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  Hudson Matthews, the godfather of porn, has his face eyelevel with my cock—so close I can feel his warm breath blowing across the tip of my dick. My pulse is banging in my ears. I’m sweating bullets. What the fuck am I doing here?


  I wasn’t exactly searching the classifieds for a job in the adult entertainment industry. Shit just kind of happened. I work at Dancing Dicks, an all-male strip club. You meet a lot of women at a club like that—you can fuck a lot of women at a club like that, and I may have accidentally screwed one of the girls that work here. I had no idea she was a porn star—not that it would have mattered much, but she mentioned how much she made and dropped my name to Hudson, which is how I ended up on this…whatever this is—interview, cock inspection…


  His gaze narrows as he nods his head. "Okay. Good size. Good girth. You got a good looking dick, man."


  "Uh..."What the fuck do I say to that?"Thanks…"


  "I think you'll do just fine in this industry."He walks back to his desk and sits down, the chair creaking under his weight.


  "But...” I shake my head, “No guys. Ever. That's a deal, right?"


  "Sure. No guys. I'll have Amanda type that up in your contract if we sign you."


  Istart to pull my jeans back up—


  "One more thing," he says."Go ahead and beat one out, would you?Need to see if you're a dribbler or a shooter. That's gonna be one of two clincherson whether you get the job."


  I stand,holding the waist of my jeansandstaring at him silently. "Like," I shrug, "right now? Just jerk off—right here—in your office?"


  "Yeah."His face remains expressionless."You signed thewaiver. My dick's not out. Not like I'm gonna rub oneoff. It's just part of it, and if you can't handle busting a nut in my office, well, then howthehell are you gonna bust one in front of an entire crew?" He shuffles the papers on his desk. "I mean, you're a good looking guy." His eyes drag over my body, and it makes my dick lose a good inch, "And a good looking guy with a cock like that—" He points at my crotch. "Well, they're hard to come by. You could be the next big thing, so just get on with it."He pushes the piece of paper toward me, and I stare atthe figure he wrote down earlier. Shit, that's a lot of money to let someone tape you fucking other people.This is not amateur, middle of the road porn. This is the fucking holy grail of the porn world. This man is porn himself. Walking, loaded porn.


  He grabs the remote from the desk and turns on the TV hung on the far wall. The sound of fake, breathy moans immediately fills the room and my attention swings to the screen. Two girlsaregoing at it. I swallow. Never would I have thought I would find myself in a man's office, beating one out to two chicks fucking each other on an 80-inch plasma screen. But for the kind of money written on that piece of paper, well, you do a lot of shit you never thought you would. I mean, being a porn star...how bad can it be? It's not like my family’s going to fess up if theystumble across one of my films.


  Taking a shallow breath, I fist my cock, focusing on the TV and the amount of money on that piece of paper. "I mean..." I stop jerking myself but don't look over at him because that would just be too fucking weird. "Where do you want me to shoot my load?"


  "I don't care just as long asit'snot on the chair, that shit stains."


  There’s a first time for everything in life, but never did I imagine Hudson Matthews would one day ask me to beat off in his office and then pull out a measuring tape to see what kind of distance my ejaculation has.
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  David looks pissed, well, wait. Maybe that’s not pissed. I narrow my gaze on him as he taps over the keyboard. His brow is scrunched, his eyes focused—the right one twitching a little, but he keeps chewing on his bottom lip and wiping his hand over his face like he’s sweating. Shit, that’s not pissed that’s, that’s… not a good look.


  “Jemma, damn.” Shaking his head, he drops his chin to his chest. “Damn.”


  “What?”


  “Three years of work down the fucking drain.”


  “What!” My heart’s in my throat now because he’s dragging his hands down his face and David only does that when something really terrible has happened—when he’s just lost money. “What are you talking about?”


  He shoves the keyboard away, leans back in his chair, and drags his hands down his face again.


  “David, what the hell is going on?” I’m in a complete panic.


  I hear a giggle over the computer speakers. Then a guy groans. “Yeah, suck it. Suck my cock.” And every last muscle tenses because I know that voice. It’s my ex. And I really hope this isn’t what I think it is.


  David sits up, grabs the monitor, and spins it around. I gasp. My eyes go wide, and a little piece of me dies. I’m staring at the screen, and there, on the fucking internet is a video of me shoving Stone Steele’s dick down my throat.


  “Oh, my fucking God!” I shoot out of the chair and grab the monitor with both hands, lowering my face down to it. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck!”


  “Jemma, why?”


  I’m so mortified right now; I can’t even answer him. I just stare at the computer, watching myself on screen as I look up at the camera and smile.


  “Man, you’re fucking good at that,” Stone says. And I giggle—I. Giggle. Like a dirty, dirty little slut.


  “Oh, Jesus.” The memory of that night is still salient in my mind, and that video is only going to get more vulgar because Stone’s a fucking rock star with a camera and I’m about to fuck him like a cheap, two-dollar hooker. “Turn it off.” I point at the screen, shaking my finger furiously. “Turn it off, David!”


  David reaches for the mouse, spins the monitor back around, and the slurping and gagging sound of me choking on Stone’s dick silences.


  “The producer called me about this earlier today.” Exhaling, he places his elbows on the table and steeples his fingers over his nose. “The company is not happy about this, of course.”


  “That was six months ago,” I argue. “We’ve been broken up for five months!” I pace in front of his desk. “Where did that come from?” I swear to God, Stone can be a dick, but he’s not that big of an asshole.


  “Hell if I know, but it’s on fucking YouTube, and about an hour ago Rush Wilder tweeted about it. I’m sure before long the entire Pandemic Sorrow community will be retweeting that shit, so those four-hundred thousand likes are about to shoot through the goddamn roof.”


  “Shit.” All I can think about is how many people are going to see that. “Shit!”


  “It doesn’t matter how long ago that was. That video is about to be every-fucking-where.” There’s a ding on his phone. He grabs it from the desk, reads over a text, then tosses his hands into the air. “Well, fuck. They just terminated your contract.”


  “What? They can’t do that…”


  “They can, and they just did.”


  “Oh, my God.” I bury my hands in my face, fighting tears. For the past two years, I’ve played Elsa in some spin off sitcom series of that Frozen movie. The thing is…I work for a kid’s station, and they have this thing about morals and well, dating Stone was a big enough issue, this—this takes it to a whole new level. Image. It’s all about the image. “This cannot be happening,” I say in a groan.


  “What the hell possessed you to do that?”


  I shrug. “I don’t fucking know. I mean, who hasn’t made a sex tape with their boyfriend before?”


  “You don’t make sex tapes with slutty rock stars.” He shakes his head. “Well…we just have to find a new market for you.” He sighs. “Maybe HBO or something, I don’t know, but until then you’re shit out of luck.”


  I fall back in the chair, fighting the tears that want to break out. Not only am I embarrassed, but I'm also fucking pissed. Angry to the point of bawling. Three years of auditions, of call backs and “you’re not right for the role”. Three years of starving myself and busting my ass in a gym to look the part of the girl next door because as far as Hollywood is concerned even the girl next door looks like a fucking glamour queen. And after all that, I end up settling for some kids show. I didn’t want to do a kids show, but shit, it’s a start. I’m making money. I am—was actually a television actress. And ONE blow job to a rock star has ruined it all. I push up from the chair.


  “Where are you going?”


  “Home. Where else? I don’t have a fucking job anymore.”


  “We’ll get you some new headshots. Go for a sluttier look. It’s fine. Hell, this may help…who knows? I mean really, why would you want to get stuck in that good girl genre anyway.”


  “Thanks, David,” I say, reaching for the door.
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  “Jemma,” Stone says, his deep, swoon-worthy voice rattling over the phone. “I swear to fucking God, I have no idea.”


  “Stone, how do you not know?”


  “Fuck. It was on the cloud. I don’t know, but I’m not that big of an ass. Shit just didn’t work out with us, I have no reason to be a dick to you.”


  Sighing into the phone, I stare out of the window of my apartment. “Well, Rush sharing it all over social media didn’t help at all.”


  “Yeah…” He groans. “He’s a shithead. Sorry, but at least you looked hot.”


  “Really? Stone, really?”


  “Yeah, not gonna lie, I had to stroke one out every time I got tagged on Instagram.”


  “Fuck off. I got fired over it, and you’re over there beating one out to it.”


  “I’m just a dude, Jemma.” He laughs for a second, then clears his throat. “Look, want me to make a few calls? See what I can do about getting your job back?”


  “No.” I shake my head even though he can’t see me. “I don’t. It won’t do any good. Thanks, I’m just… I don’t even know what I am.”


  “Look, I really am sorry. I never would do something to intentionally hurt you. You meant the world to me and had the fucking tour and all that shit not been going on, well…”


  “Stone, I don’t want to rehash shit with you, I just, I just…”


  “Wanted to bitch me out? Rightfully so.” I hear Rush in the background shouting about pussy and beer followed by the manager, Jules, cussing at him and yelling that they have ten minutes. “Hey, I gotta go,” he says. “If you need anything, just call.”


  “Thanks…”


  “Bye, babe.”


  “Yeah, bye.”


  I hang up the phone and continue to stare out the window. David says to give it a few weeks, and I’ll probably get called for an audition, but I have this heavy feeling in the pit of my stomach about it all. This has fucked everything up. I know it has.
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  It’s been two weeks since I beat off in Hudson’s office, and now, here I stand, staring up at the wrought-iron double door entrance to his mansion in the middle of Beverly Hills. This house is fucking sick. Gated entrance. Lush landscaping. Huge. And I am here to officially audition to be a porn star.


  I ring the doorbell and wait. My heart hammers in my chest. I'm fucking shaking. What the actual hell have I gotten myself into?


  The door swings open to a middle-aged man holding a hamburger. He suspiciously looks at me then takes a bite of the greasy bun. "You here for the audition?"he says while chewing.


  "Yeah..."


  He jerks his head to the side, motioning me inside with the burger. I step in, follow him through a huge marble foyer and into a massive living room withcathedral windows looking out over a pool. There are at least a dozen people scattered around, fiddling with lighting and cameras.


  "Tyler," Hudson calls as he crosses the room with a shit-eating grin on his face. He reaches out to shake my hand, and I take it. "So all your tests came back clean. No HIV or syphilis, so that’s good.”


  “Uh, yeah, wasn’t really worried about that.”


  “Oh, and we gotta get you a new name. Tyler Westbrook is not a porn star name."


  "Yeah...uh, I’ve been thinking about that..."


  I jump when his fingers snap. "Fucking Johnny Depth!" he shouts. "You are goddamn Johnny Depth!"


  Jesus Christ. That’s worse than any name I’ve thought up.


  "It's fucking gold,” he says with a smile. “Shit at the ideas I just had. Pirates of the Lesbian, Who's Eating Gilbert’s Grape, Charlie's Chocolate Starfish..." He wriggles hiseyebrows.


  "Whoa, those are defiantly some names there, Hudson.”


  “Right?”


  I’m looking through the window at the pool and, as I turn my attention back to Hudson, my eyes land on the coffee table. There—on full display—are countless dildos and butt plugs and lubes. And this is the moment I reevaluate were I've come in life. At one point, I had direction. I actually had a scholarship to NYU; kept a 4.0 GPA for the first two years and then, well, let’s just say I got a little too swept up in the NYC party life. The next thing you know, my 4.0 GPA dropped—drastically, which meant I lost my scholarship. And here I am two years later in California—debating on giving up my stripping career to make porn. Mom would be so proud…


  "Alright," Hudson says, clapping his hands. "Let's get this shit going. Get that light replaced. I need some sterile wipes out here for between takes." He looks over his shoulder at me. "Come on, Johnny. Walk with me.” I follow him through the doorway and down the hall."I’m letting you audition with Vee, she’s really experienced. Just do your thing, you know, go down on her, make her suck your cock, and then fuck her—in the pussy, in the ass... I don't care. Just make it hot."


  "What about dialogue? Don’t you guys do some script or something?”


  “Make it natural. It’s just sex, you know? You’ve watched pornos before, right?”


  "Well, yeah…" I fight to keep up with him as he weaves his way down the long hallway. "But, shit, watching and doing are two completely different things."


  He laughs. "It's not that hard. Penis in hole. Pull out to come. Done."


  He yanks a door open in the hallway and grabs a black silk robe. When he turns around, he scrunches his brow and glares at me. “Why are you following me?”


  “You told me to.”


  “Huh.” He squints and throws the robe at me. “Okay, well come on then.”


  I follow him back to the living room. A long-legged redhead is leaning against the sofa. Hudson points to her. “This is Vee Gina. Vee, this is Johnny.”


  These names…


  She holds her hand out, and I shake it. Her green eyes drift over my body, a smile pulling at her lips. “Nice to meet you.”


  “Yeah, and you.”


  She turns back to Hudson and unties her robe. I watch as the material falls to the floor in a puddle around her feet leaving her completely butt-ass naked. “Nat shaved me,” she says, “but I think there’s still too much hair. What do you think, too much?”


  Hudson drops to a knee and inspects her. “Nah, I think it’s fine.”


  This has to be the strangest shit that has ever happened. I just got introduced to a random chick I’m about to bang in front of a camera. Dildos, butt plugs, condoms, lube. My heart pounds in my chest because, again, what the actual fuck am I doing here?


  “Johnny.”


  I try to keep my eyes off Vee’s ass, fighting the erection growing in my jeans because I’m not certain whether getting a hard-on like this is considered professional or amateur.


  “Johnny!” Hudson taps me on the shoulder. “Johnny!”


  “Oh, yeah. Sorry, the name and all, you know?”


  He reaches to the counter and picks up a string of beads. “Anal beads.” He places them in my hand. “Ever used them before?”


  Vee looks at me and grins.


  “Uh, yeah, no…”


  “Well, it’s easy. We’ll just put some lube on it and you just—” he makes a circle with one hand and forces his other hand through it, “shove it up in there.”


  This is insane. I stare at the pink balls in my hand, heat drowning me when I glance up at Vee.


  She shrugs. “Yep, just shove it up in there.”


  I swallow. I’m a fucking guy. This should not make me uncomfortable. I should be all for shoving some shit up a hot girl’s ass, right?


  “Alright,” Hudson claps his hand. “Let’s get this show on the road. Vee, go easy on pretty boy, would you?”


  A slight smirk plays over her red lips as she grabs a condom from the table. “Sure thing.” She holds her hand out, and I take it, letting her lead me across the room to the couch with lights and cameras set up all around it.


  “You nervous?” she asks as she sits down and spreads her legs open. Shit, am I supposed to look at her pussy or not? I fight to keep my eyes on her face.


  “Yeah, a little.” I shake my head. “This is just...”


  “I know, you think it’s easy, but it’s not, especially not the first time. It’s good money. It’s fun. Hud’s a great guy. It’ll be fine. I promise.”


  She reaches for my fly and unfastens it. I can actually hear my heart banging in my ears. Hudson’s staring and fuck, the little red light on the camera is already on.


  “You’re so hot,” she whispers before placing her lips to my lower stomach. Kissing over me, she shoves my jeans and boxers down.


  Fuck. I need to say something, but what? I close my eyes and take a breath. Fisting her hair, I stare into her green eyes and stroke my thumb over her cheek. “You’re so fucking beautiful.”


