

Wet heat engulfed his cockhead. Kevin’s hips jerked involuntarily, trying to push deeper. Jessica’s hands gripped his thighs, manicured nails biting through denim, holding him in place. She took him deeper, an inch at a time, tongue working the sensitive underside of his shaft with devastating precision.

This wasn’t tentative. This wasn’t exploratory.

This was a woman who knew exactly what she was doing, demonstrating her expertise.

Kevin gripped the metal shelving unit to keep his balance. The sharp edge bit into his palms. VHS cases rattled with each small movement. His legs were already shaking.

Jessica pulled back, lips releasing him with an obscene wet pop. A strand of saliva stretched between her lower lip and his glistening cock. “Relax. If you can’t handle a blowjob, you can’t handle a shoot.”

“I can handle—fuck—”

She took him back in, deeper this time. Much deeper. Her throat opened around the head of his cock, muscles contracting, swallowing around him. She held it, nose nearly touching his pelvis, eyes never leaving his face, watching his reaction as she deepthroated him with practiced ease.

Kevin’s knuckles went white on the shelf. His cock throbbed inside her throat.

Jessica pulled back, gasping slightly, a thick strand of saliva connecting her smeared lipstick to his spit-slick shaft. She didn’t wipe it away. Her hand wrapped around him, stroking with the slippery mess she’d made.

“Better.” The wet sounds of her hand working his cock filled the stockroom. “You’re learning.”

“Learning what?”

“To let someone else control the pace.” Her tongue traced the ridge of his cockhead, swirling around the sensitive crown, dipping into his leaking slit. “That’s what this is about. Surrender. Mutual surrender.”

She sucked him deep again, establishing a rhythm. Slow, deliberate, maddening. Her head bobbed steadily, platinum curls bouncing with each stroke. Her hand worked what her mouth couldn’t reach, twisting on the upstroke, matching the rhythm of her lips. The dual sensation was overwhelming—wet heat and firm grip, suction and pressure.

Kevin’s filmmaker brain tried to catalog details even as his body threatened to short-circuit. The way her curls bounced with each movement. The hollow of her cheeks as she sucked, showing cheekbone definition. The flash of her ice-blue eyes checking his reaction. The wet, obscene sounds of her mouth working his cock. The sight of his shaft disappearing between her stretched lips, glistening when it emerged.

Perfect. It was all perfect.

He was close. Too close. His balls were tightening, that familiar pressure building at the base of his spine.

“Jessica, I’m gonna—”

She didn’t pull back. Her pace increased, head bobbing faster, taking him deeper with each stroke. Hand and mouth working in perfect coordination, demanding his release. Her other hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently, feeling them draw up tight.

“Cum for me,” she breathed around his cock. “Let me taste it.”

Kevin’s orgasm hit like a freight train. He groaned, hips jerking despite Jessica’s grip, cock pulsing in her mouth. Hot cum spurted across her tongue in thick ropes. She took it all, throat working, swallowing around his pulsing cock, milking every drop from him.

“Fuck—fuck—” He couldn’t stop. The sensation dragged it out longer, her throat muscles rippling around his sensitive head, coaxing more cum from him. Pleasure that bordered on too much. His vision went white at the edges.

Finally, Jessica pulled back. A last thick spurt painted her lower lip. She caught it with her tongue, licking it clean. Her lipstick was ruined, smeared pink and white. She wiped the corner of her mouth with one manicured finger, examined the streak of cum on her fingertip, and sucked it clean.

She stood with fluid grace, knees unmarked despite the dusty floor.

“Not bad,” she said, voice husky and rough from having her throat used. “Quick trigger, but that improves with practice. And a nice load. The camera will love that.”

Kevin was still catching his breath. “Was that—”

“A test. Which you passed.” Jessica smoothed her blouse, checked her reflection in the chrome edging of a shelf. “Now you know what you’re working with. And I know you can handle the pressure.”

She reached past him for the door. Her hand paused on the knob.

“One more thing.” Jessica looked back, her expression serious for the first time. “What just happened? That’s not the dynamic we’ll have on camera. That was me establishing baseline. When we shoot, you’re the director. You’re in control. I’ll follow your lead.”

“You will?”

“I’m an excellent performer. But someone needs to run the show.” Her smile returned, sharp and knowing. “Think you can handle that, Kevin?”

His cock was still sensitive, his jeans still unbuttoned, and his heart was racing like he’d run a marathon.

But his filmmaker brain was already composing shots.

“Yeah,” he said. “I can handle it.”

“Good.” Jessica unlocked the stockroom door. “Then let’s shoot this weekend. I’ll handle wardrobe. You handle everything else.”

She walked out of the stockroom like nothing had happened.

Kevin stayed frozen for another thirty seconds, trying to process what had just occurred.

Jessica had sucked his cock in a stockroom surrounded by VHS overstock.

And tomorrow, they were going to film it.

He tucked himself back into his jeans, zipped up, and emerged to find Jessica already gone. The store was empty except for the hum of the rewind machine and his own thundering pulse.

The phone rang.

Kevin grabbed it. “Sunset Video.”

“It’s Diane.” Her voice was tight. “The bank said yes. I have an extension. Four weeks instead of three.”

“That’s great—”

“Don’t make me regret this, Kevin. Whatever you’re doing with Jessica, don’t make me regret it.”

She hung up before he could respond.

Kevin stood alone in the empty store, his cock still tingling from Jessica’s mouth, his mind already racing with shot lists and lighting schemes.

Four weeks to save everything.

And he’d just recruited his first star.


Chapter 4: Arcade Date

Kevin needed help with the technical setup, which meant he needed Natalie.

The problem: Natalie could barely make eye contact long enough to discuss inventory, let alone adult film production equipment.

The solution, according to Blair’s cryptic advice: “Take her somewhere she’s comfortable. Somewhere she can be herself.”

Which was how Kevin ended up at Gamer’s Edge on Friday night, pockets full of quarters, watching Natalie demolish Galaga.

The mall arcade was exactly what 1986 promised: dim lighting, neon accents in electric blue and hot pink, rows of upright cabinets glowing like altars. The air smelled like carpet cleaner and teenage ambition. Synth music bled from OutRun and mixed with the coin-slot chimes of Pac-Man.

Natalie was a different person here.

Her oversized sweater—powder blue tonight—had been abandoned on a nearby chair. Underneath, a simple white tank top clung to curves she usually buried. Her high-waisted jeans emphasized her hips. Her glasses reflected the Galaga screen as she systematically annihilated wave after wave.

“That’s three perfect rounds,” Kevin observed.

“Four.” Natalie didn’t look away from the screen. Her fingers flew across the buttons. “The fourth wave is pattern-based. Once you recognize it, it’s just execution.”

Kevin watched her hands. Precise. Confident. Nothing like the stammering girl who dropped things around the store.

She finished the wave and glanced at him. “You wanted to talk about something.”

“Yeah. But finish your game first.”

“I can multitask.” Her attention returned to the screen. “You need technical help for the… project.”

Kevin had been deliberately vague on the phone. “How did you know?”

“Jessica came by the store today. Asked about VHS-C transfer equipment and asked if I could build a simple lighting rig from hardware store parts.” Natalie’s avatar dodged three simultaneous attacks. “She’s not subtle.”

“Are you okay with it? The project?”

Natalie’s cheeks colored, but her gameplay didn’t falter. “I think it’s a smart business decision. Risky, but the risk-reward ratio favors attempting it given the alternative is certain failure.”

“That’s not what I asked.”

Her avatar died. She didn’t immediately insert another quarter.

“I’m okay with it,” she said quietly. “I’ve thought about it. A lot. More than I probably should.”

Kevin waited. Natalie pushed her glasses up her nose three times in rapid succession.

“I read about it,” she continued, voice barely audible over the arcade noise. “Adult film production. The economics. The technical requirements. The… content.”

“Content.”

“The scenes. What they film. How they film it.” Her blush spread down her neck. “It’s interesting. From a technical perspective.”

Kevin suppressed a smile. “Just technical?”

“Mostly technical.” Natalie inserted another quarter, starting a new game. “I can help you. With the equipment. The database expansion for new SKUs. The transfer process from VHS-C to full-size for distribution.”

“Thank you.”

“But I have conditions.”

That was unexpected. Kevin leaned against the Galaga cabinet. “I’m listening.”

“First: proper documentation. Consent forms. Health screenings. Legal protection for everyone involved.” Natalie’s avatar dodged effortlessly while she talked. “Second: secure storage for all materials. Master tapes, paperwork, everything. I’ll build you a filing system.”

“Done and done.”

“Third.” Natalie paused her game. Turned to face him directly for the first time all night. Behind her glasses, her dark brown eyes were serious. “If I help you with this… I want to watch. The production. Not the final tape. The actual filming.”

Kevin’s pulse quickened. “Why?”

“Because I’m curious.” Her voice trembled slightly. “And because if I’m going to support this project, I need to understand what you’re actually creating. The reality, not just the theory.”

She held his gaze for three full seconds before looking away.

Kevin studied her. The blush on her cheeks. The way her hands fidgeted with the hem of her tank top. The rapid breathing that had nothing to do with the game.

Natalie wasn’t just curious about the technical aspects.

“Okay,” Kevin said. “You can watch. When we shoot tomorrow.”

Her eyes went wide. “Tomorrow?”

“Jessica wants to move fast. Proof of concept before Diane changes her mind.”

Natalie’s hands shook as she inserted another quarter. “I’ll be there. What time?”

“Ten AM. Store’s closed Saturdays until noon.”

“I’ll come early. To set up.” She turned back to the screen. Her avatar immediately died. She didn’t seem to notice.

Kevin reached past her, inserting his own quarter. “My turn. Let’s see if you can teach me those patterns.”

The next hour passed in comfortable silence punctuated by arcade sounds. Natalie coached Kevin through Galaga strategies, her technical knowledge translating surprisingly well to video game theory.

When they ran out of quarters, Kevin suggested the food court.



Bellmont Mall’s food court was pure 80s aesthetic: orange plastic chairs, chrome tables, neon menu boards advertising pizza and pretzels. They claimed a corner table near the fountain, splitting an order of fries that were more grease than potato.

“You’re good at this,” Natalie said suddenly.

“At what?”

“Making people comfortable. Jessica. Blair. Me.” She dragged a fry through ketchup without eating it. “We’re all so different. But you see what each person needs.”

“I just pay attention.”

“That’s rarer than you think.” Natalie finally ate the fry. “Most people don’t notice me at all.”

Kevin frowned. “That’s not true.”

“It is, though.” She smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes. “I’m the girl in oversized sweaters who fixes the computer when it breaks. I’m useful. I’m not… visible.”

“I see you.”

The words came out more intense than Kevin intended. Natalie’s breath caught.

“Kevin—”

“You’re brilliant. And funny when you relax. And you have this way of explaining complicated things that makes them simple.” He leaned forward. “Anyone who doesn’t see that isn’t paying attention.”

Natalie’s blush returned full force. She adjusted her glasses, looked away, looked back. “You’re just saying that because you need my help.”

“I’m saying it because it’s true.”

She bit her lower lip. The gesture was unconscious, vulnerable.

The conversation drifted to safer topics. Movies they’d seen. Games they wanted to play. The technical challenges of VHS-C transfer ratios.

But underneath the casual words, something had shifted. An acknowledgment of potential. An unspoken understanding.

When the food court announced closing, Kevin walked Natalie out of the mall and through the parking lot toward her apartment building three blocks away. She’d mentioned she didn’t have a car—walked or biked everywhere.

The summer night was warm, humid, alive with cricket song and the distant thump of music from someone’s open window. Streetlights cast pools of orange on the sidewalk.

They talked about nothing important. Everything important stayed unspoken.

At her apartment building—a tired three-story walkup with peeling paint and a flickering entry light—Natalie stopped on the front steps.

“This is me.”

Kevin looked up at the building. “Nice place.”

“It’s cheap. Which is what matters.” Natalie adjusted her glasses, a nervous habit he was starting to find endearing. “Thank you. For tonight. For treating me like a person instead of just the tech girl.”

“You are a person. A brilliant, interesting person who happens to be amazing with technology.”

She blushed. The pink spread from her cheeks down her neck, disappearing beneath the collar of her tank top.

“Kevin, I…” She stopped. Started again. “Tomorrow. The shoot. I want to be there.”

“Ten AM. Store’s closed until noon on Saturdays.”

Natalie nodded. She turned toward the door, key in hand. Then stopped.

Turned back.

For a moment, Kevin thought she might invite him up. The possibility hung between them like static electricity.

Instead, she said, “Maybe soon.”

“What?”

“Nothing. Just…” She bit her lower lip. “Maybe soon. There’s more I want to tell you. Things I’ve been thinking about. But not yet.”

She unlocked the door and slipped inside before Kevin could respond.

The door clicked shut.

Kevin stood on the sidewalk, mind spinning with possibilities. The tension of the unspoken. The promise in those two words.

Maybe soon.

He walked home through streets that smelled like lake water and summer nights, Natalie’s blush burned into his memory.

Tomorrow, he’d film his first scene with Jessica.

And Natalie would be watching.

The pieces were falling into place.


Chapter 5: First Shoot

Saturday morning arrived with golden light and Kevin’s stomach in knots.

He’d been at Sunset Video since seven AM, transforming the break room into something resembling a set. The card table was pushed against the wall. The milk crates stacked in the corner. A borrowed twin bed from his apartment occupied the center of the space, covered in sheets that looked better on camera than they did in person—deep burgundy that would contrast well with skin tones.

Lighting was his biggest challenge. Kevin had raided the hardware store for clamp lights and daylight bulbs, positioning them to eliminate harsh shadows. Not professional, but functional.

The camcorder sat on its tripod, loaded with a fresh VHS-C tape. Sixty minutes of recording time. He’d need less than that, but better to have excess.

Natalie arrived at eight-thirty, carrying a clipboard and a canvas bag full of equipment.

“Audio?” she asked without preamble.

Kevin blinked. “What?”

“You can’t use the camera’s built-in mic. It’ll pick up every mechanical sound.” She pulled out a small shotgun microphone. “I borrowed this from the school AV department. Don’t ask how.”

“Natalie—”

“Also brought backup batteries, extra tapes, and a basic lighting meter.” She set everything on the card table with methodical precision. “If you’re doing this, do it right.”

She was all business. No eye contact. Focused entirely on the technical setup.

Kevin recognized the armor. She was nervous.

“Thank you,” he said quietly.

Natalie nodded, adjusting her glasses. Today she wore a loose sundress over her usual sweater—an attempt at something feminine that didn’t quite fit her comfort zone. Her hair was down instead of in its usual ponytail.

She’d dressed up for this.

The door chimed. Both of them jumped.

Jessica entered carrying a garment bag and a small suitcase. She wore casual clothes—jeans and a blouse—but somehow still looked like she’d stepped out of a magazine. Her platinum curls were perfect despite the early hour.

“Morning.” Her ice-blue eyes swept the room, cataloging every detail. “Not bad, Kevin. You’ve got an eye for composition.”

“Natalie helped with audio.”

Jessica’s gaze landed on Natalie, who immediately found the floor fascinating. “Smart. Most amateur productions forget about sound until it’s too late.” She set down her bags. “Where can I change?”

Kevin gestured to Diane’s office. “It’s private. Door locks.”

“Perfect. Give me fifteen minutes.” Jessica paused at the office door. “Natalie, you’re staying to watch?”

Natalie’s voice was barely audible. “If that’s okay.”

“More than okay. I might need a woman’s perspective on some things.” Jessica’s smile was reassuring. “Don’t be nervous. This is just work. Specialized work, but work.”

She disappeared into the office.

Kevin and Natalie stood in awkward silence.

“I can leave,” Natalie said suddenly. “If this is weird.”

“It’s not weird.”

“I’m making it weird.”

“You’re fine.” Kevin checked the camera angle. “Actually, can you help me? I need to test framing.”

The next ten minutes were spent adjusting the tripod, checking sight lines, ensuring the bed was properly lit. Natalie’s technical knowledge was invaluable. She caught details Kevin had missed—a glare on the headboard, a shadow that would bisect the frame awkwardly.

Working together steadied both of them.

When Jessica emerged from the office, they were ready.

She wore a silk robe in midnight blue, tied loosely at the waist. Her makeup was immaculate but not overdone—enough to look polished on camera without appearing theatrical. Her hair tumbled loose over her shoulders.

Underneath the robe, Kevin caught glimpses of black lace.

His mouth went dry.

“How do I look?” Jessica asked.

“Perfect,” Kevin managed.

“Good. Let’s talk choreography.” Jessica sat on the edge of the bed, utterly relaxed. “Kevin, what’s your vision for this? How do you want to structure it?”

Kevin pulled out his notebook. He’d sketched out a basic flow: establishing shots, slow escalation, multiple positions, focus on both faces and bodies.

Jessica listened, nodding. “That works. Simple is better for the first shoot. We can get experimental later.” She glanced at Natalie. “You comfortable watching all of this?”

Natalie had taken up a position in the corner, clipboard clutched to her chest. “Yes.”

“Speak up if you need a break.” Jessica’s voice was kind. “This can be intense if you’re not expecting it.”

“I’ll be fine.”

Jessica stood, moving to the center of the room. “Kevin, where do you want me to start?”

He looked through the camera viewfinder. Jessica was perfectly framed, the lighting catching her curves through the silk robe.

“There. Just like that.”

“Then let’s begin.” Jessica’s expression shifted. The friendly professionalism evaporated, replaced by something else. Confidence. Desire. The performance was beginning.

Kevin hit record.

The red light on the camcorder clicked on.

“Whenever you’re ready,” he said.

Jessica’s hands moved to the tie of her robe. She pulled it slowly, letting the midnight silk fall open. Underneath, a black lace bra and panty set that looked like it cost more than Kevin’s rent—the kind of lingerie designed to be looked at before being removed. Her body was exactly what Kevin had imagined and more—long, toned legs that went on forever, elegant hourglass curves, full C-cup breasts pressing against the delicate lace, nipples already visible through the sheer fabric.

She let the robe slide off her shoulders. It pooled at her feet like dark water.

“Come closer,” Jessica said. Not to the camera. To Kevin.

He stepped from behind the tripod. His cock was already straining against his jeans, the outline clearly visible.

Jessica noticed. Her ice-blue eyes dropped to his crotch and her tongue traced her lower lip. “That’s a good start. Nice and hard for me already.”

Her hands moved to his shirt, unbuttoning slowly, deliberately. Each button revealed more of his chest. Kevin’s breath came faster. Behind him, he heard Natalie’s quiet gasp—she was still watching, still there.

Right. They had an audience.

The thought made him even harder.

Jessica pushed his shirt off his shoulders, hands exploring his bare chest. Her fingers traced the definition of his abs, the lines of his swimmer’s build. “You’ve been holding back on us. Look at this body hidden under all those t-shirts.” Her nails scraped lightly across his nipples. “The camera is going to love you.”

Her touch was confident, proprietary. This was Jessica establishing control before yielding it.

Kevin’s hands found her waist. Warm, smooth skin under his palms. She guided them upward to her breasts, still encased in sheer lace. He could feel the hard points of her nipples pressing against his palms through the fabric.

“Touch me,” she said. “Make it real. Make me wet.”

He cupped her breasts, thumbs finding her nipples through the lace, circling them, pinching gently. Jessica’s breath hitched. Her eyes fluttered closed for a moment, lips parting, before snapping open with renewed intensity.

“Good,” she murmured. “Now the camera. Give the audience what they came for.”

Kevin returned to the viewfinder, adjusting the angle. Jessica posed on the bed, reclining on one elbow, those endless legs extended. The black lace contrasted beautifully with the burgundy sheets, her pale skin glowing under the lights.

“Talk me through it,” Jessica said, one hand trailing down her stomach toward the lace between her thighs. “Tell me what you want to see.”

Kevin’s director brain kicked in, even as his cock throbbed. “Undo the bra. Slowly. Eyes on the camera.”

Jessica complied, back arching as her hands moved behind her to unhook the clasp. She drew the lace forward inch by inch, teasing, holding the cups against her breasts before finally letting the bra fall away.

Her breasts were perfect. Full, round, sitting high on her chest with barely any sag. Her nipples were hard pink points, begging to be touched. She arched slightly, presenting herself to the lens, squeezing her breasts together.

“How’s this?”

Kevin’s mouth was dry. “Perfect. Now the panties.”

Jessica hooked her thumbs in the waistband of the lace, sliding the fabric down her hips with agonizing slowness. She lifted her legs, graceful as a dancer, spreading them slightly as she removed the panties completely. She tossed them toward the camera with a wink.

Her pussy was beautiful—neatly trimmed, glistening with obvious wetness. She let her knees fall open, giving the camera a clear view.

“I’m already wet for you,” she said, one finger trailing through her folds. “See?”

Kevin’s cock throbbed painfully against his zipper. He adjusted himself, but there was no hiding his state.

Behind him, Natalie made a small, strangled sound. He glanced back. She was still in the corner, clipboard forgotten, face flushed crimson, her breathing visible through the rise and fall of her chest. Her glasses were starting to fog.

“Kevin.” Jessica’s voice drew his attention back. Her finger was still between her legs, circling her clit lazily. “Your turn. The audience wants to see what I’m working with. What you’re going to fuck me with.”

Right. This wasn’t a solo shoot.

Kevin stepped into frame, unbuckling his belt. Jessica watched with predatory interest, her finger never stopping its slow circles as he stripped. His jeans hit the floor. His boxer briefs followed, his hard cock springing free.

He stood naked before the camera, before Jessica, before Natalie hidden in the corner. His cock was fully erect, thick and ready.

“Oh my.” Jessica sat up, ice-blue eyes fixed on his shaft. “Not bad at all. Better than I expected, actually. Nice length. Good girth.” She reached out, wrapping her fingers around him, testing. “The camera is going to love this cock.”

She reached to the nightstand, pulling out a condom from a discreet box. “Safety first. Period-accurate protection.” She tore the wrapper with her teeth—somehow making even that look sexy—and rolled the latex onto him with practiced ease, her hands stroking him through the thin barrier.

She crooked a finger, beckoning him to the bed.

Kevin joined her on the burgundy sheets. Jessica’s hands were immediately on him, wrapping around his shaft, stroking with practiced skill that had him gritting his teeth against the pleasure.

“You’re going to last, right?” she murmured, thumb circling the sensitive head. “Because I need more than thirty seconds. I need you to fuck me properly.”

“I’ll last.”

“Prove it.”

She pushed him onto his back, swinging one leg over to straddle his hips. Her wet pussy hovered inches above his cock, so close he could feel the heat radiating from her.

Jessica positioned him at her entrance, the head of his cock pressing against her slick folds. Then she sank down slowly. Her walls parted around him, gripping him, tight and hot and impossibly perfect. She took him inch by inch, her pussy stretching to accommodate his girth, until he was fully seated inside her, buried to the hilt.

“Fuck,” Kevin groaned. She was so tight, so wet. He could feel every ripple of her inner muscles.

“Not yet. Let the camera see what it looks like when you fill me.” Jessica stayed still, letting the moment breathe, letting the camera capture where their bodies joined. Then she began to move.

Slow at first. Rolling her hips in a sinuous rhythm designed to showcase her body, to squeeze his cock with her inner muscles. Her breasts bounced with each movement, hypnotic. Her platinum curls framed her face as she looked down at Kevin with that confident, knowing expression.

“How does it feel?” she asked, grinding down on him. “Tell me. Tell the audience.”

“Amazing. You’re so tight. So wet.”

“Mmm.” Jessica clenched her pussy around him deliberately, making him gasp. “That’s what happens when a woman knows her muscles. When she knows how to milk a cock.” She increased her pace, rising and falling on his shaft. “You like this? Being inside me? Being filmed while you fuck me?”

“Yes.”

“Yes what?”

“Yes, I like it. All of it. Your tight pussy. The camera watching us.”

Jessica smiled, leaning forward. Her full breasts pressed against his chest as she rode him harder. “Good boy. Now put your hands on me. Show the camera how you touch a woman. Show them you know what you’re doing.”

Kevin’s hands found her hips, gripping hard enough to leave marks, guiding her movements. Then up to her bouncing breasts, squeezing, thumbing her hard nipples. Jessica’s breathing grew heavier, her cool control slipping.

“Harder,” she whispered. “I need you to fuck me harder.”

Kevin thrust up to meet her, driving deep. Jessica gasped, her fingernails digging into his shoulders hard enough to sting.

“Yes. Like that. Right there. Fuck—don’t stop.”

They found a rhythm together. No longer performing separately, but moving as one unit. The bed creaked beneath them. The wet sounds of her pussy gripping his cock filled the small room, mixed with their moans and the slap of skin on skin.

“Position change,” Kevin managed, his balls already tightening. “I need to see you from behind. Need to watch my cock in that perfect ass.”

Jessica lifted off him—his cock emerging glistening wet from her pussy—and turned to present herself on hands and knees. Her ass was gorgeous, perfectly curved, her pink pussy swollen and visibly wet between her spread thighs. She looked back over her shoulder, platinum hair cascading down her back, eyes half-lidded with desire.

“Like this? Is this what you want to fuck?”

Kevin moved behind her, one hand gripping her hip, the other guiding his cock to her entrance. He pushed inside in one smooth, deep stroke. Jessica moaned, arching her back, pressing her ass against his pelvis.

“God, yes. All the way in. Fill me up.”

From this angle, Kevin could see everything. The curve of her elegant spine. The way her ass rippled with each thrust he gave her. His cock sliding in and out of her stretched pussy, glistening with her juices. The camera captured it all.

“Pull my hair,” Jessica gasped. “Not too hard. Just enough to let me know who’s in charge.”

Kevin gathered her platinum curls in one hand, wrapping them around his fist, tugging firmly. Jessica’s moan was genuine, unrestrained, any pretense of cool control completely gone now.

“Yes. Fuck. Just like that. Fuck me like you mean it.”

He established a punishing rhythm, using his grip on her hair to control the depth and angle, pulling her back onto his cock with each thrust. The sound of his hips slapping against her ass echoed in the room. Jessica pushed back against him, meeting every stroke, her pussy clenching around him.

“You’re close,” she gasped. “I can feel your cock throbbing. Feel how hard you are.”

“Not yet.”

“Yes yet. I want it. I want your cum. Give it to me—paint my ass with it.”

Kevin’s control shattered. He thrust harder, faster, chasing the orgasm building at the base of his spine. Jessica clenched around him deliberately, milking him, her own climax hitting in waves.

“Fuck, Kevin, yes—I’m cumming—fuck—”

Her pussy spasmed around his cock, gripping him in rhythmic contractions. Kevin felt his balls tighten, the pressure becoming unbearable. He pulled out at the last second, ripping off the condom, and finished on her lower back and ass. Thick ropes of hot cum spurted across her pale skin, coating her. One shot, two, three—more than he’d ever produced, painting her with his release.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned, milking the last drops onto the curve of her ass.

Jessica stayed still on her hands and knees, breathing hard, letting the shot linger. His cum dripped down the curve of her ass, pooling in the small of her back. Then she looked back at the camera, smiled that knowing smile, and reached back to touch his cum. She gathered some on her finger, brought it to her lips, and sucked it clean.

“Mmm. Perfect,” she murmured. “Just perfect.”

Kevin stepped back, nearly forgetting to hit stop on the camera. His hands shook as he clicked the record button off.

The red light disappeared.

Silence filled the room, broken only by their heavy breathing.

Natalie was still in the corner, clutching her clipboard like a lifeline. Her face was scarlet, her glasses slightly fogged.

“How was it?” Jessica asked, utterly comfortable in her nakedness. “Technically speaking.”

Natalie’s voice was a squeak. “Good. Very good. The lighting held. Audio should be clean.”

“Excellent.” Jessica stood, stretching. “Kevin, can you grab me a towel?”

Kevin’s brain was still rebooting. He found a towel in the bathroom, handed it to Jessica. She cleaned up efficiently, no shame or embarrassment.

“We should review the footage before I leave,” she said. “Make sure we got what we needed.”



Twenty minutes later, all three of them huddled around the small monitor. Kevin rewound the tape and hit play.

Watching it back was surreal. The performance was there—chemistry, heat, professional execution. Kevin’s direction had been basic, but functional. Jessica’s natural camera presence carried most of it.

“Not bad for a first shoot,” Jessica observed. “The angle change to doggy was smart. Gave the audience variety.”

Natalie was barely breathing. Her eyes were locked on the screen.

“Thoughts?” Jessica asked her directly.

“It’s… very effective,” Natalie managed. “From a technical perspective.”

“And from a personal perspective?”

Natalie’s blush deepened. “I… yes. It’s effective.”

Jessica laughed, kind and understanding. “You did great, Kevin. Both of you. This will sell.”

She was right. Kevin knew it in his gut. This tape would sell.

Sunset Video was going to survive.

And they were just getting started.


Chapter 6: Test Market

The tape sold out in one night.

Kevin had burned ten copies on Sunday, handwritten labels that simply read “Sunset Sessions #1” with a discreet logo. Diane had placed them in the locked cabinet Monday morning with a price tag that made her wince: $35 each.

By Tuesday morning, all ten were gone.

Cash sales. No names recorded. Customers who didn’t ask questions, didn’t complain, just bought and left.

Kevin stood at the register with the cash box open, counting bills with shaking hands. Three hundred and fifty dollars in pure profit. The production cost had been essentially zero—equipment they already owned, talent who worked for percentage points instead of upfront payment.

“Told you.” Jessica leaned against the counter, coffee in hand. She’d stopped by before opening the salon. “People want authenticity. Chemistry. Something that doesn’t feel like factory porn.”

“We need to make more,” Kevin said.

“Already planning my wardrobe for shoot number two.” Jessica’s smile was satisfied. “But you might want to diversify your talent pool. I’m good, but audiences get bored of the same face.”

Kevin thought about Katie’s admission. Blair’s cryptic interest. Natalie’s flushed face watching the shoot.

“I might have options.”

“Then explore them.” Jessica finished her coffee. “Meanwhile, I’ll talk to my distributor contacts. If we can get this into stores regionally, the volume goes way up.”

She left with a casual wave, leaving Kevin alone with more money than Sunset Video had seen in weeks and a problem he needed to solve: scaling production meant more shoots, which meant more performers.

Which meant having very uncomfortable conversations.



Meanwhile, Vince Harlow had started to notice.

Kevin spotted him through the front window that afternoon—Video King’s manager walking slowly past Sunset Video, pretending to check his watch while counting customers through the glass.

When their eyes met, Vince smiled. Cold. Calculating.

He didn’t come in. Just walked back across the street to his sterile corporate fortress.

But the message was clear: I’m watching.

Kevin would need to be careful. Very careful.



That evening, Kevin stayed late organizing the new inventory expansion. Natalie had delivered her database updates—a beautifully organized system that could track hundreds of SKUs across multiple categories.

He was testing the new filing system when he remembered something.

Katie had been at the store earlier. She’d asked questions about the new “special inventory.” Jessica had mentioned something about Katie “borrowing” materials.

A sinking feeling settled in Kevin’s gut.

He checked the locked cabinet. The remaining copies of Sunset Sessions #1 were all accounted for—except one.

Katie had taken a tape.

Kevin knew he should let it go. Katie was an adult. If she wanted to watch, that was her business.

But something nagged at him. Katie’s questions. Her obvious interest. The way she’d looked at him during their conversation about the adult section.

Before he could talk himself out of it, Kevin grabbed his jacket and headed for the Prescott house.



The Prescott home was a modest two-story on a quiet street, painted cheerful yellow with white trim. Diane’s burgundy sedan sat in the driveway. The living room lights were on, but the upstairs windows glowed pink—Katie’s room, obviously.

Kevin told himself he was just returning a jacket Katie had left at the store. It was technically true—she’d forgotten it in the break room days ago.

He knocked on the front door. Waited. No answer.

Diane must be out. Blair was probably in her room with headphones on, lost in whatever dark music she favored.

Kevin tried the door. Unlocked—small-town habits.

He stepped inside, calling out, “Hello? Anyone home? It’s Kevin—I have Katie’s jacket.”

No response.

The stairs creaked as he climbed to the second floor. Katie’s room was at the end of the hall, door cracked open, pink light spilling through.

Kevin heard the sound before he reached the door.

Moaning. From a television speaker. And beneath it—softer, breathier—something else.

He should announce himself. Should call out. Should turn around and leave.

Instead, he moved closer.

Through the crack in the door, he saw Katie’s bedroom. Pink everything—walls, bedspread, curtains. Madonna poster on one wall, cheerleading trophies on a shelf. A vanity covered in makeup and hair products.

And Katie, on her bed, watching the small TV in the corner.

The screen showed Jessica and Kevin. The tape she’d taken. Their first production. The scene where Jessica was stripping, revealing herself to the camera.

