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Chapter One: Kylie
I’m watching the camera.

It’s the worst part of my job, and it strikes me as completely stupid. I’m sitting on the kitchen island with the thing - an Arri Alexa high definition camera with a Zeiss Standard Speed lens package - propped up on its rig in front of me.

Everyone else has gone to lunch and I’m stuck here, my stomach growling, a protein bar that I can’t eat on the island beside of me. I don’t want to be picky about it (it was frankly nice as hell for Rob to give me anything at all) but I’m allergic to peanuts, and I’m not sure anyone would call an ambulance anyway; it’s not like we have an impressive budget.

Craft services is set up in the living room on some shabby fold-out tables, and I can smell the catering from here. It’s from some cheap-ass, pseudo-Mexican place, but I’ve never wanted terrible food more.

As if to add insult to injury, Rob saunters in, taco pinched in his fingers, as he shovels a bite between his lips. “You want me to grab you something?” It’s an empty offer, and we both know it.

Rob is the director, and he’s a visionary. At a mere thirty years old, he’s already had a film at Sundance, scattered with acclaim. He’s the reason I wanted to work on this film in the first place. He’s the reason I accepted a production assistant job when I have a bachelor’s degree in film studies.
I had to start somewhere
.

And this movie is art. It’s a cast of two, with this veritable mansion as the only set. It’s risky, but so is Rob, as an artist.

The thing is, Rob is also impressively hot, and I find that I can’t ever get up the balls to say
no
to him. Except when I’m politely declining an offer that would garner half a gram of effort from him. “I’m good,” I hear myself say, and I tap the protein bar as if I’m making an excuse for myself.

Rob takes down the rest of the taco in a bite and sucks the residual salsa from his thumb. I find myself staring at his lips as he does, wondering how much trouble he goes to in the morning in order to get that perfect
devil may care
sweep of stubble. I wonder, for the millionth time, what it would feel like between my legs.

I realize, as he nods, distracted already, that he’s probably not the kind of guy who’s interested in foreplay of any kind, but fantasies are just that… fantasies.

“Good, good.” He’s parroting my words as he glances around, unconsciously showing off his perfect fucking bone structure. He’s slim, but toned. He’s wearing a leather jacket, even though it’s spring. His hair is cut boyish and short, but it’s slightly greasy. He’s a perfect example of someone who looks like he’s simultaneously trying too hard and too little
at the same time.

It’s the analogy for the whole fucking film.

“Brett been through here?” He looks at me again, and his eyes are so blue I think I’ve forgotten my own name.

Somehow, I find myself enough to answer, “Nope. Sorry. I’d have watched the porn star, but I was too busy watching the camera.”

Rob laughs, and it’s a deep, robust sound. “Right. Well, keep up the good work, kid.” He taps my knee before he leaves, and I can feel the movement shoot through me, like a shot of cold water hitting me from the inside out. I came into this film clueless of how star-struck I would be around our director, but even more haplessly unprepared as to his casting choices. He wanted to reach a new demographic, or bridge some gap, or make statements, or some other bullshit, but I don’t need to reserve judgment to know that porn stars are terrible actors, and Brett Buckhurst is nothing but a gorgeous face with questionable morals and an unfortunately well-known name.

When Rob leaves the room, I’m listless again. The backs of my feet beat against the island, my hand rubbing over the place on my knee he’d touched. I’m aware that I’m aroused, but if I don’t have time to grab a plate of nachos, there’s no way in hell I’ll be given time to get off.

I hear Rob’s irritated voice from the hallway. He’s pacing; his voice keeps getting closer, then further, then back again. “I don’t give a shit if he’s in the trailer. We’re making a fucking movie. Jesus Christ, I don’t care if he’s got a… he could have a fucking llama in there for all I give a shit. Go in there, and tell him we need him on set in five.”

If you’re early,
Rob had told the cast and crew on the first day,
you’re on time. If you’re on time, you’re late. If you’re late, you’re fired.
And I have to hand it to him: he’s the living incarnation of those words. The first to arrive to set, and the last to leave.

His heavy steps carry him back into the kitchen where his flushed impatience has brought color to his cheeks. I have a flash of an image of him crushing his querulous lips to mine until I’m weak, his calloused fingers tugging my hair until I melt underneath them. He comes at me quickly, and I almost think it’s going to happen, but he clutches my arm instead.

“Hey, go grab Brett from his trailer for me.”

“I have to watch the camera,” I say dumbly, and I hate myself for it.

Rob’s lips press together tightly, almost pursed, but he nods. “It’ll live for a few minutes.”

“Yeah, okay.” My mouth is dry when I say it, a mix between fervent need and fight or flight.

“Thanks, kid.”

As he retreats, I realize that even after a week of twelve-hour days, he still has no idea what the hell my name is.

 

 

Chapter Two: Brett
The woman underneath me is absolutely smoking. I’ve already forgotten her name, but then again, she’d muddled through it in the first place. I wanted to fuck her the moment I saw her, and though I don’t want to live up to the expectation I’m sure the whole goddamn cast and crew has of me, a few unalienable things are true.

First of all, I’m hot.

I have to be. My entire career up until now has hinged on that fact. I live on a diet of protein and vegetables, spend hours in the gym every day, and I have a close, personal relationship with a cosmetologist.

Second of all, I like to fuck.

During an interview at the last AVN Awards, someone asked if I ever got tired of fucking off camera.
I’ve never met a pussy I didn’t like,
had been my answer, and the soundbite went viral. Yes, I have a reputation. And I’m okay with that.