  I swear her breath catches right before her tongue traces over my cock. My grip on her hair tightens when her lips sink down around me. I’ve always been certain about my ability to fuck a girl, but this really puts the pressure on. My stomach stays in knots while she sucks me off. And then, my adrenaline kicks in. I think about the figure on that piece of paper, and I push her down on the couch, bending her legs back


  


  Minutes later, I’m naked in front of the cameras, slamming into this chick and doing math in my head to keep from getting off. I am pretty sure this is my dissension into the abyss of hell, but shit, money’s money. I’m single. I’m young. I dropped out of college, and I know damn well I will never get an offer like this again.
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  Three months later


  


  Heather’s hand is plastered over her mouth, tears streaming down her face from how hard she’s been laughing. Shaking my head, I throw my apron down on the coffee table and pace.


  “Wait, wait, wait,” Heather says, attempting to restrain a laugh. “Back up.”


  “Fired,” I say. “From a restaurant. That video has ruined my life.”


  “You’d think since you dyed your hair back to brown, people wouldn’t think Elsa anymore.”


  “You’d think…”


  “But…” she smiles from ear to ear, “for the love of all things holy. Tell me this story again, and I’m sorry, but I am going to laugh.”


  Dragging my hands down my face, I groan. “More adults than you’d think watch that damn show—”


  “Or, maybe that tape made more adults watch it.” She shrugs when I glare at her.


  “Anyway, every-fucking-day, some smartass says something because they recognize me.”


  “Yep. Got that.”


  “And today it was just too much.”


  “Um-hmm. Now, tell me again, what did he sing to you?”


  Just thinking about the smirk on that dick’s face makes my blood boil all over again. “Do you want to suck a big dick…to the tune of Do You Want to Build a Snowman.”


  Heather burst into laughter. “Amazing!”


  “No, it’s not.”


  “And you seriously dumped water on him?”


  “The entire pitcher.”


  She laughs even harder, and I can’t help but laugh as well.


  “Oh. God. I love you,” she says, wiping tears from her face. “Me? I would have slapped him, you—” she shakes her head. “You just dump water on him.”


  I shrug. “I’m not violent like you Heather.” I fall back onto the sofa and stare up at the ceiling. “So now what the fuck am I gonna do? I don’t have any money. I’ve gone through my savings, and you barely make enough to support your Sephora habit…”


  Heather sighs and kicks her feet up onto the coffee table. “Well, isn’t going completely broke some rite of passage or some shit? Wouldn’t being homeless and panhandling for money teach us some deep, life lesson?”


  “No.”


  “Hmmm. Well, shit. I guess we’re fucked.”


  We sit on the couch in silence for a few moments. David hasn’t had one call from a network. The family networks won’t touch me; the other networks think I don’t have the right look. I’m beyond fucked right now. Other than a few offers to do porn, the phone hasn’t rung. And I am not doing porn. I mean, to each their own, but showing my bleached asshole to the world is not something on my bucket list.


  “Well,” Heather groans as she stands up and stretches. “There is only one thing to do when you are about to be broke as shit.”


  I glare up at her. “Do I evenwant to know?”


  She wriggles her eyebrows at me. “Go to the Lotus Club and get drunk.”


  “Because spending the last bit of money I have on drinks is smart in what way?”


  Heather shrugs. “I didn’t say it was smart. Just think of it as a final hurrah. And besides…” she reaches down, grabs my hand, and jerks me up. “Dress like a slut-faced hooker and you won’t be spending any money. Guys will buy our drinks, and we can get drunk and drown our sorrows.”


  “Slut-faced hooker you say?”


  “Yep, slut-faced hooker.”


  I nod.


  “Tonight…” she smiles. “…we ride.”


  I wrinkle my brow. “That makes no sense.”


  “It just made it sound more epic or something. Just go with it, Jemma.” She walks toward the hall. “Now, go wash the smell of fried food out of your hair and get dressed. T-minus five hours before we slut drop like it’s our job.”
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  Empty moving boxes are scattered all over the living room floor. We’ve been moving all day, and I’m fucking tired.


  "Dude," Jake says, flopping back on the sofa and popping a beer. "Why do you have so much shit?"


  "Fuck if I know."You never realize how much shit you have until you move. And half of this stuff has been holed up in storage since I moved to California. I grab one of the last boxes and stand, looking around the large living room. “Man, whoever would have thought porn and stripping would make enough money for a house like this,” I laugh.


  “And to think we were going to bother with law school.”


  “Yeah,” I sigh. “Right…”


  I kick the door to the bedroom open, drop the box to the floor, and sit on the edge of the mattress. Taking a pair of scissors, I cut the tape and lift the box flap. On the very top of a pile of books, lays my Junioryearbook.I open it and read over the messages left by classmates, and then I come to the note Jemma left.


  Tyler,


  I love you. I've loved you since we were six. I'll love you until I'm ninety-six.


  Jemma


  I can still hear her voice when I read that, and I smile because I loved her. I really fucking loved her. What we had, it wasn’t that high school bullshit. I can honestly say it was something real. We grew up next door to each other, she was the first girl I’d ever had a crush on, and when I was six, I vowed she would be my first kiss, and she was, even if it wasn’t until we were thirteen.


  I let my mind wander back to one of those memories I can’t seem to let go of:


  I finally catch her and snatch the rubber band free from her hair, laughing as one of her pigtails falls loose. “I’m telling,” she whines before taking off in a sprint across the room. I, of course, go after her. "Stop chasing me, Tyler," she shouts as I run around the couch, nearly tripping on that dumb pink Barbie car she was trying to make me play with. "Stop it!" She hops onto thesofaand bounces across the cushions.


  "Nope." I shake my head and laugh as I jump on the couch after her. For some reason, I want to kiss her, even though it’s gross. I just want to kiss her.


  She squeals and tumbles off the sofa before running to the corner of the room.


  "Tyler!" I freeze at the sound of my dad’s voice. Jemma stops running as well, attempting to catch her breath. Footstepsfall on the stairs, and soon enough, Dad’s large frame appears at the bottom of the steps. "Come on, buddy. Time to go."


  I groan and glare at him. "Thanks a lot, Dad," I say. "You just ruined what could've been the best day of my life!"


  Jemma narrows her eyes at me.


  "What?" Dad asks.


  "I was gonna kiss her," I say as I angrily snatch my backpack from the floor. "I almost had her."


  "Ewww! Gross,” Jemma says, crossing her arms over her chest.


  "Son," Dad looks down at me. "You're seven."


  "But she's pretty..." I look back over at Jemma, and she has a small smile on her face. “One day, Jemma, I’m gonna kiss you.”


  


  I shake that memory from my mind. That relationship is one of those what could have been deals. First love. First heartbreak, bullshit, bullshit, bullshit. Sometimes I think had I not gotten that scholarship to NYU and moved off that I would have ended up marrying her because, let’s be honest, when you're eighteen, long distancerelationships don't work.


  We grew apart, I dropped out and became a stripper. She ended up being an actress. A legit actress, just like she said she would ever since we were kids. To be honest, it sucks because I’ll be flipping through the channels late at night after a shift, and I’ll catch her on screen. It’s a kids show, which makes me feel like a fucking perv because there’s something about Jemma dressed up like Elsa that would make any man’s dick hard. She looks all wholesome, and doesn’t that just do it? So it’s no surprise that I’ve beat off to it a time or two, right? I can’t help but laugh at myself. Here I am jacking off to her TV series and shooting porn, and she probably donates to charities for blind, three-legged dogs. I need a fucking beer. I toss the yearbook down and head into the hall.


  When I walk into the living room, Jake is fooling with the new TV. “Fucking shit, man.” He backs away from the wall, turns the TV on, and waits.


  “What are you doing, dipshit?”


  “I can cast from my phone,” he says. “Do you know what this means?”


  I go into the kitchen and grab a beer from the fridge. “Yeah, that you can cast from your phone?”


  “Man, give me a second…”


  I pop the tab and tip the cold beer back. And then, on my second sip, a smacking noise echoes around the living room followed by a high-pitched moan.


  “Fuck yeah, man,” Jake says, pointing at the large flat screen mounted on the wall. “Porn in HD.”


  “Don’t be beating your shit off in here,” I say before glancing up at the screen. “I swear to God…” I trail off and my jaw fucking drops. “What. The. Fuck?”


  “What?” Jake says.


  “Where did you find that?”


  “This?” he asks, pointing back at the plasma screen.


  “Yeah.”


  “Pornhub.”


  “Fuck.”


  “What?”


  I stare at the screen. Big round eyes. Full suck me lips. High cheekbones. And I can see just a hint of her dark roots in that platinum blonde hair. “That’s—” I have to laugh for a second, “my ex.”


  “What!”


  I step closer to the TV. “And…Stone Steele from Pandemic Sorrow! Jesus-fucking-Christ.” I shake my head.


  “Dude…” he glances back at me. “You dated Elsa?”


  I stand, watching her get pounded and the thought that she’s all wholesome just went out the damn window.
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  The club lights flicker. The deep bass of the music pounds through my body and sweat trickles between my breasts as I sway my hips in rhythm with the beats. I feel hands grab onto my waist. When I look up at Heather, she shakes her head to tell me no. I spin around and come face to face with a guy sporting spikey brown hair, a spray tan, and a sideways visor, attempting to ram his crotch against my ass. Scooting away from him, I grab onto Heather and dance with her. Her hands go to my ass, and she squeezes it so hard I’m certain I’ll have a bruise.


  “My girlfriend,” she yells over the music. “Leave her alone or I’ll cut your dick off, and no—we don’t share, so fuck off.”


  The guy swats his hand through the air before stumbling over to another random girl and grinding on her. Dance clubs—a phenomenon all in their own. A place where you come to get shitfaced and basically dry hump strangers. Every one-night stand I’ve had was the direct result of a dance club, and most of them—terrible decisions.


  “Thanks, babe,” I say, kissing her cheek.


  “It’s what I’m here for. We are not going to have a repeat of the Ronald incident.”


  “Oh, hell no.”


  Ronald was the last one-night stand I had. I woke up the morning after to him, his retainer, and about fifteen cats laid on his bed. Oh, and let’s not forget the Iron Man posters on his bedroom wall. From what I can recall, I actually passed out while we were having sex, but evidently gave him my number because he kept calling me over and over. It makes me shudder just thinking about it.


  A cute blond guy comes up behind Heather as the song ends. His hands go to her waist. She glances over her shoulder, takes a quick look, then turns back to me and smiles.


  The song “My Pony” comes on and Heather squeals and claps her hands. The next thing I know, fingers are digging into my hips, and some guy is grinding against me like he’s Channing Tatum in Magic Mike. His hands slide up my waist, then down the front of my thighs, pulling my skirt up.


  Heather has literally stopped moving and is staring at him. “Oh, my fucking God. He’s hot,” she mouths as she nods. “Fuck him. FUCK him.”


  There’s a hard thrust against my ass, and I can seriously feel an erection pressing into my crack. His pecs press against my exposed back, his hot breath fans over my neck, and he smells like expensive cologne. He moves my hips in rhythm with his and fuck—he can dance.


  The longer we dance, the more heated it becomes. His hands are roaming all over my body, pulling the hem of my shirt up as they move over to palm my breasts. The way this guy is touching me is ungodly, and although I should probably at least turn around and see what he looks like, I kind of like the fact that I can’t see him. Taking one hand away from my hips, he sweeps my hair to the side as his other hand glides over my thigh. A low groan rumbles from his throat as his warm thumb skims the lace of my thong, sending a jolt of arousal throughout my body. In one fluid movement, he spins me around to face him. And I almost stop breathing.


  Honey-brown eyes. Distinct jawline covered in a slight five o’clock shadow. My gaze drops to those full, full lips. And I think for a second I may have a fucking heart attack. I have literally been dry humping my ex for the past five minutes. Like a fucking slut.


  “Holy. Fucking. Shit.” Tyler says, backing away from me.


  My pulse kicks up. Adrenaline floods my system. And I do the only thing one can do in a situation such as this: I spin around so fast I nearly get whiplash and bail, shouldering my way through the crowded dance floor and straight to the bar because I need a shot, or two, or ten. I make a beeline to an open spot and lean over the counter, my elbows slipping in spilled beer when I go to grab my head. “This is not happening,” I say under my breath.


  The guy next to me takes his drink and moves on, then, I feel a shoulder bump against mine. “Jemma…” Tyler’s voice is deeper than I remember, but then again, I haven’t talked to him since he was nineteen.


  Exhaling, I turn to face him, and well, I can’t form words. Now that we’re off the dancefloor and in the light of the bar, I can really see him, and he’s somehow even more fucking gorgeous than I remember. Half Lebanese and American—that mixture is nothing short of exotic. He was that guy in high school that all the girls fawned over, but I don’t even know that he noticed because he was always mine. Always. I swallow in an attempt to force my heart out of my throat. I don’t know what’s worse right now, the fact that I was slut dropping on him like that, or the fact that it felt so damn good.


  “What…” I shake my head and shrug. “I mean, what are you doing here?”


  “Uh, well I live here…”


  “In LA?” I pause. He bites down on his lip, and I notice a glint. He got his lip pierced? “You live in California? In LA?” I ask.


  “Yeah…” he laughs and fuck him for those dimples that just popped out and those eyelashes that are so thick they mimic eyeliner.


  Shocked doesn’t cover this. The last time I spoke to Tyler, he was in New York. Hell, the last time I stalked his Facebook—because yes I do that every so often—he was still there. And here I stand, staring into the eyes of the boy who used to be my world. We grew up next door to each other. He was my first crush, my first kiss, and as cliché as it is, we lost our virginity to each other. And out of all the firsts I had with Tyler, the one that is the most salient in my mind is that he was my first broken heart. He crushed me. He had a full paid scholarship to NYU, so I can’t fault him for moving, but what we had wasn’t just some normal love—it was an epic love. And epic loves should stand the test of time, but ours didn’t. We didn’t fight for it, we just let it go because six months after he left we broke up and shortly after that he had a new girlfriend while I was still trying to pick up the pieces of my shattered heart. The hardest part of it all was that throughout my life, if nothing else, I had him, and then one day, I didn’t.


  “It’s good to see you,” he says, blatantly dragging his eyes over me. His gaze stops on my exposed legs before lifting to my face. He smirks. “Damn,” he says. “You’re fucking gorgeous.”


  That angry part of me wants to shove a middle finger in his face and tell him to fuck off, the hurt side still wants him, and that drunk side wants revenge. I swallow. “Thanks,” I say as I turn back to the bar.


  “What do you want to drink?”


  “I got it.”


  “Yeah, yeah. What do you want to drink?”


  “Tequila.”


  “You want tequila? What happened to vodka?”


  “Tastes change.”


  “Some taste…” he says, grinning as he steps up to the bar.


  “You really think you’re gonna get the bartenders attention before—”


  “The regular?” the bartender asks.


  Here I am with my tits basically out, and Tyler takes one step toward the bar and gets his order taken.


  “Yeah, and a tequila shot. Thanks, Will.” He glances down at me with a shit-eating grin on his face. “What was that you were saying, I wouldn’t what?”


  I roll my eyes. “A regular at a night club. Wouldn’t be a drunk would you?”


  “Nah, not at all.”


  Within seconds, he’s handing me a shot glass. I tip the tequila back, and it burns on the way down. My eyes water from the sting as I fight back a cough. “Thanks for the shot,” I say turning to walk away.