Katie was propped against her pillows, wearing only a thin white tank top and tiny pink panties. Her hand was between her legs, moving slowly as she watched the screen. Her fingers traced lazy circles over the cotton, pressing against what was obviously her clit.

Kevin’s breath caught.

She was beautiful like this. Unguarded. Real. Her candy-pink hair spread across the pillow like cotton candy. Her small, perky breasts clearly visible through the thin fabric of the tank top, nipples hard and poking against the white cotton. Her toned, athletic legs were spread wide as her fingers worked between her thighs.

On screen, Jessica was on her knees, taking Kevin’s cock into her mouth. Katie’s fingers moved faster, matching the rhythm of the scene. Her panties were visibly damp now, a wet spot spreading where she rubbed herself.

“God,” Katie whispered to the screen, voice breathy. “That should be me. I should be sucking his cock.”

Kevin’s cock hardened painfully, straining against his jeans. He knew he should leave. Should give her privacy. This was wrong—watching her like this without her knowledge.

But he couldn’t move. Couldn’t look away.

Katie’s free hand pushed up her tank top, exposing her breasts completely. They were small but perfect—firm little B-cups with pink nipples that were rock hard. She pinched one nipple, rolling it between her fingers, gasping softly at the sensation. Her other hand never stopped its rhythm between her thighs.

“Fuck,” she breathed. “That feels so good.”

On screen, the scene progressed. Kevin and Jessica moved to the bed. Jessica straddled Kevin, sinking down onto his cock. The sounds of sex filled Katie’s pink bedroom—wet sounds, moans, flesh slapping against flesh, whispered commands.

Katie shoved her panties aside, revealing her pussy—pink, glistening wet, her fingers now directly touching her swollen clit. She was completely bare, waxed smooth. Two fingers slipped inside her, and Kevin could hear the wet sounds of her fucking herself from where he stood.

“That should be me,” Katie repeated, louder now, working her fingers in and out of her dripping pussy. “That should be me riding his cock… that should be me…”

Her hips bucked against her hand. Her back arched off the bed, pushing her small tits toward the ceiling. She was close—Kevin could see it in the tension of her athletic body, hear it in her quickening breath, see it in the way her pussy clenched around her pumping fingers.

“Please,” she gasped at the screen, fingers working frantically now. “I want… I want everyone to see me like that. Want Kevin’s cock inside me. Want him to watch me. Want to be watched when I cum—”

She came with a cry she didn’t bother to muffle, a high-pitched moan of pure pleasure. Her whole body shook, back arching violently, fingers plunging deep inside her spasming pussy as waves of pleasure crashed through her. Her other hand twisted her nipple almost roughly, extending the sensation. Her thighs clamped together around her hand, trapping it as her orgasm went on and on.

“Oh god—oh fuck—yes yes yes—”

Kevin watched, transfixed, cock throbbing painfully, as Katie rode out the orgasm. Her face in the throes of pleasure was stunning—the performative Valley Girl completely gone, replaced by raw, genuine ecstasy. Mouth open, eyes squeezed shut, cheeks flushed pink to match her hair.

Finally, she collapsed back against the pillows, breathing hard. Her hand slowed, then stopped, fingers still buried inside her. Her legs fell open again, giving him a clear view of her wet, swollen pussy. Her eyes stayed closed as she recovered, chest heaving, a satisfied smile on her glossy lips.

Kevin slipped away before she could open them.

He left the jacket draped over the stair railing and let himself out the front door silently. His cock was achingly hard. His mind raced with implications.

Katie didn’t just want to be on camera.

She needed it. Being watched wasn’t a curiosity for her—it was an obsession. A hunger that clearly consumed her.

And she wanted him.

Kevin walked home through the warm summer evening, the image of Katie’s orgasm burned into his memory. Tomorrow, he’d find a way to talk to her. To make this official.

She wanted to perform. He needed performers.

But first, he needed a very cold shower.



The next morning, Kevin found something unexpected waiting on the store’s doorstep.

A single VHS tape, unlabeled, with a handwritten note attached:

“I know you were watching. I left the door open on purpose. —K”

Kevin stared at the note.

Katie had known. The whole time. She’d performed for him without ever looking at the door. Had staged the entire scene.

His cock stirred at the realization.

This girl was something else entirely.

And she was going to be spectacular on camera.


Chapter 7: The Exhibition

Katie wanted to shoot on Wednesday. Diane would be at a supplier meeting in Burlington all afternoon—three hours minimum. Blair was scheduled for the horror section, which meant she’d be buried in inventory and oblivious.

Perfect window.

Kevin set up the back room again, this time with lighter colors. Pastels worked better for Katie’s aesthetic. He’d borrowed pale pink sheets and repositioned the lights for a softer glow.

Katie arrived at one PM sharp, carrying an overnight bag full of wardrobe options.

“No Jessica today?” she asked, setting down her bag.

“Just you. Solo content for your first shoot.”

Katie’s eyes lit up. “Just me and the camera?”

“And me directing.”

“Even better.” She pulled out a pink baby-doll nightie, sheer white panties, and a pair of white thigh-high stockings. “I brought options. What do you think?”

Kevin’s mouth went dry looking at the lingerie. “That’ll work.”

“Should I change now?”

“Let’s talk through the plan first.” Kevin gestured to the bed. “This is your shoot. Your showcase. I need to know what you’re comfortable with.”

Katie sat, crossing her legs. “Everything. I’m comfortable with everything.”

“Katie—”

“I’m serious. I’ve thought about this for years, Kevin. I know exactly what I want.” She leaned forward, animated. “I want to be watched. I want people to see me being sexual, being free. I want them to want me.”

“This isn’t just about being watched. We’re selling a product.”

“I know. And I’ll give the audience what they want. But I need…” She paused, searching for words. “I need you in the room. Watching me. Just the camera isn’t enough.”

Kevin understood. The exhibitionist fantasy required a witness, not just a lens.

“Okay. How do you want to start?”

Katie’s smile was radiant. “Can I show you what I do when I’m alone? When I touch myself thinking about being seen?”

Kevin’s cock hardened instantly. “Yes.”

“Then set up the camera. And don’t stop watching me. No matter what.”



Five minutes later, Katie emerged from Diane’s office in her chosen outfit.

The baby-doll nightie was obscenely sheer—pale pink fabric that hid nothing. Her small, perky B-cup breasts were completely visible, nipples already hard and poking against the gossamer material. The white panties were equally transparent, and Kevin could clearly see she was bare underneath—smooth skin visible through the sheer fabric. The thigh-high white stockings made her toned legs look impossibly long, ending in delicate lace at her upper thighs.

She’d done her makeup heavier than usual—pink eyeshadow that matched her hair, glossy pink lips that looked made for wrapping around a cock, extra mascara that made her blue eyes pop. Pure male fantasy wrapped in Valley Girl packaging. Her belly button piercing glinted in the soft lighting.

Kevin adjusted the camera angle, his cock already stirring. “Ready?”

“Ready.” She bounced slightly, making her tits jiggle beneath the sheer fabric.

He hit record. The red light clicked on.

Katie’s entire demeanor shifted. The nervous energy transformed into focused performance. She moved to the bed with exaggerated grace, every gesture designed to showcase her tight little body—hips swaying, back arching, tits thrust forward.

“Hi,” she said to the camera, voice breathy and sweet. “Want to watch me?”

She lay back against the pillows, spreading her legs slightly. One hand trailed down her flat stomach, fingertips dancing over the diamond stud in her navel, down to the waistband of her panties.

“I love being watched,” Katie continued. “It makes me so wet knowing someone’s eyes are on me. Wanting me. Getting hard for me.”

Her hand slipped under the white fabric. Kevin could see the outline of her fingers moving beneath the sheer material, pressing against what was obviously her clit.

“Sometimes I imagine a whole room full of people. All of them watching me touch myself. All those cocks getting hard because of me.” Katie’s breath quickened, her chest rising and falling faster. “Is that weird? Does it make me a slut that I want everyone to see me?”

She pulled the nightie up, exposing her breasts completely. They were small but perfect—firm little handfuls with pink nipples that were rock hard, begging to be touched. Her free hand cupped one, thumb circling the stiff peak.

“I’m so sensitive here,” she murmured, pinching her nipple experimentally. “Even a little touch makes me crazy. Makes my pussy wet.”

She pinched harder, twisting slightly. Her back arched off the bed. The moan that escaped was genuine, not performed—a breathy little cry of real pleasure.

Kevin’s hand tightened on the camera. His cock was straining painfully against his jeans now, fully hard.

Katie noticed. Her eyes fixed on the prominent bulge, and she licked her glossy lips.

“Are you hard?” she asked directly. “Watching me? Getting hard for me?”

“Yes,” Kevin said hoarsely.

“Good. I want you hard. I want you stroking your cock to me. Wanting to fuck me.” She hooked her thumbs in her panties, pushing them down her hips, exposing her pussy completely. Smooth, bare, glistening with obvious arousal. “See how wet I am? My little pussy is dripping just from knowing you’re watching.”

She spread herself with two fingers, pulling her lips apart, showing everything to the camera. Her pussy was glistening, pink and perfect—swollen clit poking out, entrance visibly slick with her juices.

“Touch yourself,” she commanded, eyes locked on his crotch. “Let me see that cock. Let me see how much you want me.”

Kevin hesitated. He was supposed to be directing.

“Please,” Katie whispered, fingers dipping down to gather her wetness and spread it over her clit. “I need to see it. Need to know I’m making you hard. That you want to fuck this tight little pussy.”

Fuck it.

Kevin freed his cock from his jeans. It sprang out, fully erect, and Katie’s eyes went wide at the sight, then darkened with pure satisfaction.

“Oh god yes,” she breathed, fingers moving faster on her clit. “That’s what I want. Show me that big cock. Stroke it for me.”

Kevin wrapped his hand around his shaft, stroking slowly, keeping the camera steady with his other hand. Katie’s fingers moved to her clit, circling with increasing urgency as she watched him touch himself.

“Tell me what you want to do to me,” she said. “Tell me while you stroke that cock.”

“I want to taste you. Eat your pretty little pussy until you scream.”

“Mmm, what else?”

“I want to fuck you. Slide my cock into that tight wet hole and make you scream even louder.”

Katie’s fingers moved faster, two of them slipping inside her pussy with a wet sound. “Would you let me ride you? Bounce on your cock? Control the pace?”

“Yes. God yes.”

“Would you cum inside me? Fill my little pussy with your cum?”

Kevin’s hand tightened on his cock, stroking faster. “Wherever you want it.”

“I want it on my tits. I want to see your cock shoot. Want to feel your hot cum on my skin.” Katie’s movements grew more frantic, fucking herself with two fingers while her thumb worked her clit. Her other hand joined in, pulling and twisting her nipple. “Fuck, I’m close. Watching you stroke that cock is gonna make me cum—”

“Not yet,” Kevin said, forcing his hand to slow.

Katie’s eyes snapped open. “What?”

“Not yet. Make it last. Edge yourself for me.”

Understanding dawned in her lust-glazed eyes. Katie slowed her movements, pulling her fingers out of her dripping pussy, denying herself the edge. Her breathing was ragged, desperate. Her whole body trembled with denied release.

“Please,” she whimpered, hips lifting involuntarily, seeking stimulation. “Please, I need to cum so bad—”

“Not. Yet.”

Kevin set the camera on the tripod, letting it capture everything while he moved to the bed. Katie watched him approach with hungry, desperate eyes, her wet fingers still resting against her swollen pussy.

He knelt between her spread legs, taking in the sight of her—flushed, trembling, pussy glistening with arousal. His hands replaced hers, fingers sliding through her slick folds, gathering her wetness.

“Oh god—” Katie gasped as his fingers found her entrance.

Kevin’s thumb found her clit, circling with deliberate pressure while two fingers slid inside her. She was soaked, her pussy gripping his fingers immediately. He curled them, searching for the spot that would make her break.

“There—fuck—right there—” Katie’s hips bucked against his hand.

“You want to cum?” he asked, fingers pumping steadily.

“Yes, please, please let me cum—”

“Then beg properly. Tell the camera how badly you need it.”

“Please let me cum! Please, Kevin, I need it so bad, I’ve been thinking about this for so long, thinking about your fingers in my pussy, your cock in my mouth, please please please—”

He increased the pressure, thumb grinding against her clit, fingers curling hard against her g-spot. Katie’s legs trembled violently. Her hands fisted in the pink sheets.

“Cum,” Kevin commanded. “Cum for me now.”

Katie’s orgasm hit like a tidal wave. She screamed—loud, unrestrained, exactly like she’d promised—a high-pitched wail of pure ecstasy. Her pussy clenched around his fingers in rhythmic spasms, gripping so tight he could barely move them. Her whole body shook, back arching, tits bouncing as the pleasure crashed through her.

“Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck—”

Kevin didn’t stop. He kept fucking her with his fingers, kept the pressure on her clit, drawing it out until Katie was sobbing with overstimulation, her pussy flooding his hand with fresh wetness.

“Too much—” she gasped, trying to close her legs. “It’s too much—”

“One more. Give me one more. Show the camera what a good girl you are.”

“I can’t—I can’t—”

“Yes you can.” Kevin’s fingers curled harder, thumb relentless on her swollen, hypersensitive clit. “Cum for me again. Let the camera see you completely lose control. Let everyone who watches this see what a beautiful little slut you are when you cum.”

Katie’s second orgasm crashed into her before the first had fully subsided. This time she didn’t scream—she went silent, mouth open in a soundless cry, back arched so severely her tits pointed at the ceiling. Her pussy clamped down on his fingers like a vice, squeezing rhythmically as wave after wave of pleasure ripped through her.

When she finally collapsed against the bed, she was shaking uncontrollably. Tears streaked her pink eyeshadow. Her pussy was still twitching around his fingers.

Kevin withdrew his hand gently, fingers glistening with her juices. His cock was rock-hard, throbbing, but this had been about her.

Katie’s eyes focused on his erection, then on his wet fingers. “You didn’t finish.”

“This was your showcase.”

“Then finish on me. Like I asked.” She pushed the nightie up higher, presenting her small, perfect breasts, nipples still hard and flushed pink. “I want to watch you cum for me. Want to feel it. Please, Kevin.”

Kevin positioned himself over her, straddling her stomach, his cock bobbing inches from her tits. He started stroking, using her juices still coating his hand as lubricant.

Katie’s hands came up to cup her breasts, pushing them together, presenting them as targets. Her eyes were fixed on his cock, tongue tracing her glossy lips.

“Cum on me,” she whispered. “Mark me. Cover my tits with your cum. Show the camera I made you feel this good.”

Kevin stroked faster, the sight of Katie spread out beneath him—flushed, satisfied, begging for his cum—pushing him to the edge.

“Gonna cum—” he groaned.

“Yes, give it to me, I want it, I want your cum—”

Kevin’s orgasm hit hard. His cock pulsed in his hand, thick ropes of hot cum spurting across Katie’s chest and stomach. The first shot landed across her tits, the second on her chin, the third pooling in her cleavage. He kept stroking, milking every drop onto her skin until she was covered.

“Oh my god,” Katie breathed, looking down at herself in wonder. She scooped up a streak of cum with her finger, brought it to her lips, and sucked it clean. Then she smiled at the camera, spreading his cum across her breasts like lotion, rubbing it into her hard nipples.

“Perfect,” she murmured, coated and satisfied. “Absolutely perfect.”

Kevin reached over to stop the camera. The red light winked off.

They lay there for a long moment, both catching their breath.

“Was I good?” Katie asked quietly.

“You were fucking perfect.”

Her smile was genuine this time, not performative. “Really?”

“Really. That’s going to sell like crazy.”

Katie sat up, looking down at the cum drying on her skin. “I kind of love this. Is that weird?”

“Nothing about you is weird. Just honest.”

She laughed, reaching for the towel Kevin offered. “When can we shoot again? With you in it this time?”

“Soon. I promise.”

“Good.” Katie cleaned up efficiently, then started gathering her clothes. “Oh, and Kevin? Next time, I want more people watching. Maybe Jessica. Maybe Natalie. I want an audience that can actually react.”

Kevin’s mind spun with possibilities. Group shoots. Multiple performers. An actual production schedule.

Sunset Video wasn’t just surviving anymore.

It was thriving.

And Kevin was building something bigger than he’d imagined.


Chapter 8: Roller Reunion

The call came Thursday evening while Kevin was labeling Katie’s tape. Sunset Sessions #2, though he was considering better branding.

“Kevin Sullivan?” The voice was achingly familiar.

“Tessa?”

“Hey, stranger.” There was a smile in her voice. “I’m back in town. Heard you’re working at Sunset Video.”

Kevin’s heart rate spiked. Tessa Reed. His childhood best friend. The girl who’d beaten him at every skateboard challenge and never let him forget it.

“Yeah, I’m… when did you get back?”

“This afternoon. Jessica mentioned you might be at the roller rink tomorrow night. Thought I’d swing by. If you’re not too cool for roller skating now that you’re a college man.”

Guilt twisted in Kevin’s gut. The lie extended even to Tessa. “I’m not too cool.”

“Good. Because I have something to show you. Something I’ve been working on.” Her voice turned softer, uncertain. “It’s been three years, Kevin. I’ve missed you.”

“I’ve missed you too.”

“Tomorrow night. Eight PM. Don’t make me skate alone.”

She hung up before he could respond.

Kevin sat with the dead phone, mind racing. Tessa was back. Tessa, who’d moved away for college—or so everyone thought. Tessa, who knew him better than anyone.

What did she want to show him?



Rollercade sat on the edge of town, a converted warehouse that glowed with neon promise. Kevin arrived at seven-fifty, paying the entrance fee and getting his skates from a bored teenager who didn’t look up from her magazine.

Inside was pure 80s heaven. Disco ball spinning overhead, casting fractured light across the polished wooden floor. Neon strips in pink and blue outlined the rink. Speakers pumped Duran Duran loud enough to feel in your chest.

Couples circled the rink in varying degrees of coordination. Groups of teenagers clustered near the snack bar. The smell of nacho cheese and floor wax hung in the air.

Kevin laced up his skates, scanning the crowd for Tessa. He remembered her as perpetual motion—baseball cap, baggy jeans, scraped knees from skateboard falls. The girl who’d challenged him to races and won every time.

“Kevin?”

He turned. His brain stuttered.

The woman standing before him was Tessa. Same bright green eyes. Same sun-bronzed skin with freckles across her nose. But everything else was different.

She wore a skirt. A yellow sundress that showed off athletic legs he’d somehow never noticed were gorgeous. Her dirty-blonde hair—usually shoved under a baseball cap—was loose and styled, tucked behind one ear. She’d even put on makeup. Subtle, but there.

Tessa looked like a woman, not the tomboy he remembered.

“Holy shit,” Kevin said eloquently.

Tessa’s cheeks flushed. She tugged at the hem of her skirt self-consciously. “Don’t look at me like that.”

“Like what?”

“Like I’m a stranger. People change, okay?” Her voice had an edge of defiance, but underneath was uncertainty.

Kevin stood, steadying himself on his skates. “You look amazing.”

“I look weird.” Tessa glanced down at herself. “This feels weird. I don’t know why I thought—”

“Tessa.” Kevin caught her hand. “You look beautiful.”

She stared at their joined hands. Her fingers tightened on his. “Really?”

“Really.”

The announcement crackled over the speakers: “Couples skate in two minutes. Find your partner!”

Tessa’s grip on his hand didn’t loosen. “Want to skate? Like old times?”

Except nothing about this felt like old times.

They rolled onto the floor as “Take On Me” started playing. Tessa’s hand found Kevin’s waist. His arm went around her shoulders. They fell into rhythm, circling the rink in sync.

“So,” Tessa said. “College going well?”

The lie sat bitter on Kevin’s tongue. “It’s… different than I expected.”

“That’s cryptic.”

“What about you? I thought you were at school in Boston.”

Tessa’s laugh was hollow. “I dropped out. First semester. Came back with my tail between my legs.”

Kevin nearly lost his balance. “Seriously?”

“Turns out I’m not cut out for business school. Who knew?” She skated backward, facing him, displaying unexpected grace. “I’ve been living with my cousin Jessica. Working at her salon. Trying to figure out what the hell I’m doing with my life.”

“Join the club.”

“You too?”

Kevin hesitated. Then: “I dropped out in February. Been hiding from my parents ever since.”

Tessa stopped skating so abruptly they nearly collided. “You—what?”

“Film school wasn’t for me. Too much theory, not enough actual filmmaking.” The admission felt like pulling a splinter. “Working at Sunset Video has taught me more about what I actually want to do.”

“Does Jessica know?”

“She figured it out. Diane probably suspects. But officially, I’m still a college student doing summer session.”

Tessa processed this, then started skating again, slower. “So we’re both dropout losers hiding in our hometown.”

“Something like that.”

“Guess we have more in common than I thought.” She moved closer, her body pressing against his for balance. The sundress rode up slightly. Kevin caught a glimpse of athletic thigh.

His body responded immediately.

“I didn’t come back for my cousin Jessica,” Tessa said quietly. “Or for this town. I came back because… because I needed to know.”

“Know what?”

“If what I felt when we were kids was real. Or if I’d built it up in my head.” Her green eyes locked onto his. “I had the biggest crush on you, Kevin. From like age fourteen on. But I didn’t know how to be… this.” She gestured at her dress. “I was always the tomboy. Always one of the guys. I thought if I tried to be girly, you’d laugh at me.”

Kevin’s heart hammered. “I would never—”

“I know that now. But when you’re sixteen and terrified, everything feels catastrophic.” Tessa’s hand tightened on his shoulder. “I went to Boston partly to get away. To become someone different. Someone who could wear dresses and not feel like a fraud.”

“You’re not a fraud.”

“I feel like one. This skirt feels like a costume. The makeup feels like a lie. But I wanted…” She trailed off, suddenly uncertain.

“Wanted what?”

“I wanted you to see me differently. See me as a woman, not just your skateboard buddy.”

The song changed. Something slower. The lights dimmed further.

Kevin pulled Tessa closer. “I see you.”

“Do you?” Her voice was barely audible over the music. “Because I’ve been thinking about you for three years. Wondering what you were doing. Who you were with. If you ever thought about me the way I thought about you.”

“Tessa—”

“I know it’s probably too late. You’ve moved on. You’ve got your life together—”

“My life is not together. I’m a dropout making adult films in a dying video store.” The confession burst out before Kevin could stop it.

Tessa’s eyes went wide. “You’re what?”

Fuck. Kevin tried to backpedal. “I shouldn’t have—”

“Adult films. Like porn?” Tessa’s expression cycled through shock, confusion, then something else. Something interested. “With who?”

“Jessica. Katie. It’s a business thing. Revenue stream. The store was dying—”

“And now you’re making porn to save it.” Tessa laughed, sharp and surprised. “That’s the most Kevin thing I’ve ever heard. You can’t just do something normal. It has to be dramatic.”

“Are you judging me?”

“No. I’m impressed.” Tessa skated backward again, studying him. “You always wanted to make films. Just not the kind you thought.”

“It’s temporary. Until the store stabilizes.”

“Is it though?” Tessa’s smile was knowing. “You always lit up when you talked about directing. About framing shots. This is probably the first time you’ve actually enjoyed making something.”

She was right. Kevin realized it with uncomfortable clarity. The shoots with Jessica and Katie had felt more right than any student film project ever had.

“Maybe,” he admitted.

“Then own it. You’re making films people actually want to watch. That’s more than most film students can say.” Tessa moved close again. “Can I tell you something?”

“Anything.”

“I think it’s hot. What you’re doing. The confidence it must take to direct something that intimate.”

Kevin’s cock stirred. “Tessa—”

“I’m serious. You were always a little timid. A little unsure. But this?” She pressed fully against him, her breasts against his chest. “This is you being fearless.”

They were barely skating now, just swaying in place.

“I missed you,” Kevin said hoarsely.

“I missed you too.” Tessa’s hand moved to his neck. “Can I try something? You can say no.”

“Anything.”

She leaned in.

Kevin’s heart stopped. Her lips were inches from his. He could smell her cherry lip gloss, feel her breath warm against his mouth. Three years of longing compressed into this single moment.

Her hand tightened in his hair.

Then she stumbled. Genuinely—her skate caught an edge, and she pitched forward.

Kevin caught her, arms wrapping around her waist. They stood frozen, face to face, bodies pressed together. Her skirt had ridden up. His hands were on her bare lower back.

The moment stretched. Everything in Kevin screamed to close the distance. To kiss her the way he’d imagined since they were sixteen.

Tessa’s eyes searched his. Her lips parted.

Then she laughed nervously and pulled back.

“Sorry. Still getting used to skates again.” She smoothed her skirt down, not meeting his eyes. “I should probably… I mean, it’s getting late, and—”

“Tessa—”

“I’ll call you, okay? We should talk more. About everything.” She was already skating backward, putting distance between them. “The store stuff. The filming. All of it. Just… not tonight. I need to think.”

Kevin wanted to stop her. To tell her she didn’t need to think, that he felt the same way, that whatever this was, they could figure it out together.

But she was already at the exit, waving once before disappearing through the doors.

Kevin stood alone on the rink as the couples skate ended. The disco ball kept spinning, casting fractured light across the empty space where she’d been.

Tessa was back. Tessa had almost kissed him. And Tessa knew about Sunset Video.

Everything was about to get complicated.

Kevin skated to the exit, watching the parking lot where Tessa’s taillights were already fading into the night.

She’d be back. He was certain of it.

The question was: what would happen when she returned?


Chapter 9: Dark Curiosity

Blair cornered Kevin in the horror section after closing on Friday.

He’d been reorganizing the Stephen King shelf when she materialized from the shadows like she’d been summoned. All black—ripped jeans, band tee for The Cure, heavy silver jewelry that caught the dim lighting.

“We need to talk,” she said without preamble.

Kevin set down the copy of Pet Sematary he’d been holding. “About?”

“About what you’re doing with Jessica and Katie. And what you’re not doing with me.”

There was no point playing dumb. Blair saw everything. “I wasn’t sure you were interested.”

“I gave you a book. With marked pages. That wasn’t subtle.”

The Story of O sat in Kevin’s apartment, dog-eared and heavily annotated. He’d read the marked sections. Understood the message.

“That’s not what Jessica does,” Kevin said carefully. “Or Katie. What you’re interested in is—”

“Specific. I know.” Blair crossed her arms, her pale skin stark against the black clothing. “I don’t want what they want. I don’t want to be gazed at adoringly. I don’t want vanilla romance.”

“What do you want?”

Blair’s dark eyes held his. “Control. Or the surrender of it. The exchange of power between two people who trust each other enough to be vulnerable.”

She pulled something from her bag—a coil of black rope. Professional bondage rope, soft but strong.

“I’ve been practicing,” she said. “On myself. Basic knots. Learning what it feels like to be restrained. But I can’t…” She trailed off, frustration clear in her voice. “I can’t do what I actually want alone. I need someone else. Someone I trust.”

Kevin’s heart rate increased. “You trust me?”

“You haven’t treated me like I’m broken. You don’t flinch when I talk about wanting things that aren’t normal.” Blair set the rope on the nearest shelf. “I’ve shown you what I want. Now I’m asking: are you interested? Because if you’re not, tell me now. I’ll find someone else.”

The thought of Blair with someone else—some stranger who wouldn’t understand her carefully constructed armor—made Kevin’s chest tighten.

“I’m interested,” he said. “But I don’t know anything about BDSM. I don’t want to hurt you.”

“That’s why we start small. Learn together.” Blair’s expression softened slightly. “I’ve read everything I can find. Theory. Technique. Safety. But reading isn’t the same as doing.”

Kevin picked up the rope. It was surprisingly soft, designed not to leave marks. “Show me what you’ve learned.”

Blair’s breath caught. “Now?”

“Store’s closed. No one’s here. If we’re going to do this, I need to understand what you’re asking for.”

For the first time since he’d met her, Blair looked genuinely uncertain. “I… okay. Yes. Okay.”

She led him to the break room—the same room where he’d filmed Jessica and Katie. But for Blair, it needed to be different.

“Not the bed,” she said. “I need… something else.”

Kevin looked around. The sturdy chair near the card table. The exposed pipe running along one wall.

“Here?” He indicated the chair.

Blair nodded. “Hands behind the back. Basic wrist restraint.”

She sat in the chair, posture straight despite the nervousness Kevin could read in the way she fidgeted with her rings.

Kevin moved behind her. “You’ll tell me if something’s wrong?”

“Yes.”

“If it hurts in a bad way, or if you need to stop?”

“Yes. I promise.”

Kevin took the rope, following the basic knot patterns Blair described. Her voice was steady, clinical, walking him through each step. Cross the wrists. Loop the rope. Not too tight—should be able to fit two fingers underneath. Secure the knot where she can’t reach it.

When he finished, Blair tested the restraint. Her hands pulled against the rope experimentally.

“How does it feel?” Kevin asked.

Blair’s breathing had changed. Deeper. Her shoulders had dropped from their usual defensive hunch.

“Good,” she whispered. “It feels good. Like I can stop holding myself together.”

Kevin moved to face her. Blair’s eyes were closed, her typically sharp expression smoothed into something almost peaceful.

“What do you need from me now?” he asked.

“Just… stay. Let me feel this.”

He pulled up another chair, sitting where she could see him when she opened her eyes. They stayed like that in silence for several minutes.

Blair’s chest rose and fell with slow breaths. A flush crept up her pale neck. Her typically rigid posture melted into the restraint.

Finally, she opened her eyes. The walls had dropped. No sneering. No defensive sarcasm. Just Blair, vulnerable and present.

“Thank you,” she said quietly.

“For what?”

“For not making this weird. For not making me feel like I’m broken for wanting this.”

Kevin leaned forward, elbows on his knees. “You’re not broken. You know exactly what you need. That’s rare.”

“Most people think bondage is about degradation. Or pain. Or weird power trip stuff.” Blair’s voice was soft but certain. “But for me, it’s about trust. About letting go of the control I have to maintain every other second of every day. When someone else is in charge, I can finally stop.”

Kevin understood. Blair spent every moment behind armor, defending against a world that had hurt her before. This—the rope, the restraint, the surrender—was her relief valve.

“When you’re ready to film this,” he said, “I want to do it right. Not just technically. I want it to show what you’re actually experiencing. The trust. The release.”

Blair’s eyes glistened. “You’d do that? Really show it?”

“If you’ll let me.”

A single tear tracked down her pale cheek. She didn’t try to wipe it away—couldn’t, with her hands bound.

Kevin stood, moving behind her. “I’m going to untie you now. Okay?”

“Not yet. Just… a little longer.”

He returned to his chair. Gave her the time she needed.

When Blair finally nodded, Kevin released the knots carefully. Blair’s wrists showed faint red marks where the rope had pressed. She rubbed them absently, studying the evidence.

“Those will fade,” Kevin said. “I didn’t tie too tight, did I?”

“No. They’re perfect.” Blair looked at the marks like they were something precious—beautiful temporary souvenirs of trust exchanged. She traced them with her fingertips, expression almost reverent.

“Soon,” she said quietly. “Film me soon.”

Blair stood, gathering her rope with careful movements. At the door, she paused.

“Kevin? I want to be tied up. But I also want to be the one doing the tying.” Her smile was sharp again, defenses rebuilding. “I want both. Is that weird?”

“I don’t think anything you want is weird.”

“Good. Because I think you’d look beautiful bound and helpless.”

She left before Kevin could respond.

He sat alone in the break room, cock half-hard, mind spinning.

Blair wanted to explore both sides of power exchange. Submitting and dominating. The complexity was fascinating.

And Kevin wanted to give her everything she asked for.



Later that night, Kevin couldn’t sleep.

He kept thinking about Blair’s expression when she was bound. The peace that settled over her. The trust required to let someone else have that kind of control.

It was intimacy without sex. Power exchange without penetration.

And it was exactly the kind of content that mainstream porn didn’t provide.

There was a market for what Blair wanted. Kevin was certain of it.

People who craved the psychology of BDSM, not just the aesthetics. Who wanted to see real surrender, real trust, real exchange.

Blair could give them that.

He just needed to learn how to capture it on camera.

Kevin pulled out his notebook and started sketching. Not just positions or technical setups. But emotional beats. The progression from nervousness to surrender. The moment when control shifted hands.

This was filmmaking. Real filmmaking.

Just not the kind they’d taught in film school.

And Kevin was becoming very, very good at it.


Chapter 10: Councilwoman

Margaret Crane arrived at Sunset Video on Monday morning like an avenging angel in sensible shoes.

She was everything Kevin expected from a small-town moral crusader: gray-streaked hair permed into immobility, conservative dress with a high collar, reading glasses on a beaded chain, and an expression that suggested she smelled something rotten.

“Good morning,” Kevin said from behind the register. “Can I help you find something?”

“I’m not here to browse.” Margaret’s voice was clipped. “I’m here to inspect.”

Diane emerged from her office, face carefully neutral. “Councilwoman Crane. What brings you by?”