But fucking
on
camera is becoming a chore. I hate to sound ungrateful, but there isn’t an easy way to say it. I’m contractually obligated for the next three years with Kinked Up, but I’m ready to move on. It took some heavy charming to convince my agent Lori to agree to let me find a mainstream role, but she gave in.

She always gives in. I’ve caught her in the office getting off to one of my movies. Her motivations aren’t hard to follow.

The hot redhead under me right now had folded with one smile, but she’s even more gorgeous when she’s splayed over the couch in my trailer. Her ass is on the arm of it, her back arched so her body is bent backwards, and I’ve got my hands on her thighs, clenching them around my hips.

She’s taking my cock like she’s dreamed about it for years. Her eyebrows are knit, her lips are parted, and she’s panting… but she’s otherwise silent. I reach down and thumb her clit, flicking it, and she gasps.

“Moan, baby,” I growl, and she looks momentarily horrified.

Her voice is in a whisper when she states the obvious. “They might hear.”

“I don’t give a fuck.” I hear the slap of skin as I pick up my pace and angle my hips upwards.

She finally responds how I want. Her eyes are on mine as she lets out a cry, as though she’s been holding it back this whole time. I feel her pussy clench, responding to the deeper intrusion, and I reward her by groaning, “Fuck, yeah… like that, baby.”

She’s found her voice now and she uses it with sharp whines, and a request of her own. “Harder…
deeper
…”

I pull out of her and in one quick motion, I use my grip on her thighs to flip her over so she’s bent over the arm of the couch. Before she’s had a moment to adjust, I’m back inside of her, pounding into her, and she whimpers, helpless.

I reach forward and fist her hair, yanking it, and she arches against me. Again, I feel her body respond before her voice does. Her thighs are weak; they’re trembling now that my hands are at her hips instead of around them. She’s close.

I urge her closer with, “Fucking let go, baby, come on.”

She shrieks, but it takes me a moment to realize it’s not at my ministrations. It’s at the knock on my trailer door, loud and intrusive.

I respond with a bark of, “What?” but my pace doesn’t slow.

Red Hot responds by reaching behind her, pressing at my abs to stop me. I obey, and my hips still.

The voice behind the door is almost annoyed. She doesn’t want to be there. She probably lost a coin toss. “Um… Rob wants you on set in, like… soon.”

“Yeah, I got it!”

There’s a pause that feels longer than it actually is, and she responds, “Yeah, okay.”

Redhead suspends her breath, but she lets it out when she’s sure the other woman is gone. I can already tell she’s done. I give her the option. “You wanna keep going? Or ya wanna stop? It’s up to you.” My hand smoothes over her ass, relishing it for a few moments.

“Um…” She starts to shift her body, so I step back to give her the space. “I just… sorry, I…”

“Hey.” I ease out of her slowly, knowing she’s sensitive, and offer her a hand, which she takes, helping herself up. I smile, my palm slipping to the side of her face. “Don’t ever apologize for that shit. You don’t want it anymore, it’s fine.”  I seal the comment with a kiss, and she grins against it.

“Maybe later,” she tries, but by the way she says it, I doubt she’ll ask me for a repeat. The fantasy is over.

“Just let me know.”

I scoop her maxi-dress from the back of the couch and hold it out for her with one hand, rolling off the condom with the other. She redresses, looking incredibly bashful, and it almost makes her sweet. “I’ll see you on set?” Her voice is hopeful.

“I’ll be there.”

Red Hot scurries out and I hunt for my wardrobe, tugging on the torn jeans and t-shirt as soon as I find them on the floor. I’m sweat-soaked and flushed, but I’m sure the whole set has heard the details by now, so I don’t put much stock in it. I do take the time to wash red lipstick from the coarse hair at my jaw, and run a brush through my hair. Red Hot had groped it with so much fervor that it’s knotted -- though the sweat doesn’t help -- and I’ve only got a few minutes to spare as I finally emerge from my trailer.

It seems my interloper has been sent to babysit me; she’s there the moment my door is open. I recognize her from set, but she’s mostly running errands. Kylie. That was her name. She brought me coffee one morning. “I guess I’m late, huh?”

I try to make her crack a grin by providing one of my own, but she’s not having it. She’s all business, and her hard corners are irrefutable. “You smell like perfume,” she says, and I look down as though I can catch a glimpse of it.

“Thanks.”

“And sex.”

“Yeah.”

I don’t know if she expected me to own up to it so quickly, because she looks momentarily surprised. But she recedes a little, pressing her thick-rimmed glasses up a little in a gesture that has become a habit to buy her time.

“Great, well.” She pauses, and after a moment adds, “You missed lunch, “ as if it was a punishment instead of a decision.

I find myself nodding, amused. “I ate.”

She scoffs at that and then with a seemingly instinctive reaction says, “Fucking gross.” I feel triumphant. I start back to set with her at my heels, and I can’t help but wonder what her mouth tastes like.

 

Chapter Three: Kylie
Brett is the fucking worst.

He smells like Karen, the redheaded production designer, and as I follow him to set, I realize he probably didn’t even take a shower. Not only that, but his shoulder-length hair is sweaty and matted, and I know exactly why.

It’s disgusting, but more than that, it’s unprofessional. He’s working. This isn’t a brothel, it’s a film set. And I’m shocked at how cavalier he is about this entire thing. It’s like it’s a joke to him, and I can’t help but hate him for that. I studied for four years on technique, on lenses, on cameras, on storyboarding, and he screws the first redhead on set. Typical. Seriously typical.
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