  “Hey, where you going, titch?” Tyler grabs onto my arm.


  Fuck. My heart just did that stupid flutter thing and sank to the pit of my stomach. Titch. That’s what he’s called me since we were kids because he said it’s what they call small people in England. I hated that name, but grew to love it.


  “You here with someone?” he asks.


  “My friend.”


  He nods.


  “I gotta…” I rip my hand out of his hold, and he narrows his gaze on me. “I gotta, you know, get back over there before she starts to worry.”


  “Don’t wanna catch up?”


  Oh, fuck you. “Not much to catch up on,” I say.


  “Oh, come on, you’re on a TV show for kids now. Plenty to catch up on.” He smirks and it makes me loathe him even more.


  “No, there’s not.”


  “You’re still mad at me, I see.”


  “Oh, so sure of ourselves, huh? Fuck off, Tyler.”


  “We were kids, Jemma. I didn’t mean to hurt you, you know?


  I walk away, and he’s right behind me.


  “Tyler, I have nothing for you.”


  I head toward the dancefloor, and he grabs my hand. “Where you going?” he asks.


  “I told you. To my friend.”


  “The friend you were dancing with?” He smiles and nods to the end of the bar. “Isn’t that her over there?” I follow his gaze to the side of the room to find Heather snuggled up to the blond guy she was dancing with earlier.


  “Yeah,” I groan. “That’s her.”


  “Well, guess what? That guy wrapped around her waist—that’s my roommate.”


  Of course, it is. Huffing, I make my way toward her, Tyler’s still right behind me. Tyler’s apparent roommate arches his brows, nodding as his gaze veers down to Heather. “You ‘bout ready to head home,” he asks.


  “Uh, yeah…sure,” Tyler says rubbing his hand over the back of his neck.


  Heather grins. “He’s pretty, Jemma,” she slurs, looking at Tyler. “And guess what? They are roommates.”


  “I know,” I groan.


  Tyler walks past me as Heather pushes away from the roommate and stumbles over to me. Placing her hand on my shoulder, she leans in close to my face. “That guy is hot enough that if I fuck him, it doesn’t make me a whore, right?”


  “What?”


  She puts her nose inches from mine, her eyes slightly crossing. “He’s hot enough that it cancels out the whore in me, right?”


  I back away from the smell of alcohol permeating the air and take a quick once over of the guy. Tall, built, blond; total Hollister model material. “Yeah, sure.”


  “Good,” she smiles. “I’ll fuck him, you fuck the other one, and we can be non-sluts together.”


  “Um…” My eyes find Tyler at the bar with his roommate. “It’s a little more complicated than that.”


  “No, sex is so uncomplicated, Jemma. It’s a basic animal instinct.”


  “Right and—”


  Before I can finish my sentence, a shot glass is shoved in front of my face. “Body shots and then we leave,” the roommate says, winking at Heather and me.


  “It’s better with lime,” Tyler says. I turn to find him smiling and holding up a lime wedge.


  “I’m not leaving with you,” I argue.


  “Really?”


  “Really.”


  “You’re drunk.”


  “And?” I shrug. “I’ll call a cab.”


  “She’s obviously going home with us…” he nods over to Heather whose now deep throating the roommate.


  “Well, good for her.”


  “You’ll be all alone.” He smiles.


  “Yep. Think I can manage it. Thanks for the concern, though.”


  “I doubt that.” He laughs. “Unless you’ve suddenly gotten over your fear of staying in a house by yourself…”


  “I’m twenty-three, not seven, Tyler.”


  I glare at him. I used to sleep in the hallway outside of my parent’s room because I hated sleeping by myself. Of course, since Tyler was my best friend, I told him how scared I was, and he, of course, had a solution. Most nights, he would climb the tree between our houses and I’d let him in my room. “This way you don’t have to be alone, titch,” he told me. “As long as you have me, I won’t let you be alone. Promise.” That memory chokes me up, and now I hate him even more because that was a lie. He did leave me alone.


  He dumps the shot of tequila in his mouth. Shaking his head, he blows a breath through his lips. “Whew, so much better with lime, and this was the last wedge, lucky for you I’m a gentleman and saved it for you.”


  There’s a slight flitter in my stomach when Tyler places the wedge between his teeth and points at the shot in my hand. He takes a step toward me, and I empty the tequila in my mouth. He grabs the back of my head, his fingers scratching against my scalp as he brings my face to his. And then, I jerk free of his grip and take the lime out of his mouth—with my hands.


  “Lame, Jemma,” Heather says, stumbling toward the exit. “So lame I can’t live with you any longer. I’m changing the locks. I swear to God,”


  “Damn, that mad?” Tyler says.


  I narrow my gaze at him. “No, I just don’t want my mouth on you. I don’t know where it’s been the last four years.”


  I walk toward the exit and grab onto Heather’s arm as she steps through the door. “Are you seriously going home with him?”


  Her gaze narrows on me. “Yeah, I thought we went over this. I’m fucking him—” she thumbs over toward Tyler, “You’re banging him…”


  “This is how people get killed, you know that?”


  She shrugs. “I’ll take my chances. He’s hot, and I’m horny.”


  A cab pulls to the curb, and Heather opens the door.


  Tyler steps up beside me. “You gonna come?”


  “No.”


  “Oh, come on. You can cuss me out. It’ll be fun.” He smiles. “Seriously, it’d be nice to catch up.”


  I step to the side to hail another cab.


  “Goddamn, I forgot how stubborn you are,” he says in a groan. “Just get in the taxi, would you?”


  “I don’t want to.”


  He steps up beside me. “So, you are going to take a cab alone?”


  “Yeah.”


  “Not gonna happen.”


  “Excuse me? Who the fuck do you think you are to tell me what I’m going to do?”


  “It’s not safe.”


  “Oh, fuck off. That’s a shitty attempt to get me to go home with you.”


  “Girls have been getting fucking raped taking cabs by themselves.”


  I glare at him because I am well aware of that.


  “Look,” he says. “You can come back to my house. I’ll sober up and drive you home, or I’ll just ride in the cab with you to your place then take it home.”


  “Of course.” I laugh, annoyed at him. “I’m a woman, I’m incapable of doing anything alone.”


  “No,” he grits his teeth and leans in close to me. “There are sick fucks out there and, under the current circumstances, it’s not safe.”


  “Are you two coming or what?” Heather calls from the back of the cab.


  I glance between her and Tyler and throw my hands up. “Jesus Christ…” It’s not worth arguing about. I climb into the back of the cab and Tyler scoots in beside me, slamming the door.


  “You’re unbelievable,” I say beneath my breath.


  “And you’re stubborn.”


  “Ugh.” I cross my arms over my chest and stare at the back of the seat.


  “Where to?” the cab driver asks.


  “Hancock Park.”


  I roll my eyes. Hancock Park is expensive. His body is even nicer than it was, and now, he obviously has money. We ride for twenty minutes in silence. Heather and Tyler’s roommate, who I’ve now found out is named Jake, are lip-locked and every time she moves, her high heel digs into my leg.


  The cab turns onto a residential street lined with palm trees. Tyler shifts next to me. “Of all the people I could have run into tonight,” he says, leaning in by my ear. “I couldn’t have asked for a better surprise.” The heat from his breath fans across my neck and chill bumps race over my skin.


  “Yep. Surprise alright.”


  The cab stops in front of a nice house. A really nice house with landscape lighting reflecting off the white stucco front and arched doorway over the porch.


  Heather’s ass is practically in my lap, and I smack it, then shove her out of the way. “Can you get off each other long enough to make it inside the house?”


  She tears away from Jake and looks out the window. “Holy shit!” Heather slurs. “This is where you live?”


  “Yeah,” Jake says.


  “What the hell do you two do for a living?”


  “We getting out?” Tyler asks, slinging the door open.


  Jake slides across, followed by Heather, who stumbles out like a baby deer with new legs.


  I may be angry at him, but I am drunk, and he is fucking hot, and damn, was he good in bed. I follow them up the sidewalk, trying to pep-talk myself on the way to the front of the house. This is how bad things start: You go home with a guy, he says it’s just friendly, and the next thing you know you’re bowed over the bed fisting his sheets while staring at his damn cat. A few tequila shots are not an excuse to fuck your ex. My gaze lands on his ass. But really, it’s not like I would be adding any numbers to my list. It would be kind of like it never even happened. Oh, for fuck’s sake, Jemma. Control your fucking vagina.


  Tyler shoves the key into the lock and pushes the door open. We step into a small foyer that opens up to a large living room and kitchen.


  “Wow, you two must make some money. What are you fucking high-end escorts?” Heather asks.


  Tyler coughs, tosses the keys on the entrance table, and walks to the kitchen to open the fridge.


  “We just moved in,” Jake says. “Tyler got a…” he clears his throat. “A promotion.”


  “This is fucking amazing,” Heather says as she slams into the frame of the door. “Whoops. This,” she points through the open doorway, “is where I meant to go. Double vision’s a motherfucker, you know?”


  It is amazing. Everything is new and sleek. God, I just got fired for a sex tape with an ex and can’t even get a hemorrhoid commercial, and he’s probably a lawyer like he always wanted to be—wait, he’s not had enough time to go through law school. What the hell does he do?


  A few seconds later, a door down the hallway bangs shut and now it’s just Tyler and me in the living room. Outstanding. “You want something to drink?” he asks, walking toward the kitchen.


  “Sure.”


  “Water?”


  I hear a cabinet open. “Yeah, thanks.”


  I glance around the room for a moment before heading toward the picture window. The streetlamp shines down on the rows of palms planted along the curb. When I left my apartment earlier this evening, I never thought I would be standing in the middle of that boy’s living room at the end of the night. It’s crazy that after so many years, that attraction hasn’t waned at all, if anything, it’s worse because instead of a boy, he’s a man. A very attractive, very muscular, evidently very successful man. Usually when you end up at some random person’s house after a night of drinks, you have no idea what to expect. It could be great, it could be shit and in that uncertainty lies a bit of hesitation. Sex with Tyler was never shit. Everything else about him has gotten better, more mature with age so I can only imagine what the sex is like now.


  I watch his reflection in the window as he steps up behind me. His eyes are trained on my back as he slowly sweeps my hair to the side. His long fingers trail over the side of my throat. I tense under his touch, but I don’t want him to stop. It feels too good.


  His fingers skim up the back of my neck, slowly scratching into my hair.


  What do I do here? There’s still something between us, some undercurrent that’s familiar and foreign all at the same time. “Your house is really nice,” I say. That sounded so stupid. Jesus, could I be any more obvious?


  He hands me a glass of water and steps back. I watch in the window as he takes a seat on the couch and kicks off his shoes. “I didn’t drink too much. I can take you home in a little bit if you want.”


  “Yeah…sure.” I remain facing the window.


  “Sorry if I seemed like an ass, I just…wouldn’t want anything to happen to you, you know?”


  In my head, all I can manage to think is: Fuck you. Fuck you. Fuck you. Great! Exactly what I want to do: listen to my friend banging some random guy. I take a sip of water and then a muffled thud, thud, bang, thud, bang echoes down the hallway. I swallow. This is awkward as hell. “Actually, do you have any liquor?” I ask.


  “What?” he laughs.


  I turn around. “Like some tequila or vodka or anything?”


  The banging grows more frantic.


  “Uh,” he narrows his gaze. “Yeah…” He stands and makes his way back into the kitchen, and I follow him.


  “Help yourself,” he says as he opens a cabinet and steps to the side.


  I select a bottle of tequila, Petron, to be exact, and pull the cork out. “Glasses?”


  He turns around, grabs a glass and hands it to me. I go to the fridge, get some ice, then fill the cup to the brim with tequila.


  He points inside the cabinet. “No mixer?”


  “No.”


  I hear Heather moaning, and I tip the glass back, taking a few gulps.


  When I glance back at Tyler, he’s leaned against the counter, smirking.


  “What?”


  He shrugs.


  I walk to his sink, take a glass and fill it with ice and tequila then hand it to him.


  “I didn’t say I wanted a drink.”


  “Well, I didn’t want to get in the cab,” I say, walking back to the living room, trying to ignore the hammering sound echoing down the hallway. “So,” I say as I fall back onto the couch, “When did you move to California?”


  “Two years ago.”


  “Huh.” I take another gulp of the tequila. I need something to help me through this fucking nightmare. “Finish up at NYU?”


  “No…”


  I can tell by the blank expression on his face something happened. “Taking a break?” I ask.


  “Something like that. What about you? Are you in school?”


  “Nope. Stopped going when I got that role…” I trail off praying to God he hasn’t seen that tape.


  “Yeah, understandable.”


  We sit in silence for a few minutes, well, the not talking kind of silence because that damn headboard is still bumping against the wall pretty hard. Right now the she-bitch in me wants to make him regret losing me. I want him to want me and obsess over me the way he used to. I want to prove that I was right when I believed the love we had was an epic love, even if it goes nowhere.


  He inhales. “I actually failed out of NYU,” he says before turning up his glass.


  “That sucks.”


  “Yep.”


  And…silence again.


  “Jemma. I never meant to, we—”


  “So, what do you do now then? If you aren’t in school and all, I mean, this is a really nice house. You aren’t selling drugs or some shit are you?”


  His lips lay flat across his face, and he exhales a low groan. “No, of course not.”


  “Well, at least there’s that.”


  “You know I—”


  “So what do you do, Tyler?” I want him to stop trying to rehash the past because I am not going there with him. Hell, I don’t even want to be in his house right now, well, I mean, I kind of do, but I don’t.


  “I work.”


  “Where?”


  He glares at me. “I’m a service provider for a multi-million-dollar company.”


  I take another long sip of the liquor. My eyes stray to his lip ring. “When did you get your lip pierced?”


  “A year ago.”


  “I like it.”


  “Thanks.”


  And here we sit, slamming back about four shots worth of tequila. After a few moments of silence, a slow chuckle leaks from Tyler’s mouth.


  “What?” I ask, turning to look at him.


  “Remember the first time we had an argument?”


  “Oh, don’t even go there. That was your fault!”


  “You told me to do it.”


  “You were older; you should have known better.”


  His laugh deepens, and he tosses his head back against the couch cushion, dragging his hands down his face. “You wanted a bonfire.”


  “Yeah, because you freaked me out with all those ghost stories and you said the only way to keep Frankenstein away was with fire. It made sense.” I fight a laugh because it sounds so ridiculous.


  “So, I did what any best friend would do, and I made you a fire.”


  “You set the entire yard on fire, Tyler. The tree house, the fence, the doghouse—all up in flames.”


  Now we’re both laughing.


  “My Dad was so pissed at me,” he says. “They took my Nintendo away for three months.”


  “Yeah, which is why you cut my pigtail off, huh?


  He smiles. “I did that because Tommy Fisher had a crush on you.” He reaches over and flicks my hair. “I thought if you weren’t as cute he’d leave you alone.”


  That makes my heart hurt. I stare at him, and it’s hard, it’s really hard. Twelve years of my life revolved around Tyler. I hate him because I felt abandoned, but more than anything I hate him because no matter what, deep down inside, I never was able to really stop loving him. They say that absence makes the heart grow fonder, and I call bullshit on that. His absence over the past four years has let me deny everything, it’s allowed me to forget the way his dimples pop out when he smiles, the sound of his voice, the way he makes me feel safe. I liked it when I’d forgotten those things because you don’t miss things you’ve forgotten you lost.