“Concerned citizens have reported… irregularities. Regarding the types of materials you’re selling.” Margaret pulled out a small notepad. “I’m here to ensure you’re in compliance with community standards.”

Kevin’s pulse spiked. Someone had talked. Or noticed the increased foot traffic to the adult section.

“We’re fully compliant with all state and local ordinances,” Diane said evenly. “You’re welcome to inspect our inventory.”

“I intend to.” Margaret’s eyes swept the store like she was cataloging sins. “I’ll start with your adult section. I assume you have one?”

“Behind the curtain. Properly segregated and age-restricted.”

Margaret marched to the back. Kevin exchanged a glance with Diane. Her expression said handle this.

Kevin followed Margaret to the adult section. The locked cabinet was secure. The regular shelves held nothing that would violate obscenity laws—mainstream titles distributed through legitimate channels.

And none of the Sunset Sessions tapes. Kevin had moved those to Diane’s office last week.

Margaret examined titles with pursed lips. “These are… explicit.”

“They’re legal. Properly rated and labeled.”

“Legal isn’t the same as moral, young man.”

“No, ma’am. But it’s the standard we’re required to meet.”

Margaret turned to face him directly. “I know what you’re doing here.”

Kevin’s heart hammered. “What am I doing?”

“You’re profiting from degradation. From the exploitation of women. From the moral decay of this community.” Her voice was righteous, certain. “This store used to be a family establishment. Now it’s a den of filth.”

Kevin took a breath. Counted to three. Chose his words carefully.

“Councilwoman Crane, with respect, we’re a struggling local business competing against a corporate chain. Video King has twelve employees and unlimited capital. We have three part-time workers and mounting debt. The adult section isn’t our focus—it’s our survival.”

“Then perhaps you should find a more ethical way to survive.”

“Such as?”

“Honest work. Family-friendly content. Christian values.”

Kevin gestured to the main floor. “We have all of that. Children’s movies. Disney releases. The entire family section. But families go to Video King because they can rent six movies for what we charge for two. We can’t compete on their terms. So we serve markets they won’t touch.”

“Markets of sin.”

“Markets of legal adult content sold to consenting adults.” Kevin held her gaze. “If you find anything illegal, I encourage you to report it. But disapproving of something isn’t the same as having legal grounds to shut it down.”

Margaret’s jaw tightened. “I know your type. Young. Ambitious. Willing to compromise your morals for a quick profit.”

“You don’t know anything about me.”

“I know you’re leading Diane Prescott and her daughters down a path of degradation. I know you’re corrupting this community with pornographic filth. And I know—”

“Margaret.” Diane’s voice cut through the tirade. She stood in the curtain opening, posture straight. “I appreciate your concern for my family. But Kevin doesn’t lead me anywhere. I make my own decisions. And I’ve decided that keeping this store open is worth serving markets that make you uncomfortable.”

Margaret turned on her. “Diane, you can’t possibly—”

“I can and I have. This store was my husband’s dream. I won’t let it die because corporate America decided our main street should be their profit center.” Diane’s voice stayed level, but steel ran underneath. “If you have legal concerns, file a formal complaint. Otherwise, I’m going to have to ask you to leave.”

The two women stared at each other. Decades of small-town politics crystallizing in one moment.

Finally, Margaret snapped her notepad closed. “I’ll be watching this establishment. Closely. One step out of line, and I’ll have you shut down.”

She swept out of the store with the absolute certainty of the righteously indignant.

Kevin exhaled slowly. “That could have gone worse.”

“She’ll be back. With petitions. Maybe protesters.” Diane rubbed her temples. “We need to be careful. One mistake and she’ll use it to crucify us.”

“We’re not making mistakes.”

“Not yet. But if she finds out what we’re actually producing…” Diane trailed off. “This stays quiet, Kevin. Nobody can know.”

“Understood.”

Diane returned to her office. Kevin was alone with the adrenaline still pumping through his system.

Blair appeared from the horror section, arms crossed. “Margaret Crane is a miserable bitch who’s pissed off that other people are having more fun than she is.”

“You heard?”

“All of it. She does this every few months. Finds some new moral panic to chase.” Blair’s expression was disgusted. “Last year it was trying to ban Dungeons & Dragons from the school. Year before that it was protesting the roller rink for playing ‘Satanic’ music.”

“She seems pretty focused on us now.”

“Because we’re succeeding where Video King expected us to fail. And that pisses people off.” Blair moved closer, voice dropping. “Don’t let her get in your head. What we’re doing is legal. Ethical. And frankly, more honest than most businesses in this town.”

Kevin appreciated the support, even if it came wrapped in Blair’s typical cynicism.

“Thanks.”

“Don’t thank me. Just keep making good shit.” Blair turned back to her section. “And when you’re ready to film my stuff, make it so good that even Margaret Crane would have to admit it’s art.”

Kevin laughed despite himself. “That’s a high bar.”

“You can clear it.”



That evening, Jessica and Katie showed up together after closing.

“Heard you had a visit from the morality police,” Jessica said, locking the front door behind them. “We thought you deserved a reward for being such a good boy.”

Katie giggled, bouncing on her toes. Her crop top was even more revealing than usual—if that was possible. “Jessica’s idea. But I’m totally on board.”

Kevin looked between them. “What kind of reward?”

“The kind where you don’t get to touch.” Jessica’s ice-blue eyes glittered. “Not yet, anyway. Consider it… motivation.”

She took Katie’s hand, leading her toward the back room. Kevin followed, pulse quickening.

The production space was dimly lit, only the ambient glow from the neon sign outside filtering through the window. Jessica positioned Katie in front of Kevin, then stood behind the younger woman.

“You handled Margaret Crane beautifully today,” Jessica murmured, her hands coming up to rest on Katie’s shoulders. “All that composure. All that confidence. It made me wet just watching you defend us.”

Katie nodded eagerly. “Me too. The way you stood up to her—god, Kevin, it was so hot.”

“So here’s how this works,” Jessica continued, her fingers sliding down Katie’s arms. “You sit. You watch. You don’t touch yourself, and you don’t touch us. Not until we say so.”

Kevin’s cock was already hardening. “And if I do?”

“Then you don’t get what comes tomorrow night.” Jessica’s smile was wicked. “We’re planning something special. A full threesome shoot. But only if you can be patient tonight.”

She pulled Katie’s crop top up and over her head in one smooth motion. Katie’s small, perky breasts came into view, nipples already hard.

Kevin sat on the edge of the production bed, hands gripping his thighs to keep from reaching out.

“Good boy,” Jessica purred. She cupped Katie’s breasts from behind, thumbs brushing over the pink nipples. Katie gasped, arching into the touch.

“She’s so responsive,” Jessica said, almost conversationally. “Watch how her body reacts.”

Her hands slid down Katie’s taut stomach, fingers hooking into the waistband of those infamous micro-shorts. She pushed them down slowly, revealing pink lace panties underneath.

Katie stepped out of the shorts, standing in nothing but the scrap of lace. She was trembling slightly—with arousal, not fear.

“Turn around,” Jessica commanded. “Let him see you.”

Katie obeyed, doing a slow spin. Her body was athletic, toned, with the kind of effortless sex appeal that came from genuinely loving to be looked at.

“Now me,” Jessica said.

Katie’s eyes lit up. She moved behind Jessica, mimicking what the older woman had done. Her smaller hands worked the buttons of Jessica’s silk blouse, revealing a black lace bra that barely contained her fuller breasts.

Kevin’s cock strained against his jeans. His hands ached to touch himself. He didn’t move.

The blouse fell away. Katie unzipped Jessica’s pencil skirt, sliding it down over her hips. Matching black lace panties. Garter belt. Stockings.

“Christ,” Kevin breathed.

“No touching,” Jessica reminded him. She turned to Katie, cupping the younger woman’s face. “Shall we give him a preview?”

Katie nodded, eyes wide with excitement.

Jessica kissed her.

It started soft—lips brushing, testing. Then Katie made a small sound of need, and the kiss deepened. Jessica’s tongue slid into Katie’s mouth. Katie’s hands came up to grip Jessica’s shoulders.

Kevin watched them make out, two gorgeous women in lingerie, putting on a show just for him. His cock was painfully hard now, pre-cum dampening his boxers.

Jessica’s hand slid down Katie’s body, fingers tracing the edge of those pink panties. Katie whimpered against her mouth.

“Should I touch her?” Jessica asked Kevin, breaking the kiss but keeping her hand poised. “Should I make her come while you watch?”

“Yes.” Kevin’s voice was hoarse.

Jessica’s hand slipped inside Katie’s panties. Katie gasped, hips bucking forward. Jessica’s fingers moved in slow circles, teasing.

“She’s so wet,” Jessica reported, eyes locked on Kevin. “Soaking. Just from being watched. Just from knowing you’re hard for us.”

Katie was panting now, gripping Jessica’s arm. “Please—more—”

“Not yet.” Jessica withdrew her hand, fingers glistening. She held them up for Kevin to see. “This is what you do to us. What you’ve built here. We want you, Kevin. All of us.”

She brought her wet fingers to Katie’s lips. Katie sucked them clean, maintaining eye contact with Kevin the whole time.

“Tomorrow night,” Jessica said, pulling Katie close. “You get all of this. Both of us. On camera and off. But tonight—” She smiled, reaching for her discarded blouse. “Tonight, you go home and think about what’s coming.”

Katie pouted. “Can’t we give him a little more?”

“Anticipation is half the pleasure.” Jessica was already redressing, composed as ever. “Besides, I want him desperate tomorrow. Desperate makes for better footage.”

They dressed quickly, leaving Kevin sitting on the bed with a raging erection and no relief in sight.

At the door, Katie paused. “Kevin? You were really brave today. With Margaret. Defending us.”

“It was nothing.”

“It wasn’t nothing.” Katie’s expression was serious for once. “It meant everything.”

She bounced out. Jessica lingered a moment longer.

“She’s right, you know. What you did today—standing up for the store, for all of us—that’s why we trust you. That’s why this works.”

“Jessica—”

“Tomorrow night. Eight o’clock. Don’t be late.”

She left, leaving Kevin alone with his aching cock and the promise of what was to come.

He drove home through empty streets, window down, trying to cool the heat in his blood. It didn’t help.

In his apartment, Kevin stripped and collapsed onto his bed. His cock was still painfully hard from hours of denial. He wrapped his hand around himself, finally giving in.

The images came unbidden: Jessica’s ice-blue eyes as she fingered Katie. Katie’s pink nipples, hard and aching. The two of them kissing, touching, putting on a show just for him. Katie sucking Jessica’s fingers clean while staring right at him.

Kevin stroked faster, his breath coming in short gasps. Tomorrow he’d have both of them. Together. On camera and off.

He came with a groan, thick ropes of cum painting his stomach. The release was intense but hollow—a preview, not the main event.

Tomorrow couldn’t come fast enough.


Chapter 11: Retail Pivot

By Thursday, Sunset Video’s transformation was complete.

The front half of the store remained family-friendly—new releases, classics, children’s section cheerfully decorated with cartoon cutouts. But behind the curtain, the adult section had tripled in size. New shelving units. Better organization. A dedicated checkout area that allowed for discreet transactions.

And tucked in the locked cabinet, a growing collection of Sunset Sessions tapes. Numbers one through four, each selling out within forty-eight hours of release.

Kevin stood at the register, watching Natalie input data into her newly expanded database system. She’d coded something remarkable—a full inventory management system running on the Commodore 64, complete with sales tracking and automatic reorder triggers.

“This is incredible,” Kevin said, scrolling through the reports. “How long did this take you?”

“Two weeks. Mostly late nights.” Natalie adjusted her glasses, not meeting his eyes. She’d been doing that more lately—avoiding eye contact, especially after she’d admitted to watching him with Jessica. “I added encryption for the… sensitive inventory. Double password protection.”

“Natalie, you didn’t have to—”

“I wanted to.” She finally looked up. Her dark brown eyes were serious behind the thick frames. “What you’re doing is important. Not just financially. You’re creating something that matters to people. It deserves proper infrastructure.”

Kevin studied her. The oversized sweater—lavender today—hid the curves he knew were underneath. The high-waisted jeans. The carefully neutral expression masking whatever she was actually feeling.

“Can I ask you something?” he said quietly. “And you can say no.”

Natalie’s hands stilled on the keyboard. “Okay.”

“You’ve been helping with all of this. The technical setup. The inventory. The equipment.” Kevin moved around the register to stand closer. “But you’ve never said what you actually think about it. The content itself.”

Pink crept up Natalie’s neck. “I think it’s well-produced. Professional, considering the constraints.”

“That’s not what I asked.”

She bit her lower lip. The gesture was unconscious, vulnerable. “You want to know if it turns me on.”

“I want to know what you’re thinking when you help me set up for shoots. When you watch through the doorway.”

Natalie’s breath caught. “You knew I was watching?”

“During the Jessica shoot? Yeah. I saw you.”

She looked mortified. Started to stand, to flee. Kevin caught her hand gently.

“I’m not mad. I’m curious.” He squeezed her fingers. “You said before that you watched us in the stockroom. That you touched yourself thinking about it. Was that true?”

Natalie nodded, unable to speak.

“Have you watched the other shoots?”

Another nod.

“And?”

“And I…” She swallowed hard. “I go home after and I touch myself thinking about what I saw. About you. About the women you’re with. About…” She couldn’t finish.

Kevin’s cock hardened at the mental image. Natalie in her apartment, hand between her thick thighs, glasses fogging as she came thinking about him.

“About what?” he pressed gently.

“About being one of them.” The words came out in a rush. “About being on camera with you. About you directing me. Touching me. Making me—”

She cut herself off, horrified at the admission.

Kevin’s thumb traced circles on her palm. “Natalie, that’s not something to be ashamed of.”

“I’m not like Jessica or Katie. I’m not confident or beautiful or—”

“Stop.” Kevin’s voice was firm. “You are beautiful. You’re also brilliant, and funny, and you hide behind these sweaters like you’re afraid someone might actually see you.”

Natalie’s eyes glistened. “I don’t know how to be seen. Not like that.”

“Then learn. With me.” Kevin squeezed her hand again. “If you want to. No pressure. But if you’re interested in being on camera, I’d love to work with you.”

“I don’t know if I could. Perform like Jessica does. Or Katie.”

“You wouldn’t perform like them. You’d perform like yourself.” Kevin released her hand, giving her space. “Think about it. There’s no rush. But the offer stands.”

Natalie’s fingers moved to her glasses, adjusting them three times in rapid succession. “Can I tell you what I think about? When I imagine being filmed?”

“Yes.”

“Specific things. Not just sex. But… particular acts. Things I’ve read about. Fantasized about. Never actually done.”

Kevin’s pulse quickened. “Like what?”

Natalie reached into her bag. Pulled out a worn notebook—the same one she’d shown him at the arcade. Flipped to a marked page. Handed it to him without meeting his eyes.

Kevin read. His eyebrows climbed.

The entry was detailed. Explicit. Describing exactly what Natalie fantasized about. The preparation. The gradual progression. The specific sensations she imagined.

Anal. Detailed anal fantasies written in Natalie’s careful handwriting.

“This is…” Kevin looked up at her. “This is very specific.”

“I know. It’s weird. I shouldn’t have shown you—”

“It’s not weird. It’s honest.” Kevin closed the notebook carefully. “And if you want to explore this, I’d be honored to help you.”

Natalie’s face was crimson. “Really?”

“Really. But not until you’re ready. And not rushed. This requires trust and preparation.”

“I’ve been preparing.” The admission was barely audible. “Researching. Practicing. I’ve been… getting ready. Just in case you said yes.”

Kevin’s cock was fully hard now. The mental image of Natalie practicing alone, preparing herself for something she’d only fantasized about, was devastatingly arousing.

“Then when you’re ready, we’ll talk about it. Plan it. Make sure it’s everything you want it to be.”

Natalie nodded, taking back her notebook with trembling hands. “Thank you. For not making me feel like a freak.”

“You’re not a freak. You’re someone who knows what she wants. That’s rare.”



Late afternoon. The store was quiet—just Kevin and Jessica reviewing yesterday’s footage in the back room.

“The angle here is good,” Jessica said, leaning close to the monitor. “But we need better coverage on the—”

She stopped. Turned. Her hand found Kevin’s thigh.

“We’re alone,” she observed.

“Natalie went to the electronics store. Blair’s at a dentist appointment. Diane’s doing bank deposits.”

“So we have time.”

It wasn’t a question.

Jessica’s mouth found his. The kiss was hungry, immediate. Her hand worked his belt while his found the zipper at the back of her skirt.

“Quick,” she murmured against his lips. “Before someone comes back.”

They didn’t make it to the bed. Jessica pushed Kevin into the chair, straddling him, her skirt hiked around her waist. She wasn’t wearing panties.

“Prepared,” Kevin noted.

“Always.” She sank down onto him, taking his cock in one smooth motion.

They moved together, urgent and efficient. This wasn’t production—this was release. The tension of the past weeks channeled into physical need.

Jessica’s head fell back, platinum hair cascading. Her silk blouse was unbuttoned, bra pushed aside, breasts swaying with each movement.

Neither of them noticed the door opening.

Natalie froze in the doorway.

She’d come back early—the electronics store had been closed for inventory. She’d meant to finish the database work, to surprise Kevin with the completed system.

Instead, she found him buried inside Jessica. Found them fucking in the production chair, oblivious to anything but each other.

Natalie knew she should announce herself. Should clear her throat, or back away, or do anything except stand there watching.

She didn’t move.

Through the gap in the door, she watched Jessica rise and fall on Kevin’s cock. Watched his hands grip her hips. Watched his face—the concentration, the pleasure, the raw hunger.

Natalie’s breathing quickened. Her hand pressed against her stomach, then lower, through her skirt. She shouldn’t. This was wrong. A violation.

But she couldn’t look away.

Kevin’s eyes opened. Found hers through the crack in the door.

He didn’t stop. Didn’t push Jessica away or try to cover himself. He just held Natalie’s gaze while Jessica moaned above him, unaware of their audience.

The eye contact was electric. Knowing. A silent acknowledgment that changed everything.

Natalie’s hand pressed harder against herself through her skirt. Kevin’s eyes darkened, watching her watch them.

Jessica came with a cry, head thrown back, completely oblivious. Kevin followed moments later, still looking at Natalie.

Only then did Natalie flee.

She went to the bathroom, locking herself in, breathing hard. Her face in the mirror was flushed crimson. Her glasses were fogged.

What had she just done?

What had he just done?

She splashed cold water on her face. Tried to compose herself. Failed.

When she emerged ten minutes later, Jessica was gone. Kevin stood at the front register, expression carefully neutral.

“Natalie.”

“I’m so sorry.” The words tumbled out. “I didn’t mean to—I should have said something—I just—”

“I know.”

“You saw me.”

“Yes.”

“And you didn’t stop.”

Kevin was quiet for a moment. “No. I didn’t.”

The admission hung between them.

“Why?” Natalie’s voice was barely audible.

“Because I wanted you to see. Wanted you to know what this is. What we’re building here.” Kevin moved closer, stopping just out of reach. “And because watching you watch us was the hottest thing I’ve experienced since we started this.”

Natalie’s breath caught. “I don’t understand.”

“You’re curious. You’ve been curious since the beginning. And you’ve been too afraid to ask for what you want.” Kevin’s voice was gentle but direct. “I’m not going to make you ask. But the door is open, Natalie. Whenever you’re ready to walk through it.”

She stared at him. Her glasses had slipped down her nose. She didn’t push them up.

“Can we… can we talk? Soon? About what I want?”

“Whenever you’re ready.”

Natalie nodded. Gathered her bag. Paused at the door.

“Kevin? I don’t think I’m as good as Jessica. Or as confident as Katie. I don’t know if I could ever—”

“You don’t have to be like them. You just have to be yourself.” Kevin smiled. “And yourself is pretty spectacular.”

She left before she could cry.

Kevin locked up the store alone, mind racing with possibilities.

The pieces were falling into place. Jessica and Katie were scheduled for a shoot tomorrow. Blair was ready to explore bondage. Tessa was interested in what he was creating.

And Natalie—brilliant, beautiful, secretly aroused Natalie—had finally acknowledged what she wanted.

Sunset Video was thriving.

And Kevin was becoming exactly the kind of filmmaker he’d never imagined he’d be.

The kind who actually made films people wanted to watch.


Chapter 12: Katie’s Debut

Friday night arrived with summer heat and the promise of something spectacular.

Kevin had spent the afternoon transforming the back room. Fresh sheets in deep burgundy. Better lighting arrangement—he’d borrowed two more clamp lights and positioned them to eliminate shadows. The camera was mounted on its tripod, loaded with a fresh tape.

Natalie had dropped off a second camera earlier—another borrowed piece from the school AV department. Two angles meant better coverage, more editing options.

Professional. They were getting genuinely professional.

Jessica arrived at seven, carrying her signature garment bag. She wore casual clothes—designer jeans and a silk blouse—but somehow still looked like she’d stepped out of a photoshoot.

“Katie’s running late,” she said, setting down her bag. “Something about finding the perfect outfit.”

Kevin smiled. “She takes this seriously.”

“She should. This is her first real scene. Solo work is different from performing with a partner.” Jessica moved to the back room, inspecting the setup with a critical eye. “Two cameras. Smart. You’re learning.”

“I had a good teacher.”

“Flattery will get you everywhere.” Jessica’s ice-blue eyes met his. “Speaking of which, have you thought about positioning?”

“I have some ideas.”

“Share.”

Kevin pulled out his notebook. He’d sketched out a progression: start with Jessica and Katie together, establishing chemistry. Then introduce himself gradually. Build to full three-way action with multiple position changes.

Jessica studied the sketches. “This works. But add something here—” She tapped a drawing. “Katie’s an exhibitionist. She needs moments where she’s the center of attention. Not just part of the action, but the focus.”

“Like what?”

“Like both of us watching her. Touching her. Making her the star.” Jessica’s smile was knowing. “That’s what she craves. Being seen. Being desired. Give her that, and she’ll give you a performance you can’t fake.”

The door chimed. Katie’s voice carried from the front: “I’m here! Sorry I’m late!”

She appeared in the doorway, slightly breathless, carrying a small duffel bag. Her pink hair was freshly styled, bouncing around her shoulders. She wore a sundress that barely qualified as clothing—white, mostly transparent, showing the outline of her body underneath.

“Holy shit,” Kevin said.

Katie grinned. “You like?”

“You look amazing.”

“Wait until you see what I’m wearing under this.” Katie set down her bag. “Or not wearing, as the case may be.”

Jessica laughed. “I like your confidence. Ready to learn from a professional?”

“I was born ready.”

“Then let’s talk choreography.” Jessica gestured for Katie to join her on the bed. “Kevin, you too. Everyone needs to know the plan.”

The next twenty minutes were spent planning. Jessica walked Katie through the progression, explaining what would work on camera, what angles were most flattering, how to move to show off her best features.

Katie listened with genuine focus, asking smart questions. This wasn’t just playtime for her. She was learning a craft.

“Questions?” Jessica asked finally.

Katie bit her lip. “Just one. Are we doing this because it’s good for sales, or because we want to?”

Jessica’s expression softened. “Both. The best content comes from genuine desire. If you’re not feeling it, the audience won’t either.”

“I’m feeling it.” Katie glanced at Kevin. “I’ve been wet thinking about this all day.”

Kevin’s cock stirred. “Then let’s make something unforgettable.”



Twenty minutes later, Kevin stood behind the camera while Jessica and Katie positioned themselves on the bed.

Jessica had changed into a black lace teddy that showcased her long legs and elegant curves, the plunging neckline barely containing her full breasts. Her platinum hair cascaded over her shoulders like spun silk.

Katie wore the sheer white babydoll from her solo shoot, but underneath—nothing. The gossamer fabric hid nothing, her small perky breasts clearly visible through the material, nipples already hard and pink, her pierced belly button catching the light. Between her legs, the outline of her bare, smooth pussy was visible through the white fabric.

Kevin hit record on both cameras. The red lights clicked on.

“Whenever you’re ready,” he said, already feeling his cock stir.

Jessica moved first, running one hand along Katie’s arm, fingertips tracing the soft skin. “You’re nervous.”

“A little,” Katie admitted, her chest rising and falling faster.

“Don’t be. The camera loves you. I can already tell.” Jessica’s hand moved to Katie’s face, tilting her chin up. “Just feel. Don’t think about performing. Think about what you want.”

“I want you to kiss me.”

Jessica smiled, ice-blue eyes glittering. “Then ask properly.”

Katie’s breathing quickened, her nipples visibly tightening against the sheer fabric. “Please. Please kiss me.”

Jessica leaned in, capturing Katie’s lips in a slow, deliberate kiss. Katie melted into it, mouth opening to accept Jessica’s tongue, hands coming up to grip Jessica’s shoulders. The kiss was wet, audible, their tongues visibly intertwining.

Kevin adjusted the primary camera angle, capturing their profiles. The contrast was perfect—Jessica’s ice-queen elegance against Katie’s bubbly energy. Platinum blonde and candy pink. Experienced seductress and eager newcomer.

The kiss deepened, growing more passionate. Jessica’s hands moved to the hem of Katie’s babydoll, lifting it slowly, fingertips dragging up her bare thighs. Katie raised her arms, letting Jessica remove it completely.

Bare now except for the white thigh-highs, Katie looked like a wet dream made flesh. Small perky B-cup breasts with hard pink nipples, flat stomach with that glinting belly piercing, and between her spread thighs, her pussy was already glistening with arousal—smooth, bare, pink and perfect.

“Beautiful,” Jessica murmured, hands roaming Katie’s naked body. “Show Kevin how beautiful you are. Lie back and spread your legs for us.”

Katie complied, spreading out on the burgundy sheets, legs falling open to expose her wet pussy completely. Jessica positioned herself between Katie’s legs, hands trailing up her inner thighs, thumbs brushing teasingly close to her glistening folds.

“Watch,” Jessica said—to Kevin or to the camera or both. “Watch what I do to her pretty little pussy.”

Her mouth descended. Her tongue traced a slow path up Katie’s slit before circling her clit. Katie gasped, hips jerking off the bed.

“Oh fuck—your tongue—”

Jessica worked with expert skill, tongue lapping at Katie’s clit while two fingers slid inside her tight pussy. Katie’s hands fisted in the sheets. Her back arched, pushing her small tits toward the ceiling. The wet sounds of Jessica eating her pussy filled the room, mixed with Katie’s unrestrained moans.

Kevin’s cock was rock-hard in his jeans, straining painfully. He forced himself to focus on the framing, the angles, capturing every detail—Jessica’s platinum head bobbing between Katie’s spread thighs, Katie’s face contorted in ecstasy.

Katie’s first orgasm hit fast. She came with a high-pitched cry that was probably audible from the street, her thighs clamping around Jessica’s head, pussy visibly contracting around Jessica’s fingers. Jessica didn’t stop, her tongue relentless on Katie’s clit, prolonging the orgasm until Katie was shaking and sobbing.

“Good girl,” Jessica murmured, pulling back. Her chin and lips glistened with Katie’s juices. “Now it’s your turn. Show me what you’ve learned. Eat my pussy like I just ate yours.”

They switched positions. Katie approached Jessica’s body with enthusiasm, pulling aside the teddy to reveal Jessica’s beautiful pussy—trimmed and elegant, already wet with arousal. Katie dove in with more eagerness than technique, but Jessica guided her with firm hands on her pink hair.

“Just like that. Slower. Use your tongue on my clit—there—yes, right there. Fuck, that’s good.”

Katie learned fast, her head bobbing as she licked and sucked. Soon Jessica was the one gasping, grinding her pussy against Katie’s eager mouth, thighs trembling.

Kevin checked the second camera angle. Perfect. Both women were captured beautifully—Katie’s ass raised in the air as she ate Jessica out, Jessica’s face slack with pleasure.

“Kevin.” Jessica’s voice was breathless, strained. “Get over here. Katie needs to learn how to handle multiple partners.”

Kevin stepped from behind the camera, hands going to his jeans. He stripped quickly, his hard cock springing free, thick and ready. By the time he reached the bed, he was completely naked.

Katie’s eyes widened at the sight of his erection. “Fuck, you’re big. Even bigger than I remembered.”

“She’s going to take you beautifully,” Jessica said, sitting up. “But first, let me show her how to worship a cock properly.”

Jessica pulled Kevin onto the bed, positioning him on his back. Her cool hand wrapped around his shaft, stroking slowly, feeling his thickness.

“Watch, Katie. See how I build anticipation. How I tease before I take.”

Jessica’s tongue traced up the underside of his cock, circling the swollen head, lapping up the precum that had already formed. Then her mouth descended, taking him deep in one smooth motion. Her throat opened around him, lips stretching to accommodate his girth. Kevin groaned, hips straining not to thrust as she deepthroated him with practiced ease.

After a minute of slow, expert sucking, Jessica pulled back, his cock emerging glistening with her saliva. “Your turn. Show me what you remember.”

Katie’s expression was eager, hungry. She crawled forward, wrapping both hands around his spit-slick shaft before taking him in her mouth.

The sensation was different—less refined than Jessica, but enthusiastic and eager to please. Katie took him as deep as she could, gagging slightly when he hit the back of her throat, then adjusting her angle to take him deeper.

“Good,” Jessica coached, hand on the back of Katie’s pink head. “Now use your hand on the base. Create suction. Hollow your cheeks—yes, like that. Make him feel how badly you want his cock.”

Katie improved with every stroke, head bobbing faster, saliva dripping down his shaft. Soon Kevin was fighting not to come down her throat, his balls already tightening.

“Enough,” Jessica commanded. “Time for the main event. Katie, how do you want his cock first?”

“I want to ride him. I want to control the pace.” Katie’s eyes were wild with need. “Want to feel every inch of him inside me.”

“Excellent choice.” Jessica helped position Katie over Kevin’s hips, her bare pussy hovering inches above his throbbing cock. “Nice and slow. Let him feel every inch sliding inside your tight little pussy.”

Katie reached down, gripping his shaft and positioning him at her entrance. Then she sank down slowly, her pussy stretching around him, taking him inch by inch. She was incredibly tight—hot and slick and gripping him like a wet fist. She didn’t stop until he was completely buried inside her, their bodies joined at the pelvis.

“Holy fuck,” she breathed, eyes rolling back. “So full. You’re so fucking deep.”

“Now move. Find your rhythm.” Jessica positioned herself next to them, hands roaming Katie’s naked body. “Show the camera how good it feels to have a big cock inside you.”

Katie began to ride Kevin, lifting herself almost off his cock before sinking back down. Her pace increased as she found her rhythm, bouncing on him with growing confidence. Her small breasts bounced with each movement, nipples hard as pebbles. The belly piercing caught the light. Her face was a study in pleasure—mouth open, eyes half-closed, cheeks flushed.

Jessica’s hands cupped Katie’s bouncing tits, rolling and pinching her nipples. “You’re so beautiful like this. Being watched. Being filled with cock. Everyone who watches this tape is going to want to fuck you.”

Katie moaned, riding faster, the wet slap of their bodies echoing in the room. “I want them to want me. Want them to see how good I take cock. Want them to stroke themselves watching me ride.”

“They will, baby. They absolutely will.” Jessica’s hand slid down Katie’s stomach, finding her clit, rubbing in fast circles. “Now cum for us. Show Kevin what his big cock does to your pretty little pussy.”

The dual stimulation—Kevin’s cock stretching her pussy, Jessica’s expert fingers on her clit—pushed Katie over the edge. She came hard, throwing her head back, pussy clenching around Kevin’s shaft in rhythmic spasms.

“Oh fuck—oh fuck—cumming—”

Kevin gripped her hips, feeling her pussy milk him, fighting his own orgasm with everything he had. Not yet. They needed more footage.

Jessica seemed to read his mind. “Position change. Katie, on your hands and knees. Let Kevin take that tight pussy from behind while I watch his cock slide in and out.”

Katie dismounted with a wet sound, his cock emerging slick with her juices. She got into position, presenting her tight little ass and dripping pussy. From this angle, Kevin could see everything—her pink pussy lips swollen and spread, her tight asshole winking at him.

Kevin moved behind her, gripping her hips, and pushed inside in one deep stroke. Katie gasped, pushing her ass back against him.

“Harder,” she demanded. “Fuck me harder. I want to feel it tomorrow.”

Kevin obliged, establishing a punishing rhythm, hips slapping against her ass with every thrust. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the small room, mixed with Katie’s increasingly loud moans and the wet squelch of her pussy taking his cock.

Jessica positioned herself in front of Katie, spreading her legs. “Keep your eyes on me while he fucks you. Eat my pussy while you get pounded.”

Katie buried her face between Jessica’s thighs, tongue working even as Kevin drove into her from behind. The intimacy of it was devastating—Katie being fucked doggy-style while eating pussy, caught between two sources of pleasure.