  My heart’s sitting in the back of my throat, my skin flushing with a nervous heat. And for a moment, I think I should kiss him just because I’ve forgotten what his lips feel like. Tyler’s gaze flicks from my eyes to my lips as he slowly leans in toward me. Panicking, I hop up and walk to the window. I watch his reflection in the glass. He stares at me for a brief moment then drops his head and leans over his knees. Who would have thought four years later this could still feel so raw? Honestly, I believed he’d just gone on with his life, never regretting a thing, but it’s obvious right now that’s not the case. When I lost him I didn’t just lose a boyfriend, I lost my best friend. I lost my everything.


  The emotions are eating away at me, confusing me. I fight it for a few minutes. I fight it hard, but the alcohol hates me and I blurt out, “Come here.” As soon as those words fly out of my mouth, I regret them, and I rest my forehead against the cool pane of glass in front of me.


  Not a second later, he’s behind me, standing too close, his long, agile fingers skimming over my arm. “I miss you, titch.” He grips my arm and spins me around.


  “Tyler—” I say because he’s so damn close, but before I can utter another word, his warm lips are over mine. Now I’m weak. So fucking weak.


  Taking me by the shoulders, he pins me against the window. I give in. I shouldn’t, but you tell me the guy who was your everything, that broke your heart—you tell me that he has you pinned against a wall years later and you would say no.


  His tongue parts my lips, dipping into my mouth in that slow, seductive way I’ve yet to find since him and I moan. My hands slip over his biceps, over the bulges and defined ridges. His hands cup my face, tilting my head so he can tongue me deeper and harder. Fuck my life, this kiss is sex—this is what sex is supposed to be, and I still have all my clothes on. Every part of my body is heated, every last inch of me tingling. I’m wet and I hate him for it.


  He pulls away with his palms still gripping my face. “I can’t help it,” he says.


  I hesitate because if I kiss him again, it’s over.


  “I shouldn’t…” His lips are on mine again. “Tell me no,” he says in a groan against my mouth before tearing me from the wall and backing me toward the hall.


  “Why…” I breathe between deep kisses, slipping my hands beneath his shirt to feel over his hard, hot stomach.


  “Because…”


  “Shhh.”


  “There’s…” We bang into the wall— “something I need to tell you.”


  “Shhhh. Fuck, just shut up already, Tyler. I don’t care.”


  And I don’t. I don’t care what his reasons are. I don’t care what he regrets or doesn’t regret. I just want to fuck him.


  “Fuck, Jemma.”


  Within seconds, my shirt is over my head, my bra undone and he’s palming my breasts. My back hits another wall before a door swings open. His hands work my skirt over my hips then, I’m falling, and he’s coming with me. My shoulders hit the soft mattress. He’s over me, kissing me, his lips trailing down my neck, his hands on my breasts, sliding down my stomach. My fingers skim under his shirt and yank it over his head. He unzips his fly and I help him push his jeans and boxers over his ass.


  “So fucking hot,” he breathes over my stomach as he works my thong down my thighs. I glance down to find him staring up at me, his light brown eyes shredding into parts of me I don’t let anyone else get to. “There’s something—” his lips press over my hipbone and my back involuntarily lifts. Tyler pulls my thong from my ankles and tosses them to the side. “Something…”


  “Don’t,” I say threading my fingers through his hair. “Just,” I swallow. “Just don't.”


  And with that his warm mouth covers me, his tongue fucking me so deep, so soft, so—fucking God, I can’t find the word. All that feeling does is make me want to melt, fucking forget there is anything in this world aside from his mouth on me. My thighs fall apart, my hips thrust upwards and my fists ball in his soft sheets.


  “Goddamn, you are so gorgeous,” he says in a groan, his fingers digging into my thighs. “God—” he licks over me— “fucking—” a hot breath blows across me—“damn.” I swear he’s about to break skin with his death grip on my thighs


  One deep thrust of his tongue, one rake of his teeth over my clit, and my muscles are already tensing. He pushes my legs farther apart and slowly traces one hand between my thighs. His finger brushes over me. There’s a warm breath, and now his finger is sinking deep inside of me, curling and flexing in just the right spots as he continues to flick his tongue over me. I breathe in on a moan, writhing on his bed from how damn good he feels.


  “Tyler,” I whisper. “Stop.” I want him to stop because if he doesn’t I’m going to come and I’m not ready. I want this to last as long as possible.


  A soft breath blows over my sensitive skin. “Fuck no.” Groaning, his mouth covers me again, the slight rumble causing my back to arch away from the mattress.


  “Just fuck me already,” I say.


  “No.”


  He keeps at me, sucking, licking, nipping, and just when I am about to lose it, the second that heat begins to drown my entire body, Tyler hops up.


  I hear a drawer open then slam. Foil tears.


  A few moments later and he’s hovering over me. “You’re okay with this?”


  “Yes,” I say in one single breath as I pull his face back to mine. As soon as our lips meet, he slowly pushes into me. I shift, adjusting my hips to let him sink in deeper. This feels so familiar. So right yet so wrong. This is not where I belong and is all at the same time.


  His arms brace beside me, and as soon as he’s all the way inside me, he stills, his chest resting against mine. I can feel his heart thumping. I hate this because this should be a one-night stand, but the thing I am realizing is no matter how many years later it is, when you love someone the way I loved Tyler, well, when you say you’re over it, you’re lying. Fucking someone your heart wants is not a one-night stand.


  “Shit,” he says, a slight growl in his voice as he pushes himself so deep inside me it hurts. That pain that makes you want to say stop but go deeper—that is the threshold he’s at right now. My nails slice into his skin as they trail down his taught back to his ass. His hands reach under my ass, and he scoots to the edge of the bed, dragging me with him. Groaning, he lifts me from the mattress. I wrap my legs around his waist. He thrusts and I ride, and the next thing I know, I’m against the wall with my hands pinned above my head as he drives into me. A few minutes later, I’m straddling his hips, riding him on the floor. And somehow, I end up back on the bed, my head hanging off the edge while he relentlessly fucks me, pinching my clit between his fingers.


  “I can’t even tell you how good your pussy feels,” he manages to say through his clenched jaw. “Shit, Jemma.” He furiously circles my clit, thrusting so hard and deep that my head is nearly touching the floor. Everything in me tightens. My vision goes white, and all inhibitions flee. I moan. I cry. I swat at his sweat soaked skin as my entire body loses control under his touch.


  Seconds later, he goes rigid, his fingers digging into my hips when he collapses on top of me. His hard, heavy breaths blowing over my neck cause my body to tense because it can take no more stimulation.


  “Fuck…” he says with a post-sex blissful laugh.


  And all I can do is try to catch my breath and stop the room from spinning. I did not leave my apartment expecting this tonight, and how I’m going to deal with this—I have no idea.


  So I do the only thing I can right now, I flop back on the pillow, and I fall asleep next to the boy that used to mean the world to me.


  The sun pours in from the half opened blinds, and I shift in the bed. When I pull in a breath, all I smell is Dolce and Gabbana, which reminds me that I’m not in my apartment. My eyes fly open, and I sit up so fast my head spins. Tyler’s sprawled out on the bed, one arm over his head, the other resting on his defined stomach. The sheets lay right below the deep guidelines cut into his hips. The way the sun glistens off his tanned skin is all but sickening.


  “Jemma,” I hear Heather whisper my name from behind the door. “Jemma!” That time it sounded more like a hiss.


  I look around the room for my clothes, grab my thong and bra from the floor, my skirt from the foot of the bed, and quickly pull them on as I scour the room for my shirt. Shit, that came off in the hall. I tiptoe to the door. The hinges barely creak when I slip out of the bedroom.


  Heather’s slumped against the wall with one arm held out, my shirt dangling from her finger. “Need this?”


  I snatch it from her and pull it over my head. When she looks up, I can’t help but laugh. Her hair is disheveled, the remaining makeup she has on is smeared all over on her face, and she has hickeys on her neck.


  “Hickeys?” I say. “Really, Heather?”


  She swats her hand through the air and grumbles. “It’s one o’clock. We gotta go. I called a cab already.”


  “Yeah, okay…um, just… just let me, uh…” I feel like I should tell him bye or something—but then again, maybe a little rejection would serve him right?


  “That good, huh?”


  I shake my head as we make our way down the hall to the front door. “I can’t even begin to tell you how fucked up this is.”


  “Oh, shit, did he have a little dick? I hate when that happens. All hot and fucking stacked and then they drop their drawers and it’s like, really? What a fucking waste.” She opens the door.


  “No, Heather. Jesus, you are such a perv.”


  The front door bangs shut behind me as I step onto the porch. The patio pavers burn my bare feet on the way down to the curb.


  “Okay, so what was the deal?”


  “That guy, that’s my ex.”


  “Wait, what? No. Tyler? The ex.”


  I see the cab pulling onto the street. “Yep.”


  “Oh…wow. That’s some messed up shit. Why didn’t you say something?”


  I shrug. “You were so drunk you wouldn’t have remembered anyway.”


  “Yeah,” she snorts out a laugh, “black out Heather came out to play last night.”


  The brakes on the cab screech as it comes to a halt. As soon as the door shuts, she looks over at me. “So, basically, I’m the whore then because you recycled a fuck and I just added one to my list. That’s cheating, Jemma, cheating.”
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  The noise of the front door slamming shut startles me awake. I have that throbbing sensation behind my eyes from the alcohol, and—shit. I open my eyes to crumpled sheets and an empty bed. She left? What the hell?


  I stumble out of bed, take a piss, and walk down the hall to the living room. Jake’s sprawled out on the couch with a box of Cheerios in his lap.


  “Dude,” he says before cramming a handful of cereal inside his mouth. “Those chicks were banging.”


  “They left?”


  “Yeah, guess so.” He chuckles to himself. “Fuck and run.”


  “Shit,” I mumble as I drag my hands down my face.


  “What?”


  “I didn’t get her number.”


  “Her what?” He laughs. “Her number? Since when do you get chick’s numbers?”


  “She’s not some chick.”


  Jake’s eyes narrow on me. “You do know if you get syphilis, that shit can go to your brain. Either you have syphilis, or you are losing your touch man. A one-night stand is supposed to be a one-night stand. You don’t do call backs on those kinda girls.”


  “Shut up.” I flop back on the couch then snatch the box of cereal from him. “I dated her in high school.” I arch both brows at him. “Elsa…”


  “That was Elsa? Her hair…”


  “She dyed it.”


  “That’s fucking weird man.”


  “It’s fucked up is what it is.”


  “So,” he laughs, “what does she think about you being a porn star?”


  I groan. “I didn’t tell her.”


  “Dude¸ you fucked her and didn’t tell her you’re a porn star?”


  “Man, not like she could say anything.”


  “You do porn…she made a video with a famous guy that got hacked. There’s a difference.”


  I glare at him.


  “And she’s your ex, and, did I mention, you’re a fucking porn star?” Jake throws his hands up like he’s praising a god. “Amazing. You are my fucking role model.”


  And now I feel like an asshole. I tried to tell her, even though I didn’t want to, but she kept telling me to shut up. As fucking amazing as it sounds when you tell random strangers you’re a porn star, it doesn’t sound so great when you’re telling it to a girl you thought you were going to marry.


  “Well,” Jake says. “Be glad you didn’t get her number because she would slit your throat if she found that shit out.”


  “Jesus…” I toss my head back against the couch and drag in a deep breath. “Doesn’t look so good¸ does it?”


  “I mean, I’m fucking jealous of you, but I’m a guy. Girls—what girl wants to date a porn star, well, maybe some of them want to, but basically, you are not relationship material, my friend. It’s your job to fuck girls. Girls get all dildo happy over you. You can never be in a monogamous relationship again.”


  This is the first time since I started porn three months ago that I realize how fucked up it actually is.
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  As soon as I get inside the apartment, I drop my purse on the couch and go to the sink to get a glass of water. I turn the tap, butnothing more than a trickle comes out.“Damn it.”


  “What,” Heather asks as she flings herself on the sofa and closes her eyes.


  “The water, did we pay the bill?”


  “Hell if I know. Probably not.”


  “I thought I paid that the other day,” I say. “I can’t keep up with this crap.” Iwalk away from the sink, grabbing my laptop from the counter before I plop down on the sofa next to her.


  “What are you doing?” Heather asks, peering at me through one halfway opened eye.


  “Looking for another job.”


  “No…”


  “That kid’s show was my only shot. I got turned down for a hemorrhoidcommercial the other day, Heather. How many people want to be the spokeswoman for rectalitching, huh?Evidentlya lot.”


  “Just get another waitressing job.”


  “Fuck no.” I pull up the classifieds.


  Heather groans. “Didn’t you just go on some audition for another commercial or something?”


  “Yeah.” I nod. “Vagisil.”


  This is what I have been degraded to, hoping to be the face America associates with a dry vagina. Fuck my life right now. “I have to get a job,” I say.


  “Who are you? I don’t even know who you are right now. I want my carefree friend back, the one who tells Kristen Stewart to go fuck herself because she would have played a much better Bella Swan.”


  “I need to figure out what I’m actually gonna do with my life.”


  “Well, didn’t you say a few people had called David about porn.”


  I snap my head to the side and glare at her. “Really?” I say.


  “Yeah, I mean, I watched the whole video of you and Stone, and all I have to say is damn—you are flexible!”


  Rolling my eyes and huffing, I swat at her. “The fact that you watched that is so fucked up.”


  “Nah, it’s not,” she says. “Morbid curiosity. Stone Steele if fucking banging. My vagina is jealous.”


  “Yeah, banging but not worth the shit I’m dealing with right now.”


  “Well, he tweeted he was sorry.”


  I glare at her.


  “Look,” she says. “All things happen for a reason, right?”


  “Uh, no.”


  She pats me on the head like a child. “Sure they do.”


  “Heather…”


  “You make a porn video on the phone with a rock star—I mean, who does that…”


  “Heather…”


  “And then somehow it gets on the internet…”


  “Heather…” My glare hardens.


  “And then you do porn!”


  “Again, no!”


  “Look, that’s your golden ticket.”


  She has lost her fucking mind.


  “Seriously, Jenna Jameson, she ended up in movies.”


  “What movies?”


  “There was that Zombie Strippers or something like that. I mean, it may have tanked, but still, she was in a movie. You were destined to suck his cock. Sucking that cock will lead you to fame. If you suck it, they will come.” She giggles. “Oh, shit, I didn’t mean like come as in jizz…” she laughs so hard she snorts. “I think I have a hidden talent with sexual innuendos.”


  “Well, I don’t have porn boobs, so I think I just need to become a dentist or something.”


  “Quitter.”


  I roll my eyes. “Quitter?”


  “Yep. Little bit of resistance and you’re going to take the easy route. Fucking dentist,” she says under her breath.


  “Being a dentist is not easy.”


  She tosses her hands in the air. “How hard can it be to look at someone’s teeth and drill holes in them?”


  “Heather…” The song “Come Down” by Bush blares from across the room, prompting me to get up to find my phone.


  “I’m just saying, most celebs hit rock bottom before the make it big. You can’t quit before you’ve even hit rock bottom.”


  “Yeah, yeah.” I grab my purse and dig through it.