“You’re doing so well,” Jessica moaned, grinding against Katie’s eager mouth. “Taking his cock so perfectly while you eat me. This is what you were made for, isn’t it? Being watched. Being used by both of us. Being our little slut.”

“Mmmhmmm,” Katie moaned into Jessica’s pussy. “Yes—fuck—yes—”

Her second orgasm built fast, her pussy clenching around Kevin’s pounding cock. Kevin felt every ripple, every contraction, and his control started to fray.

“Don’t cum yet,” Jessica commanded Kevin, her own breathing ragged. “We need the money shot. Pull out when you’re close. I want us to share your load.”

Kevin’s balls were tight, his cock throbbing. Katie’s pussy was too tight, too wet, clenching too perfectly around him.

“Now,” Jessica gasped, her own orgasm clearly approaching from Katie’s tongue. “Pull out now.”

Kevin withdrew at the last possible second, his cock pulsing, desperate for release. Jessica and Katie positioned themselves in front of him, both on their knees, faces tilted up, mouths open, tongues out.

“Cum on us,” Jessica commanded. “Cover both our faces with your hot load. Mark us as yours.”

Kevin fisted his cock, stroking fast. Two strokes and he exploded. Thick ropes of hot cum spurted across both their beautiful faces—the first shot painting Jessica’s elegant cheekbone, the second hitting Katie’s open mouth, the third streaking across Jessica’s full breasts. He kept cumming, more than he thought possible, painting them both until they were covered.

“Fuck—fuck—” he groaned, milking every drop onto their waiting faces.

The visual was devastating. Two beautiful women kneeling together, faces and tits glazed with his cum. Jessica’s ice-queen features decorated with white streaks. Katie’s eager expression, cum dripping from her chin, some caught in her pink hair. Their tongues came out, licking their lips, tasting him. Then they turned to each other, kissing deeply, sharing his cum between their mouths.

“Mmm,” Katie moaned, breaking the cum-swapping kiss. “You taste so good.”

Jessica smiled, wiping a streak of cum from her cheek and sucking her finger clean. “Perfect. Absolutely perfect.”

Kevin grabbed the handheld camera, capturing the aftermath from multiple angles. The perfect ending shot.

Finally, he stopped recording. Both cameras went dark.

Silence filled the room, broken only by heavy breathing.

Katie broke it first, laughing. “Holy shit. That was incredible.”

“You were incredible,” Jessica corrected, wiping cum from her cheek. “Natural performer. The camera adores you.”

“Really?”

“Really. Kevin, show her.”

Kevin rewound the primary tape, playing back select moments on the small monitor. Katie watched herself with wide eyes.

“That’s me?” she whispered.

“That’s you,” Kevin confirmed.

“I look…” She searched for words. “I look like I belong there. Like I’m exactly where I’m supposed to be.”

“Because you are,” Jessica said firmly. “You found your calling, sweetie. This is your gift.”

Katie’s eyes filled with tears—happy ones. “Thank you. Both of you. For seeing me. For knowing what I needed.”

Jessica pulled her into a hug, apparently unconcerned that they were both naked and covered in cum. “We take care of our own. Remember that.”



An hour later, after cleanup and review of all the footage, Jessica and Katie left together. Kevin stayed behind to label the tapes and secure them in Diane’s office safe.

The footage was phenomenal. The chemistry was real. The performance was genuine.

This tape would sell better than anything they’d made so far.

Kevin locked up the store, walking out into the warm June night. The neon Sunset Video sign flickered overhead—still alive, still fighting.

Three weeks ago, this place had been dying.

Now it was the epicenter of something revolutionary.

And Kevin was just getting started.


Chapter 13: Town Hall

The Bellmont Town Council chamber smelled like old wood polish and anxiety.

Kevin sat in the front row of folding chairs, acutely aware of every eye on him. The room was packed—half the town had shown up for this meeting. Margaret Crane had done her work well.

Diane sat to his left, hands folded tightly in her lap. Jessica was two rows back, platinum hair catching the fluorescent light. Katie and Blair had wanted to come, but Kevin had discouraged it. No need to add fuel to Margaret’s fire.

The council chamber itself was pure small-town America: wood paneling on the walls, narrow stained-glass windows filtering afternoon sun into colored streams, an American flag hanging limp from its pole. The five council members sat behind a long table at the front, looking variously bored, concerned, or eager for drama.

Margaret Crane stood at the podium, clutching a sheaf of papers like holy scripture.

“As I was saying,” Margaret continued, her voice carrying the practiced righteousness of someone who believed God was on her side, “we have collected over two hundred signatures from concerned citizens who believe Sunset Video is distributing materials that are obscene and harmful to our community’s moral fabric.”

She adjusted her reading glasses, peering down at the council. “The presence of such materials—particularly when easily accessible to minors—represents a clear and present danger to our town’s values.”

Councilman Davis, a heavyset man in his fifties, leaned forward. “Mrs. Crane, you’ve made your position clear. Do you have specific evidence of materials being sold to minors?”

“I have evidence of the materials existing,” Margaret said primly. “Which is sufficient cause for concern.”

“That’s not what I asked.”

Margaret’s lips thinned. “The very presence of pornographic materials in a store frequented by families is—”

“Objection.” Kevin stood. His heart hammered, but his voice came out steady. “May I address the council?”

Margaret turned, eyes narrowing. “This is my time to speak, young man.”

“You’ve been speaking for fifteen minutes,” Councilwoman Ortiz said dryly. She was the youngest council member, maybe forty, and looked distinctly unimpressed with Margaret’s sermon. “I think we can hear from the accused. Mr. Sullivan, you work at Sunset Video?”

“I do, ma’am. I’m the assistant manager.” Kevin moved to the podium. Margaret yielded it with visible reluctance, clutching her petition.

Five faces stared at him. Behind them, the packed chamber waited.

Kevin took a breath. Filmmaker brain engaged—this was just another performance. Find the story. Tell it well.

“Council members, I appreciate the opportunity to speak. I want to address Mrs. Crane’s concerns directly.” He turned slightly, including the audience. “Three months ago, Video King opened across the street from Sunset Video. Within two weeks, our rental business dropped forty percent. Within a month, we were weeks from bankruptcy.”

He saw recognition on several faces. Small-town economics were brutal.

“Diane Prescott, the owner, employed four people full-time. She’s owned that store for twelve years. She’s sponsored Little League teams, donated to the library fundraiser, put her daughters through school on those profits. And Video King was about to destroy all of that.”

Councilman Davis nodded slowly. He owned the hardware store—he understood.

“So we had a choice,” Kevin continued. “Close the doors and let another local business die, or find a way to compete. We chose to compete. We expanded our inventory to include materials that Video King won’t carry—materials that are completely legal under both federal and state law.”

“Pornography,” Margaret interjected sharply.

“Adult entertainment,” Kevin corrected. “Legally protected under the First Amendment. Available only to customers who provide valid ID proving they’re over eighteen. Stored in a clearly marked section behind a curtain, separate from family materials. We follow every regulation to the letter.”

“The law isn’t the same as morality,” Margaret said.

“No, ma’am, it isn’t. But in America, we don’t legislate morality. We legislate behavior.” Kevin met her eyes. “I haven’t broken any laws. Sunset Video hasn’t broken any laws. We’re a legal business selling legal products to consenting adults.”

Councilwoman Ortiz was making notes. Good sign.

“What we have broken,” Kevin said, turning back to the council, “is Video King’s monopoly. In the six weeks since we expanded our inventory, Sunset Video’s profits have stabilized. We’re hiring again—Natalie Sinclair just started full-time. We’re paying rent on time. We’re surviving.”

He gestured toward the back of the room, where he knew Vince Harlow was watching from the corner. “Video King wants us gone because we’re competition. Mrs. Crane wants us gone because she disagrees with our inventory. But neither of those are legal reasons to shut down a legitimate business.”

“So you admit you’re selling pornography,” Margaret said triumphantly.

“I admit we’re selling adult entertainment to adults, yes. Just like the bookstore sells romance novels with explicit covers. Just like the convenience store sells Playboy and Penthouse. The difference is that we’re successful at it, which apparently makes us a threat.”

Kevin pulled out his own papers—carefully prepared statistics Natalie had compiled. “In the past six weeks, Sunset Video has had zero complaints about minors accessing restricted materials. Zero incidents of public indecency. Zero violations of any kind. We run a clean, legal operation that employs local people and pays local taxes.”

He looked directly at Margaret. “I understand your concerns about morality, Mrs. Crane. I respect your right to those concerns. But respectfully, your moral objections don’t override my right—or Diane’s right—to run a legal business.”

The chamber was silent.

Councilman Davis broke it. “Mrs. Crane, do you have evidence of actual law-breaking? Anything beyond your personal objections to the materials being sold?”

Margaret’s face flushed. “The moral degradation of our community is evidence enough—”

“That’s not evidence,” Councilwoman Ortiz said. “That’s opinion. Mr. Sullivan is correct—we can’t shut down a legal business because we don’t like what they sell.”

“Then change the law!” Margaret’s composure was cracking. “Make it illegal to sell such filth in our town!”

“That would require a zoning change,” Council President Morrison said slowly. He was the oldest member, near seventy, and spoke with deliberate care. “Which would require a public hearing, a proposal period, and a town-wide vote. It’s a lengthy process.”

“Then start the process!”

Morrison looked at Kevin. “Mr. Sullivan, if we were to pursue such a zoning ordinance, would Sunset Video comply?”

Kevin chose his words carefully. “If the town legally prohibits adult materials, we’d have no choice but to comply. But I’d urge the council to consider the precedent. Today it’s adult entertainment. Tomorrow it’s romance novels. Next week it’s books someone finds objectionable. Where does it end?”

“Slippery slope fallacy,” Margaret snapped.

“Historical precedent,” Kevin countered. “Censorship always starts with ‘protecting the community.’ It never stops there.”

Councilwoman Ortiz smiled faintly. “Well said.”

Morrison cleared his throat. “I think we’ve heard enough. The petition is noted for the record. Mrs. Crane, you’re welcome to pursue a zoning change through proper channels. But as of now, I see no grounds for action against Sunset Video. Does anyone disagree?”

The other council members shook their heads.

“Then this matter is tabled pending any future zoning proposals.” Morrison banged his gavel. “Next item—the playground equipment budget.”

Kevin stepped away from the podium. His hands were shaking with adrenaline, but he kept his expression neutral.

Margaret Crane glared at him with pure hatred. “This isn’t over, young man.”

“I hope not, ma’am,” Kevin said quietly. “Competition is healthy.”

He walked back to his seat. Diane’s hand found his, squeezing hard. When he looked at her, her eyes were shining.

“You were amazing,” she whispered.

Behind them, Jessica caught his eye. She smiled slowly, deliberately. A promise.



The council meeting dragged on for another hour—playground equipment, parking ordinances, summer festival planning. Kevin barely heard any of it. His heart was still racing.

When Morrison finally adjourned, the chamber emptied quickly. Margaret left without another word, her petition clutched to her chest like a shield.

Vince Harlow lingered near the door, watching Kevin with calculation. Their eyes met. Vince smiled coldly and left.

“That went better than expected,” Diane said, gathering her purse. “I thought for sure they’d—” She paused. “Thank you, Kevin. For fighting for the store. For fighting for me.”

“You gave me a job when I needed it,” Kevin said. “This is the least I could do.”

“It’s more than that.” Diane’s gaze was intense, searching. “You believe in this. In us.”

“I do.”

Something passed between them—recognition, acknowledgment, a line being approached if not crossed. Diane looked away first.

“I need to get home,” she said quickly. “Blair’s making dinner. Or attempting to. God help us all.” She touched his arm briefly. “We’ll talk tomorrow.”

She left before Kevin could respond.

Jessica appeared at his shoulder. “She’s falling for you.”

“She’s grateful.”

“She’s falling for you,” Jessica repeated. “I recognize the signs. I wore them myself a month ago.” Her hand slid down his back. “But that’s a problem for later. Right now, you need a reward for being so fucking impressive up there.”

Kevin’s cock stirred. “Here?”

“The stockroom at the store. Twenty minutes.” Jessica’s ice-blue eyes gleamed. “Don’t make me wait.”

She walked away, heels clicking on the chamber floor.

Kevin waited five minutes, then followed.



The Sunset Video stockroom was cramped, lined with metal shelving units holding excess inventory. Boxes of VHS tapes, promotional posters, supplies. The smell of cardboard and plastic.

Jessica was waiting when Kevin arrived, leaning against the shelving with calculated elegance. She’d removed her blazer. Her silk blouse was unbuttoned just enough to show the curve of her breasts.

“Lock the door,” she said.

Kevin obeyed. The click of the lock seemed very loud.

“You were magnificent today,” Jessica said. “Standing up to that sanctimonious bitch. Defending the store. Defending us.” She pushed off from the shelves, moving toward him with predatory grace. “Do you have any idea how hot that was?”

“I was just—”

“Being competent. Being confident. Taking charge.” Jessica’s hands went to his chest, fingers splaying over his ringer tee. “You stood in front of the whole town and fought for what we’re building. And you won.”

Her mouth captured his in a fierce kiss. Kevin responded immediately, hands going to her waist, pulling her against him.

Jessica broke the kiss, breathing hard. “I’ve been wet since your first sentence up there. Watching you command that room—fuck, Kevin. You have no idea what you do to me.”

“Tell me.”

“I want you to fuck me right here. Hard. Fast. Victorious.” Her hand dropped to his jeans, palming his erection through the denim. “I want to feel your cock inside me while we’re still riding the adrenaline high.”

Kevin groaned. “Someone could—”

“Store’s closed. Diane went home. We’re alone.” Jessica’s fingers worked his belt buckle. “And I’m done waiting.”

She shoved him against the shelving units, kissing him fiercely while her hands freed his cock from his jeans. Kevin’s hands found her ass, hauling her against him.

“Lift me,” Jessica commanded.

Kevin grabbed her thighs, lifting her easily. Her legs wrapped around his waist, ankles locking behind his back. Her skirt bunched around her hips.

“No panties,” he noted, feeling her slick, wet heat pressing directly against his bare cock. “You’re soaking wet.”

“I planned ahead. Been sitting in that chamber with no underwear, thinking about this moment.” Jessica’s smile was wicked. She reached between them, wrapping her fingers around his thick shaft, positioning the swollen head at her dripping entrance. “Now stop talking and fuck me. I want to feel how much you won today. I want your victory cock inside me.”

He thrust up into her in one hard motion, burying himself to the hilt in her tight, wet pussy.

Jessica gasped, back arching against the metal shelving, her eyes rolling back. “Yes—fuck—just like that—all of it—”

Kevin pinned her against the wall of shelves, hands gripping her ass hard as he established a brutal rhythm. The position was athletic, urgent, primal—every thrust drove her back against the metal, the shelving rattling dangerously, VHS cases threatening to topple with the force of his fucking.

“Harder,” Jessica demanded, biting his shoulder through his shirt to keep from screaming. “Show me what winning feels like. Fuck me like a champion.”

Kevin obliged, slamming into her with enough force to make her cry out against his skin. Her nails raked down his back through his shirt, sharp enough to feel. Her legs tightened around his waist, heels digging into his ass, pulling him deeper with every stroke.

“You were so fucking good up there,” Jessica panted against his ear, her hot breath making him shiver. “So confident. So commanding. Made my pussy drip watching you. Made me want to drop to my knees right in the chamber—let everyone see what you deserve. Let Margaret Crane see me sucking your cock.”

“Fuck—Jessica—”

“Yes, fuck me. Own this pussy. You earned it.” Her hips rolled against him, meeting his punishing thrusts, taking every inch. “You stood up to that bitch and won. Now take your prize. This pussy is your reward.”

The angle was perfect—every thrust hit deep, made her gasp, stretched her open around his driving cock. Kevin’s fingers dug into her ass cheeks hard enough to leave bruises. She didn’t complain. She wanted the marks. Wanted to feel him tomorrow.

“God—your cock feels so good—filling me up—” Jessica’s voice was breaking, her composure completely shattered. “Close—so close—don’t stop, don’t you fucking dare stop fucking me—”

Kevin maintained the brutal pace, his arms burning from holding her weight, sweat dripping down his back, his cock pistoning into her tight, clenching pussy. He didn’t care about the burn. The adrenaline from the council meeting mixed with the raw need, driving him harder, faster.

“That’s it—right there—fuck—I’m gonna come on your cock—”

Jessica came with a sharp cry muffled against his shoulder, teeth sinking into his flesh hard enough to draw blood as her pussy clamped down around him in violent rhythmic pulses. Her whole body shook, legs trembling around his waist, her wetness flooding around his cock. The pain of her bite mixed with pleasure, pushing Kevin toward the edge.

“Inside,” she commanded, still shuddering through her orgasm. “Come inside me—fill me up—want to feel your hot cum deep in my pussy—”

Kevin buried himself as deep as he could go and came hard, his cock pulsing and jerking as he pumped thick ropes of cum into her spasming pussy. Jessica moaned approval, grinding her hips against him to take every drop, her inner walls still fluttering and milking his cock, squeezing out every last bit of his release.

“Yes—I can feel it—feel you filling me—” she gasped, still clenching around him rhythmically.

They stayed like that, pinned against the shelving, both breathing hard. Jessica’s legs slowly unwrapped from his waist as Kevin lowered her carefully to the ground.

She straightened, smoothing her skirt, remarkably composed for someone who’d just been fucked standing up against a shelf.

“That,” she said, “was exactly what I needed.”

Kevin pulled up his jeans, buckling his belt with shaking hands. “Happy to help.”

The stockroom door rattled.

“Kevin? Are you in there?”

Diane’s voice.

Kevin’s heart stopped. Jessica’s eyes went wide. They both moved instinctively—Kevin tucking in his shirt, Jessica finger-combing her hair, both of them putting space between their bodies.

“Just a second!” Kevin called, voice remarkably steady considering his heart was hammering.

He unlocked the door. Diane stood in the hallway, keys in hand.

“I thought you’d gone home,” she said, looking between Kevin and Jessica. Her eyes lingered on Jessica’s slightly disheveled hair, the flush still visible on Kevin’s neck.

“I came back for the inventory reports,” Diane continued slowly. “Forgot them on my desk.”

“We were just reviewing the celebration plans for tomorrow,” Jessica said smoothly. “Kevin suggested champagne. I told him sparkling cider would be more appropriate for a family event.”

Diane’s gaze moved between them again. Something flickered in her expression—suspicion, certainly. But beneath it, something else. Her eyes stayed on Kevin a beat too long.

“Right,” she said finally. “Well. Don’t stay too late.”

She retrieved her papers from the office and left without another word. But at the door, she paused, looking back at Kevin. Her expression was unreadable—but her eyes held heat.

Then she was gone.

Jessica exhaled slowly. “That was close.”

“Too close.”

“She knows. Or suspects.” Jessica’s smile was knowing. “But she’s not angry. Did you see the way she looked at you?”

Kevin had seen it. He was trying not to think about what it meant.

Jessica turned, cupping his face with one hand. “You’re becoming exactly what I knew you could be. Strong. Confident. A leader.” She kissed him softly. “Keep it up, and you’ll have this whole town eating from your hand.”

“I just want to keep the store alive.”

“You’re doing more than that. You’re building something.” Jessica’s expression was serious now. “Don’t lose sight of how important that is. What we’re creating here—it matters.”

“I know.”

“Good.” Jessica retrieved her blazer from where she’d draped it over a box. “I’m going home to take a very long bath and think about your speech. Maybe touch myself a few more times.”

“I could—”

“No. You need rest. Tomorrow’s Saturday—our busiest day.” Jessica paused at the door. “But Kevin? Next time you defend me like that? I’m going to make you come so hard you forget your own name.”

She left, leaving Kevin alone in the stockroom with the scent of sex and the echo of her promise.

He adjusted himself, made sure he looked presentable, and headed for the door.

The neon Sunset Video sign flickered in the twilight as he locked up. Down the street, Video King’s sterile fluorescents blazed cold and corporate.

Kevin smiled.

Let them try to compete with what he was building.

They’d already lost—they just didn’t know it yet.


Chapter 14: Tessa’s Discovery

Tessa showed up at Sunset Video on Saturday afternoon wearing jean shorts and a Cure t-shirt, her dirty-blonde hair tucked under a baseball cap.

For a moment, Kevin saw her as she used to be—the tomboy who’d challenged him to skateboard races and punched his shoulder when he won. Before the skirt at the roller rink. Before everything changed.

“Hey, stranger,” she said, pushing through the door. “You’ve been avoiding me.”

Kevin looked up from the register where he was processing returns. “I haven’t been avoiding you.”

“You left the roller rink without saying goodbye. You haven’t returned my calls.” Tessa leaned against the counter, arms crossed. “That’s pretty much the definition of avoiding.”

She was right. Kevin had been dodging her since their almost-kiss. The situation with the store, with the production, with everything—it was complicated enough without adding Tessa to the mix.

“Things have been busy,” Kevin said weakly.

“Right. Busy.” Tessa’s green eyes searched his face. “What’s going on, Kev? And don’t say ‘nothing.’ I’ve known you since we were twelve. I can tell when you’re hiding something.”

Kevin glanced around the store. Two customers browsed the comedy section. Natalie was shelving returns in the back.

“Can we talk in private?” he asked.

“Sure.”

Kevin led Tessa toward the back room. His stomach tightened with each step. He should stop her. Should make up an excuse. Should—

Tessa pushed past him through the doorway and froze.

The back room was fully dressed for production. Professional lighting rigs mounted on stands. The bed with burgundy sheets. Camera equipment on the desk. A stack of VHS tapes with handwritten labels: “Blonde Seduction,” “Pink Paradise,” “Double Feature.”

Tessa’s face cycled through emotions faster than Kevin could track. Confusion. Recognition. Shock.

“What the fuck is this?” she whispered.

“Tessa—”

She picked up one of the tapes. “Pink Paradise? What the hell kind of—” Understanding dawned. Her eyes went wide. “Oh my god. You’re making porn. You’re making actual fucking pornography.”

“It’s not—”

“In Diane’s store? Does she know? Jesus Christ, Kevin, what the fuck are you thinking?” Tessa’s voice was rising. “And with who? Jessica? Is that why she—” She looked at the bed, at the lighting, back to Kevin. “How long has this been going on?”

Kevin closed the door. “About six weeks.”

“Six weeks.” Tessa laughed, a harsh sound. “Six weeks you’ve been doing this, and you didn’t think to mention it? We’ve talked three times since I came back, and you never thought to say, ‘Hey Tessa, by the way, I’m running a porn studio out of the video store?’”

“It’s complicated.”

“No shit it’s complicated!” Tessa threw the tape onto the bed. “Does Diane know?”

“She knows. She approved it.”

“She approved—” Tessa paced, hands going to her hair, knocking her cap askew. “Why? Why would she approve this? Why would you even suggest it?”

Kevin took a breath. “The store was dying. Video King was killing us. We had maybe three weeks before Diane had to close. Adult rentals were the only thing selling, so we decided to make our own content instead of renting someone else’s.”

“We. You and Jessica.”

“Jessica volunteered. Then Katie. Then Blair. Then Natalie.” Kevin met her eyes. “It saved the store. We’re profitable now. Diane’s paying her bills. Everyone’s employed.”

Tessa stared at him. “Katie and Blair? Diane’s daughters are in these?”

“They’re adults. They chose this.”

“They’re twenty and twenty-two! They’re kids!”

“They’re the same age as us,” Kevin pointed out.

That stopped Tessa. She opened her mouth, closed it, paced again.

“I can’t believe this,” she muttered. “I come back to town, thinking maybe we could finally—” She cut herself off. “And instead you’re here, filming Jessica and Katie and Blair doing god knows what.”

“Tessa—”

“Is that why you dropped out?” The question came sharp and sudden. “Is this why you never went back to school? Because you were planning this?”

Kevin’s stomach dropped. “How did you—”

“Jessica mentioned you were film school. Past tense.” Tessa’s expression hardened. “You told your parents you were still enrolled. I called your mom two months ago to get your number. She said you were busy with summer classes.”

Fuck.

“I dropped out in January,” Kevin admitted. “Failed too many classes. Lost my scholarship. Couldn’t afford tuition.”

“And you’ve been lying to your parents for six months.”

“Yes.”

“While working at a video store and making porn.” Tessa laughed again, sharper. “Jesus, Kevin. Who the fuck are you?”

The words hit harder than they should have. Kevin’s hands clenched. “Someone trying to survive. Someone trying to help people who gave me a chance when everyone else would have turned me away.”

“By filming them having sex?”

“By finding a solution when no one else had one. By using the skills I actually have instead of failing at the ones I don’t.” Kevin’s voice rose to match hers. “I’m not going to apologize for keeping the store alive. Or for keeping people employed. Or for making something good out of a shitty situation.”

“Good?” Tessa gestured at the bed. “You call this good?”

“Yes! Everyone involved is a consenting adult. Everyone gets paid. Everyone chose to participate. It’s honest work, Tessa, even if you don’t want to believe that.”

“Honest work,” Tessa repeated. “You’re selling sex.”

“I’m selling fantasy. Entertainment. The same thing Hollywood does, just more explicit.” Kevin stepped closer. “And before you judge me, ask yourself—is this really about the porn? Or is it about the fact that I have a life here that doesn’t include you?”

Tessa’s eyes flashed. “Fuck you.”

“You’re the one who left! You went to college, stopped calling, disappeared for three years. Then you show up wearing a skirt and acting like we’re supposed to pick up where we left off.” Kevin’s frustration boiled over. “You don’t get to be mad that I built something without you.”

“I left because I was scared!” Tessa shouted. “I left because I wanted you and didn’t know how to tell you, and being here every day pretending we were just friends was killing me. So yeah, I ran. But I came back! I came back for you, you idiot!”

The words hung in the charged air between them.

Kevin’s heart hammered. “What?”

“I’ve wanted you since we were sixteen years old,” Tessa said, voice breaking. “Every time we hung out, every movie we watched, every stupid skateboard race—I wanted you to see me as more than your buddy. As a girl. As someone you could want.”

“Tessa—”

“But you never did. You never looked at me that way. So I left, thinking maybe I could get over it. Maybe I could find someone else.” She laughed bitterly. “Didn’t work. Three years, and I still couldn’t stop thinking about you. So I came back, worked up the courage to wear a fucking skirt—which I hate, by the way—and tried to show you that I could be what you needed.”

She gestured at the room. “And instead I find out you’re fucking half the town.”

Kevin crossed the space between them in two strides. “I’m not fucking half the town. I’m working. This is business.”

“Business,” Tessa echoed. “Right. Business is why Jessica looks at you like she wants to eat you alive. Business is why Katie talks about you constantly. Business—”

Kevin grabbed her wrists. Not hard, but firm. Tessa stopped mid-sentence, eyes widening.

They were inches apart. Her cap had fallen off during her pacing. Her hair was messy, her face flushed with anger and something else.

“You want to know why I never looked at you differently?” Kevin said quietly. “Because you were my best friend. The one person who knew me better than anyone. And I was terrified that if I told you how I felt, I’d lose you.”

Tessa’s breath caught. “How you felt?”

“I’ve wanted you since we were sixteen too, you idiot. But you were untouchable. You were Tessa—the girl who could outskate me, who laughed at my terrible movie ideas, who showed up at midnight when I called because I was having a panic attack about college applications.” Kevin’s grip on her wrists tightened. “You were everything. And I wasn’t going to risk that by trying to make you something else.”

“Kevin—”

“And then you left. And I thought I’d lost you anyway. So I buried it. Focused on school, then on surviving when school fell apart. Built this.” He glanced at the room. “Built something that made me feel like I had control of at least one part of my life.”

Tessa was breathing hard, her green eyes locked on his. “You should have told me.”

“So should you.”

“I’m telling you now.”

“So am I.”

The space between them evaporated. Kevin wasn’t sure who moved first—maybe both of them simultaneously. Tessa’s mouth crashed against his with the force of three years’ worth of frustration and want.

Kevin released her wrists, hands going to her waist. Tessa’s fingers tangled in his hair, pulling him closer, kissing him like she was trying to consume him.

It wasn’t soft. Wasn’t gentle. This was anger and desire and relief all tangled together, explosive and desperate.

Kevin backed Tessa against the wall, body pressing against hers. She made a sound—half gasp, half moan—and wrapped one leg around his hip.

His hand slid down to her thigh, gripping, pulling her tighter against him. Tessa bit his lower lip, making him groan.

“Fuck,” she gasped against his mouth. “Fuck, Kevin—”

His other hand found the hem of her Cure shirt, sliding underneath to touch bare skin. Tessa arched into him, her own hands tugging at his ringer tee.

They broke apart just long enough to pull his shirt over his head. Then they were crashing together again, Tessa’s hands exploring his chest, his shoulders, his stomach.

Kevin’s hand moved higher under her shirt, finding her breast. She wasn’t wearing a bra. His thumb brushed her nipple and Tessa moaned into his mouth.

“We shouldn’t—” she gasped.

“I know.”

“Someone could—”

“I know.”

Neither of them stopped.

Kevin’s other hand gripped her ass, grinding against her. He could feel her heat through the denim, could feel her trembling.

Tessa pulled back just far enough to look at him, eyes dark with desire. “I need to think. About this. About everything.”

“Okay.”

“But if I leave now—” Her breathing was ragged. “If I walk out that door right now, you need to know—I’m coming back.”

“Promise?”

“I’ve wanted you for three years. I’m not giving up now just because you decided to become a porn director.” Tessa kissed him again, softer this time. “But I need to process this. All of it. What you’re doing. What it means. Whether I can handle it.”

Kevin nodded, forcing himself to step back. To let her go even though every instinct screamed to pull her back, to finish what they’d started.

Tessa smoothed her shirt down, looking around for her cap. Found it on the floor. Her hands shook as she put it back on.

“I’ll call you,” she said.

“Okay.”

She paused at the door, looking back. Her lips were swollen from kissing. Her face was flushed. She looked absolutely devastating.

“For what it’s worth?” Tessa said quietly. “I’m glad you told me. About school. About being scared to lose me. About everything.”

“Me too.”

“And Kevin?” She smiled, just barely. “Next time I come back? I’m not leaving until we finish this.”

She left, the door clicking shut behind her.

Kevin stood alone in the production room, breathing hard, his cock straining against his jeans.

He’d kissed Tessa. Finally kissed her.

And she was coming back.

Whatever happened next—he’d figure it out.

He always did.


Chapter 15: Behind the Curtain

Blair stood in the doorway of the back room, backlit by the hallway fluorescents, and Kevin’s breath caught.

She’d transformed. The usual goth armor was there—black lace dress hugging curves she normally hid, thigh-high stockings, chunky heeled boots—but something in her posture was different. Confident. Commanding.

Dangerous.

“Close the door,” she said.

Kevin obeyed automatically. The click seemed very loud.

“I’m ready,” Blair said. “For the scene we discussed. For what I want.”

Kevin had been expecting this since their rope practice two weeks ago. Blair had been studying—he’d caught her reading BDSM guides, watching certain tapes with clinical focus, taking notes.

“You’re sure?” he asked.

“I’m sure.” Blair moved into the room, setting down a duffel bag Kevin hadn’t noticed. “I’ve planned it. Choreographed it. I know exactly what I want.”

She unzipped the bag, revealing coiled ropes, leather cuffs, a riding crop, and a black silk blindfold. All neatly organized.

“You prepared,” Kevin said.

“I always prepare. It’s who I am.” Blair looked up at him, dark eyes rimmed with her signature cat-eye liner. “I need control, Kevin. I need to take it. And I need you to let me.”

“Okay.”

“Not okay. Yes, Mistress.” Blair’s voice dropped into command register, clipped and precise. “That’s how this works. I ask, you confirm. Understand?”

Kevin’s cock stirred despite himself. “Yes, Mistress.”

Blair’s lips curved—not quite a smile, but close. “Better. Strip. Everything except your boxers.”

Kevin pulled off his ringer tee, then his jeans, folding them automatically. Years of military-strict mom training.

Blair circled him slowly, assessing. Her fingers trailed across his shoulders, down his spine, making him shiver.

“Good build,” she murmured. “Athletic. Lean.” Her hand slid around to his stomach. “Defined. The camera will like this.”

“Are we filming?” Kevin asked.

“Yes. But not yet.” Blair moved to the equipment. “First, I need to make sure you’ll behave. Sit in the chair.”

Kevin sat in the wooden chair they’d placed center-room. Blair pulled out the ropes.

“Wrists behind the backrest,” she commanded.

Kevin complied. Blair moved behind him, and he felt rope encircling his wrists. Not tight enough to hurt, but firm. Secure. The knots she tied were precise—he recognized them from her practice sessions.

“Can you get free?” Blair asked.

Kevin tested. No give. “No.”