  Heather grumbles as she rolls off of the couch. “I’m going back to bed. My vagina is sore, my head is pounding, and I can’t adult right now.”


  My phone is still ringing, and when I pull it from my purse, I see David’s name flashing on the screen.


  “Hello?”


  “Hey, Jemma…”


  “Yeah…”


  “So,” he sighs which is never good. “You didn’t get the Vagisil commercial.”


  I swallow. Honestly, tears are welling in my eyes right now. This is beyond sad. It was a Vagi-fucking-sil commercial. I could have been out in a club, and a guy could have come up to me and thought—Vagisil girl, but those dreams have been shot to shit.


  “Thanks,” I say.


  “So, I know you need some money. I have a friend—a director friend—that needs a new PA.”


  My ears perk up, and I suck back the tears. “Really?”


  “Yeah, uh, Hudson Matthews, you heard of him?”


  “Sounds familiar.”


  “Well,” he says. “He wants you to send him your resume. He knows you may have auditions and is willing to be flexible, so it’s kinda ideal. I’ll text you his email, okay?”


  I shake my head even though he can’t see me. “Thanks, David.”


  “Yeah, no problem…but hey, look him up first okay. Make sure you’re okay with it, but he’ll pay you well.”


  “Yeah, sure thing.”


  I hang up the phone and lie down, closing my eyes to take a nap and deny that my one shot at my dream has gone to shit. Fuck men. Fuck sex. And fuck amateur porn.
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  “Hudson Matthew Productions,” I say to Heather as I power up my laptop. “Does that sound familiar to you?”


  “It rings a bell…”


  “I swear I’ve heard it before.”


  She shrugs. “Please let it be the company that films Sons of Anarchy.”


  “Yeah, right.”


  I follow the link to the company’s website, and the second the screen pops up, my jaw drops a little.


  “I told you…” Heather laughs. “Everything happens for a reason. This is a sign, Jemma.”


  I stare at the screen. Pictures of women bent over taking it up the ass. Girl on girl. Vaginas. Vaginas. Vaginas.


  “Jesus, David. Really?” I mumble beneath my breath.


  “Fairytale Princess to Porn Queen.” She smirks. “It’s better to be a queen than a princess any day.”


  “It’s a PA spot, not an acting role.”


  "You are seriously going to be a fucking fluffer?" She pats me on the back.


  "It's not a fluffer, it'san assistant."


  She rolls her eyes and laughs. "Yeah, because what would they need you to assist with? Holding clothes, wiping splooge off cocks? Oh, my God, Jemma—what if they want you to help clean up the aftermath of a group scene."


  “Uh, I’m not touching anybody’s semen.” I stare at the screen and laugh. “Well, at least it won’t be boring…”


  “I wonder if you get to watch the scenes?”


  I shrug. “Maybe…”


  “Holy shit. I’d stay so fucking horny. Instead of cigarette breaks, I bet they give you masturbation breaks.”


  “Porn stars, huh? I mean, you gotta have some level of respect for them. The level of self-confidence one must have to show their asshole to the world…”


  “Right.”


  We sit staring at the screen for a few seconds, then Heather taps my arm. “You tell them if they need an extra fluffer that you have a friend.”


  “Fluffers are not real, Heather.”


  She pouts. “Take all the fun out of it would you?”
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  I’m nervous as shit. I’ve already taken two wrong turns, and I keep wondering if this is a sign that I should just turn around and go home. I swerve to take a right hand turn, and as soon as I do, I'mgreeted by a large, white office building.


  I swallow as I pull into the lot and park my carbetweena Land Rover Sport and a BMW. A quick check of my lipstick, a spritz of some perfume, and I step out into the dry heat of the San Fernando Valley.I feel uncomfortably out of place in this pencil skirt and dress jacket, and I’m not even sure this is the correct attire for this kind of job—but what would be? As I approach the entrance, I catch my reflection and almost laugh. This business look doesn't suit me at all.


  What kind of company doesn’t have their name plastered on the front of the building? I glance at the tinted, double glass doors—no name on the door. And for a second, I hesitate. I have that weird feeling in the pit of my stomach. Thatoverwhelmingsense of impending doom.


  Justwhen I think maybe I shouldsay screw it and go back home before I get sold into sex slavery, a Barbie Doll blonde brushes past me.Holding the door open, she glances over her shoulder. "You coming in?"


  "Sorry, I was just...wasn't sure I was in the right place," I say, following her through the door. Inside, everything is white. There's not one piece of art hung on the walls, and all that's in front of me is a narrow corridor leading to an open room.


  A slight smirk plays across her face as she looks at my clothing. "Hmmm, pretty dressed up."


  "Oh," I tug at the hem of my stiff jacket."I'm here for an interview."


  Her gazenarrows and her smile broadens. "Really?"


  "Yes."


  "For a role?"


  "Uh, no. No, for a personal assistant."


  "Oh..." She laughs. "About to say, what role, a secretary?" She stops midstride, one eye narrowing. “You look familiar…”


  “Yeah…” Swallowing, a nervous laugh bubbles through my lips.“I get that a lot.” Please don’t start singing “Let It Go”.


  “No, like really, really familiar.” She shrugs and then resumes walking.


  "Um, where is Mr.Matthews'office?"


  "Mr. Who…oh, oh, you mean Hud? His office is on the third floor. All the offices are on the third floor." She points at the elevator. "ButmaybeI should show you before you end up in the wrong place."


  She goes to the elevator, presses the button, and we stand in awkward silence. My eyes keep straying over toward her. This girl is a porn star. She fucks guys for money. Rams their massive cocks down her throat and has them jizz on her face. It’s not every day you find yourself standing next to someone you know screws people for a living. I kind of want to ask her questions like what the hell is up with all those high pitched fake moans, I mean, let’s be honest, no one sounds like that, but I imagine that wouldn’t really be appropriate, so instead, I stare at the floor.


  When the stainless steel doors slide open, two men wearingjeans and tightt-shirtswalkout.The taller one smacks the girl on the ass as we step inside."Hope you stretched for later, doll," he says, winking, and she laughs. This is so fucking weird.


  A few seconds later we're heading down another long hallway. She leads me to the end, stopping in front of a slightly cracked door.


  "Hey,Hud," she taps on the door. "The girl for the PA spot’s here."


  "Okay."


  Silence. She shrugs.


  "You gonna come in?" I bristle because his voice soundslike an angry bear.


  "Well, good luck," she says as she spins around and trots off.


  The hinges creak as I push the door open and step into the office. The desk is positioned in front a large floor to ceiling window, and the man sitting at it is silhouetted by the bright sun pouring in. I squint against the bright light.


  “Oh, my bad,” he says and reaches behind him to close the blinds.


  I don’t know what I imagined the guru of the porn industry to look like, but this is not it. At. All. This guy is scrawny and younger than I expected. His reddish-brown hair is a mess on top of his head, and it looks like he hasn't taken a razor to his face in a few days.


  "Jemma, please, have a seat." He motions toward the chair in front of the desk and take a seat.


  Hudson's eyes flick over me, a slight smirk flashing over his lips. After a few seconds of silence,that smirk widens into a mischievoussmile. Thatuneasy feeling stirs back to life in the pit of my stomach. I cross my legs. I can't help but scratch at my neck. I clear my throat.


  One of his brows arches, creating tiny expression lines on his forehead. "Do you know what company this is?"


  "Um, yes… I do.”


  “I bet you do.” Another gross smirk.


  Something about this man seems so perverse, so sick and twisted, and I’m starting to think this is not such a great idea after all. Maybe I should keep trying my luck with the fucking commercials. "I'm sorry, I think maybe I should...um…" When I lean down to grab my purse, he burst out in laughter.


  "Relax, chicken. I'm not the Big Bad Wolf. I'm a professional man..." He opens a desk drawer and pulls out a piece of paper. "Before I can discuss things with you, I just need you to sign this waiver so I know you aren't going to sue my ass for offending you or sexualharassmentor some shit like that." He tosses the paper across the desk, and I stare down at it. "Sorry," he says, "I only have one for the actors, but the legal implications are the same...well, except for the second interview, but I don't do second interviews for clerical positions."


  I pick the piece of paper up and read over the print:


  


  Hudson MatthewProductions, LLC


  


  Waiver of sexual harassment


  Initial Interview


  Actor


  


  I, __________, understand that the information I am about to be presented with is confidential. I am aware that if I agree to continue with this interview, there may be topics I find offensive and/or inappropriate. I understand that no part of my body will be touched, and I will not be asked to remove any clothing, nor perform any sexual acts. I understand that if at any time I feel uncomfortable and do not wish to continue with the interview process, I may simply say so and leave.


  *In the event that I am asked todisrobe or touched in a sexual manner, this waiver becomes null and void. *This clause only applies to the firstinterview. I understand that if I am asked to return for a secondinterview, another waiver will need to be signed at that time.


  __________________


  Printed name


  _______________________________


  Signature Date


  


  “Any questions,” he asks.


  I shake my head, and he hands a silver pen to me.


  "My assistant had to take early maternity leave, so you’re helping me out of a bind here. I’ll pay you well. David told me you’d be going on auditions, so I’ll be flexible with your time.” He arches both brows. “And anytime you want to audition for one of my movies, just say the word. I would love to have Elsa get plowed by Kristoff.”


  I laugh too loudly because is he serious right now?


  Taking the pen from his hand, my gaze drops back to the waiver. "So..." I swallow. "I'd just do stuff for you, like professional—administrative stuff." I’ve heard fluffers don’t exist, but I’m not taking a chance with that. I am not giving some random guy head between takes to keep his dick up.


  "Well, I mean, what I deem professional may not be professional to you, chicken. Professionalism in anindustry where it's commoncourtesyto come on your coworker is a little different, you know?" He nods toward the waiver. "But we can start the interview and discuss all the details of the job once you sign on that little line."
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  “…and then I figure maybe tie her up or some shit…not like BDSM shit, just you know…” I sit staring at the wall. Hudson’s running his mouth about some shit he wants to be done on the next scene, but I can’t focus on him. It takes him ten minutes to say what most people can get out in thirty seconds.


  “Johnny!”


  “Huh?” When I look up, he’s staring at me.


  “What are you, fucking high? No drugs in the building guys.”


  “No, I’m not high. I just zoned out.”


  “Well, zone back in. You and Vee have another scene tomorrow, and you and Brandi are gonna have one on Tuesday.”


  “Okay,” I shrug.


  Hudson sits back down behind his desk, pulls out the keyboard, and furiously types over the keys before flipping the monitor around to face me. “Look at that!”


  I stare at the frozen video of me fucking one of the girls. “Okay,” I say, “what am I looking at?”


  “Look at the hits on that video.”


  I narrow my gaze on the numbers at the bottom. “Holy shit, does that say two million?”


  “It does. Uploaded it a few days ago.” He laughs and claps his hands together. “I knew you’d be the next big one. Women love the way you talk to those girls. It’s like you’re fucking in love with them or some shit. Personally, I never would have thought about it. I would have told you to call ‘em dirty little whores or something, but you’re a natural. Johnny Depth is the next big cock. I’d say it’s only a matter of time before a few dildo companies are asking for a mold of your dick.” He cocks a brow. “And they pay good money for cock casts.”


  “Whoa.” I hold my hands up. “A cast of my cock?”


  “Yeah, it’s no big deal. You just stick your dick in this tube of goop and let it set up and then they manufacture a million dildos out of it.” He smiles. “Then all your fans can ride your dick while they watch you. It’s brilliant, and we’ll make some nice royalties off it for sure.”


  “That’s crazy.”


  “Yeah, well, people are crazy, you know? Oh,” he grabs a folder from the edge of his desk, takes out a piece of paper and slides it across to me. “Tests came back. All negative.”


  I swallow and grab the slip of paper. “Thanks.” This is when it hits me a little. I guess I should be glad they test us every few weeks, but still, it gives me a sick feeling in my stomach.


  “See you tomorrow around noon.”


  “Yeah, sure thing, Hud.”


  I leave the office and head to the elevator, cramming my test results in my pocket before the doors slide open. Brandi’s inside and she smiles the second she sees me.


  “Hey,” she says with that annoying lilt of hers.


  “Hey.”


  “So, we are finally getting a scene together. I’m so excited.”


  I nod. “Yeah. Should be fun.”


  “Oh, it totally will.”


  The button for the first floor lights up, and we both step off.


  “Hey, Johnny,” she says. “Want to go grab lunch or something?”


  I stare at her for a moment. She’s a pretty girl, a really pretty girl. “Nah, I gotta get home, but thanks.” I push the door open and hold it for her.


  “Just wanted to ask…” she says before heading toward her car.


  I’m not trying to get involved with anyone from this fucking place, that’s for fucking sure.
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  Jemma’s Facebook page. Everything is set to private, so I’m just sitting here like a fucking creepy bastard staring at her profile picture. All I’ve done since the other night is think about her, about how fucking strange it is that we ran into each other. And I can’t help but wonder why she got up and left the way she did. I get that I hurt her. I get that’s she pissed, but we were friends for years, and she fucked me. I don’t get women at all. They give me a goddamn migraine.


  


  I open a message request and stare at the blinking cursor. What the hell do I say?


  


  Jemma,


  It was good to see you the other night


  


  Fuck that. Delete.


  


  Jemma,


  I wish you hadn’t of left without—


  


  Oh, God, you fucking pussy. Backspace. Backspace. Backspace. Inhaling, I drag my hands down my face. I’m overcomplicating this.


  


  Titch,


  I do miss you.


  Tyler


  


  Just a few words, but I know her, and that’s enough. I press send and lean back in the chair. A few seconds later my messenger dings, but it’s not Jemma. Nope, there in my inbox from Billy Jones, is the fourth dick pic for the evening. In the message, it reads: If you ever want to be deep, down inside a real man.


  I delete the message and block Billy Jones then stare at the unseen message to Jemma, wondering how in the fucking hell I am ever going to tell her what I do for a living.
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  Everyone has sex—except for monks and nuns.


  Hell, most people watch porn from time to time, so you’d think it would be no big deal to watch some people screw in front of you. I mean, everyone has that slutty friend in college that ends up having sex with some random guy in the dorm room while you’re trying to sleep. But for some reason, I’m making this out to be a big deal. I think it’s because all I’ve been focused on is having to watch someone take it up the butt, and the thought of that just makes me cringe. It’s just two consensual adults having sex. Doing a job. Naked. In front of a camera. No big deal, Jemma. I say as I’m escorted through a marble foyer. The guy who answered the door looks like an old perv. His greasy, dandruff-flaked grey hair is pulled back into a ponytail. He’s hunched over and is wearing a tie-died t shirt and Birkenstocks with socks. He looks like he was probably a roadie with The Grateful Dead.


  “First day, huh?” he asks.


  “Yeah.”


  “Fluffer?”


  “What? No, I’m the assistant.”


  He laughs as his gaze cuts over at me. “Yeah, okay. That’s what Hud’s calling it these days—assistant?”


  “I…”


  “Don’t worry. Everyone here is nice. We’re like a big family or some shit.”


  I follow him into a large living room. There are lights and cameras and people in every corner of the room.


  “Hey, Hud. The assistant’s here.” The man pats me on the back and walks out.


  Hudson turns around and immediately comes over, smiling. “Welcome,” he says, stretching his arms out, “to the world of porn.”


  I swallow.