“Good. That’s the point.” Blair came around front, holding the riding crop. She tapped it against her palm. “This is about trust, Kevin. You’re giving me control because I need it. Because it excites you to let me have it. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And if it gets to be too much? If you need to stop?”

“I say red.”

“Exactly. Red means stop immediately. Yellow means slow down. Green means continue.” Blair’s expression softened fractionally. “I need to know you’ll use them if you need to.”

“I will.”

“Promise me.”

“I promise, Blair.”

She studied his face, then nodded. “Good. Now we film.”

Blair set up the cameras with practiced efficiency—one on the tripod, one handheld. Both recording lights clicked on.

She changed in front of the camera, slow and deliberate. The black lace dress slid off her shoulders, revealing a corset underneath that cinched her waist and pushed up her breasts. Stockings attached to a garter belt. The heeled boots stayed on.

Kevin’s cock was fully hard now, tenting his boxers.

Blair noticed. “Already? I haven’t even touched you yet.” She moved closer, trailing the riding crop up his thigh. “Or maybe that’s the appeal. Being helpless. Waiting to see what I’ll do.”

She circled behind him again. Kevin felt the crop tap his shoulder blade. Light, testing.

“Color?” Blair asked.

“Green.”

The crop struck his back—harder, but still controlled. The sting spread across his skin like heat.

“Fuck—”

“Language,” Blair said calmly. Another strike, symmetrical on the other shoulder. “You speak when I permit it. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Better.”

Blair moved around front, straddling his lap without making contact. So close Kevin could feel her body heat, smell her patchouli and clove scent.

“Look at me,” she commanded.

Kevin met her eyes. The dark brown was intense, focused, but beneath the command he saw something else. Need. Vulnerability hidden behind the armor of dominance.

“You let me have this,” Blair said softly. “You let me take control. Do you know how rare that is? How few people trust me enough for this?”

“Blair—”

“Quiet.” Her fingers traced his jawline. “This is my scene. My rules. And rule one is—you don’t come until I permit it. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good boy.” Blair’s smile was genuine now, transforming her severe features. “Now let’s see how well you obey.”

She ground down against his cock, still separated by his boxers and her thin lace panties. The pressure was exquisite—he could feel the heat of her pussy through the thin layers of fabric, feel how wet she already was. Kevin groaned.

Blair’s hand went to his throat—not squeezing, just resting there, a reminder of her control, of his vulnerability.

“You want to touch me,” she said, grinding down harder, her wet panties sliding against the bulge of his cock. “But you can’t. You want to rip these panties off, flip me over, and fuck me until I scream your name. But you can’t.” She rolled her hips, dragging her clothed pussy along his length. “I have all the power right now. Your cock is mine to use. How does that feel?”

“Frustrating,” Kevin managed, straining against the ropes.

“Good. Feel it. Embrace it.” Blair’s other hand slid down his chest, black-painted nails dragging lightly, leaving faint red trails. “Your pleasure depends entirely on my whim. You exist for my satisfaction tonight. And maybe—if you’re very, very good—I’ll let you come inside me.”

She stood abruptly, leaving Kevin aching, his cock visibly tenting his boxers, a wet spot forming where her soaked panties had ground against him. She moved to her bag and pulled out nipple clamps connected by a thin silver chain.

“These are new,” she said conversationally, demonstrating how they worked, snapping them open and closed. “I tested them on myself last night. They hurt. But it’s a good hurt. The kind that makes your cock throb.” She smiled darkly. “Want to try?”

Kevin swallowed, his cock jumping. “Yes, Mistress.”

Blair moved behind him, leaning over his shoulder. He could feel her breasts pressing against his back through the corset as she reached around. She attached the first clamp carefully, adjusting the pressure until Kevin hissed at the sharp bite of pain.

“Color?”

“Green.”

She attached the second clamp. The sensation was intense—sharp, focused pain that somehow sent signals straight to his cock, making it throb harder.

“Look at that,” Blair murmured, tugging the chain lightly. Sensation shot through Kevin’s body—part pain, part pleasure, the line between them blurring. “Your cock just jumped. You like the pain, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Brave boy. I like brave.” She tugged harder, and Kevin gasped. “And responsive. That’s going to look beautiful on camera.”

She moved around to check the camera angle. Satisfied, she returned to stand before him.

“Time for the main event,” Blair said. Her hands went to her lace panties—soaked through now, clinging to her pussy. She hooked her thumbs in the waistband and slid them down slowly, revealing herself completely. Her pussy was bare, pale and pink like the rest of her, glistening with arousal. “I’m going to fuck you now. Use your cock for my pleasure. But remember—you don’t come until I say. If you come before I give permission, I stop, and you don’t get to finish. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Blair straddled him again, reaching into his boxers to free his cock. It sprang out, rock hard and leaking precum. She wrapped her cool fingers around his shaft, stroking slowly, feeling his thickness.

“Nice cock,” she murmured approvingly. “This is going to feel good inside me.”

She positioned herself over him, the head of his cock nudging her wet entrance. Then she sank down slowly, taking him inch by inch. Her pussy was tight—impossibly tight—gripping him like a wet silk vice as she descended.

“Fuck,” Blair breathed, eyes fluttering closed as she bottomed out, taking him completely. “You feel so good. So thick.”

She set a slow, controlled pace. Rising until just his head remained inside her wet heat, then sinking down to take every inch. Measured. Deliberate. Kevin strained against the ropes, his wrists burning, wanting desperately to grip her hips, to control the rhythm, to do anything but sit helplessly while she used his cock for her pleasure.

“Look at you,” Blair murmured, watching his face as she rode him. “So desperate. So needy. Your cock is throbbing inside me.” She clenched her pussy around him deliberately, and Kevin groaned. “You want more, don’t you? You want me to ride you hard. Want to feel me bounce on your cock.”

“Please—”

“Please what?”

“Please, Mistress. Faster. Please ride me faster.”

“No.” Blair maintained the torturous pace, her pussy sliding up and down his shaft with agonizing slowness. “I decide the rhythm. Not you. You’re just a cock for me to use.”

She rode him like that for what felt like hours but was probably five minutes. Slow, deliberate, her tight pussy gripping and releasing, driving Kevin toward the edge without letting him crest. The nipple clamps sent pulses of sensation through him with every movement, adding to the overwhelming stimulation.

“Color?” Blair asked, her pale skin flushed now, her breathing slightly faster.

“Green. Fuck—green.”

“Good.” She leaned forward, her full breasts straining against the corset, inches from his face. “You may touch them. With your mouth only.”

Kevin didn’t need to be told twice. His mouth found her nipple through the corset fabric, sucking hard, feeling the stiff peak through the material. Blair moaned, her hips stuttering, losing rhythm for the first time.

“Yes—like that—suck harder—”

Her pace increased finally. Still controlled, but faster, her ass slapping against his thighs as she rode him. Building toward something. Kevin worked her breasts with his mouth, switching between them, biting gently through the fabric, tugging with his teeth.

Blair’s breathing grew ragged. Her nails dug into his shoulders hard enough to draw blood. Her pussy was clenching around him rhythmically now, fluttering. “Close—I’m close—don’t you dare come—”

“Come for me,” Kevin said against her breast. “Please, Mistress. Want to feel your pussy milk my cock.”

“Fuck—yes—” Blair’s rhythm broke completely. She ground down hard, taking him as deep as possible, and her orgasm hit. Kevin felt her pussy clamp down around him, spasming, gripping his cock in rhythmic waves of contractions. Her whole body shook, a moan tearing from her throat.

Kevin held on through sheer willpower, his balls aching, cock throbbing inside her clenching pussy. Barely. Just barely.

Blair collapsed against him, forehead on his shoulder, breathing hard. Her pussy was still twitching around his cock.

“Good boy,” she whispered, pressing a kiss to his neck. “Such a good boy. You didn’t come.”

“Can I—”

“Not yet.” Blair straightened, lifting off him with a wet sound. Kevin groaned at the loss, his cock emerging glistening with her juices, still rock hard and desperate. “Clean me up first. Taste what you did to me.”

She positioned herself over his face, lowering her dripping pussy to his mouth. No hesitation, no embarrassment. Pure command.

Kevin’s tongue found her pussy immediately, lapping at her swollen folds, tasting the sweet tang of her arousal mixed with the musk of sex. Blair’s hand tangled in his hair, holding him in place as she ground against his face.

“Yes—clean up your mess—lick my pussy clean—fuck—”

His tongue worked her clit in fast circles, then dipped inside her dripping hole, then back to her clit. Blair’s thighs trembled on either side of his head, her grip on his hair tightening.

“Don’t stop—right there—fuck, Kevin, right there—your tongue feels so good—”

Her second orgasm hit harder than the first. Blair ground against his face shamelessly, riding his tongue, using his mouth for her pleasure. Kevin couldn’t breathe, his face covered in her juices, but he didn’t care—just kept licking, kept working her through the extended climax until she was shaking and gasping.

Finally she pulled away, breathing hard. Looked down at him with deep satisfaction, his face glistening with her wetness.

“Perfect. Absolutely perfect.” Blair moved behind him, her hands finding the knots. “And now—your reward.”

She untied his wrists. Blood rushed back into Kevin’s hands, tingling painfully. Blair removed the nipple clamps—the rush of blood back into his nipples made him gasp—then guided him to stand on shaky legs. She pushed him onto the bed face-up.

She straddled him again, gripping his still-hard cock, positioning herself. Then she sank onto him in one smooth motion, taking him completely in one thrust.

“Now you can come,” Blair said, her voice raw. “Fuck me hard. I want to feel you lose control. Want to feel you fill my pussy with your cum.”

Kevin’s hands went immediately to her hips, gripping hard enough to bruise. Finally free, finally able to touch her. He thrust up into her with desperate need, setting a punishing pace, fucking her hard from below.

Blair leaned back, bracing her hands on his thighs, changing the angle so his cock rubbed against her g-spot with every thrust. The visual was devastating—her pale skin flushed with arousal, the corset framing her heaving breasts, her pussy stretching around his driving cock, her dark-lined eyes closed in genuine pleasure.

“Come inside me,” she demanded, riding him back just as hard. “Fill me up—want to feel your hot cum shooting inside me—”

Kevin’s orgasm hit like a freight train. He thrust deep, burying himself completely, and his cock pulsed, spurting thick ropes of cum deep inside her. Blair moaned her approval, grinding down, her pussy milking every drop from his throbbing cock.

“Yes—I can feel it—feel you cumming in me—fuck yes—”

The orgasm went on and on, more intense than anything he’d experienced, ripping through him in waves until he was empty, spent, shaking beneath her.

They stayed locked together, both shaking.

Finally Blair dismounted, curling up next to him. Her severe expression was completely gone, replaced by soft satisfaction.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

Kevin turned to look at her. “For what?”

“For letting me have that. For trusting me enough to let go.” Blair’s fingers traced patterns on his chest. “I needed it. More than I knew.”

“We can do it again. Whenever you want.”

“I want to do the reverse next time. Want you to dominate me.” Blair’s smile was vulnerable. “Want to feel what it’s like to surrender completely.”

“We’ll work up to it.”

“Promise?”

“Promise.”

Blair curled closer, and Kevin held her. The cameras were still recording, capturing this—the aftermath, the intimacy, the genuine connection beneath the scene.

It was some of the best footage they’d made.

Not because of the sex.

Because of what came after.


Chapter 16: Nerd Awakening

Natalie approached Kevin at closing time, fidgeting with her glasses.

“Can you stay late tonight?” she asked quietly. “I need to… there’s something I want to show you.”

Kevin was restocking the horror section with Blair. He glanced at Natalie—her face was flushed, her eyes fixed on the floor.

“Sure. What’s up?”

“Private. Please.” Natalie’s voice dropped to barely audible. “Just us.”

Blair raised an eyebrow but said nothing. Kevin nodded.

“Give me twenty minutes to close up.”

Natalie retreated to the back office. Blair waited until she was out of earshot.

“She’s been nervous all day,” Blair said. “Whatever she wants to show you, it’s important.”

“You think?”

“I know. I recognize the signs.” Blair shelved the last VHS tape. “Be gentle with her. She’s braver than she thinks, but she doesn’t know that yet.”

After closing, after Blair left with a knowing look, Kevin found Natalie in the back room. She sat on the edge of the bed, clutching a spiral notebook to her chest like a shield.

“You didn’t have to stay,” she said.

“You asked me to.”

“I know. But I’m giving you an out. In case…” She trailed off, adjusting her glasses nervously.

Kevin sat beside her, leaving space. “In case what?”

“In case what I want to show you makes you think I’m… weird. Or wrong.” Natalie’s knuckles were white around the notebook. “Or disgusting.”

“Natalie, nothing you could show me would make me think that.”

“You don’t know that.”

“Try me.”

Natalie took a shaking breath. Slowly, carefully, she extended the notebook toward him.

“I write things,” she whispered. “Fantasies. Things I want. Things I’ve never told anyone.” Her face was crimson now. “I saw you with Jessica. In the hallway, a few weeks ago. I should have said something, but I couldn’t. I just… watched. And after, I couldn’t stop thinking about it.”

Kevin took the notebook. “You want me to read this?”

“Yes. No. I don’t know.” Natalie stood abruptly, pacing. “I’ve been going crazy keeping it to myself. Watching you film with Jessica, with Katie, knowing what happens in this room and pretending I’m not thinking about it constantly. I thought maybe if I just showed you—if you knew what I actually wanted—”

“Take a breath,” Kevin said gently.

Natalie stopped pacing, forced herself to breathe.

“Can I read it?” Kevin asked.

She nodded, unable to speak.

Kevin opened the notebook. The first page was dated three months ago. The handwriting was neat, precise—very Natalie.

I keep thinking about what it would feel like. The preparation, the anticipation. The slowness of it. Someone patient enough to work me open, careful enough not to hurt me. I’ve tried alone, but it’s not the same. I need…

Kevin turned the page. The entries continued, growing more explicit. Detailed descriptions of positions, techniques, the psychological elements that made it arousing. Natalie had clearly researched thoroughly.

But more than the mechanics, what came through was the emotion. The vulnerability. The desire to surrender completely, to trust someone enough to be that exposed.

Every entry circled back to the same theme: anal. Different scenarios, different contexts, but always that central focus.

Kevin looked up. Natalie had her back to him, arms wrapped around herself.

“I know it’s weird,” she said quietly. “Most people think it’s gross, or wrong, or—”

“It’s not weird,” Kevin interrupted.

Natalie turned, eyes wide behind her glasses. “It’s not?”

“It’s specific. Intense. But not weird.” Kevin set the notebook aside. “Come here.”

Natalie approached hesitantly. Kevin pulled her to sit beside him again.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” he asked.

“Because I was scared. I’ve never—with anyone—I’ve barely even kissed someone, and here I am wanting this incredibly intimate thing and I didn’t know how to ask for it without sounding like a freak.”

“You’re not a freak. You know what you want. That’s brave.”

“I don’t feel brave. I feel terrified.” Natalie’s hands twisted in her lap. “But watching you with the others, seeing how you listen to what they need—Jessica’s confidence, Katie’s exhibitionism, Blair’s control—I thought maybe you’d understand. Maybe you wouldn’t judge.”

Kevin reached out, gently removing her glasses. Natalie blinked at him.

“I won’t judge,” he said. “But I need to know you’re sure. This isn’t something we rush into.”

“I’m sure. I’ve been researching for months. I know the preparation, the safety measures, what can go wrong and how to prevent it.” Natalie’s voice steadied as she talked about the technical aspects. “I have supplies—lube, different sized plugs for training. I’ve been practicing alone but I need—I want someone with me. Someone I trust.”

“You trust me?”

“Yes.” No hesitation.

Kevin set her glasses on the bedside table. Cupped her face with one hand.

“Then we’ll go slow. Start small. Build up gradually.” He leaned in, kissing her gently. “And if at any point you need to stop, we stop. Understood?”

Natalie kissed him back, tentative at first, then with growing confidence. “Understood.”

“Good. Now—first things first. Have you ever given a blowjob before?”

Natalie’s blush deepened, spreading down her neck. “No. Never.”

“Want to learn? I’ll teach you everything.”

“Yes.” Her voice was barely a whisper, but her eyes were bright with curiosity.

Kevin stood, unfastening his jeans. “On your knees in front of me. Get comfortable—you might be there a while.”

Natalie slid off the bed, kneeling on the carpet, looking up at him with those big dark eyes behind her glasses. Her hands rested on her thighs nervously as he pushed his jeans and boxers down, his cock springing free—already half-hard and growing harder under her wide-eyed gaze.

“Oh,” she breathed, staring at his cock like she was studying a fascinating specimen. “It’s… bigger than I imagined.”

“You can touch it,” Kevin said gently. “Get familiar with it first. Feel how it responds to you.”

Natalie’s hand reached out, fingers wrapping around his shaft tentatively. Her touch was cool, uncertain, but the contact sent a pulse of pleasure through him. She stroked experimentally, watching his cock twitch and swell in response.

“Firmer. It’s not fragile. You won’t hurt me.”

She adjusted her grip, stroking with more confidence, her hand sliding up and down his hardening length. Kevin’s cock responded, swelling to full hardness in her small hand, the head flushing dark.

“Good. You’re making me so hard already.” He watched her cheeks flush at the praise. “Now use your mouth. Start with the tip—just lick it, taste me.”

Natalie leaned forward, her warm breath washing over his sensitive cockhead. Her tongue darted out tentatively, licking the swollen head like she was sampling an ice cream cone. She tasted the bead of precum that had formed at his slit.

“Salty,” she murmured analytically. “Kind of musky.”

“Pre-cum. Means you’re making me feel good.” Kevin’s hand went to her hair, fingers threading through the dark strands, gently guiding. “Now take it in your mouth. Not too deep at first—just the head. Wrap your lips around it.”

Natalie’s pink lips parted. She took the head of his cock into her mouth, and the wet heat made Kevin groan.

“Fuck—yes, just like that. Your mouth is so warm.”

She experimented, bobbing shallowly, her tongue exploring the ridge of his cockhead, the sensitive underside, learning the geography of him. Awkward at first, too much teeth, but she adjusted quickly. Kevin coached her patiently—use your hand on the base, create suction by hollowing your cheeks, cover your teeth with your lips.

Within minutes, Natalie found a rhythm. Her head bobbed steadily, dark hair swinging, taking him deeper with each stroke. Saliva coated his shaft, making everything slick and slippery. The wet sounds of her sucking filled the quiet room—obscene, beautiful sounds.

“You’re a natural,” Kevin gasped, watching his cock disappear between her stretched lips. “Fuck, Natalie—your mouth feels amazing. Such a good girl.”

She made a pleased sound around his cock at the praise, the vibration making him shudder. Her free hand gripped his thigh for balance as she took him deeper, pushing herself, gagging slightly when he hit the back of her throat, then adjusting her angle to take even more.

“That’s it—take it deep—fuck—”

Kevin felt his orgasm building, balls tightening, but he held back. Not yet. This was about her.

“Stop,” he said gently, his voice strained.

Natalie pulled off with a wet pop, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening cock. Her lips were swollen, her chin wet with drool, her glasses slightly fogged. “Did I do something wrong?”

“No. You were perfect. Too perfect—I almost came down your throat.” Kevin helped her stand, guided her to the bed. “But I don’t want to finish yet. I want to give you what you’ve been fantasizing about. Lie down on your stomach for me.”

Natalie complied, lying face-down on the burgundy sheets. Kevin knelt beside her, his hands going to the waistband of her high-waisted jeans.

“Can I take these off? Let me see you?”

“Yes,” she whispered into the sheets.

Kevin unfastened her jeans slowly, sliding them down over her hips, revealing inch by inch. Underneath, Natalie wore simple cotton panties—white, practical, innocent. But the curve of her ass in them was spectacular—round, full, the kind of ass that would look incredible on camera.

“Christ, Natalie.” Kevin’s breath caught. “You’ve been hiding this body under those baggy sweaters?”

“I’m too big—my butt’s too—”

“You’re perfect.” Kevin’s hands traced the curves of her ass reverently, feeling the soft flesh through the cotton. “This ass is incredible. This is exactly what I wanted to see. What I’ve been dreaming about.”

He pulled her panties down slowly, revealing bare skin—pale, smooth, perfect globes. Natalie made a small sound, burying her face in the sheets in embarrassment. Between her spread thighs, he could see her pussy—dark curls and pink, glistening flesh already wet with arousal.

Kevin retrieved the lube from the supplies Natalie had mentioned—she’d hidden them in the back room cabinet, he realized. Several sizes of plugs, high-quality silicone lube, everything she’d need. She’d been preparing for this.

“I’m going to start with one finger,” Kevin said, warming the lube between his hands. “Nice and slow. Tell me immediately if anything hurts or feels wrong.”

“Okay.” Her voice was muffled, nervous.

Kevin spread her ass cheeks gently, revealing her tight little hole—pink, puckered, completely virgin. His lubricated finger circled her asshole gently, spreading the slick fluid around the sensitive rim. Natalie tensed.

“Breathe,” Kevin coached. “Deep breaths. Relax your body. I’m not going inside yet—just getting you used to being touched there.”

He massaged the sensitive ring of muscle with patient, circular motions. Gradually, Natalie relaxed beneath his touch. Her breathing evened out. He felt the tight muscle start to loosen under his fingertip.

“Good girl. That’s it. You’re doing so well.” He watched her shiver at the praise. “Now I’m going to push inside. Just the tip of my finger. Tell me how it feels.”

Kevin pressed gently against her entrance. Resistance, then slowly—give. Her tight ring opened just enough for his fingertip to slip inside to the first knuckle.

Natalie gasped sharply. “Oh—that’s—it’s weird. I feel you inside me.”

“Bad weird or good weird?”

“I don’t know yet. Different. Full.” She shifted her hips experimentally. “Not bad. Just… intense.”

Kevin held still, letting her body adjust to the intrusion, feeling her asshole flutter around his finger. “Tell me when you’re ready for more.”

“Okay. More. Slowly. Please.”

Kevin pushed deeper, his finger sliding in past the second knuckle, then completely inside her. Her tight heat gripped him. Natalie’s hands fisted in the sheets, knuckles white.

“Fuck—oh fuck—it’s so deep—”

“Color?”

“Green. Definitely green.” Natalie’s voice was breathless, slightly awed. “It feels… full. Really full. Like you’re touching something deep inside me.”

Kevin began to move, slow shallow strokes, working his finger in and out of her virgin ass. Natalie’s hips shifted involuntarily, pushing back against his hand.

“Good girl,” Kevin murmured. “You’re taking my finger so well. Your tight little ass is perfect.”

At the praise, Natalie moaned loudly, her whole body responding. The tension in her muscles melted. Her hips pushed back more insistently.

Kevin filed that away. Praise kink. Strong one. Noted.

He worked her patiently, gradually increasing the depth and speed of his strokes. Added more lube—lots more, until it was dripping down her crack. Listened to every sound she made, watching for any sign of discomfort. Her ass was loosening around him, accepting him more easily with each stroke.

“I’m going to add a second finger,” Kevin warned. “It’ll stretch you more. More intense. Ready?”

“Do it. Please. I want more.”

Kevin withdrew his first finger, applied more lube, and pressed back inside with two fingers together. The stretch was significant—her tight ring resisting, then slowly opening to accept both digits. Natalie whimpered, high and needy.

“Too much? I can stop—”

“No. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop. It feels—fuck—it feels so good.”

Kevin worked her with both fingers, scissoring them gently, stretching her carefully, preparing her. Natalie’s breathing grew ragged, her hips moving in time with his strokes, fucking herself back onto his fingers.

“Touch yourself,” Kevin commanded. “Your pussy. Rub your clit while I finger your ass. I want you to come for me with my fingers inside you.”

Natalie’s hand slipped between her legs eagerly. Kevin could hear the wet sounds of her fingers finding her clit, rubbing frantically. Within seconds, her breathing changed—faster, shallower, desperate.

“That’s it. Good girl. You’re such a good girl for me. Come with my fingers in your tight little ass. Show me how much you love this.”

“Kevin—I’m—oh god—I’m gonna—fuck—”

Her orgasm hit hard, ripping through her. Kevin felt her asshole clench around his fingers in rhythmic spasms as she came, crying out into the sheets, her whole body shaking. Her pussy gushed against her rubbing fingers. He maintained the steady strokes through her ass, prolonging the climax until she was sobbing with pleasure, until she collapsed completely, boneless and trembling.

Carefully, gently, Kevin withdrew his fingers from her ass. Natalie lay there, face buried in the burgundy fabric, shaking with aftershocks, her stretched hole slowly closing.

Kevin grabbed tissues, cleaning his hands before lying beside her. Pulled her against him, stroking her hair.

“You okay?” he asked.

Natalie nodded against his chest. “I didn’t know it could feel like that. I thought it would hurt more. Or feel wrong. But it just felt… intense. Good intense.”

“That was just fingers. When you’re ready for more—”

“I want more. Not tonight. But soon.” Natalie looked up at him, eyes shining. “Will you train me? Help me work up to… everything?”

“If that’s what you want.”

“It is. I trust you.”

Kevin kissed her forehead. “Then we’ll take it slow. Build you up gradually. Make sure you can handle it before we go further.”

“And then?”

“And then we’ll film it. Your specialty. Your scene.” Kevin smiled. “Show everyone what you can do.”

Natalie’s answering smile was radiant. “I’d like that.”

They lay together in comfortable silence, Kevin still holding her. After a while, Natalie’s breathing evened out. She’d fallen asleep.

Kevin stayed awake, stroking her hair, thinking about the notebook full of fantasies.

He’d help her achieve every one.


Chapter 17: Vince Strikes

The sheriff’s cruiser pulled up outside Sunset Video at ten a.m. on Tuesday.

Kevin saw it through the front window and his stomach dropped.

“Natalie,” he said quietly. “Go to the back. Now.”

Natalie looked up from the register, saw the police car, and went pale. “Oh god—”

“Just go. Don’t come out until I tell you.”

She disappeared into the back office. Kevin forced himself to breathe, to stay calm. This could be nothing. Routine check. Community relations.

Sheriff Tom Barnes entered, his considerable bulk filling the doorway. He was fifty-something, weathered and skeptical, with the bearing of a man who’d seen enough bullshit to last three lifetimes.

“Kevin Sullivan?” he asked.

“That’s me.”

“Where’s Diane Prescott?”

“Bank run. She’ll be back in an hour.” Kevin’s heart hammered. “Is something wrong, Sheriff?”

Barnes pulled a folded paper from his pocket. “I have a warrant to inspect this premises for obscene materials being distributed in violation of community standards.”

Fuck.

Kevin took the warrant with shaking hands. Read it carefully. The language was vague—“materials potentially harmful to minors,” “distribution of obscene content,” “violation of local ordinances.”

“Who filed the complaint?” Kevin asked.

“Anonymous tip. But that doesn’t matter.” Barnes looked around the store. “I need to see your inventory. Particularly anything behind that curtain.”

He gestured to the adult section.

Kevin’s mind raced. The adult tapes they sold were legal—verified ages, proper labeling, standard retail. But the production tapes—the ones they made—those were in Diane’s safe in the back office. If Barnes found those…

“The adult section is for customers over eighteen,” Kevin said carefully. “Everyone who rents or buys shows ID. We keep records.”

“I’ll need to see those records.”

“Of course. But Sheriff—can I ask what specifically we’re being accused of?”

Barnes’s expression softened slightly. “Look, kid. I don’t care about the legal porn. Every gas station in the county sells Playboy. But if you’re producing material here, if there’s any possibility of exploitation or—”

“We’re not exploiting anyone,” Kevin said firmly. “Everyone involved is a consenting adult. Everything is above board.”

“Then you won’t mind showing me proof.”

Diane chose that moment to return, pushing through the door with a bank deposit slip in hand. She froze when she saw Barnes.

“Tom? What’s going on?”

“Diane. I have a warrant to inspect the premises.” Barnes’s tone was apologetic. “Anonymous complaint about obscene materials.”

Diane’s face went through several emotions—shock, anger, calculation. She recovered quickly.

“I see. Well, you know we run a legal operation here, Tom. Always have.”

“I know that. But I still have to follow up.” Barnes gestured to the adult section. “Mind if I take a look?”

“Be my guest.”

Barnes moved to the curtained section, pushing it aside. Rows of VHS tapes with explicit covers stared back at him. All commercial releases, properly labeled.

He pulled one at random, checked the rating. Pulled another.

“These are all legal retail?” he asked.

“Yes,” Diane said. “Purchased through legitimate distributors. We card everyone who enters this section.”

“And the records?”

Kevin retrieved the logbook from behind the counter. Every adult rental or purchase logged—name, ID checked, date, title. Meticulous.

Barnes reviewed it. Nodded slowly.

“This looks in order.”

“Because it is in order,” Diane said, tension in her voice. “Tom, whoever filed this complaint is trying to hurt my business. We’re competing with Video King, and—”

“I know about the competition.” Barnes handed back the logbook. “But I still need to check the rest of the store. Back rooms, storage, everything.”

Fuck fuck fuck.

Kevin exchanged a glance with Diane. She gave the slightest nod.

“The back office is through here,” Kevin said, leading the way.

The office was chaos—filing cabinets, Natalie’s Commodore 64 setup, boxes of promotional materials. The safe sat in the corner, locked.

Barnes looked around. “What’s in the safe?”

“Cash receipts, important documents,” Diane said smoothly. “Would you like me to open it?”

“Please.”

Diane moved to the safe, spinning the combination. Kevin’s pulse thundered in his ears. The production tapes were in there—maybe twenty of them. All labeled. All featuring people he knew.

The safe swung open.

Diane pulled out the cash box. “Tuesday’s receipts. Bank deposit goes tomorrow.”

Barnes glanced inside the safe from his angle. Kevin couldn’t see what was visible—couldn’t tell if the tapes were in view.

“That’s fine,” Barnes said. “What’s through that door?”

He pointed to the production room.

“Storage,” Kevin said quickly. “Overstock, returns, that sort of thing.”

“Mind if I look?”

“Be my guest.”

Kevin opened the door, praying they’d cleaned up properly after yesterday. The room looked… mostly innocent. The bed was made with plain sheets. The lighting equipment could pass for inventory organization lights. The cameras were stored in cases.

Barnes stepped inside, looking around. His eyes lingered on the bed.

“This is a strange storage setup,” he said.

“Sometimes we need to rest during inventory days,” Diane said. “Fourteen-hour shifts, you know how it is.”

“Uh-huh.” Barnes opened a few boxes—actual overstock VHS tapes. “And this equipment?”

“We’ve been making promotional videos for the store,” Kevin said, which was technically true. “Customer testimonials, that sort of thing.”

Barnes didn’t look convinced. But he didn’t press further.

“I’m going to need a list of all materials produced on these premises,” he said. “Commercial and non-commercial. Within forty-eight hours.”

“Tom, that’s—” Diane started.

“Those are the terms of the warrant. Forty-eight hours. If you’re running a clean operation like you claim, it shouldn’t be a problem.”

Barnes headed for the door. Paused. “Diane, I’ve known you twelve years. I don’t want to believe you’d do anything illegal. But I have to follow up on complaints. You understand.”

“I understand someone is trying to destroy my business with false accusations,” Diane said coldly.

“Maybe. But until I can verify that, I have to treat this seriously.” Barnes tipped his hat. “Forty-eight hours. Full inventory list. Don’t make me come back with a more thorough warrant.”

He left.

The bell above the door chimed cheerfully in the aftermath.

Kevin and Diane stood frozen for a long moment.

“Vince,” Diane said finally. “It had to be Vince.”

“He can’t prove anything. The production tapes are labeled as personal recordings. We’re not distributing them commercially through the store—”

“We’re selling them under the counter to select customers. That’s still distribution.” Diane paced, hands shaking. “If Tom finds out we’re producing adult content here, even if it’s legal, the town will crucify us. Margaret Crane will have a field day.”

Natalie emerged from the bathroom where she’d been hiding. “What do we do?”

Kevin’s mind raced through options. They needed leverage. Evidence. Something to stop Vince before he destroyed everything they’d built.

“We fight back,” Kevin said slowly. “Vince filed this complaint. Which means he’s nervous. Which means we’re hurting Video King more than we thought.”

“That doesn’t help us with the sheriff,” Diane pointed out.

“No. But if we can prove Vince is harassing us—if we can show this is corporate sabotage, not a legitimate concern—Tom will back off.”

“How do we prove that?”

Kevin thought of Margaret’s petition. Of Vince gloating at the town hall meeting. Of every smug look and veiled threat.

“We need Vince to incriminate himself,” Kevin said. “Get him to admit he’s behind this. On tape.”

“He’s not stupid enough to confess.”

“He’s arrogant enough.” Kevin pulled out his notebook, mind already sketching the plan. “And arrogance makes people careless.”

Diane looked at him with something like hope. “You have an idea.”

“I have an idea. But we’ll need equipment. And we’ll need Vince to take the bait.”

“What bait?”

Kevin smiled grimly. “His pride. His need to win. His absolute certainty that we’re beneath him.”

“I don’t understand.”

“You will.” Kevin started making notes. “Natalie, I need you to find a rental shop that has hidden camera equipment. Buttonhole cameras, the kind journalists use.”

“For what?”

“For recording Vince when he comes to gloat. Which he will. He can’t resist rubbing our faces in his victory.”

Diane’s eyes widened. “You’re going to get him to confess on tape.”

“Not confess. But say enough to prove this is harassment, not legitimate concern. Then we show Tom, and this whole thing goes away.”

“That’s risky.”

“We’re out of safe options.” Kevin met her eyes. “Forty-eight hours. We either fight or we fold. Your choice.”

Diane was quiet for a long moment. Then her jaw set with determination.

“We fight.”

“Good.” Kevin turned to Natalie. “Hidden cameras. Find them. Rent them. Whatever it costs.”

“On it.” Natalie was already heading for the phone.

Diane touched Kevin’s arm. “This could backfire. If Vince is smart—”

“He won’t be. He’s too busy celebrating to be careful.” Kevin’s voice was cold with certainty. “And when he slips up, we’ll have him.”

Diane nodded slowly. “Forty-eight hours.”

“Forty-eight hours,” Kevin agreed.

The clock was ticking.



That evening, Kevin needed to clear his head.

He drove to the lakefront boardwalk, parking in the gravel lot as the sun began its descent toward the water. The wooden planks were nearly empty at this hour—just a few couples walking hand in hand, an old man fishing off the end of the pier.

Kevin leaned against the railing, watching the light turn golden-orange across the dark water. Swan pedal boats drifted lazily near the shore. Somewhere, a radio played “Take On Me” faintly.

“Thought I might find you here.”

Kevin’s jaw tightened. He didn’t turn around.

Vince Harlow stepped up beside him, leaning against the railing with practiced casualness. His cheap suit was slightly rumpled, his slicked-back hair catching the sunset light.

“Beautiful evening,” Vince said. “Perfect for reflection. For considering one’s options.”

“What do you want, Vince?”

“Just a friendly chat. Off the record.” Vince’s smile was oily. “I heard you had a visit from Sheriff Barnes today. Anonymous complaint about obscene materials.”

“Funny how that works.”

“Isn’t it?” Vince turned to face the water. “You know, I’ve always admired this boardwalk. Classic small-town charm. The kind of thing corporate chains can’t replicate.”

“Get to the point.”

“The point, Kevin, is that you’re fighting a losing battle. Video King has resources you can’t match. Lawyers you can’t afford. Connections in this town that go back decades.” Vince’s voice dropped. “And now you have forty-eight hours to produce documentation that might be… difficult to explain.”

Kevin finally turned to look at him. “You filed that complaint.”

“Allegedly.” Vince’s smile widened. “But even if I did, so what? I’m protecting this community from exploitation. From degradation. From whatever it is you’re actually producing in that back room.”

“We’re not producing anything illegal.”

“Maybe. Maybe not. But legality and reputation are different things, aren’t they?” Vince stepped closer. “How do you think Diane’s customers will react when word gets around that Sunset Video makes pornography? How do you think her daughters’ friends will treat them? This is a small town, Kevin. Rumors have teeth.”

Kevin’s fists clenched. “Is that a threat?”

“It’s an observation. A friendly warning from one businessman to another.” Vince pulled a business card from his pocket, tucking it into Kevin’s shirt pocket. “Video King is prepared to make Diane a very generous offer for the property. Below market, obviously, given the circumstances. But enough for her to start over somewhere else. Somewhere her family’s reputation isn’t destroyed.”

“She’ll never sell to you.”

“She might. When the alternative is watching everything she’s built crumble.” Vince patted Kevin’s shoulder. “Think about it. Talk to her. Forty-eight hours is a long time to make the right decision.”

He walked away, footsteps echoing on the wooden planks.

Kevin watched him go, fury and fear warring in his chest. The sun had dipped below the horizon now, painting the sky in purples and pinks.

Vince had just shown his hand. Threatened the store, threatened Diane’s family, laid out exactly what he was willing to do.

And Kevin had heard every word.

Not admissible in court. But enough to confirm what he already suspected.

Vince wasn’t just competing with Sunset Video.

He was trying to destroy them.

Kevin pulled the business card from his pocket, studied it for a moment, then tore it in half and let the pieces flutter into the lake.

Tomorrow, he’d get the hidden cameras.

And then Vince would learn what happened when you underestimated a filmmaker.


Chapter 18: Counter-Attack

The hidden camera was no bigger than a button, nestled in Kevin’s shirt pocket behind a pen.

Natalie had found a journalism student at the university willing to rent equipment for cash, no questions asked. The microphone was even smaller, clipped inside Kevin’s collar.

Everything fed to a recorder in the back office.

Now they just needed Vince to take the bait.

Kevin didn’t have to wait long.

Vince Harlow walked into Sunset Video at two p.m. on Wednesday, thirty-six hours into their forty-eight-hour deadline. His smile was all teeth, his cheap suit reeking of victory.

“Kevin,” he said, voice dripping false sympathy. “Heard you had some trouble with the sheriff.”

Kevin looked up from the register. Forced his expression neutral. “News travels fast.”

“Small town.” Vince approached the counter, straightening his fake Rolex. “Mind if we talk? Privately?”

“Back office is free.”

Perfect.

They moved to the back office. Diane was conveniently out again—another bank run. Natalie was manning the floor. Kevin closed the door.

“I’ll get right to it,” Vince said, settling into Diane’s chair without being invited. “You’re in deep shit. Anonymous complaint, sheriff investigation, inventory deadline. This could get very ugly for you.”

“We’re not doing anything illegal.”

“Maybe. Maybe not. But perception is everything.” Vince leaned back, supremely confident. “Even if you’re cleared, the damage is done. People will talk. ‘Sunset Video being investigated for obscenity.’ That’s not good for business.”

Kevin’s jaw tightened. “What do you want, Vince?”

“To help.” Vince’s smile widened. “Video King is prepared to make an offer. We buy Sunset Video at a fair price—well, discounted given the circumstances. Diane gets enough to clear her debts. You and your staff get severance packages. Everyone walks away clean.”

“And if we refuse?”

“Then the investigation continues. More complaints get filed. Maybe OSHA gets an anonymous tip about unsafe working conditions. Maybe the fire marshal hears about blocked exits. Maybe—”

“Blackmail,” Kevin interrupted. “You’re blackmailing us.”

“I’m offering a solution to your problems. Problems that won’t go away on their own.” Vince stood, smoothing his suit. “Think about it. You have until tomorrow to file that inventory list. Or you could file paperwork to sell instead.”

“Who filed the complaint?” Kevin asked. “The anonymous tip to the sheriff. That was you, wasn’t it?”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“Right. Just a coincidence that the same week we outsell you three-to-one, suddenly we’re being investigated.”

Vince’s smile turned sharp. “Competition is rough, Kevin. Sometimes businesses fail. That’s capitalism.”

“And sabotage? What’s that?”

“Smart business. Your store was already dying. I just… expedited the process.” Vince headed for the door. “Twenty-four hours. Take the deal or take your chances with the law.”

He left.

Kevin waited thirty seconds, then grabbed the recorder from its hiding spot under the desk. Rewound. Hit play.

Vince’s voice, clear as day: “I just expedited the process.”

Got him.



Kevin called Sheriff Barnes from the store phone, hands shaking with adrenaline.

“Sheriff, it’s Kevin Sullivan. I have evidence you need to see.”

Fifteen minutes later, Barnes sat in the back office listening to the recording for the third time. His expression grew darker with each replay.

“Son of a bitch,” he muttered. “Vince filed a false complaint to force a sale.”

“And threatened to file more if we don’t comply,” Kevin said. “That’s harassment. Corporate sabotage.”

Barnes stood, recording in hand. “I’m going to have a conversation with Mr. Harlow. A very direct conversation about wasting police resources and filing false reports.”

“What about our forty-eight hour deadline?”

“Consider it voided. The complaint was made in bad faith. I’ll file a report stating no violations were found.” Barnes looked at Kevin with something like respect. “You’re a smart kid. Vince underestimated you.”

“People keep doing that.”

“His mistake.” Barnes paused at the door. “For what it’s worth—I don’t care what you sell here as long as it’s legal. You card people, keep proper records, follow the law. That’s all that matters to me.”

“Thank you, Sheriff.”

Barnes left. Kevin sat alone in the office, adrenaline crashing into relief.

They’d won.



Diane returned an hour later. Kevin showed her the recording, watched her face cycle through shock, fury, and fierce pride.

“You did it,” she whispered. “You actually did it.”

“We did it.”

“No. This was you. Your idea, your execution, your victory.” Diane pulled him into a hug, unexpected and intense. “Thank you. For fighting for us. For saving this place.”

Kevin hugged her back, acutely aware of her body pressed against his. She smelled like Chanel No. 5 and desperation.

Diane pulled back, eyes shining. “We should celebrate. All of us. Tonight.”

“I have plans with Blair,” Kevin said. “But tomorrow—”

“Of course. Tomorrow.” Diane’s smile was knowing. “You’ve earned your reward.”

She left him with a look that made Kevin’s stomach flip.



Blair arrived at nine p.m., after closing. She’d been texting Kevin all day—nothing explicit, just checking in. Making sure he was okay after the stress of the investigation.

Now she stood in the production room wearing a black dress that hugged every curve, her makeup perfect, her expression unreadable.

“I heard you won,” she said.

“We won.”

“You won. Don’t be modest.” Blair approached slowly. “You stood up to corporate intimidation. Outsmarted a bully. Saved Diane’s store and everyone’s jobs.” She stopped inches from him. “That deserves a reward.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.” Blair’s hands went to his chest. “Last time, I dominated you. Took control because I needed it. Tonight—” Her eyes met his, dark and vulnerable. “Tonight I want to give it to you. Want to feel what it’s like to surrender completely.”

Kevin’s cock stirred. “You’re sure?”

“I’m terrified. Which is how I know I need this.” Blair’s voice dropped to a whisper. “Make me let go, Kevin. Please. I’m tired of being strong.”

Kevin cupped her face, kissed her gently. “Safewords still apply. Red, yellow, green. You use them if you need to.”

“I will.”

“Promise me.”

“I promise.”

“Good girl.”

Blair’s breathing hitched at the praise. Kevin filed that away—she responded to it too, just like Natalie.

“Strip,” Kevin commanded. “Everything. Then kneel.”

Blair obeyed, hands shaking as she pulled the black dress over her head. Underneath—a black lace bra, matching panties, thigh-high stockings. She removed each piece slowly, eyes fixed on Kevin.

When she was naked, pale skin luminous in the soft lighting, she knelt.

Kevin circled her, appreciating the view. Blair’s curves were spectacular—full breasts, narrow waist, the curve of her hips. Usually hidden beneath goth armor, now completely exposed.

“Beautiful,” Kevin murmured, walking a slow circle around her kneeling form. “You should always be like this. Naked. Vulnerable. Open to me.”

“Kevin—”

“Quiet. Unless I ask you a question, you don’t speak. Understood?”

Blair nodded, her dark hair falling around her pale shoulders.

“Words, Blair.”

“Yes. I understand.”

“Yes what?”

Hesitation. Then, her voice dropping to something soft and new: “Yes, Sir.”

Kevin smiled. “Fast learner. Hands behind your back.”

Blair complied, crossing her wrists behind her. Kevin retrieved soft rope from Blair’s own collection—she’d left it here after their first scene. He tied her wrists together, gentle but secure, fingers brushing her cool skin as he worked the knots.

Kevin moved to the equipment bag again. He pulled out a leather collar—simple black leather with a silver ring at the front, supple and well-made. Blair’s breath caught when she saw it, her nipples tightening visibly.

“This too,” Kevin said, holding it up. “If you want it.”

“Yes. Please. Sir.” The words tumbled out, eager.

Kevin fastened the collar around her pale throat, adjusting it until it sat snug but comfortable against her skin. The leather was soft, warm from his hands, the silver ring catching the light like a promise. Blair’s eyes fluttered closed at the sensation—the weight of it, the symbolism.

“Now stand. Face the wall.”

Blair stood on shaky legs, turning to face the wall. Kevin positioned her arms above her head, securing the rope to a hook they’d installed for exactly this purpose. The position stretched her out beautifully, emphasizing the curve of her waist, the swell of her hips, the pale globes of her ass.

One more item from the bag: a black silk blindfold. Kevin held it in front of Blair’s face.

“Trust me?”

“Yes, Sir.” No hesitation now.

He tied the blindfold around her eyes, plunging her into darkness. Blair’s breathing quickened immediately—without sight, every other sense heightened. Kevin could see goosebumps race across her skin.

Blair was fully extended now, toes barely touching the ground, body pulled taut. Collar around her throat. Blindfold over her eyes. Hands bound above her head. Completely naked and utterly vulnerable.

“Color?” Kevin asked.

“Green.”

Kevin ran his hands down her sides slowly, watching goosebumps rise in the wake of his touch. “You look perfect like this. Helpless. Bound. Mine.”

His hands cupped her breasts from behind, feeling their weight, thumbs brushing over her stiff nipples. Blair gasped, arching into his touch.

“Sensitive?”

“Yes—very—”

Kevin pinched her nipples, rolling them between thumb and forefinger. Blair whimpered, the sound echoing in the quiet room.

“You’re going to take everything I give you tonight,” Kevin said, his voice low against her ear. “Pain and pleasure. And you’re going to thank me for it. Understand?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good girl.”

Kevin’s hand slid down her stomach, over the gentle curve of her belly, between her legs. Blair was already dripping—her pussy slick and swollen against his fingers, wetness coating her inner thighs.

“Someone’s excited,” Kevin murmured, two fingers sliding easily through her soaked folds, circling her clit. “All this talk about being scared, and your pussy is dripping. You’re practically begging to be fucked.”

“I—” Blair cut herself off, remembering the no-speaking rule, biting her lip.

“You what? You like this? You need this? You need to be owned?”

“Both. Yes. Both, Sir.”

Kevin worked her clit with practiced precision, building her up slowly—circling, pressing, flicking. Blair’s hips shifted, trying to grind against his hand, trying to increase the pressure, but Kevin pulled back.

“No. You don’t control the pace. I do. Your pleasure belongs to me tonight.”

“Please—”

“Did I say you could beg?”

Blair bit her lip hard, falling silent, her whole body trembling.

Kevin continued his torment, bringing her to the edge of orgasm, then backing off just as she started to crest. Over and over. Blair was trembling violently now, sweat beading on her pale skin, her pussy so wet that obscene sounds filled the room every time he touched her.

Kevin stepped back, admiring her suffering. “You’ve been such a good girl, holding back for me. You deserve a reward.”

His palm connected with her ass—not hard, but measured, deliberate. The crack of flesh on flesh was sharp in the silence.

Blair gasped, her whole body jerking against the restraints, her pale ass rippling from the impact.

“Color?”

“Green—god—green—”

Another slap, same cheek, harder this time. Then the other cheek. Rhythmic. Controlled. Each impact left a vivid pink handprint on her pale skin.

“Count them,” Kevin commanded. “Out loud.”

“Three—four—five—” Blair’s voice broke on each number, somewhere between a moan and a sob. Her ass was flushed hot pink now, the marks overlapping, warm under Kevin’s palm when he rubbed soothingly between strikes.

“Six—seven—” She was crying now, tears soaking into the silk blindfold, streaking her mascara. But her hips pushed back, presenting her marked ass, asking for more. “Eight—”

Kevin stopped at ten. Blair’s ass was beautifully marked, vivid pink handprints standing stark against her normally pale skin. She was shaking uncontrollably, but her pussy was dripping—he could see her arousal glistening on her thighs, could smell her need.

“You want to come?” Kevin asked finally, his hand dipping between her legs, fingers sliding through her soaked folds.

“Yes—please—yes Sir—please let me come—”

“Beg properly. Show me how badly you need it.”

“Please let me come, Sir. I need it so badly. I need you. My pussy is aching. Please fuck me, please make me come, please—”

“Not yet.” Kevin moved to the equipment bag, pulling out a small wand vibrator. “But soon. First, you’re going to show me how much you can take.”

He pressed the vibrator against her swollen clit, clicking it to the lowest setting. Blair cried out, her body arching violently against the restraints.

“Don’t come,” Kevin commanded. “You don’t get to come until I’m inside you. Until my cock is buried in your dripping pussy and I decide you’ve earned it.”

“I can’t—it’s too much—I’m going to—”

“You can. You will.” Kevin increased the vibration one level, watching her thighs tremble. “Because I’m telling you to hold back. And you’ll obey me. Won’t you?”

“Yes—fuck—yes Sir—”

Kevin maintained the pressure, pressing the vibrating head directly against her clit, watching Blair’s face contort beneath the blindfold. Tears streaked her black mascara. Her whole body shook violently with the effort of holding back her orgasm, her pussy clenching around nothing, desperate to be filled.

“Color?”

“Green—fuck—green—please—”

“Perfect. Such a good girl.”

Kevin removed the vibrator. Blair sagged in relief, gasping for air, her body trembling with denied release. Kevin stripped quickly, freeing his cock—already rock hard from watching her suffer so beautifully.

“I’m going to fuck you now,” he said, pressing his cock against her soaked entrance, letting her feel his thickness. “Hard. Fast. I’m going to use your pussy like you need to be used. And when I tell you to come, you’re going to come harder than you ever have. Understood?”

“Yes Sir.”

Kevin gripped her hips and pushed inside in one hard, deep thrust, burying himself completely in one stroke.

Blair screamed—pleasure, shock, relief all mixed together as her pussy finally got what it had been begging for. He stretched her open, filled her completely, and she clenched around him desperately.

Kevin didn’t give her time to adjust. He set a brutal pace immediately, hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise, fucking her deep and fast. The sound of his hips slapping against her marked ass echoed through the room, mixing with the wet sounds of her pussy taking his cock.

Blair’s tied hands clenched and unclenched above her head, rope creaking. Her face pressed against the wall. The sounds she made were almost sobs—pleasure and surrender and release all mixed together, breaking down every wall she’d ever built.

“This is what you wanted,” Kevin growled, driving into her harder. “To be used. To be owned. To stop thinking and just feel my cock filling you.”

“Yes—yes—please—harder—”

Kevin’s hand wrapped around to find her clit again, rubbing rough, fast circles while he pounded into her. “Come for me. Now. Come on my cock like the good girl you are.”

Blair’s orgasm hit like a tidal wave. Her whole body convulsed, pussy clenching around Kevin’s cock in violent rhythmic spasms, milking him. She screamed his name—genuine, raw, completely broken open—as the pleasure ripped through her.

Kevin fucked her through it, feeling every flutter and clench of her pussy, then let his own orgasm chase hers. He thrust deep, burying himself completely, and came hard inside her—his cock pulsing, pumping thick ropes of cum deep into her spasming pussy while his vision whited out.

“Fuck—take it all—” he groaned, grinding against her marked ass as he emptied himself inside her.

They stayed locked together, both shaking.

Carefully, Kevin withdrew. He removed the blindfold first—Blair blinked at the light, mascara streaked down her cheeks. Then the collar, setting it aside gently. Finally, he untied her wrists, rubbing them to restore circulation. Caught her when her legs gave out.

He carried her to the bed, laying her down gently. Blair curled into a ball, crying openly now.

Kevin held her, stroking her hair. “You okay?”

Blair nodded against his chest. “I just—I needed—”

“I know.”

“I’m always so strong. Always in control. Always the one taking care of myself because no one else will.” Blair’s voice broke. “But with you—I can let go. I can trust you to catch me.”

“Always,” Kevin promised. “I’ll always catch you.”

Blair cried harder, but this time it was relief. Catharsis. The armor finally coming all the way off.

Kevin held her until the tears stopped, until her breathing evened out, until she fell asleep in his arms.

The cameras had captured everything.

But this—the aftermath, the intimacy, the trust—this was just for them.


Chapter 19: Confession

Tessa called on Friday evening. Her voice was quiet, uncertain.

“Can you meet me at the lake? I’ve been thinking. About everything.”

Kevin found her sitting on a bench overlooking the water, watching the sunset paint the sky in oranges and purples. She wore the yellow sundress from the roller rink, her dirty-blonde hair down around her shoulders.

Not the tomboy he’d known. The woman she was becoming.

Kevin sat beside her. Waited.

“I’ve been avoiding you,” Tessa said finally. “After the fight at the store. After the kiss. I told myself I needed time to think, but really I was just scared.”

“Of what?”

“Of wanting you this badly. Of what it means to let you see me.” Tessa turned to face him. “I’ve spent my whole life hiding behind being ‘one of the guys.’ Skateboarding, sports, pretending I didn’t care about dresses or makeup or any of that girly shit.”

A swan boat drifted past, a couple inside laughing at something.

“But I did care,” Tessa continued. “I cared so much it hurt. I watched other girls be effortlessly feminine while I fell off skateboards and punched things and tried to prove I was tough enough not to need anyone.” Her voice cracked. “Especially you.”

“Tessa—”

“Let me finish. Please.” She took a shaking breath. “I left town because I couldn’t stand being around you anymore. Couldn’t stand wanting you and thinking I’d never be what you needed. So I ran. Tried to be someone else. Tried to find someone else.”

“And?”

“And I failed. Three years of trying to forget you, and here I am. Back in this town, wearing a dress I hate, trying to be something I’m not sure I even know how to be.”

Kevin reached for her hand. “The dress looks good on you.”

“I know. That’s the problem.” Tessa laughed bitterly. “I spent three years thinking I needed to become someone else to deserve you. Then I come back and find out you’re filming porn with Jessica and Katie and Blair, and I realize—” She cut herself off.

“Realize what?”

“That they’re all being exactly who they are. Jessica’s confident and glamorous. Katie’s bubbly and exhibitionist. Blair’s intense and hidden. And you see them. You appreciate them for being themselves, not for pretending to be something they’re not.”

Tessa squeezed his hand. “I don’t want to pretend anymore. I’m tired of it. I want to be both—the girl who can outskate you AND the girl who likes wearing dresses. The friend who knew you first AND the woman who wants you now. I want all of it. I want you to see all of me.”

Kevin pulled her closer. “I’ve always seen you, Tess. All of you. The tough parts and the soft parts. The skateboard scars and the way you cried at the end of E.T.”

“I did not cry at E.T.”

“You absolutely did.”

Tessa laughed through tears. “Okay, maybe a little. But that’s not the point.”

“The point is, I’ve wanted you exactly as you are since we were sixteen. Tomboy, dress-wearer, all of it.” Kevin cupped her face. “You never had to change for me.”

“But I needed to change for me. I needed to learn how to be vulnerable. How to ask for what I want instead of hiding behind jokes and punches.” Tessa’s green eyes locked on his. “I want you, Kevin. I’ve wanted you for three years. And I’m done being too scared to say it.”

Kevin kissed her. Soft, gentle, everything their angry kiss at the store wasn’t.

Tessa melted into him, hands finding his hair, pulling him closer.

When they broke apart, both breathing hard, Kevin rested his forehead against hers.

“Come home with me,” he said. “Not the store. Not the production room. My place. Just us.”

“Okay.”



Kevin’s apartment was small—one bedroom above the hardware store. Sloped ceiling, creaky fan, posters of Repo Man and Blade Runner on the walls. The bed was unmade, but clean.

Tessa stood in the center of the room, suddenly nervous.

“We don’t have to—” Kevin started.

“I want to. I’m just—” Tessa laughed shakily. “I’ve imagined this so many times. And now it’s real and I don’t know what to do with my hands.”

“Come here.”

Kevin sat on the edge of the bed, pulling Tessa to stand between his knees. He looked up at her, hands finding her waist.

“We go slow,” he said. “Whatever feels right. Whatever you need. Okay?”

“Okay.”

Kevin’s hands slid to the zipper of her sundress. “Can I?”

Tessa nodded, her green eyes locked on his.

He unzipped slowly, the sound loud in the quiet room, pushing the yellow fabric off her sun-kissed shoulders. The dress pooled at her feet like melted butter.

Underneath, Tessa wore simple cotton underwear—white bra, matching panties. Nothing fancy, nothing performative. But on her body, with her tan lines creating a map of summers spent outdoors, her athletic build from years of skateboarding, she looked absolutely perfect. Real. Unpolished in the best way.

“Christ, Tessa.” Kevin’s hands traced her sides, feeling the muscle definition beneath soft skin, the gentle flare of her hips. “You’re so fucking beautiful.”

“I’m not—”

“You are.” Kevin pulled her down onto his lap, her thighs spreading to straddle him. “Every skateboard scar, every freckle across your nose, every hard line of muscle and soft curve of breast. All of it. You’re gorgeous.”

Tessa kissed him, desperate and needy, her tongue pushing into his mouth. Kevin’s hands found the clasp of her bra, unfastening it with fingers that trembled slightly. Tessa pulled back just long enough to let him remove it completely, tossing it aside.

Her breasts were perfect—B-cups, firm and perky, with pale triangles where her bikini had blocked the sun. Her nipples were a dusky rose color, already hardening in the air. Kevin’s mouth found one, sucking gently, tasting her skin.

Tessa gasped, arching into him, hands gripping his shoulders. “Kevin—fuck—”

“Tell me what you want.”

“Everything. I want everything. I want you.”

Kevin stood, lifting her with him—she was light, athletic—and carried her to the bed. Laid her down gently on the unmade sheets, taking his time to strip off his own clothes while she watched. His t-shirt first. Then his jeans. Tessa’s eyes tracked every movement, every inch of revealed skin, widening when he pushed down his boxers.

When he was naked, cock hard and jutting toward her, already leaking precum, he knelt between her legs.

“Can I take these off?” He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her panties. “Let me see all of you.”

“Yes. Please. I want you to see me.”

Kevin slid them down slowly, revealing her completely. A trimmed thatch of dirty-blonde curls, and beneath them—glistening pink flesh. Tessa was already wet, her pussy visibly aroused, lips slightly parted, slick with need.

Kevin kissed her ankle. Her calf, feeling the muscle there. Her inner thigh, nosing into the warmth. Getting closer. He could smell her—musky and clean and intoxicating.

“Kevin—I’ve never—no one’s ever done that to me—”

“I know. I’ll be gentle. I want to taste you so badly, Tess. Let me make you feel good.”

Kevin’s mouth found her pussy, tongue licking a slow, broad stripe from her wet entrance up to her clit. Tessa cried out, hips jerking off the bed.

“Fuck—oh fuck—your mouth—”

Kevin worked her slowly, learning her body, discovering what made her gasp (broad strokes across her clit), what made her moan (circling around but not quite touching), what made her grab his hair (direct pressure, steady rhythm). He found her clit, swollen and sensitive, circling it with the tip of his tongue. Tessa’s hands fisted in his hair, holding him in place.

“Don’t stop—please don’t stop—it feels so good—”

Kevin slid one finger inside her, feeling her tight walls grip him, then added a second, crooking them upward to find that spongy spot just behind her pubic bone—her G-spot. Tessa’s whole body tensed like she’d been shocked.

“That—right there—Kevin, what is that—I’ve never—”

He maintained firm pressure on that spot, fingertips rubbing in steady come-hither motions while his tongue kept working her clit in wet circles. Tessa’s breathing became ragged, her thighs trembling on either side of his head, muscles tensing under her skin.

“Something’s happening—I’m going to—I think I’m going to—it feels different—”

“Come for me, Tess. Let go completely. I’ve got you.”

Tessa’s orgasm hit hard. And then—

Liquid gushed from her pussy in a hot rush, soaking Kevin’s hand, his chin, the sheets beneath them. Not a little—a flood. Tessa screamed, her body convulsing, back arching completely off the bed as she squirted.

Kevin kept his fingers buried inside her, pressing that spot, coaxing more from her while she thrashed. Fluid kept pulsing from her, soaking everything, her thighs shaking, her cries raw and shocked.

Finally, the pulses subsided. Kevin withdrew his fingers gently, his hand dripping, and looked up at Tessa.

She lay there panting, face crimson with mortification, hands covering her face. “Oh my god. Oh my god, I’m so sorry—I didn’t—that’s never happened before—I don’t know what—I just peed, didn’t I? Oh god, I’m so—”

“Stop.” Kevin moved up the bed, gently pulling her hands away from her face, kissing her deeply so she could taste herself on his lips. “Don’t apologize. That wasn’t pee.”

“But I—I just—all over you—all over the bed—”

“Do you have any idea how hot that was?”

Tessa looked at him with wide, confused eyes. “What?”

“You squirted. You just squirted all over me and it was the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever experienced in my life.” Kevin kissed her again, hard. “You came so hard your body couldn’t contain it. Your G-spot released, and you gushed. That’s not something to be sorry about, Tess. That’s a fucking gift.”

“I’ve never done that before. I didn’t even know I could. I’ve read about it but I thought it was fake or rare or—”

“Well, now you know you can.” Kevin grinned, wiping his chin with the back of his hand. “And I want to see it again.”

“Again?” Tessa’s voice cracked.

“Again. And again. Now that I know you can, I’m going to make you squirt every time I touch you. That’s your thing. That’s what your body does when you really let go.”

Tessa’s face was still flushed, but now her expression was shifting from embarrassment to something else—arousal, curiosity, wonder. “Every time?”

“Every single time.” Kevin positioned himself over her, his hard cock pressing against her soaked entrance. “Starting right now. I’m going to fuck you and make you squirt on my cock.”

He pushed inside slowly, inch by inch, giving her time to adjust to the stretch. Tessa was tight—god, so tight—slick from her squirting, her walls gripping him like a wet silk fist. She wrapped her legs around his waist, heels digging into his ass, pulling him deeper until he bottomed out.

“Fuck—you feel amazing,” Kevin groaned, fully seated inside her. “So tight. So wet.”

“So do you. God, Kevin, you feel so good inside me. I’ve wanted this—wanted you—for so long.”

Kevin established a slow, deep rhythm, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in. This wasn’t fucking—this was making love. Every thrust deliberate, every movement about connection rather than release. He wanted to feel every flutter of her pussy, every clench, every shudder.

Tessa’s hands traced his back, his shoulders, his face, touching him like she couldn’t believe he was real. “I’ve imagined this so many times.”

“Me too. Every time we hung out when we were teenagers. Every night since you came back.”

Kevin found that spot inside her again, angling his hips to hit her G-spot with every stroke. Tessa’s breathing quickened immediately, her eyes going wide.

“That feeling again—oh god—I think I’m going to—already—”

“Let it happen. Don’t hold back.” Kevin’s thumb found her clit, still swollen and sensitive, rubbing slick circles. “I want to feel you squirt on my cock. Want to feel it gush out around me.”

“Kevin—I can’t—it’s too much—too intense—”

“You can. You will.” Kevin increased his pace, driving deeper, hitting that spot over and over. “Come for me, Tess. Soak me. Soak the bed. Show me what I do to you.”

Tessa’s second orgasm built terrifyingly fast. Kevin felt her pussy clenching around his cock in warning spasms, felt her whole body tensing beneath him.

“That’s it—good girl—let it go—let it all out—”

Tessa came with a wail, and again liquid gushed from her pussy—around his cock, flooding out of her, splashing against his pelvis and thighs. Kevin felt it coat him, hot and slick, heard it splash onto the already-soaked sheets in a rhythmic pulse. The sensation of her squirting around his cock while her pussy clenched him was overwhelming.

“Fuck—you’re squirting—so much—god, Tess—”

His own orgasm followed immediately, triggered by the incredible sensation. Kevin thrust deep, burying himself completely, and came hard—his cock pulsing, pumping thick ropes of cum deep inside her while she was still gushing around him, their fluids mixing in a wet, perfect mess.

They collapsed together, both trembling and soaked.

“Holy shit,” Tessa gasped. “I did it again.”

“You did. It was perfect.”

Tessa looked at the wet sheets, at Kevin’s soaked body, at the mess they’d made. Then she started laughing.

“What?” Kevin asked.

“Your sheets are ruined.”

“Worth it.”

“We’re both covered in—”

“I don’t care.” Kevin kissed her forehead. “That was the most amazing sex I’ve ever had.”

“Really?”

“Really. You squirting—Tess, that’s you losing control. Completely. Genuinely. You can’t fake that. Can’t perform it. That’s pure, real pleasure.” Kevin met her eyes. “And knowing I can give that to you? That’s everything.”

Tessa’s eyes filled with tears. “I thought there was something wrong with me. I’ve read about squirting but I didn’t know I could, and now I did and I thought you’d be grossed out—”

“Never. That’s your signature. Your power.” Kevin stroked her hair. “And if you ever want to share it on camera—to show people how real pleasure looks—I’ll help you. But only if you want to.”

Tessa was quiet for a long moment. “I think I might. Want to, I mean. If it’s with you.”

“Then we’ll do it. Together.”