  “Okay, so basically, like I told you before, you kinda just hang out and do whatever we need—no intercourse…” He laughs, but I don’t. “You’ll bring waters, towels, hold the reflectors, hand them the props.” He stops in front of the kitchen counter and grabs a purple—fuck my life—dildo and holds it out to me. I watch the silicone penis wobble a few seconds before stilling. “Take Tonto,” he says.


  “Tonto?”


  “Yep. I like to name them.”


  He’s still holding Tonto out, shaking it in front of my face. Jesus. I grab it, refusing to look at it. I don’t want to think about where it’s been, and I am starting to wonder if maybe I was a little too ambitious by taking this job. I mean, it’s just sex, but damn, this is a lot more humiliating than I thought it would be. A naked woman with red ringlets cascading down her back saunters past me. My eyes go to her ass. I can’t help it. Now I feel like a pervert, and my cheeks are heating.


  “Vee,” Hudson calls out and the redhead stops to look at him. “You got Johnny ready?”


  “Yeah, I gave him a shot of tequila, a little bit of encouragement head.”


  “You didn’t get him off did you?”


  “No, Hud. I’m a professional. Just a few bobs of the head and some Viagra. I think that last shot nearly did him in.”


  This cannot be real life right now.


  Turning back around, Hud hands me a wad of cash. “Would you go get some coffee? It’s early, and I’m not awake enough for this shit. There’s a Starbucks three blocks over, Caramel Macchiato and Vanilla Latte and whatever you want.”


  “Sure.” I spin around, lay the dildo on the counter, and head out of the front door relieved that my first job is coffee and not lubing up Tonto. Surely I will get used to this, right?


  Jerry Garcia’s roadie is standing at the door waiting for me when I come back. He holds his finger to his lips telling me to keep quiet as he slowly closes the door behind me. I follow him into the living room and set the coffees on the counter and then—I hear it. The sound of sex: skin slapping against skin, breathy moans, grunts. Oh. My. Fucking. God.


  I swallow. I fidget. I look at the floor.


  And the longer the noise continues, the harder it is to keep my eyes on the ground. Slowly, I lift my gaze. One of the crew guys is leaned against a wall playing with his phone. Actually, hardly anyone aside from Hudson and the camera men are even looking in the direction of that noise.


  My eyes land on the man’s broad back. He’s holding onto the girl’s ankles, pounding into her. With each thrust the muscles in his ass flex and bunch. She lets out a hard moan, one that doesn’t sound fake at all. To be honest, if a guy was going at me like that, I don’t think there’d be much to fake.


  “Oh, yes, fuck me, Johnny. I want your come. Fucking come in my mouth.”


  I’m so ashamed right now because, as much as I hate to admit it, I am turned on. I swallow. I shift on my feet. I try to look away, but I can’t. I mean, don’t get me wrong, I’m not innocent. I’ve watched my fair share of pornos, but there’s something different about watching people have sex in your apartment, alone, where you have the ability to fast-forward, rewind, or pause. Right now, I am watching this guy plow into this girl like he’s going to kill her while ten other people stand around. And I’m turned on by it because even though all I can see is this guy’s back—his body is sexy and he has some obvious skill.


  Vee screams out his name again, and he jerks away, turning his body to the side just enough that I can’t help but watch as he strokes his massive cock. She parts her lips, and he comes in her mouth as she asked. He grunts, and I think he’s done, but then another spurt shoots out and lands on her cheek. Dear God, it just keeps coming and coming and…I immediately pull my phone out and start scrolling through Facebook, trying to look like I wasn’t paying attention to that.


  “Hey, Jemma,” Hudson says. My cheeks are hot as shit. When I look up, he’s standing in front of me, smiling.


  “Yeah.” I feel my forehead break out in sweat. “Yeah?” I say again.


  “I gotta do one more quick shot here, but I need to get ready for a shot with Vee and another girl upstairs. Go up there, second door on your left, and start running a bath, would you? There’s some bubble shit on the side of the tub. Light the candles too, chicken.”


  “Yeah, okay.” I turn and hurry out of the room. I can handle coffee; I can handle bubbles—


  “Oh, and grab that purple double headed dildo—it's named Claude—and some lube on your way up.”


  What kind of name is Claude for a damn dildo? At least I can say this job will not be boring. At. All.
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  As soon as I open the door to my apartment, Heather looks up from the couch and smiles. She grabs the remote, turns the TV off, and folds her hands in her lap. She’s sitting so prim and proper she looks like some 1940s school marm.


  “Ah-hem.” She blinks her eyes, and her grins widens.


  “Yeah?” I toss my keys on the coffee table and flop down in the chair across from the sofa.


  “How was…work.”


  “Good.”


  She nods her head, fighting a giggle. “Like really, really good, or just kinda sorta good?”


  “Really? How old are we, twelve?”


  She throws her hands up, laughing. “Hey. I’m curious—slightly jealous.”


  “Jealous?”


  “Uh, yeah. I just got a subscription for PornHub—”


  “A subscription? Heather, isn’t that shit free?”


  “I mean if you want commercials and shit. I don’t have time for commercials when I’m trying to flick my bean, Jemma. Ten bucks a month. All the porn I can watch.”


  I lift both brows and stare at her because is she serious? “You’re joking?”


  “No,” she raises one hand like she’s taking a solemn oath. “I’m horny. I like porn.” She exhales. “Damn, it feels good to get that off my chest.”


  “Oh, my God. You are like a man!”


  “Porn is a way of life, my friend. One you are embracing on a whole new level.”


  “Yeah, well…”


  “So seriously, was it weird?”


  “It’s really weird. There’s all those lights and cameras. And they have to do take after take after take.” I exhale. “Did you know that there is such a thing as anal training?”


  Her brow wrinkles and her nose scrunches up. “What?”


  “Yeah. Anal. Training. Evidently they have these butt plugs they use to stretch out your asshole.”


  She snaps her fingers and nods her head. “That’s how come they can take it like a champ. I always cringe when I watch that stuff. Hmm.” She nods again and smiles. “I feel like this is one of those moments were the commercial with the little rainbow and butterfly come on with the logo, ‘The More You Know.'”


  “The thing that just baffles my mind is that these people are completely unfazed by it. Hell, one of the guys that handle the equipment was nodding off during a girl on girl scene.”


  “Wow. Was he gay?”


  “I don’t know.” I giggle. “It’s just strange. There is no way I could be naked, spread eagle with some camera lens aimed on my crotch.”


  “Yeah, that has to take some serious confidence to let people all up in your snatch like that.” She pauses. “Oh, think of how much confidence it takes to go doggie style and show the world your chocolate starfish.”


  “You have such a way with words, Heather, you really do.”


  I push up from the couch and head to my room.


  “Hey, wait a second. I need details.”


  “What details?”


  “What does a fluffer do?”


  “I’m not a fluffer.”


  “Okay,” she smirks. “What does an assistant do?”


  “I just got coffees and water, ran baths, passed out dildos.” I can’t help but laugh at how ridiculous that sounds.


  “Passed out dildos—standard. What about the guys? Any of them hot?”


  “I only saw one, and it was just his back.”


  “That sucks.” Suddenly, her eyes pop wide open. “Oh, my God, if you meet James Deen—the way that man looks at those women is enough to do it for me.”


  “He looks at them like he wants to eat their skin, Heather.”


  “Oh, he looks at them like he wants to eat something…”


  I wave her off as I walk into my room and straight to the bathroom. I plug the drain in the tub, turn the taps, and quickly undress. I stare at myself in the mirror, and I already feel tainted. The sound of the running water only reminds me of Tonto, Claude, and breathy moans. I sink beneath the heated water, watching the water pummel down into the tub. My mind flips back to that guy, his ass flexing with each hard thrust, and, well, fuck it. I scoot down, place my foot on the wall next to the faucet and hang my right leg over the edge of the tub. I let the hot water pound down over me until my eyes roll back in my head.


  Tainted. So fucking tainted.


  After I’ve gotten dressed for bed, I grab my laptop and pull up Facebook.


  There’s a video of a cat and dog fighting. A million selfies. An ad for Sephora and I have a message request from—shit—Tyler.


  


  Titch,


  I do miss you.


  Tyler


  


  My heart bangs against my ribs in uneven thumps. Leaving his house like that the other day was hard. There was so much shit I wanted to say to him, but sometimes it’s best to build a fortress around your heart. And Tyler taught me that.


  


  I place my head in my hands and stare down at the keyboard. I could ignore this message. I could tell him that the other night was a mistake. I could be mean and bitter and tell him how much I’ve hated him over the past few years, how hurt he left me and how much he’s made me doubt any relationship since him, or I could get over myself and my pride and tell him I miss him too.


  


  And without trying, my mind drifts back to when we I was twelve.


  


  I lie awake, staring at the glow in the dark stars on my ceiling. I glance at the clock and hear a tap on my window. Smiling, I throw the covers off and hop out of bed. As soon as I open the window, the humid summer air swoops in.


  Tyler grins as he crawls inside. “Sorry I’m late, titch. Mom stayed up watching some dumb movie.”


  “It’s fine.” I haven’t been scared to sleep by myself for years, but I haven’t told him that. His eyes skim over my body then suddenly dart to the other side of the room. He shakes his hair out of his face while rubbing his hand over his arm and shifting his weight on his feet. “Your legs are getting long.”


  “Yeah…”


  “Not gonna be able to call you titch much longer if you keep getting taller.”


  I flop down on the bed, and he crawls in next to me. We sink underneath the covers. His leg brushes against mine. I feel guilty because I want him to do it again.


  He’s starting to get the tiniest bit of facial hair, and he just got his braces off a few days ago. All the girls in my class have a crush on him which makes me mad.


  Tyler looks over at me and narrows his eyes. “What do you think about Ellen Frampton?”


  “I don’t like her.”


  He laughs. “Why?”


  “I just don’t.” I don’t because Ellen Frampton spends all day writing his name over the front of her notebooks. She even wrote Ellen Westbrook the other day. I wanted to tear the piece of paper out of her notebook and ball it up.


  “She’s nice,” he argues.


  “I don’t like her.”


  “She likes me.”


  I cross my arms over my chest and grit my teeth. “I know.”


  “That make you mad, titch, huh?” He pokes my side, and I jerk away.


  “No, why would it make me mad? I don’t care who likes you.”


  “Sure you do.”


  He pinches me again and I punch him in the arm.


  “Ow,” he says still laughing.


  “Do you like her?” I ask, my heart pounding in my chest.


  “No.” I let out a breath.


  “She wears too much makeup,” he says. “Hey, titch…” he takes a piece of my hair and twirls it around his finger which causes this flittering flutter deep in my stomach.


  “What?”


  “You aren’t gonna start wearing makeup like that are you?”


  “Momma said I can’t wear makeup until I’m thirteen.”


  “Yeah, but you’ll be thirteen in a few months.” He unwinds the tendril of hair from his finger. “I don’t want you to wear makeup like that.” He rolls over and pulls me toward him and now this awkward—thing—is going on. Things used to be easy between us. Tyler would come in here, and we’d talk and fall asleep. Now, I get nervous. I try to find ways to get closer to him. I stare at his face because I like the way he looks. I want to kiss him and I shouldn’t because we’re friends and friends don’t kiss.


  “Well, I’m gonna wear makeup,” I say.


  “Oh, come on.” He inches closer to me. “You’re too pretty to mess your face up with that junk.”


  He’s so close. He smells like Tyler, like laundry detergent and body wash. That scent does something really funny to me. He puts an arm around me, his fingers scratching my back, and then his eyes lock with mine. “Can you keep a secret?” he asks, his nose brushing against mine.


  “Yeah…”


  Closer. “You promise you won’t get mad at me?”


  “Promise.”


  I can feel my heart in the back of my throat. I’m hot everywhere. He tilts his head and closes his eyes and then he brushes his warm lips against mine. Neither of us move. His uneven breaths blow over my mouth. I close my eyes and swallow, my nerves bundling up in my stomach. His lips barely press against mine, and we both freeze again. I open my eyes. He opens his eyes and backs away. We’re both breathing hard and staring at each other. This feels weird—in a good way. Without warning, he leans back in and presses his mouth completely over my mine. He stops for a second, then kisses me again. After a second, I feel his tongue slide over my lips and part them. And what the hell do I do with my tongue? Do I stick in his mouth? Do I brush it against his? His hands move to the back of my head, and he tugs me closer to him. When he pulls away, he smiles. “I told you when I was seven I’d kiss you…”


  “Hey!” The sound of Heather’s voice brings me back to the present. “Magic Mike XXL is on, wanna watch it with me?”


  “Uh, yeah…” I glance back at the message. “Yeah, one sec.”


  She moves out of the doorway, and I quickly tap over the keys.


  


  Tyler,


  I really miss you too.


  Call me. 555-8790.


  Titch


  


  I press send and my heart already fucking hates me.


  


  An hour later. I get a text from Tyler asking me if I want to go grab some food tomorrow night—just friends he said. So tomorrow I have porn, then dinner with my ex. Sounds like a grand time if you ask me.
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  Day two at the job. I’ve already watched two shoots. Wiped off three dildos and a set of anal beads—while wearing gloves and gagging. I don’t care how many enemas they use before that crap, an asshole is an asshole. Shit or no shit.


  “Hey, Jemma,” Hudson shouts from behind the camera. I push away from the wall and make my way across the room. “The lighting in here is shit,” he says, handing me a reflector. “Hold this just like…” he adjusts it in my hands, “…that. Perfect!”


  “How long do I need to do this?”


  “I don’t know, thirty minutes or so…but, uh, you don’t need to be holding it right now.” He laughs. “We’re not even filming.”


  I drop the reflector. God, I feel like such a dumbass.


  “This will be a good one. Two girls, one guy.”


  “I’d prefer two guys, one girl,” I mumble. “Double penetration is all the rage you know?”


  Hudson glances back at me, a smirk pulling at his thin lips. “Interesting. Wonder how long before you’re the one on screen?”


  “Oh, hell no. I don’t think so.”


  “Sure. They all say that.” He laughs and walks behind one of the cameras.


  A few minutes later I hear high heels click on the hardwood floor. Glancing up, I see the blonde girl I met the day I interviewed.


  “Hey!” She smiles. “So you got the job. Congrats!”


  “Thanks.”


  “You’ll love it here. Promise.” She holds her hand out and shakes mine. “So, my name’s Brandi. Brandi Clit.”


  Of course it is. “Jemma,” I say.


  “You liking it okay so far? Fun, huh?”


  I nod and open my mouth to speak to her, but a guy—a really familiar looking guy just walked in the door, and I’ve lost the ability to form words. He’s talking to Hud, and, I mean, he’s so far away, anyone could look like Tyler from here, right? Because Tyler would not be here. I mean, he said he did services for a…I swallow…a multi-million-dollar company. My heart suddenly takes off in a sprint. This cannot be happening. No. There is no way in hell. I narrow my gaze and my heart pounds harder. He just looks like Tyler. Dark hair, honey colored eyes. Strong jaw and profile. Not him. So not him because that boy that I used to be in love with would never do something like this. He has depth, he has morals, he loved me…I just fucked him…He wants to take me to dinner tonight…


  “You okay?” Brandi asks. “You look a little—sick, or shocked, or…something not good.”


  “Uh, yeah,” I say, not taking my eyes off the guy who is defiantly not my ex. “I’m fine, just…” I feel my chest heaving and realize I’m breathing hard. Swallowing, I glance at her. “Who’s that?” I ask as I point at him.


  “Oh, you don’t know him? He’s pretty new, but really blowing up. Johnny Depth. Hot huh?” She winks at me. “Not gonna lie, kinda excited about this one. I’ve been waiting to get cast with him.”


  I feel like I’m going to hurl. And then—he laughs. If there were any doubt before whether that is actually Tyler, there is none now because he has the most distinctive, deep laugh in the world that all these years later still makes my stomach flip. Fuck my life right now, just fuck my life.


  “Hey, you sure you’re okay?”


  “Yeah,” I nod. “Fine. Just fine.”


  Brandi looks over my shoulder and smiles. “He’s really hung. Wait until you see his cock.”


  “Oh, yeah…” I swallow. “Pretty sure a guy that looks like that is hung, and most likely an asshole.”


  “Huh.” She laughs. “Probably.”


  I hear Hudson’s voice grow louder as they cross the room. “…so, basically, rough but tender, hard, yet soft. Give me a little romance, but make it dirty. Like, smack her ass a few good times.”


  “Yeah, sure thing, Hud,” Tyler says. The sound of his voice makes my skin prickle and not in a good way.


  “Hey,” Hudson says, and I drag in a breath because here we go….


  “Yeah?”


  “This is Johnny. Johnny this is Jemma.”


  And now I turn around, forcing myself to look at him. The smile on his face quickly fades. The olive complexion of his skin turns pale. And our eyes lock. Shocked. Embarrassed. Floored.


  “Nice to meet you, Johnny,” I say.


  “Holy fuck…I uh… I…” He keeps shaking my hand, and I snatch it back. “So uh…” his eyes are still plastered to my face. “That thing—the things, I…uh—”


  “Dude,” Hud smacks him on the back. “Pull your shit together. She’s not the one you’re fucking.” His eyes stray over to me. “I mean, by all means, feel free, but after hours, okay?”


  “No, it’s just…” Tyler trails off, unsure of what to say.


  “Okay, places. I have an orgy to film in an hour. Let’s go, let’s go, let’s go. And where’s Vee? I need her in here now. Two girls, one guy. How hard is that to understand?”


  I shoot a nervous, stop-looking-at-me-like-that smile at Tyler and then pull the reflector up, blocking my face. Brandi walks over. I hear her make small talk with him. I’m in a fog. Did this really just happen? A week ago I ran into him at a bar and fucked him, freaked out and bailed, and now—now I am standing in a room, holding a reflector when he’s about to strip butt-ass naked and pound into this girl in front of me? When I read his email last night, I did question if running into him like that may have been fate, well fate just said fuck you.


  “Hey,” Tyler says in a deep breath. “Hey, Hud?”


  “Yeah.”


  “I’m not feeling so good. Uh, you know, I think maybe I should let somebody else do the shoot…”


  “What?”


  I peer over the top of the reflector, watching as Hud walks up to Tyler. “Johnny,” he says. “You look fine to me. What do you need a Viagra or something?”


  “No. Fuck.” When Tyler’s eyes dart back over to me, his face goes a little white again. “I just, I’m just not feeling it.”


  “Not—” a snarky laugh tumbles from Hud’s lips. “Not feeling it? It’s porn. It’s acting. It’s not about feeling it. I paid to rent this space. You’re here, they’re here, the whole crew’s here. Oh, fuck. Don’t tell me you’re gonna be a damn diva?” He slaps his palm over his forehead, shakes his head, and walks off.


  “Hey,” Brandi hops up, rubbing her hand over Tyler’s arm. Even all these years later jealousy bubbles to the surface. “I’ll make it fun. Promise,” she says.


  The inner bitch in me is simmering in rage now. At her. At him. At all of this shit.


  “It’s just…” Tyler starts as Brandi strips down to absolutely nothing. “Aw, fuck.” He drags his hands down his cheeks and turns to face the wall. “I mean, what the hell? God hates me. That’s what this is. I’ve pissed him off, and now he wants to play jokes.”


  “What?” Brandi asks.


  “Just, nevermind.”


  Hudson comes over to me, taking one side of the reflector in his hand. “Hey, Brandi, do me a favor, chicken, bend over the bed real quick so I can show Jemma where I need the light.”


  Brandi does as told, eyeing Tyler the entire time she’s bowed up on the bed.


  “Okay,” Hudson moves the reflector around. “You see how there’s a little extra light right on her ass cheek?”


  “Yeah…” I stare at the soft glow of light on the middle of her ass.


  “Keep it there…or you know, on his ass, just close to where the action is.”


  Kill. Me. Now.


  “Alright, here we go people.” Hudson claps his hands and moves beside the camera man. I watch in horror as Hudson counts down from five on his fingers and that little red light flashes on.


  I shift on my feet, trying not to look embarrassed or uncomfortable. I will my body to stop pouring sweat out of every fucking pore. And then, Brandi pulls his pants down and rams his dick down her throat, and I nearly die. I close my eyes and pray the light stays somewhere around somebody’s ass because I cannot watch this. A few minutes later, I can’t take it. Morbid curiosity takes over. I open one eye, peeking around the reflector. My stomach churns. My chest goes tight. Porn is porn. To me, this is not porn. I’m watching the guy I lost my virginity too bang another—wait, there comes Vee and now she’s stripping—bang two girls. Two fake tittied, super tan, over made girls. And he always hated makeup.


  A loud clap echoes around the room. Oh, my God. He actually just smacked Vee on the ass while slamming into Brandi.


  “Stick it in my ass, Johnny. Put that big cock in my ass.”


  Vomit literally hits the back of my throat, and I close my eyes because I do not want to know if he’s actually going to grant that wish. And now that I’ve come down from the abrupt shock of this all, I have a moment of real fear. I fucked a porn star. I slept with a porn star. Holy shit! I fucked. A. Porn. Star. My stomach twists and turns. I flip through that night’s events completely in panic mode. I didn’t suck him off. He wore a condom.


  Hudson claps his hands. “Okay. Break.” I drop the reflector and make a beeline for the refreshment table on the side of the room. I grab a water, twist the top and turn the bottle up. The plastic pops and crinkles from how hard I’m gulping it down.


  Brandi bounces up, still naked, and grabs a banana—of course. “He’s good.” She smiles and takes a huge bite.


  “Yeah. Bet so.” I have this visceral reaction to her that I should be slightly ashamed of.


  “I’m beat.” She sighs and walks off. I want to die. Literally die.


  I finish off the water, toss it in the trash, and grab another cold bottle. I hear a throat clear behind me, and I tense.


  “I’m sorry,” he says.


  I shake my head. “Go to hell.”


  “I wasn’t planning on seeing you until dinner.” He laughs nervously.


  “I can’t even right now, Tyler.”


  “Not gonna look at me?”


  “Wha—Um, I just—it’s weird.”


  I turn to face him, and my heart starts pounding again. Thank God, he’s at least got on a robe. “I tried to tell you the other night,” he says.


  “Really?” I take a step closer to him and lower my voice. “You said you provided services for a multi-million-dollar company, Tyler.”


  “Well, that’s not exactly a lie.” A slow smirk works over his lips before his eyes drop to my mouth.


  “And it’s so not the fucking truth either.”


  “You know the other night, how I kept saying there was something I needed to tell you, well, this was what I was trying to tell you. I didn’t exactly plan on fucking you, and I’m sure you can understand my hesitation in telling you I do porn when I haven’t seen or talked to you in four years.”


  “Oh, trust me, had you told me, I so wouldn’t have let your dick anywhere near me…I mean, this is really, really…” I exhale because I don’t even know what to say. “I hope you didn’t give me AIDS.” I take a breath. “Or herpes.”


  His eyes narrow, his jaw tenses. “Really, Jemma? AIDS? I’m not a fucking asshole.”


  “Yeah, I’m just…” I shrug and shake my head. “Just never expected you to do something like this.”


  We stare at each other for a moment. A really awkward, terrible, horrible moment.


  “I could say the same thing for you.” His eyes flash. “Fluffer…”


  “Okay, first of all,” I hold a finger up, “I’m not a fluffer, and second of all…” Shit, there really is no second of all. I toss my hands up. “You do fucking porn!”


  His eye twitches as he takes a sip of water. “So, back to the other night…You make a practice of fucking guys and then bailing on them?


  “Are you serious? Like you can judge me. I’m pretty sure you’re the one who stuck your dick in a girl’s ass after you plowed through the other one like a Kansas cornfield, and you are questioning my morals? Wait, did I mention that you did all this in front of a camera?”


  “You forgot to mention you were holding the reflector.” He smirks.


  And here we stand, me with another empty bottle of water in my hand, him with a soft long tenting his robe. I narrow my gaze. “You’re an asshole,” I say with a snarl as I excuse myself to go to the restroom.


  I go into a stall, shut the door, pull my phone out, and call Heather, gently banging my head against the aluminum wall while it rings.


  Two rings in, she answers. “What’s up—beside a penis?”


  “Heather. I am fucking dying right now. Do you hear me?”


  “Oh, Jesus. What’s happened?”


  “You remember Tyler—”


  “Uh, yeah. How could I forget that shit?”


  “Yeah, well, he’s here.”


  “Where?” she asks, confused.


  “Here! At my work.”


  “He came to your work?” she gasps. “How did he know where you worked!”


  “No, Heather, he works here. I just had to watch him plow thru two girls.”


  “Oh, you have gotta be shitting me!” She laughs so hard she snorts. “Your ex is a porn star? Only you, Jemma, only you!”


  “Oh, God, I thought I was going to die. What are the chances of that, really? I mean, can we look up the statistics for that because I am pretty damn sure it’s more likely that I would find fucking Bigfoot while riding on the back of the goddamn Loch Ness monster.”


  “Well, porn stars have to be somebody’s ex…I mean, shit happens. Hell, I’d brag about it.”


  “You don’t brag about having fucked a porn star.”


  “Yeah, sure you do.”


  “No, you don’t, and did I mention I have to watch him fuck people? Peen in vagina. Over and over. I had to watch him do a money shot. A fucking money shot, Heather.”


  “I mean; it could be worse…”


  “Really?”


  “Yeah, he could be a rodeo clown, or a serial killer or some shit.”


  “Oh, just shoot me now.”


  “Personally, I find this amazing.”


  “It’s not.”


  “Now, if this isn’t fate,” she laughs, “I don’t know what is.”


  “Oh, no, no, no…this is fate fucking me is what it is.”


  “Well, at least something’s fucking you.”


  “You know what—I just needed to tell someone. I’ll see you when I get home.”


  “What’s his porn name? I need to Google him.”


  “Heather!”


  “Alright, alright. I’ll see you when you get home,” she says and hangs up.


  I open the door, turn the corner, and there he is, leaned against the wall of the women’s restroom.


  “Really, Tyler? Why are you in here?” I ask.


  He shrugs. “You ran off.”


  “Oh, my God—like it isn’t enough already, and then you follow me in here?”


  Dragging his hands through his hair, he glances at the floor. “Look, I just don’t want you to be mad. That’s all.”


  “Mad? I’m not mad, Tyler. I’m disgusted.”


  His eyes lift to my face. I can tell that comment just hurt him, but honestly, I couldn’t care less.


  “I thought hooking up with you the other night was a dumb move,” I say, taking a breath. “But damn.”


  “Look, I tried to tell you. And I didn’t have to. I wasn’t even gonna try to fuck you. That’s on you.”


  “Oh, like hell it is.”


  “I know you, Jemma, and I know exactly what you were trying to do.”


  “Oh, really?”


  “Yeah. The one flaw you always had was being vindictive.”


  I huff. “Fuck off.”


  “You wanted to fuck me and leave me because you think that’s what I did.” He takes a step toward me, and I back up to the wall. “You think I hurt you on purpose. You think I wanted things to end the way they did.” He braces his arms against the wall, caging me in as his face inches closer to mine. “And the one thing you wanted to do the other night was make sure I still regretted it.”


  The door swings open and Vee prances in, halting the second she sees me against the wall with Tyler’s face way too close to mine.


  “Oh, um… huh, um…” she scoots around him. “Just gonna pee.”


  “No. You’re wrong.” I duck underneath his arm. “Wrong,” I say before I push the door open. My hearts sits in my throat in a quivering lump, my skin hot because he is right. I did want to hurt him. I wanted to make him regret it because as much as I hate it, as much as I don’t want to, I still have a thing for him. Always have. Always will. And now—he’s a fucking porn star. Brilliant!
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  The door to the women’s bathroom swings closed. A few seconds later, Vee clears her throat.


  “Hey, Johnny,” she says then laughs. “Uh, I know this may sound weird and all, but I can’t pee while you’re in here.”


  “Yeah, sorry. I’m—” I place my palm on the door. “I’m leaving.”


  I step into the hall thinking about how insane this is. First, I run into Jemma in the bar. Her roommate and my roommate decide they want to fuck each other, then me and her end up fucking, and now this shit. My heart is slamming against my ribs in a nervous fury when I walk back into the room. Jemma’s in the corner talking to Hudson. I ignore her and head straight for the bed.


  “You ready for round two,” Brandi asks, dropping her robe to the floor and lying back on the bed with spread legs.


  This is not what I want to be doing right now. At. All. “Fuck, let’s just get this over with,” I grumble.


  She glares at me. “Damn,” she says, glancing at Jemma, who’s now leaned against the far wall. “You were right. He’s an asshole. Good call, girl.”


  Jemma smiles and gives her a thumbs up.


  “I can’t fucking win here, can I?” I say, tossing my hands up.


  “Well,” Jemma says, “Your dick hasn’t rotted off yet. That’s winning in my book.”


  “Yeah, still there.” I shake my head then drag my hands down my face. “As you well know.”


  “Do you two…” Brandi’s gaze bounces between Jemma and me. “Do you know each other or something?”


  “Yeah—” I start, but I’m cut off by Jemma’s, “No.”


  “Oh,” Brandi says with a sigh. “Wow.”


  Jemma’s staring at me, with one of her brown eyes twitching. I drop my robe and fist my cock, glaring at her. “Oh, no, we know each other. Really—” I pump up my shaft, “really—” another hard stroke, “well.”


  Jemma groans.


  “You know,” Brandi says. “This is a little awkward, not gonna lie.”


  Hudson comes back into the room and walks straight over to me, his eyes straying down to my crotch. “What’s this shit?” he asks, pointing at my dick. “Make it harder.”


  “I’m fucking trying.”


  “Here, let me help,” Brandi says and grabs ahold of it, trying to revive it.


  “It’s fine. Just—I need a second.”


  “I don’t have a second, Johnny. I’m on a schedule, and your cock needs to be on mine.” He turns around. “Hey, Jemma, get me some Viagra would you?”


  “Seriously?” I ask.


  He shrugs. “Shit happens. Oh,” he pats me on the shoulder, “and you need to start eating some more egg whites makes the money shots look better. Makes it thicker which equals a better product.”


  A few seconds later, Jemma’s standing in front of me, holding a little blue pill in her palm. “Your cock meds, Mr. Depth.” She fights a smile when I take it, then steps back, laughing.


  I plop the pill in my mouth and swallow it without water. And since I can’t get my dick all the way hard because my ex-fucking-girlfriend is across the room and laughing, Hudson films a little girl on girl. Without warning, my dick gets so hard it feels like it’s going to split open, and not because of the girl on girl. Fuck Viagra is like giving your dick steroids.