“Kevin?”

“Yeah?”

“This whole time, I’ve been trying to figure out how to be feminine. How to be what you needed. But lying here—soaked and messy and completely exposed—this is the most feminine I’ve ever felt. Because I’m finally being real.”

Kevin pulled her closer. “That’s all I ever wanted. The real you.”

They lay in the wet sheets, neither caring about the mess. Tessa’s breathing evened out. She was almost asleep when she murmured:

“Next time, I’m bringing towels.”

Kevin laughed. “Good idea.”

“And Kevin?”

“Yeah?”

“I’m not done discovering what my body can do with you.”

“Neither am I.”

Tessa fell asleep in his arms, smiling.

Kevin stayed awake, holding her, thinking about the woman she was becoming.

The real her.

All of her.

And how lucky he was to be the one she trusted enough to reveal it to.


Chapter 20: Specialty

Natalie had been preparing for a week.

Kevin knew because he’d seen the items discreetly added to her bag—different sized plugs in graduated sizes, premium silicone-based lube, books on anatomy and technique. She’d approached this like everything else: with methodical research and determination.

On Monday evening, after closing, she found Kevin in the production room organizing tapes.

“I’m ready,” she said simply.

Kevin looked up. Natalie stood in the doorway wearing an oversized sweater and high-waisted jeans, her dark hair pulled back in a ponytail. She adjusted her glasses nervously, but her voice was steady.

“Ready for…?”

“For everything. For the full experience. For what I showed you in my notebook.” Natalie moved into the room, closing the door behind her. “I’ve been training. Practicing. I can take the largest plug comfortably now. I’m ready for you.”

Kevin set down the tape he’d been labeling. “This doesn’t need to be rushed. We can take more time—”

“I don’t want more time. I want this. With you. Tonight.” Natalie’s cheeks flushed, but she held his gaze. “Unless you don’t want to.”

“I want to. I just need to know you’re absolutely sure.”

“I’m sure.” Natalie approached him, reaching into her bag. She pulled out a small bottle of lube and set it on the equipment table. “I’ve thought about this every night since you first touched me there. I’ve imagined what it would feel like, how I’d react, how you’d look at me after. And every single fantasy ends the same way—with me finally experiencing what I’ve wanted for so long.”

Kevin pulled her into his arms. “Then we’ll go slow. Make it good for you. Make it everything you imagined.”

“Promise?”

“Promise.”

Natalie kissed him, tentative at first, then with growing confidence. Her hands found his chest, fingers splaying over his ringer tee.

“Are we filming?” she asked against his mouth.

“Not tonight. Tonight is just for us. For you.” Kevin broke the kiss, looking into her dark eyes. “But if you want to film it later—your specialty, your signature content—we can.”

“I’d like that. Eventually.” Natalie’s breathing quickened. “But right now, I just want to feel it. Really feel it. Without performing.”

“Then let’s focus on that.”

Kevin led her to the bed, taking his time to undress her. The oversized sweater came off first, revealing a simple white camisole underneath. Then the jeans, sliding down to expose her spectacular curves.

Natalie wore matching cotton underwear—practical, unsexy by design. But on her body, with those thick thighs and that incredible ass, she looked devastating.

“Turn around,” Kevin said softly, his voice thick. “Let me see you.”

Natalie turned slowly, presenting her back to him. Even in the dim light, she was stunning—the elegant curve of her spine leading down to the spectacular swell of her ass. Kevin’s hands traced that curve reverently, then palmed both cheeks, squeezing firmly, feeling the softness give beneath his fingers.

“This is what I’ve been thinking about,” Kevin admitted, his cock hardening as he kneaded her flesh. “Since the first time I saw you bent over reaching for a tape. This ass. It’s fucking perfect, Natalie.”

“It’s too big—my hips are too wide—”

“It’s perfect,” Kevin repeated firmly, spreading her cheeks to get a glimpse of what lay between. “And I’m going to worship every inch of it before I fuck it.”

He guided Natalie onto the bed, positioning her on her hands and knees. Slowly, reverently, he pulled down her panties, revealing bare skin—pale, smooth, her ass round and full, her pussy visibly wet and glistening between her thighs.

Natalie’s breathing was already ragged, her back rising and falling. “Kevin—”

“Relax. We’re not rushing anything.” Kevin retrieved the lube, warming it between his hands. “Have you been wearing a plug today?”

“Yes. The medium size. Since this morning. It’s been… I’ve been thinking about this all day.”

“Good girl. That’ll make this easier.” Kevin’s lubricated finger circled her asshole, feeling the slight looseness from the plug, the residual lube already there. Her hole twitched at his touch. “I’m going to remove it now.”

Carefully, gently, Kevin found the base of the plug and eased it out of her ass. It emerged with a soft pop, leaving her hole slightly open, winking at him. Natalie gasped, her body adjusting to the sudden emptiness.

“How do you feel?” Kevin asked, tracing his finger around her loosened rim.

“Empty. Ready. Nervous. I want you inside me.”

“All normal.” Kevin set the plug aside, applying fresh lube to his fingers—lots of it, dripping down her crack. “I’m going to prep you again. Make sure you’re completely ready for my cock. Tell me if anything hurts.”

He worked her with one finger first, sliding easily into her pre-stretched hole. Natalie moaned, pushing back against him. He added a second finger, feeling her relax around the intrusion. Her forehead pressed against the sheets, her hands fisting in the burgundy fabric.

“You’re doing so well,” Kevin murmured, scissoring his fingers gently, stretching her more. “Taking my fingers so perfectly. Your ass is going to feel so good around my cock. Your body was made for this.”

“Please—I need more—I need the real thing—”

“Not yet. We’re not rushing this.” Kevin added a third finger, the stretch significant now. Natalie whimpered, her asshole gripping his fingers tightly. “Color?”

“Green—fuck—so green—please Kevin—”

Kevin maintained the steady rhythm, working her open gradually, pumping three fingers in and out of her loosening hole. He added more lube—always more lube—watching it drip and coat her. After several minutes, when she was relaxed and pliant and pushing back onto his hand eagerly, he withdrew his fingers.

Her ass gaped slightly, the rim loosened and ready, pink and perfect.

“Ready for the real thing?” he asked, stroking his rock-hard cock.

“Yes. God, yes. Please. I’ve been dreaming about this. Please fuck my ass.”

Kevin stripped the rest of the way quickly, his cock aching with need. He applied lube generously to his shaft, fisting himself to spread the slickness, making sure every inch was glistening.

“Stay in this position,” Kevin instructed. “But reach back and spread yourself for me. I want you to present your ass. Show me where you want my cock.”

Natalie’s hands moved to her ass cheeks, pulling them apart, exposing herself completely. Her loosened hole flexed, waiting. The vulnerability of the position made her tremble, but she held herself open for him.

“Perfect. You look so fucking perfect like this. Your ass spread open, begging for my cock.” Kevin positioned the head of his cock against her entrance, pressing gently. “Now breathe. Slow and deep. Push out against me. Let me in.”

He pushed forward incrementally. The tight ring of muscle resisted briefly, then yielded, stretching around his cockhead. The head popped inside her ass.

Natalie cried out, high and sharp. “Oh—oh fuck—it’s so much bigger than the plug—”

“Breathe through it. You can take it. You were made to take it.” Kevin held completely still, just his head inside her gripping heat, letting her adjust to the stretch. “Tell me when you’re ready for more.”

Several deep breaths passed. Her asshole slowly relaxed around the intrusion. Then: “More. Give me more. I want all of you.”

Kevin pushed deeper, inch by careful inch. Natalie’s asshole gripped him impossibly tight—tighter than any pussy, a ring of pressure around his shaft. The sensation was overwhelming, her inner walls rippling around him.

“You’re taking it so well,” Kevin praised, feeding her more of his cock. “Every inch. So tight around me. Your ass was made for my cock.”

“Can’t—it’s so deep—I can feel you so deep—”

“You can. You are.” Kevin bottomed out, his pelvis pressing against her ass, every inch of his cock buried inside her. “There. All of it. You’re taking all of me. Every inch of my cock is inside your ass.”

Natalie was shaking, her whole body taut like a bowstring. “I feel so full. Fuller than anything. Can’t think. Can’t—”

“Don’t think. Just feel.” Kevin pulled back slowly—the drag of her tight ring along his shaft made him groan—then pushed in again. Slow, shallow strokes, letting her feel every inch. “Feel how your body opens for me. How your ass stretches around my cock. You were made to be fucked like this.”

He established a gentle rhythm, each thrust deliberate and measured. Natalie’s sounds shifted from discomfort to something else—pleasure mixed with overwhelm, little gasping moans every time he pushed deep.

“Touch yourself,” Kevin commanded, picking up the pace slightly. “Your clit. Your pussy. I want you to come with my cock in your ass. I want to feel your orgasm from inside here.”

Natalie’s hand moved between her legs. Kevin felt the change immediately—her whole body responding, her ass clenching around him, tension building.

“That’s it. Good girl. Such a good girl for me. Feel how full you are while you rub your clit. Let it push you over the edge.”

“Kevin—I’m going to—I think I’m—oh god—”

“Come for me. Come with my cock buried in your ass. Show me how much you love this. Show me you were made for anal.”

Natalie’s orgasm hit hard, devastating. Kevin felt her asshole clamp down around his cock in rhythmic spasms, squeezing him so tight it was almost painful. Her whole body convulsed, her hand working frantically between her legs. She sobbed into the sheets, overwhelmed by the intensity of coming with something inside her ass.

“Fuck—I can feel you coming—” Kevin groaned.

His own control snapped. He thrust deeper, faster, chasing his release, fucking her ass harder now. Natalie cried out with each deep stroke, pushing back to meet him, wanting more.

“Fill me up—want to feel it—want to feel you come inside my ass—”

When his orgasm hit, Kevin buried himself completely and came hard—his cock pulsing, spurting thick ropes of cum deep inside her ass. The tightness milked every drop from him as he groaned through the most intense orgasm of his life.

“Fuck—taking it all—feel me filling your ass—”

They collapsed together, Kevin pulling out carefully. Natalie curled into a ball, trembling.

Kevin grabbed tissues, cleaning them both gently before pulling her into his arms.

“You okay?” he asked.

Natalie nodded against his chest. “That was… I can’t… there aren’t words.”

“Good words or bad words?”

“Good. Incredible. Perfect.” Natalie looked up at him, eyes shining behind her glasses. “Everything I imagined and more. The fullness, the intensity, the complete surrender—” She laughed shakily. “I actually came from it. I didn’t know if I could, but I did.”

“You were perfect. Took everything I gave you.”

“I want to do it again. Soon. And I want to film it.” Natalie’s expression grew determined. “I want people to see that this can be beautiful. Intimate. Not just a taboo thing, but something real and vulnerable and—”

“Your specialty,” Kevin finished.

“My specialty.” Natalie smiled. “The girl with the glasses and the incredible ass who loves anal. That’s my brand.”

Kevin laughed. “If you’re comfortable with that.”

“I am. Because it’s true. It’s who I am.” Natalie kissed him softly. “Thank you. For seeing what I needed. For not judging. For making it perfect.”

“Always.”

They lay together, Natalie’s body still trembling slightly. After a while, she spoke again.

“Kevin?”

“Yeah?”

“When we do film it—I want to look directly at the camera when I come. I want people to see my face. See that this is real pleasure, not performance.”

“We’ll make sure they see it.”

“Good.” Natalie settled against him. “Now I need to rest. Because I have a feeling you’re going to want to do that again soon.”

“Absolutely.”

“Thought so.”

Natalie fell asleep smiling, completely satisfied.

Kevin held her, thinking about how far she’d come from the shy girl who couldn’t meet his eyes.

Now she wanted to stare directly into a camera while experiencing her deepest fantasy.

That was growth.

And he was proud to be part of it.


Chapter 21: Movie Night

Kevin had borrowed the big TV from the horror section display, positioning it in the back room where they could watch in relative privacy. Popcorn sat in bowls on the floor. The lights were dimmed.

9½ Weeks played on the screen—Kevin’s choice for “research purposes.”

The real purpose was simpler: bonding. Getting everyone comfortable with each other outside the pressure of production. Building the dynamics that would make future group scenes work.

Jessica arrived first, carrying wine in a paper bag. “Research requires proper hydration,” she said, producing plastic cups.

Katie bounced in wearing her usual micro-shorts and crop top, settling onto the floor with a bowl of popcorn. “I’ve seen this one. The fridge scene is hot.”

Blair arrived in black as always, dropping onto the opposite side of the room with deliberate distance. Natalie came next, adjusting her glasses nervously.

And Tessa walked in last, wearing jeans and a tank top—tomboy presentation, but her hair was down. A compromise between her old self and her new one.

Kevin sat against the wall, watching them arrange themselves. The tension in the room was palpable.

“So,” Jessica said, pouring wine. “We’re watching soft-core erotica together like this is normal.”

“Is it not normal for us?” Katie asked.

“Fair point.”

The movie started. The opening scenes were relatively tame—establishment of characters, building tension. The group watched with varying levels of attention.

Then the first sex scene began. Kim Basinger and Mickey Rourke, explicit and artistic.

Katie shifted, crossing and uncrossing her legs. Blair’s eyes were fixed on the screen with laser focus. Natalie’s breathing quickened. Jessica sipped her wine slowly, expression unreadable.

Tessa glanced at Kevin, then away, cheeks flushing.

“This is weird,” Blair said suddenly. “Watching porn together.”

“It’s not porn,” Jessica corrected. “It’s erotic cinema.”

“What’s the difference?”

“Lighting,” Kevin said. Everyone turned to look at him. “And pacing. Porn is about the acts. Erotic cinema is about the anticipation, the tension, the story wrapped around the sex.”

“Is that what we make?” Natalie asked quietly. “Porn or erotic cinema?”

“Both, depending on the scene.” Kevin gestured at the screen. “Some of our content is pure performance—Katie’s exhibitionist work, the straightforward couples scenes. But some of it—the emotional stuff, the vulnerable moments—that’s something more.”

“Like what?” Tessa asked.

Kevin met her eyes. “Like when someone discovers something about themselves. When the camera captures real transformation.”

Tessa’s hand found his across the space between them.

The movie continued. The fridge scene Katie had mentioned approached—ice cubes, sensory play, slow building arousal.

Katie made a sound. “I want to try that.”

“The ice?” Jessica asked.

“The control. The way he’s just… giving her sensations. Making her feel without letting her see what’s coming next.” Katie’s voice was breathless. “That’s hot.”

“That’s domination,” Blair said. “Sensory control.”

“Can we try it? On camera, I mean. Kevin directing, one of you—” Katie gestured at Jessica, “—doing to me what he’s doing to her?”

“Ambitious,” Jessica said. “But doable.”

The conversation shifted to technique, to scene ideas, to what they could film together.

Movement in Kevin’s peripheral vision. He turned slightly.

Diane stood in the doorway, watching.

How long had she been there?

She was still in her work clothes—silk blouse, pencil skirt, the shoulder pads of 80s professional femininity. But her hair was down, falling in soft chestnut waves around her face. A wine glass trembled slightly in her hand.

Kevin watched her watching them. Her daughters, sprawled on the floor discussing explicit content. Jessica, elegant and knowing. Natalie, shy but present. Tessa, comfortable and glowing.

And him. At the center of it all.

Diane’s expression was complex—layers of emotion Kevin couldn’t fully read. Concern, yes. The maternal protectiveness that came naturally to her. But beneath that…

Her cheeks were flushed. Not from the wine—the glass was still nearly full. Her breathing had quickened, chest rising and falling beneath the silk. Her free hand had moved to her throat, fingers pressing against her pulse point.

She was aroused.

The realization hit Kevin like a physical blow. Diane Prescott, responsible mother and store owner, was standing in the doorway watching her daughters discuss sex acts with the man she employed—and she was turned on.

Their eyes met. Held.

In that moment, something unspoken passed between them. An acknowledgment of what couldn’t be said aloud. A recognition of desire that couldn’t be acted upon.

Diane’s lips parted. Her hand tightened on the wine glass.

Then the mask slammed down. She straightened, composing herself with visible effort.

“Just checking that everything’s… appropriate,” she said, voice slightly unsteady. “I’ll be in my office if anyone needs me.”

She retreated before anyone could respond. But Kevin caught the last glimpse of her face before she turned away.

She wasn’t horrified.

She was flushed. Conflicted. Wanting.

That was a problem for later. A very serious problem.

The movie played on. More explicit scenes. Mickey Rourke blindfolding Kim Basinger, feeding her different foods. The intimate vulnerability of it.

“I love this,” Tessa said softly. “The trust it takes to surrender like that.”

“You like the idea of being blindfolded?” Kevin asked.

Tessa nodded, not looking away from the screen. “Being made to feel instead of think. Just… existing in sensation.”

“We could try that,” Kevin said. “If you want.”

“I want.”

Blair shifted position, moving slightly closer to the group. “The thing about BDSM that people don’t understand is the intimacy. Power exchange requires absolute trust. That scene—” She gestured at the screen, “—that’s intimate. Real. Not just kinky for the sake of being kinky.”

“You sound experienced,” Jessica observed.

“I’ve done research.” Blair’s lips curved. “And some practice.”

“With Kevin,” Katie said. Not a question.

“With Kevin.”

The acknowledgment hung in the air. They all knew what each of them had done with Kevin—separately, privately. But saying it aloud was different.

“We all have,” Natalie said quietly. “Practiced. With Kevin. That’s why we’re here, isn’t it? Because we’re building something together.”

“What are we building?” Tessa asked.

Jessica answered. “A family. Unconventional as hell, but a family.”

Kevin watched them process that. Katie’s eager agreement. Blair’s guarded acceptance. Natalie’s thoughtful consideration. Tessa’s hand tightening around his.

“I’m okay with that,” Katie said finally. “With all of us being… whatever this is.”

“Me too,” Natalie added.

Blair shrugged. “I’ve never been conventional anyway.”

Tessa looked at Kevin. “Is this what you want? All of us?”

Kevin chose his words carefully. “I care about each of you. Differently, but genuinely. If that makes me selfish—”

“It makes you honest,” Jessica interrupted. “And we’re all choosing this. Choosing you. Choosing each other.” She refilled her wine. “So let’s stop pretending we’re just coworkers who occasionally fuck on camera. We’re more than that.”

“What do we call it, then?” Katie asked. “If we’re not just coworkers?”

“Whatever we want,” Blair said. “Labels are bullshit anyway.”

The movie reached its climax—literally and figuratively. Kim Basinger’s character having a breakdown and breakthrough simultaneously.

The screen went dark. The group sat in silence.

Then Jessica stood, moving to Kevin’s side. She settled beside him, hand on his thigh. “I think we should explore the group dynamic. On camera and off.”

Katie crawled over, positioning herself on Kevin’s other side. “I want that. Want all of us working together.”

Tessa didn’t move from Kevin’s hand, but she didn’t pull away either. Blair shifted closer, not quite joining but no longer distant.

Natalie was the last to move, settling near Kevin’s feet, looking up at him through her glasses.

“This is happening,” Kevin said, not quite believing it. “All of you. Actually agreeing to this.”

“We already agreed to it individually,” Jessica pointed out. “We’re just making it explicit now.”

“And what happens when—”

“When what? When we get jealous? When we fight? When the real world pushes back?” Jessica’s smile was knowing. “We figure it out. Together.”

Katie’s hand slid up Kevin’s thigh. “Can we practice? The group dynamic? Right now?”

“Katie—”

“Not full sex. Just… touching. Seeing how it feels to share.” Katie looked at the others. “Is that okay? With everyone?”

Jessica nodded. Blair shrugged permission. Natalie’s eyes were dark with interest. Tessa’s grip on Kevin’s hand tightened, but she didn’t object.

“Okay,” Kevin said. “But we set boundaries. Everyone speaks up if something doesn’t feel right.”

Jessica leaned in, kissing Kevin slowly. Katie’s hand continued its exploration, cupping him through his jeans. On his other side, Tessa watched, breathing quickening.

Blair moved to Jessica, fingers finding her platinum hair. “May I?”

“Please,” Jessica breathed.

Blair kissed her—hard, intense, claiming. Jessica responded with equal intensity.

Katie turned her attention to Kevin, hands working his belt. Kevin stopped her gently. “Not all the way. Not tonight. This is about connection, not performance.”

“But I want—”

“I know. Soon.” Kevin pulled her up to kiss her, sweet and thorough. “But right now, we’re learning how this works. How to share without competing. How to be present with each other.”

Natalie moved closer, emboldened by the others. Her hand found Kevin’s free hand, intertwining fingers.

Tessa leaned into Kevin’s shoulder, watching Jessica and Blair kiss with fascination. “They’re beautiful together.”

“They are.”

The dynamic shifted, flowing. Katie kissed Natalie experimentally. Natalie responded tentatively, then with growing confidence. Jessica broke from Blair to pull Kevin into a kiss, deep and possessive. Blair’s hand found Tessa’s hair.

It was a tangle of touches, kisses, connection—intimate without being consummate. Exploration without destination.

After what felt like hours but was probably twenty minutes, they disentangled. Everyone breathing hard, flushed, wanting more but understanding why they’d stopped.

“That was…” Katie searched for words.

“A good start,” Jessica finished. “A very good start.”

Blair stood, composing herself. “I should go. Before this turns into something I’m not ready for tonight.”

“Me too,” Natalie said quickly. “I need to… process.”

They gathered their things, exchanging glances that promised future possibilities. Katie lingered longest, kissing Kevin one more time before bouncing out.

Jessica and Tessa remained.

“You two need to talk,” Jessica said knowingly. “I’ll let myself out.”

She left, leaving Kevin and Tessa alone.

“That was intense,” Tessa said.

“Yeah.”

“I thought I’d be more jealous. Watching you with them. But I wasn’t. I was…” She trailed off.

“What?”

“Turned on. By the whole dynamic. By how you made each of them feel seen and desired. By how they responded to you.” Tessa turned to face him. “I want to be part of this. Part of your whole world. Not just the private moments, but the public ones too.”

“You mean filming?”

“I mean filming. But the real stuff. The ‘girlfriend experience’ or whatever. The tender, emotional, authentic content.” Tessa’s cheeks flushed. “And maybe… showing people what my body can do. The squirting. The loss of control. Making that my signature like Natalie has anal and Blair has BDSM.”

Kevin pulled her into his lap. “You’re sure?”

“I’m sure. I’ve spent three years running from who I am. I’m done running.”

Kevin kissed her. “Then we’ll film you. Your transformation. Your discovery. All of it.”

“When?”

“Soon. Very soon.”

Tessa smiled against his mouth. “Good. Because I’m ready to show the whole world what you do to me.”

They stayed like that, holding each other, the promise of what came next hanging between them.

Somewhere in the store, Kevin heard the front door open and close.

Diane, leaving after watching longer than she’d meant to.

That was a problem for later.

Right now, Kevin had Tessa in his arms and a future full of possibilities.

That was enough.


Chapter 22: Tessa’s Shoot

Kevin spent the afternoon transforming the production room.

The clinical lighting rigs came down, replaced by softer lamps with warm bulbs. String lights—borrowed from Katie—went up along the walls, creating a gentle glow. The bed got fresh white sheets, fluffy pillows, an actual comforter that looked like it belonged in a bedroom rather than a set.

And beneath the sheets, multiple towels layered carefully.

He knew what was coming.

Jessica stopped by during setup, surveying his work with approval.

“Romantic,” she said. “Different from our usual aesthetic.”

“Tessa’s different. This needs to feel real, not staged.”

“Her girlfriend experience angle.” Jessica nodded. “Smart. There’s a market for tender, authentic content. Not everything has to be aggressive performance.”

“She’s nervous,” Kevin admitted. “This is her first time on camera.”

“She’ll be perfect. You know why?” Jessica turned to look at him. “Because it’s real. What you two have—it’s not performance. The camera will capture that.”

“And the squirting?”

Jessica smiled. “That’ll be her signature. The thing that sets her apart. Natural, uncontrollable, undeniably genuine.” She paused. “Just make sure you emphasize that it’s real. That she’s not performing, she’s experiencing. That’s what will sell.”

“I will.”

Jessica kissed his cheek. “Good luck. And Kevin? Make her feel beautiful. That’s all she really needs.”



Tessa arrived at seven, after the store closed. She carried a small bag, wearing jeans and a tank top, her hair down around her shoulders.

No baseball cap. Not tonight.

“Hey,” she said quietly.

“Hey yourself.”

Kevin showed her the transformed room. Tessa’s eyes widened, taking in the soft lighting, the cozy setup, the evidence of care he’d put into making this special.

“It’s beautiful,” she whispered.

“You’re beautiful.”

Tessa set down her bag. “I brought the sundress. The yellow one from the lake. Jessica helped me pick out… other things. Underneath.”

“You don’t have to wear anything you’re not comfortable with.”

“I want to. Want to show you—show everyone—the whole transformation. Tomboy to… this.” Tessa gestured at herself, at the room. “To someone who can be both.”

Kevin pulled her close. “You ready for this?”

“Terrified. But yes.”

“We can stop anytime. Just say the word.”

“I know. That’s why I trust you.”

Tessa changed in the bathroom, emerging ten minutes later transformed. The yellow sundress Kevin remembered from the lake, feminine and sweet. Her hair was brushed soft around her shoulders. Jessica had clearly taught her makeup basics—subtle but noticeable, enhancing rather than hiding.

“Fuck, Tess.”

She blushed. “Too much?”

“Perfect. Absolutely perfect.”

Kevin set up the cameras—one on tripod for wide shots, one handheld for close-ups and POV angles. Both recording lights clicked on.

“Whenever you’re ready,” he said gently.

Tessa took a breath. Looked at the camera. Then at Kevin.

“I’m ready.”



Kevin started behind the camera, letting Tessa establish her presence. She sat on the bed, shy at first, then gradually relaxing.

“Tell them about yourself,” Kevin prompted from behind the lens. “Let them get to know you.”

Tessa spoke to the camera, voice soft. About growing up tomboy. About hiding her feminine side. About coming back to town and finding the courage to be both.

“I used to think I had to choose,” she said. “Strong or soft. Tough or vulnerable. But someone showed me I could be all of it. That I didn’t have to hide.”

Kevin’s voice, off-camera: “Show them. Who you are now.”

Tessa stood, hands trembling slightly as they found the zipper of her sundress. She pulled it down slowly, letting the yellow fabric part and fall from her shoulders. Let it pool at her feet.

Underneath, she wore white lace—a delicate bralette and matching panties, feminine and soft, nothing like her usual tomboy armor. The lingerie showcased her athletic body beautifully—the toned stomach, the firm curves of her ass visible through the sheer lace, her tan lines creating an erotic roadmap of summer afternoons.

“This is me,” she said to the camera, her voice steady despite her nerves. “All of me. The tomboy and the woman. Both.”

Kevin moved from behind the camera, entering the frame. Tessa turned to him, her green eyes dark with want, nipples already hard and visible through the thin lace.

“Show them what you discovered,” Kevin said. “About your body. About what it can do when you let go.”

“I need you for that. I can’t do it alone.”

“I know. That’s why I’m here.”

Kevin kissed her, slow and thorough, one hand cupping her face while the other found her waist. The camera captured everything—the tenderness, the building passion, the genuine connection between them that couldn’t be faked.

Tessa’s hands found his shirt, pulling it over his head impatiently. Kevin reached behind her, unfastening the bralette with practiced fingers, sliding the lace off to reveal her small, perfect breasts—firm B-cups with dusky rose nipples, hard and eager. His mouth found one immediately, sucking gently, tongue swirling around the stiff peak.

Tessa gasped, hands tangling in his hair, pulling him closer. “Kevin—oh god—”

“Tell them how this feels,” Kevin murmured against her skin, switching to her other nipple, biting gently.

“Like fire. Like electricity. Like everything I’ve wanted and denied myself for years.”

Kevin guided her onto the bed, positioning her so the camera could capture her face clearly—her expressions, her reactions, everything genuine and unguarded.

He hooked his fingers in her lace panties and drew them down slowly, revealing her completely. A trimmed patch of dirty-blonde curls, and beneath—pink, glistening flesh already wet with arousal. Tessa’s breathing quickened, her legs falling open automatically, presenting herself to the camera.

“Beautiful,” Kevin said, settling between her spread thighs. “You’re so fucking beautiful like this. Open. Wet. Ready for me.”

His mouth found her pussy, tongue licking a slow, broad stripe from her dripping entrance up to her swollen clit. Tessa’s hips jerked off the bed, a raw moan escaping her lips.

“Fuck—oh fuck—your mouth—”

Kevin worked her patiently, building her up with deliberate skill. His tongue circled her clit while two fingers slid inside her, curling upward to find that spongy spot—her G-spot, the trigger for her unique gift. Tessa’s hands fisted in the sheets, knuckles white.

“Kevin—that feeling—it’s building—I’m going to—”

“Let it happen. Don’t hold back. Show everyone watching what you can do. What your body does when you really let go.”

Kevin maintained firm pressure on her G-spot, fingers rubbing in steady come-hither motions while his tongue worked her clit relentlessly. Tessa’s whole body tensed, back arching, thighs trembling against his ears.

“Oh god—oh fuck—Kevin—it’s happening—”

She came with a raw cry, and liquid gushed from her pussy in a powerful stream. The camera was positioned perfectly to capture it—the arc of clear fluid spurting from her, splashing against Kevin’s face and chin, soaking the towels beneath her, drenching his hand. Her face as it happened was pure ecstasy—eyes rolled back, mouth open in a silent scream, completely lost to the sensation.

Shock. Pleasure. Complete loss of control.

“Good girl,” Kevin praised, his face glistening. “So fucking good. That’s my girl. But we’re not done. I want to see it again. Want to make you gush again.”

“I can’t—it’s too much—”

“You can. You will.” Kevin’s fingers worked her, unrelenting, pumping into her still-sensitive pussy, pressing that spot again. “Come on, baby. Give me another one. Squirt for me again.”

Tessa’s second orgasm built terrifyingly fast, her overstimulated body unable to resist. When it hit, she squirted even harder—a fountain of liquid gushing over Kevin’s hand, spraying his chest, soaking the already-drenched towels in a fresh flood.

“Fuck—fuck—” she sobbed through it, her body convulsing.

“Perfect,” Kevin growled, finally withdrawing his fingers. “Fucking perfect. Now I need to be inside you when you do it again. Need to feel your pussy gush around my cock.”

He stripped quickly, revealing his hard cock—thick, straining, desperate for her. He grabbed a condom from the nightstand, rolling it on while Tessa watched with glazed eyes.

“I want to feel you come inside me,” she whispered. “Please—I want all of it to be real.”

Kevin hesitated—then nodded, tossing the unopened condom aside. This was about authenticity.

He positioned himself over her, the head of his bare cock pressing against her soaked entrance. Looking directly into her eyes.

“This isn’t performance,” Kevin said clearly, loud enough for the camera to capture. “This is real. Everything you’re about to see—the connection, the pleasure, the squirting—it’s all completely real.”

He pushed inside her slowly, inch by inch. Tessa was soaked—impossibly wet from her squirting—but still tight, her walls gripping him as he sank deeper. She wrapped her legs around his waist, heels digging into his ass, pulling him all the way in.

“Kevin—oh god—you feel so good inside me—”

“I know, baby. I’ve got you.”

Kevin established a slow, deep rhythm, angling his hips to hit her G-spot with every stroke. POV style, so viewers would feel like they were him—seeing Tessa’s beautiful face, hearing her genuine moans, watching her body respond to each thrust.

The handheld camera captured their faces, their connection, the intimacy that made this different from anything else they’d filmed.

“Tell them,” Kevin said, driving deep. “Tell them what this means to you.”

“It means everything. You mean everything.” Tessa’s voice broke with emotion, tears mixing with sweat on her cheeks. “I’ve wanted you since we were kids. And now—being here with you—showing you all of me—my body doing things I didn’t know it could—”

“I see you. I’ve always seen you. The real you.”

Kevin found that angle again, hitting her G-spot with every thrust, building her toward another release. Tessa’s breathing changed—faster, shallower, her pussy starting to flutter around him.

“It’s happening again—I can’t stop it—Kevin, I can’t control it—”

“Don’t control it. Let go completely. Show everyone what real pleasure looks like. Show them what happens when a woman actually comes.”

Tessa’s third orgasm built to a shattering crescendo. Kevin felt her pussy clench around his cock in warning spasms, felt the pressure building inside her.

“That’s it—come for me—soak me—squirt on my cock—”

Tessa screamed as she came, and liquid gushed from her pussy in powerful waves—around his cock, flooding out of her, splashing against his pelvis and abs. Kevin felt it coat him everywhere, hot and slick, heard it splash onto the bed in rhythmic surges as her orgasm went on and on.

“Fuck—you’re squirting so hard—feel it all around my cock—”

The sensation of her gushing around him while her pussy clenched in rhythmic spasms pushed him over the edge. Kevin thrust deep, burying himself completely, and came hard—his cock pulsing, pumping thick ropes of cum deep inside her while she was still squirting, their fluids mixing in a wet, perfect mess.

“Coming inside you—fuck—” he groaned, grinding deep as he emptied himself.

They collapsed together, both soaked, both trembling.

Kevin pulled out carefully, giving the camera a clear view of the aftermath—the soaked towels, Tessa’s flushed face, the evidence of genuine, uncontrollable pleasure.

“Turn off the cameras,” Tessa whispered.

Kevin obeyed, switching off both recording lights.

Immediately, Tessa started crying.

“Hey—hey, what’s wrong?” Kevin pulled her close.

“Nothing’s wrong. Everything’s right.” Tessa laughed through tears. “I just—I’ve never felt so seen. So accepted. You didn’t just let me be who I am, you celebrated it. Made it beautiful.”

“It is beautiful. You are beautiful.”

“The squirting—you really don’t think it’s gross?”

“Tess, that’s your superpower. That’s proof that your pleasure is real, not performed. Viewers will go crazy for it because they’ll know it’s genuine.”

Tessa was quiet for a moment. “Can I see? The footage?”

Kevin rewound the tape, playing select moments on the small monitor. Tessa watched herself on screen with wide eyes.

“That’s me?” she whispered.

“That’s you.”

“I look… powerful. Like a woman who knows what she wants and isn’t afraid to take it.”

“Because that’s who you are now.”

Tessa watched the squirting scenes, mesmerized. “You can really see it. The moment I lose control. The shock on my face. The—” She paused. “It’s beautiful. You made it beautiful.”

“You made it beautiful. I just captured it.”

Tessa turned to him, eyes shining. “I want this to be my signature. The girlfriend who squirts. The real, tender content that showcases authentic pleasure.”

“Then that’s what you’ll be.”

“And Kevin?” Tessa kissed him softly. “Thank you. For seeing the real me. For helping me become her.”

“You were always her. You just needed permission to show it.”

They lay together in the soaked sheets, reviewing footage and planning future shoots. Tessa’s transformation was complete.

The tomboy was gone—not erased, but integrated.

In her place was a woman comfortable in her own skin.

And the camera had captured every moment of her becoming.



The tape went into distribution the following week.

It sold out in two days.

Customer feedback was unanimous: “Finally, content that feels real.”

Tessa had found her calling.

And Kevin had found his heart.


Chapter 23: Jealousy

The tension had been building for days.

Kevin noticed it first during a review session—Jessica and Katie watching their respective tapes, each subtly trying to prove theirs was better. Comments became competitive. Praise became barbed.

“Your camera presence is improving,” Jessica said to Katie, voice honeyed with condescension.

“Thanks. Your content is really… consistent,” Katie responded, the word “consistent” clearly meaning “boring.”

Kevin saw the storm brewing.

It came to a head on Thursday, when both showed up for a scheduled shoot—neither aware the other was coming.

“I’m filming today,” Katie said, setting down her bag.

“So am I,” Jessica countered.

“Kevin scheduled me for two p.m.”

“He scheduled me for two p.m.”

Both turned to Kevin accusingly. He held up his hands. “I scheduled both of you. For the same scene. Together.”

“Absolutely not,” Jessica said immediately.

“I’m not doing another teaching scene,” Katie added. “I’m past that. I can perform on my own.”

“I know you can,” Kevin said calmly. “That’s not what this is about.”

“Then what is it about?” Jessica’s ice-blue eyes flashed.

“It’s about the fact that you two are competing for screen time instead of collaborating. And it’s affecting the quality of the content.” Kevin gestured to the production room. “We’ve built something special here. All of us together. But if you two can’t work as a team, it falls apart.”

“She’s trying to replace me,” Jessica said bluntly. “The younger, bouncier model.”

“I’m not trying to replace anyone!” Katie’s voice rose. “I’m just trying to be seen. To be valued. But you always have to be the center of attention, the star, the one everyone defers to.”

“Because I’m experienced. Because I know what I’m doing.”

“Because you’re scared,” Katie shot back. “Scared that if you’re not in control, you’ll become invisible. Well, guess what? We’re all visible here. We all matter.”

The words hung in the charged air.

Jessica’s composure cracked fractionally. “You don’t understand—”

“Then explain it to me.” Katie’s anger deflated into something softer. “Instead of competing with me, talk to me. I’m not your enemy.”

Jessica was silent for a long moment. “I’m twenty-eight. In this industry—even amateur industry—that’s ancient. You’re twenty, with perky everything and energy to spare. Every time Kevin looks at you, I wonder if I’m becoming obsolete.”

“You’re not obsolete,” Kevin said firmly. “You’re the foundation of everything we’ve built. The first volunteer. The mentor. The one who made everyone else feel safe enough to join.”

“But Katie’s right. She matters too. You all matter.” Kevin looked between them. “Which is why you two are going to film together. Really together. Not teacher and student. Equals. Partners.”

Jessica and Katie exchanged glances.

“What did you have in mind?” Jessica asked cautiously.

“You two. Together. No me, initially. Just you two exploring each other. Seeing what happens when you stop competing and start collaborating.”

Katie’s eyes widened. “You want us to…”

“I want you to build chemistry. Real chemistry. And then—if it works—I’ll join. But only if you both want it.”

Jessica studied Katie with new eyes. “You’re not just the bubbly kid, are you?”

“I’m twenty. Not a kid. And you’re twenty-eight, not ancient.” Katie stepped closer. “Can we stop pretending age is the issue? The issue is that we’re both afraid the other is better.”

“You are better. At certain things.”

“And you’re better at others. So why not combine strengths instead of fighting?” Katie extended her hand. “Partners?”

Jessica took it. “Partners.”



Thirty minutes later, the cameras rolled.

Jessica and Katie stood facing each other in the center of the room. Both dressed in lingerie that showcased their distinct appeals—Jessica in black lace that emphasized her elegant curves, full breasts, and long legs; Katie in pink that highlighted her perky tits, flat stomach with that glinting belly piercing, and tight little ass.

The contrast was stunning. Ice queen and Valley Girl. Experience and enthusiasm. Both absolutely gorgeous.

“Your move,” Jessica said, ice-blue eyes challenging.

Katie closed the distance, kissing Jessica tentatively at first. Jessica responded, hands finding Katie’s pink hair, pulling her closer. Their lips parted, tongues meeting.

The kiss deepened. What started tentative became hungry, desperate. Katie’s hands explored Jessica’s body with growing confidence—sliding over her sides, cupping her full breasts through the lace, mapping curves and finding sensitive spots.

Jessica’s cool composure melted visibly. “You’re good at this.”

“I’m motivated.” Katie’s mouth moved to Jessica’s neck, sucking, biting gently. “You’re so fucking beautiful. I was intimidated by you, but really I just wanted you. Wanted you to notice me. Wanted your hands on me.”

“I notice you. Trust me, you’re impossible to miss.” Jessica’s hands slid down to grab Katie’s ass, squeezing. “I’ve been thinking about this body. About getting my mouth on it.”

Katie unhooked Jessica’s bra with eager fingers, revealing her full breasts—C-cups that defied gravity, pink nipples already hard. She took her time admiring them, cupping their weight, before her mouth found one nipple, sucking hungrily.

Jessica gasped, back arching, pushing her tits into Katie’s face. “Fuck—yes—suck them—”

The dynamic shifted from tentative to ravenous. Katie worshipped Jessica’s breasts with her mouth while her hands stripped off her own bra, freeing her smaller but equally perfect tits.

Jessica guided Katie onto the bed, pushing her down, positioning herself between Katie’s spread legs. She pulled Katie’s pink panties aside, revealing her bare, glistening pussy.

“Look at this pretty little pussy,” Jessica murmured. “Already soaking wet for me.”

Her experienced mouth descended on Katie—tongue lapping through her folds, circling her clit, then dipping inside to taste her. Katie cried out immediately, hips bucking.

“Oh fuck—Jessica—your tongue—”

Jessica worked her with the precision of someone who knew exactly what a woman needed. Tongue and fingers in perfect coordination—two fingers pumping into Katie’s tight pussy while her lips and tongue worked her swollen clit.

Katie came fast, loud, her high-pitched scream echoing through the room. Her hips ground against Jessica’s face, riding her tongue through the orgasm, thighs clamping around her platinum head.

“Fuck—fuck—I’m coming—”

Jessica didn’t stop, extending Katie’s pleasure until she was shaking and pushing her away.

When Jessica pulled back, her chin and lips glistening with Katie’s juices, Katie reversed their positions immediately. “My turn. I want to taste you.”

She pulled Jessica’s black panties off completely, spreading her thighs to reveal her beautiful pussy—trimmed, pink, wet with arousal. Katie dove in with more enthusiasm than technique, but she listened to Jessica’s breathless guidance.

“Slower—yes—now circle my clit—flatten your tongue—fuck, right there—”

Katie’s eagerness made up for inexperience. She learned fast, her pink head bobbing between Jessica’s spread thighs, tongue working hard. Soon Jessica was the one gasping, grinding against Katie’s eager mouth, her perfect composure completely shattered.

“Don’t stop—fuck—I’m close—”

Jessica’s orgasm was quieter than Katie’s but no less intense—a shuddering, full-body release that had her platinum hair spread across the burgundy sheets, face transformed by genuine pleasure, thighs trembling around Katie’s ears.

“Fuck yes—” Jessica gasped, her pussy clenching against Katie’s tongue.

Katie crawled up her body, kissing her, letting Jessica taste herself. “How was that?”

“Surprisingly good.”

“Surprisingly?” Katie grinned, their naked bodies pressed together.

“Fine. Very good. Amazing. You’re a fast learner.”

“I had a great teacher.”

They lay together, hands roaming casually over each other’s bodies, the competition completely evaporated. Katie’s fingers traced circles around Jessica’s nipple. Jessica’s hand cupped Katie’s ass.

Kevin stepped from behind the camera, his cock visibly hard in his jeans. “Room for one more?”

Jessica and Katie looked at each other. Some silent communication passed between them—a nod, a smile.

“On one condition,” Jessica said.

“What?”

“We work together on you. Equal time, equal attention. No one gets sidelined.”

Katie nodded agreement. “We’re partners now. In this and everything else.”

Kevin smiled, already stripping off his shirt. “Deal.”



What followed was a masterpiece of collaborative pleasure—the three of them moving together in a dance of coordinated desire.

Katie and Jessica positioned Kevin on the bed, working him in perfect tandem. Both mouths on his cock at once—Jessica taking the shaft deep while Katie licked and sucked his balls, then switching, Katie bobbing on his length while Jessica traced her tongue up his inner thigh.

“Fuck—” Kevin groaned, watching two beautiful women share his cock. “That’s so fucking good.”

They took turns deepthroating him, their tongues meeting on his shaft between passes, kissing around his cockhead, sharing saliva and precum. Their earlier rivalry had transformed into seamless collaboration—each knowing exactly when to yield, when to take over.

When Kevin entered Katie for the first time that night, Jessica’s hands were immediately there—one squeezing Katie’s bouncing tits, the other rubbing her clit while Kevin’s cock stretched her open.

“You like his cock inside you?” Jessica whispered in Katie’s ear. “Like being filled while I play with your pretty little clit?”

“Yes—fuck—both of you—”

Katie came fast and hard, screaming, her pussy clenching around Kevin’s driving cock.

When Kevin switched to Jessica, Katie didn’t waste a moment. Her mouth found Jessica’s breasts, sucking her nipples, while Kevin thrust deep from behind. Jessica moaned around Katie’s tongue as they kissed, the three of them connected in a chain of pleasure.

They rotated positions, roles, focus. No one was passive. No one was sidelined.

Kevin held Katie from behind, his cock buried in her tight pussy, while Jessica lay beneath them eating Katie out—her tongue working Katie’s clit while Kevin’s cock slid in and out inches from her face. The combination pushed Katie over the edge almost immediately, squirting her orgasm across Jessica’s face and tits.

“Fuck—she’s squirting—” Kevin groaned, feeling Katie’s pussy spasm around him.

Jessica rode Kevin reverse cowgirl while Katie knelt behind her, fingering Jessica’s ass, whispering filth in her ear: “You like riding his cock? Like having me finger your tight little ass while you fuck him?”

Jessica came twice in that position, grinding down on Kevin’s cock while Katie’s finger pumped her ass.

Katie and Jessica sixty-nined while Kevin fucked Jessica from behind doggy-style, creating a chain of pleasure—his cock in Jessica’s pussy, Jessica’s tongue on Katie’s clit, Katie’s mouth on Jessica’s tits. The wet sounds filled the room—the slap of Kevin’s hips against Jessica’s ass, the squelch of pussy being eaten, moans from all three.

The climax came organically—all three approaching release together. Kevin thrust harder into Jessica, feeling his balls tighten. Jessica’s mouth worked Katie’s pussy frantically. Katie’s thighs trembled.

“Gonna come—” Kevin warned, pounding harder. “Where do you want it?”

“Inside me—” Jessica gasped against Katie’s pussy. “Fill me up—”

Kevin slammed deep and came hard, his cock pulsing, pumping thick ropes of cum deep inside Jessica’s spasming pussy while Katie’s mouth worked her clit. The combination pushed Jessica over the edge—she screamed into Katie’s pussy, coming hard around Kevin’s pulsing cock.

Katie followed moments later, grinding against Jessica’s face, gushing onto her tongue as her own orgasm crashed through her.

“Fuck—all three of us—” Kevin groaned, still buried inside Jessica, feeling her pussy milk the last drops from him.

They collapsed in a tangle of limbs, breathing hard, covered in sweat and satisfaction.

“That,” Jessica said finally, “was phenomenal.”

“That was teamwork,” Katie corrected.

“Same thing.”

Kevin extracted himself carefully, grabbing towels. Both women watched him with matching expressions—sated, pleased, no trace of competition.

“You two okay?” he asked.

“Better than okay,” Jessica said. “I think we figured it out.”

“Figured what out?”

“How to share you. How to work together instead of against each other.” Jessica pulled Katie close, comfortable with the contact. “There’s room for both of us. For all of us. We just had to stop being scared.”

Katie nodded. “I don’t want to replace you, Jessica. I want to learn from you. Work with you. Build something bigger than either of us could alone.”

“Good. Because you’re stuck with me now.” Jessica kissed Katie’s forehead. “Partners?”

“Partners.”

Kevin reviewed the footage while the two women cleaned up. The chemistry was undeniable—the competition transformed into collaboration created energy that practically jumped off the screen.

This tape would be special.



Later, after Jessica left, Katie lingered.

“Thank you,” she said.

“For what?”

“For forcing us to work it out. I was so busy trying to prove I was good enough that I didn’t see Jessica was just as scared. We were fighting for scraps instead of building a feast.”

“You both bring different strengths. The key is using them together.”

“I get that now.” Katie smiled. “Same time tomorrow? The three of us again?”

“If Jessica’s up for it.”

“She will be. We already have ideas.” Katie’s grin was wicked. “Turns out, collaborating is really fun.”

She left, practically skipping.

Kevin sat alone in the production room, thinking about dynamics and partnerships and how much stronger they were as a unit than as individuals.

The harem was solidifying.

Not through competition, but through collaboration.

That was how they’d survive long-term.

Together.


Chapter 24: Warning

Diane’s call came at midnight.

“We need to talk. Not at the store. Neutral ground.”

She gave Kevin an address—a diner two towns over, far enough that no one would know them.

Kevin arrived at one a.m. The Vinyl Fork’s evil twin: same chrome and red vinyl aesthetic, but older, grimier. The kind of place truckers stopped at and never remembered.

Diane sat in a corner booth, nursing coffee. She looked exhausted—dark circles under her eyes, hair pulled back severely, none of her usual polish.

Kevin slid into the seat across from her. “You okay?”

“No. I’m very much not okay.”

A waitress appeared, poured Kevin coffee without asking, disappeared.

Diane stared into her cup. “I know what you’re doing with my daughters.”

Kevin’s stomach dropped. “Diane—”

“Don’t. Don’t insult me by denying it.” She looked up, and her eyes were red-rimmed. “Katie leaves the house wearing practically nothing and comes back glowing. Blair—my Blair, who never smiles—comes home smiling. And the tapes. God, Kevin, the tapes.”

She pulled out a VHS from her purse. Set it on the table between them.

Kevin didn’t need to read the label to know what it was.

“I watch them,” Diane said quietly. “The dailies. Quality control, I tell myself. Making sure the content is professional. Safe. But that’s not why I watch. I watch because…” She closed her eyes. “I don’t know why I watch.”

“Diane—”

“Let me finish. Please.” She took a shaking breath. “Katie is my baby. My youngest. She’s always been bubbly and bright, but lately she’s been… confident. Empowered. She knows what she wants and isn’t afraid to ask for it. And I know—I know—that’s because of you. Because you see her as more than just a cute face.”

Diane’s hands wrapped around her coffee mug like a lifeline.

“And Blair. Blair who’s been angry at the world since middle school. Blair who I’ve watched hurt and hide and armor herself against everything. She’s softening. Opening up. She came to me last week and said…” Diane’s voice broke. “She said she finally feels understood. Safe. For the first time in years.”

“They’re both amazing women,” Kevin said carefully. “I just helped them see what was already there.”

“You’re sleeping with my daughters,” Diane said bluntly.

“Yes.”

“Both of them.”

“Yes.”

“And Jessica. And Natalie. And Tessa.”

Kevin nodded. No point denying what Diane clearly already knew.

“What are you doing, Kevin?” Diane’s voice rose. “What is this? A harem? A collection? Are you just using them—”

“No.” Kevin’s voice was firm. “I care about them. Each of them. Differently, but genuinely.”

“You can’t care about five women simultaneously.”

“Why not? They each bring something different. They each need something different. And they’re all choosing this. Choosing me. Choosing each other.”

Diane laughed bitterly. “That’s not how the world works.”

“Maybe not the world you know. But it’s how our world works. The one we’re building.” Kevin leaned forward. “Diane, I know this isn’t conventional. I know it looks wrong from the outside. But everyone involved is a consenting adult. Everyone is happy. Everyone feels seen and valued.”

“For now. What happens when someone gets hurt? When jealousy takes over? When the fantasy collapses?”

“Then we deal with it. Together. Like adults.” Kevin met her eyes. “I’m not naive. I know this is complicated. But pretending to be conventional when we’re not—that would hurt people more.”

Diane was quiet for a long moment. “You sound very certain.”

“I am certain. About this. About them.”

“And my daughters? You’re certain about them too?”

“Katie needs to be seen. Watched. Celebrated for her exhibitionism rather than shamed for it. And I give her that.” Kevin held Diane’s gaze. “Blair needs someone strong enough to both dominate her and submit to her. Someone who won’t judge her intensity. I give her that too.”

“And what do they give you?”

Kevin considered the question. “Katie gives me joy. Lightness. Blair gives me depth. Challenge. Jessica gives me confidence. Natalie gives me trust. Tessa gives me heart.”

“And me?” Diane asked quietly. “What do I give you?”

The question hung between them, loaded with implications.

“You gave me a chance when no one else would,” Kevin said carefully. “You gave me a job, a purpose, a place to belong. You gave me the opportunity to build something meaningful.”

“That’s not what I asked.”

Kevin swallowed. “I know.”

Diane’s hand trembled as she reached for her coffee. “I watch the tapes alone. Late at night, after the girls are asleep. I tell myself I’m just checking quality. Making sure everything’s professional.”

She paused, took a sip, continued.

“But that’s a lie. I watch because…” Her voice dropped to barely audible. “Because I want to be there. In those scenes. With you.”

Kevin’s heart hammered. “Diane—”

“Don’t. Let me say this before I lose my nerve.” Diane’s eyes were bright with unshed tears. “I’m thirty-eight years old. I’ve been alone since my husband died six years ago. I’ve raised my daughters, run my business, kept everything together through sheer force of will. I’ve been strong because I had to be.”

She finally looked at him, really looked at him.

“And then you showed up. Twenty years old, brilliant, kind, creative. You saved my store. You made my daughters confident. You built something extraordinary out of desperation and determination.” Diane’s voice cracked. “And every time I watch those tapes, I imagine what it would feel like to be on the other side of the camera. To be seen the way you see them. To be touched the way you touch them. To finally—for once—let someone else be strong while I just… feel.”

“Diane, you can’t—”

“I know I can’t. They’re my daughters. You’re half my age. It’s wrong on every level.” Diane laughed brokenly. “But knowing something is wrong doesn’t make the wanting go away.”

Kevin didn’t know what to say. Diane had just confessed the one thing that could destroy everything they’d built.

“I’m not asking you to do anything,” Diane said quickly. “I’m not propositioning you. I’m just…” She gestured helplessly. “I needed you to know.”

She stood abruptly, grabbing her purse.

“Diane—”

“I should go. Before I say something else I can’t take back.”

She started to leave, then stopped. Turned back. Her expression was raw, unguarded—the composed businesswoman stripped away to reveal the lonely woman beneath.

She reached out. Touched his face.

Her hand trembled against his cheek. Her fingers were warm, her touch gentle. Kevin sat frozen, watching her eyes—those hazel-green eyes that held so much conflict, so much wanting.

“I don’t know what I’m feeling,” she whispered. “But I know I shouldn’t feel it.”

The moment stretched between them. Everything hung in the balance. One move, one word, and they’d cross a line that couldn’t be uncrossed.

Diane’s thumb brushed across his cheekbone. A single tear escaped down her face.

Then she pulled away.

“Forget this happened,” she said, voice cracking. “Forget I said anything.”

She left cash on the table and walked out without looking back.

Kevin sat alone in the diner booth, coffee growing cold, thinking about impossible situations and wants that shouldn’t exist.

Diane wanted him.

He wanted her.

Her daughters were between them—literally and figuratively.

There was no solution that didn’t hurt someone.

But acknowledging the truth—speaking it aloud—that had changed something.

Kevin didn’t know what came next.

But he knew the dynamic had shifted irrevocably.

The question was: could they navigate it without destroying everything?

He’d find out.

Eventually.


Chapter 25: Phase One

The distribution deal closed on Friday afternoon.

Marcus Webb, the regional distributor Kevin had been courting for weeks, sat in Diane’s office reviewing contracts. He was forty-something, slick but honest, someone who’d built his business on knowing quality when he saw it.

“You’ve got something special here,” Marcus said, signing the final page. “Amateur content that feels genuine. Each performer has a distinct… what’s the word I’m looking for?”

“Signature,” Kevin supplied.

“Exactly. Signature. The exhibitionist girl, the BDSM specialist, the anal content, the squirter—each one serves a different market, but the quality is consistent across all of it.” Marcus handed the contract to Diane. “I can move five hundred units a month easy. Maybe more once word gets around.”

Diane stared at the paperwork. “Five hundred units.”

“At wholesale. You’re looking at significant monthly revenue.” Marcus stood, shaking both their hands. “Congratulations. You saved your store.”

After he left, Diane and Kevin sat in silence.

“We did it,” Diane said finally.

“You did it. The store is yours.”

“The store exists because of you. Because you had an insane idea and convinced us all to go along with it.” Diane’s smile was strained. “I should thank you.”

“You gave me a chance. We’re even.”

Diane looked like she wanted to say more—probably about their conversation at the diner three days ago—but instead she just nodded.

“We’re celebrating tonight. Everyone. After closing. Tell the others.”



The celebration started at nine p.m., after the last customer left.

Jessica brought champagne—actual champagne, not sparkling wine. “We’re celebrating properly,” she declared.

Katie arrived with snacks she’d clearly raided from the convenience store: chips, cookies, candy. “I stress-eat when I’m happy.”

Blair contributed a playlist—mostly The Cure and Siouxsie, but with some upbeat tracks mixed in. Natalie set up the boom box.

Tessa brought nothing but herself, hair down and smiling, comfortable in her skin.

Diane was conspicuously absent.

“She said she had paperwork,” Kevin explained when Jessica asked.

They all knew it was a lie.

But they didn’t push.

Kevin poured champagne into plastic cups, raising his in a toast.

“Three months ago, this store was dying. Diane had weeks before bankruptcy. We were all just… drifting. Looking for purpose, for connection, for something that mattered.”

He looked at each of them in turn.

“Jessica—you volunteered first. You took the risk when no one else would. You made all of this legitimate.”

Jessica inclined her head, ice-blue eyes warm.

“Katie—you brought energy. Joy. You showed us that enthusiasm and confidence can coexist. That being seen is a gift, not a burden.”

Katie beamed.

“Blair—you brought depth. Challenged us to go beyond surface performance. Showed us that intensity and vulnerability are two sides of the same coin.”

Blair’s rare smile appeared briefly.

“Natalie—you brought trust. Let us into your most private desires. Proved that being specific about what you want is strength, not weakness.”

Natalie blushed, adjusting her glasses.

“And Tessa—you brought heart. Reminded us that transformation is possible. That being real is more powerful than any performance.”

Tessa’s hand found his, squeezing.

“We built something together. Something unconventional and strange and completely ours. And tonight—” Kevin raised his cup higher, “—we celebrate phase one being complete. The store is saved. The business is profitable. We survived.”

“To survival,” Jessica echoed.

“To family,” Katie added.

“To whatever the fuck this is,” Blair said with dark humor.

They drank.

The champagne was good—better than Kevin had ever tasted. The kind of luxury none of them could have afforded three months ago.

The evening dissolved into warmth. Jessica and Katie sat close, their earlier rivalry transformed into partnership. Blair perched on the counter, more relaxed than Kevin had ever seen her. Natalie and Tessa compared notes on technique, giggling like conspirators.

Kevin watched them, his heart full.

This was it. The family Jessica had named. Unconventional, complicated, but real.

“You look satisfied,” Tessa murmured, leaning into his shoulder.

“I am.”

“Even with Diane avoiding us?”

Kevin’s contentment faltered. “That’s complicated.”

“Everything about this is complicated. But we figure it out.” Tessa kissed his cheek. “We always do.”

The celebration continued for another hour. Then, one by one, they departed. Jessica first, citing an early salon appointment. Katie and Blair left together, still talking animatedly. Natalie lingered to help clean up, then slipped away with a shy smile.

Tessa stayed longest.

“You want to talk about it?” she asked. “Whatever’s going on with Diane?”

“Not tonight.”

“Okay. But Kevin—when you’re ready, I’m here.” Tessa cupped his face. “All of us are. Whatever comes next, you don’t have to face it alone.”

She left with a final kiss.

Kevin cleaned up the remainder—plastic cups, empty champagne bottles, scattered snack wrappers. Locked the front door. Checked the production room.

Everything was secure.

He should go home.

Instead, he found himself outside Diane’s office. The light was still on.

He knocked. No answer.

“Diane? You okay?”

Silence.

Kevin tried the handle. Locked.

He left, walking out into the summer night. The neon Sunset Video sign flickered overhead—still alive, still fighting, now thriving.

Down the street, Video King’s sterile fluorescents blazed.

Let them.

Sunset Video had won.



Inside her locked office, Diane sat alone.

The champagne she’d bought for the celebration sat unopened on her desk. She’d meant to join them. Had intended to celebrate.

But watching them through the office window—seeing Kevin surrounded by those women, all of them glowing with happiness and satisfaction—she couldn’t do it.

Couldn’t pretend she was just the boss.

Just the mother.

Just the grateful store owner.

Because she was none of those things. Not anymore.

Diane pulled the VHS tape from her bottom drawer. The first one. The Kevin and Jessica original. She’d labeled it “Q.C. Master” for quality control, but that was a lie.

She’d watched it a dozen times.

Always alone.

Always after hours.

Always with the same result.

Diane stood on shaking legs, moving to the small TV in the corner of her office. Slid the tape into the VCR with trembling hands. Hit play.

The screen flickered to life.

Jessica appeared first, disrobing slowly, her silk blouse falling away to reveal those perfect full breasts. Then Kevin, stepping into frame, his body lean and strong, his cock already hard.

Diane had meant to watch clinically. Professionally. Quality control.

Instead, she watched hungrily, her mouth going dry.

Kevin’s hands on Jessica’s body. The way he touched her—reverently, possessively, attentively—like she was the most precious thing he’d ever held. The way Jessica responded, her ice-queen composure melting under his attention, her body arching into his touch.

Diane’s hand moved to her silk blouse without her conscious permission. Unbuttoned the top button. Then the second. Her breathing was already faster.

On screen, Kevin positioned Jessica on the bed, spread her legs, and entered her. Diane heard his deep groan of pleasure, Jessica’s sharp gasp as he filled her. The camera caught everything—his cock sinking into her wet pussy, the way Jessica’s face transformed with pleasure.

Another button. Another.

Her blouse fell open. Underneath, a simple beige bra—nothing special, nothing seductive. The kind of practical garment a thirty-eight-year-old single mother wore because she’d forgotten what it felt like to be desired.

But her hand slipped inside anyway, cupping her own breast, and god—when had she last touched herself like this? When had anyone touched her?

On screen, Kevin picked up the pace, fucking Jessica harder. Her moans grew louder, desperate, her legs wrapped around his waist.

Diane’s fingers found her nipple through the thin cotton of her bra, pinching lightly. A jolt of sensation shot through her—more intense than she remembered, her body starved for touch. Her other hand moved to her sensible skirt, sliding beneath the waistband, over her practical cotton panties.

She shouldn’t be doing this.

Shouldn’t be touching herself to images of her employee—a man half her age—fucking another woman. A man who’d been inside all five of her employees. A man her daughters—

No. Don’t think about that.

But she couldn’t stop. Her body had taken over, responding to stimulation it had been denied for years.

Her fingers found her pussy through her panties. Already wet. Embarrassingly wet. The cotton was soaked through. She’d been wet since the celebration started, watching Kevin smile at those women. Watching them smile back with satisfied, knowing expressions. Watching them touch him casually, possessively.

Wanting that for herself.

On screen, Jessica was riding Kevin now, her full breasts bouncing, her face transformed by pleasure. “Fuck me—god yes—your cock feels so good—”

Diane’s fingers slipped inside her panties, finding her slick folds, her swollen clit. She gasped at her own touch—oversensitive, desperate.

She closed her eyes, but the images continued behind her eyelids. Not Jessica’s body anymore. Hers. Her own breasts, still full despite her age. Her own hips, wider than they used to be but still curved. Her own pussy, wet and aching.

Kevin’s hands on her waist. Kevin’s mouth on her breast, sucking her neglected nipples. Kevin’s cock—thick and hard—filling her completely after years of emptiness.

Her fingers worked faster, rubbing her clit in tight circles. Her other hand abandoned her breast, reaching down to join the first, two fingers sliding inside her wet pussy while her thumb worked her clit.

The tape played on—Jessica’s screaming orgasm, Kevin’s deep groan as he came inside her.

Diane imagined it was her. Imagined Kevin looking at her with that same reverence—not seeing the tired single mother, not seeing the struggling business owner, not seeing the responsible one who held everything together.

Just seeing Diane.

A woman. Still beautiful. Still desirable. Still capable of pleasure.

“Kevin—” she whispered his name, fingers pumping faster, thumb rubbing her clit harder. “Please—”

Her orgasm hit hard, catching her by surprise with its intensity. Diane bit her lip until she tasted blood, body shaking violently, her pussy clenching around her own fingers, waves of pleasure crashing through her. She came harder than she had in years—maybe ever—her free hand gripping the desk for support as her legs threatened to give out.

A moan escaped despite her efforts, Kevin’s name on her lips again.

When it finally subsided, she collapsed into her desk chair, breathing hard, her fingers still inside herself, her panties ruined.

The tape still played. Kevin and Jessica reviewing footage together. Laughing. Connected.

Diane watched through tears.

She wanted that.

God help her, she wanted all of it.

Kevin’s attention. His touch. His reverence.

She wanted to be seen the way he saw the others.

She wanted Kevin.

And there was no universe in which that was acceptable.

Diane ejected the tape. Put it back in its hiding place. Straightened her clothing with trembling hands.

Tomorrow, she would go back to being Diane Prescott. Store owner. Mother. Pillar of responsibility.

But tonight, alone in the dark, she’d crossed a line she could never uncross.

“God forgive me.”



END OF BOOK 1


Thank you for reading!

Hey, it’s Cole Cross. If you enjoyed this story, here are a few simple ways you can keep the energy going:

	Leave a rating or review
Even a few words, or just tapping a star rating, makes a big difference. Reviews help other readers discover the book, and ratings are completely anonymous. Both are deeply appreciated.

	Follow on Amazon
By following Cole Cross on Amazon, you’ll get notified whenever a new book is published. No emails, no spam, just a quiet alert for the next release.

	Explore more stories
If you’re curious what else might be waiting, more books from Cole Cross are just a search away. Kindle Unlimited reader? Every page you read helps support more wild ideas becoming real stories.



Thanks again for spending your time in this world. It means more than you know.

Cole Cross
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