  Hudson catches sight of my raging hard-on. “Fuck yes. He’s back. Okay, so just start off like you’ve been at it for a while. Jemma, mist him would you? He needs to look sweaty.”


  Jemma trots over with a smirk, holds a spray bottle out in front of her and squirts me right in the fucking face like I’m a damn cat. Three squirts. And I flinch every single time.


  Brandi and Vee are still all over each other. I glance at the camera and then at Jemma. This is fucked up. And if it weren’t for the Viagra, my dick would have retreated inside my fucking body. I can’t really explain what’s going through my head right now, but that girl standing across the room glaring at me with disgust is the girl I used to sneak out of my house to go see, the one I chased around her basement trying to kiss. And this—yeah, this entire setup makes me feel sleazy and dirty. My heart is hammering in my chest, and I do the only thing I can right now, I keep fisting my dick.


  “And…action…” Hudson says.


  I lean over the bed, spreading Vee’s legs apart. And I swear to you, I couldn’t enjoy this if I wanted to. Shame. That is exactly what this is—shame.


  When I agreed to be a porn star, I knew people would eventually find out. Family. Friends. And yeah, ex-girlfriends, but Jemma—she’s not just an ex-girlfriend. I know people will see this shit, but being oblivious to the fact that someone I know has stumbled across my porn is a hell of a lot easier to digest than having someone I know—especially my ex—watch from the other side of the room while I screw girl after girl. This takes moral degradation to another level.


  I drag in a breath, my stomach sinking as I decide the best thing I can do is act professional and bury my face in Vee’s crotch.


  So that’s exactly what I do.
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  The bartender slams two Jager bombs on the counter. Jake grabs the first one and holds his glass up for a toast.


  “To five million views on Pirates of the Lesbians.”


  I tip the shot back, the thick liquid burning on its way down.


  “Man, five million people have watched you fuck a roomful of chicks. Amazing.” He slaps me on the back. “You gonna hook me up with a job or what?”


  “Hell no, dude. My fucking luck, we’d end up getting cast in a double penetration scene, and I am not having my balls smack up against yours.”


  Jake laughs and shakes his head. “Nah, don’t wanna take it to that level.”


  “Fuck,” I say with a groan as I drag my hands down my face. “Man, you aren’t gonna believe the shit that happened today.”


  “I’m a connoisseur of porn, try me.”


  “Nah, man, listen to this. The girl I used to date—the one that bailed the other morning…”


  “Dude, you just found out your video’s gone viral and you want to talk about Elsa—”


  “Shut-up. How about she’s the assistant to the director.”


  He burst into laughter, leaning over his knees to catch his breath. “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me?”


  “It’s not funny,” I say, flagging down the bartender. “It was awkward as shit.”


  “God, I want your life. You can’t write shit like this. That’s it, I’m calling MTV and telling them you need a reality show. I mean,” he’s now laughing so hard tears are running down his face, “you had to fuck a girl while your ex watched.”


  “Two girls,” I correct him.


  He laughs even harder.


  The bartender leans over the counter. “Another shot?”


  “Yeah.”


  Jake slams his hand on the bar top, crying in laughter.


  “Is he okay?” she asks.


  “Oh…” he takes in a deep breath. “Oh, I’m fine… and yeah, another shot.” He wipes the tears from his face, grinning. “Amazing, Tyler. Amazing.”


  “Fuck off, man. I don’t know how in the hell I’m supposed to deal with this. It’s hard enough to concentrate when middle-aged men are standing around, and now I have to fucking worry about her?” I shake my head just as the girl comes back with our drinks.


  Jake glances up at the bartender. “Can I ask you a question—a serious question.”


  She shrugs. “Sure.”


  “Okay, so my friend here,” he pats me on the shoulder, “well, he’s a porn star.”


  Her gaze swings back to me. She bites her bottom lip as her eyes drag over my face, then down my chest, and then she pushes up on her toes to peer down my body even farther, stopping on my crotch. She cocks a brow. “What’s your name?”


  I shake my head and down the shot.


  “Johnny Depth,” Jake says, laughing hysterically.


  She smirks. “Good name.”


  “Yeah, real creative one,” I say.


  “Anyway, look, what I need to know is, what would you do if you started working on a porn set and found out your ex was one of the actors?”


  She fights a laugh and directs her attention to me. “This is a joke, right?”


  “No,” I say. “Wish it were.”


  “Oh, God. I would die. I mean, how terrible would that be? And awkward and just, oh, my God.”


  “Wait!” Jake says, fighting another fit of laughter. “It gets better. Let’s pretend a week before you found out he was a porn star; you’d had a random fuckfest with him?”


  Her mouth drops. One of her thin brows arches and she tilts her head to the side. “Really? Tell me you aren’t that big of an inconsiderate asshole?”


  I groan, and she smiles as she pushes back from the bar. “I’d fucking kill you.”


  “Awesome,” Jake says.


  “But…” she looks back at me and smiles, “you’re not my ex. So, Johnny Depth, what I’m about to go do is look up some of your work.” And then she walks off.


  “Thanks, Jake. That was helpful.”


  He holds his hands up before grabbing his shot glass. “Always here to help.”


  A few minutes later, I glance to the side of the bar to find a group of girls gathered around that bartender. She has her phone in front of her face, and all the girls are smiling.


  “Hahaha, no way, they’re watching you fuck right now.” Jake points. “You’re a fucking cock star.”


  “Great.” I wipe my hand over my mouth and push back from the bar.


  “Man, where are you going?”


  “Home.”


  “Dude…those girls, you could probably…”


  His voice fades into the background noise as I shoulder my way through the cluttered bar. I fuck girls all day. I don’t care what I could do with any or all of the ones behind that bar. What I want to do right now is get her off my mind.
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  The minute I set foot in my apartment, Heather hops up from the couch, runs to the kitchen, and comes back with a bottle of Rumplemints and two shot glasses.


  “Sit!” She uses the frosted bottle to point at the couch.


  I drop my purse and flop back on the cushion.


  “Look, I’m sorry I laughed. But you gotta admit, that shit was so off the wall. I was just kinda shocked you know? Laughter is my defense mechanism when all else shuts down.” She’s already pouring the shots, spilling some of the liquor on the table. “And…” she picks up both glasses, handing one to me. “Drink.”


  I slam the shot back. She nods, motioning with her finger for the glass. She snatches it and hands me the other shot glass.


  “Heather, really?”


  “Fucking drink it.”


  I gulp it back, wincing against the minty burn.


  She pours two more shots, taking one herself. “Now. What the actual fuck?” She paces in front of the couch. “The longer I’ve thought about it, I kinda want to kill him for not telling you.”


  “Yeah, I know, right?”


  “And he was gonna take you to dinner—after he got finished at work? Oh, what a fucking asshole.” She stops walking. “I mean, really, he’s a fucking porn star?”


  I give a half shrug, my stomach churning again. “Yeah.”


  “Ugh.” Heather pours two more shots, sliding one across the coffee table to me. I grab it because why the hell not?


  Exhaling, I sink further into the couch, waiting for that tingly salvation of the Rumplemints to kick in. “I’m gonna have to quit,” I say.


  “Wha—Oh, oh, hell to the fuck no!” Heather shakes her head furiously before taking her second shot. “You are not quitting.”


  “Uh, yeah. I am. There is no way in hell I am going to go back in there and watch that shit again. I mean, it was one thing when it was complete strangers, but that—Tyler, I mean, I just…I can’t.”


  “Mm-mm. No ma’am. You are not quitting.”


  “Are you serious, would you want to subject yourself to that?”


  “No, but the job is only temporary, suck it up. Don’t back down.”


  “Heather…”


  “He deserves it.”


  “Deserves what? How is that gonna—”


  Heather holds her finger up. “Do you think he wants you there anymore than you want to be there?”


  “Well…no…”


  “I mean, did he act embarrassed at all?”


  “A little…”


  “A little, what the—never mind. You are not gonna let him win. End of it.”


  I glare at her. “Heather…”


  “No. You fucking hold your ground. You stay there. You make him uncomfortable.”


  A slow, sick smile twists over her lips as she pours two more shots.


  I sit, holding the drink in my hand wondering how in the hell in that warped little mind of hers, my staying and watching my ex film porn after porn is payback to him because, to me, it sounds like self-inflicted torture. “Okay,” I say slowly.


  “He regrets it.” She smiles. “Think about it. What is one of the worst feelings in the world? You told me yourself when we were talking about exes. You told me the worst part about Tyler breaking it off with you was knowing that he’d moved on, that you meant nothing to him, right?”


  Feeling that I meant so little to the person my entire world had revolved around was a slap in the face. “Yeah,” I say. “That’s a shitty feeling.”


  “Well, karma’s a motherfucking bitch. Make him believe he means so little to you that you can watch him fuck other people. Make him want you and then burn his ass to the ground.”


  I swallow. That buzzy warmth from the Rumplemints has wrapped around me like a drunken cocoon. “It’s so vindictive.”


  “Well, he fucked you and didn’t tell you he was a porn star. I mean, what if you’d gone out to dinner with him, fucked him again? What if you started dating? I mean, what the hell, Jemma? This deserves a kick in the nuts if you ask me.”


  I twist the shot glass in my hand.


  “Plus, why give up a good paying job? I mean, really.”


  She’s right. I shouldn’t quit that job and give up my income just because he’s a shit head. “God, it’s gonna suck.”


  “Nah, just take that hurt, because I don’t care what you say, I know that shit had to hurt, and bottle it up into some bitterness. Bitterness takes the suck right outta everything.”


  We sit in silence for a few minutes, and I let the drunkenness really kick in. I turn to Heather and laugh. “His name,” I say. “His porn name is Johnny Depth.”


  She burst out in laughter. “Oh, my God. No.”


  “Yes.”


  “Johnny Depth?”


  I nod.


  “Classic.”


  She stands, grabs her laptop from the entertainment center and sits on the floor, placing the laptop on the coffee table.


  “What are you doing?”


  “Looking him up.”


  “Oh, Heather,” I whine. “I don’t wanna—”


  “Shh. This is desensitization.” She pulls up the internet browser and types in the name ‘Johhny Depth’. Within seconds, all kinds of links have popped up. “Who’s Eating Gilbert’s Grape, really?” she says as she clicks on one.


  At first, it’s just him walking into a room. “Oh, screw that,” she says and fast-forwards ten minutes in. I glance at the screen and see Tyler—I mean Johnny—between some girls quivering thighs. She’s screaming and fisting his thick, dark hair—just like I used to do.


  “Oh, my God,” Heather says, leaning in closer to the computer screen. “I’ll tell you who’s eating Gilbert’s Grape. Well, actually…it looks like Gilbert’s the one doing the eating.”


  The longer I watch it, the sicker I feel. That guy was my boyfriend. That guy was my best friend. That guy—a long moan comes from the computer then Tyler groans. “You’re a dirty whore,” he says. And that guy’s not the Tyler I knew. That’s it. I have to walk out of the room.


  “Jemma,” Heather calls.


  “Just, I need a minute.”


  I shut the door to my bedroom, grab the remote, and flip on the TV. The Big Bang Theory is on, but I’m too distracted to actually pay attention. I reach under my bed and pull out a photo album, opening to the first page. It’s a picture of Tyler and me at my seventh birthday party, and that knot in my stomach grows heavier. I thumb through the pages, watching the two of us grow up together in the photos. The thing with Tyler is he’s not just a small part of my past, he is in every single memory I have of my life. I stop on one of my favorite pictures. One where we’d been at the lake all day doing absolutely nothing but having sex and lounging on the pier. At seventeen, it all seemed so simple. Life seemed so certain. I can still vividly recall the look in his eyes when he leaned over me, blocking the sun before he kissed me and whispered: “I mean, how many people get to spend their entire lives with the person they love? Not one memory of my life doesn’t include you and I don’t ever want to have one that won’t.”


  And that’s why I have this pit in my stomach.


  I toss the photo album onto the floor and sink beneath the covers. The traffic from the highway hums outside my window and I focus on the popcorn ceiling. My phone buzzes in my pocket, and I pull it out.


  I’m sorry. I was going to tell you, I swear. I just had to figure out how. Not the easiest thing to divulge. I didn’t mean to hurt you…again.


  And that makes nothing better because he knows he can hurt me. He believes he can still hurt me. And I wish he couldn’t.
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  The crickets silence when I toss my phone onto the patio table. Groaning, I slouch further into the lounge chair.


  Why, out of all the jobs in LA, did she have to pick that one? That is not how I wanted Jemma to find out about my career. Career? I have to laugh. I just called it a career. Stripping, porn, whatever—it’s just a job that pays better than anything else I’m qualified for and let’s face it, why do people even work? To make money. People take jobs they hate all the time just for the money, and whether you’ll admit it or not, everyone gets judged by their job title anyway. You work as a clerk, people assume you have no education. Teacher? You love kids. Doctor? You’re a narcissist with a God complex. Librarian? Antisocial. Bartender, you were that kid in college that partied too much. People may not agree with what I do, but the thing is, if someone wants to pay me good money to have meaningless sex and if someone wants to watch it, well, why the hell not? I’m a 24-year old single male. Hormones. Alpha. Sowing my seed guy. No pitfalls. Sex and money. Fucking sign me up.


  That’s what I said, but now—well, now I see a hellavu lot more pitfalls to it.


  My phone dings. Then dings again. And again.


  Reaching over, I pick the phone up from the table, wondering what names she’s calling me. It dings again and again. The damn thing’s going apeshit. But it’s not text messages. It’s fucking followers on Instagram.


  Holy shit. It won’t stop.


  Clicking on a notification, I’m greeted by a snapshot of me balls deep in Brandi her face twisted in that god-awful fake orgasm face. Tagged by Brandi Clit. And the comment: Greatest day on set. Johnny Depth ladies—the things wet dreams are made of. #CockStar #EndlessDepth #IThinkIHaveACrush #Porn.


  Fucking great.
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  I’m sitting on the edge of a bed in some high-rise hotel waiting for the rest of the crew to show up.


  It’s been two days. She hasn’t texted back, and I haven’t seen Jemma. Hudson’s had her on set with some other guy named Woody. The guy gives me the fucking creeps. His skinny as shit and into all that BDSM stuff. Hudson said something about a dungeon. I don’t fucking know. I’m just shocked she’s hasn’t already turned in her notice.


  The door swings open and Don, the camera guy, and Brandi walk in. She smiles the second her eyes land on me.


  “So,” she says in that annoying Valley girl voice of hers, “Hud got that video uploaded pretty quick. You know why?”


  “Why?” I keep looking at the floor because I don’t want to fool with her today. She fucking has a thing for me, obviously, I mean—#IThinkIHaveACrush—Jesus Christ. Jake is right. I need to call fucking MTV about this shit.


  “Because we are stellar together.”


  “Huh…”


  “I mean, come on, Johnny. It’s good shit.”


  “Yeah. Sure.”


  I can feel her staring at me, but I don’t lift my eyes. Brandi is one of those girls, the kind that takes any little gesture to mean something more than it does, and I’m pretty sure she’s probably a little mental. I can just see her being that girl that throws her exes shit out the door, shits on it then sets it on fire while Tweeting about it and uploading a selfie to Instagram with the mayhem as the backdrop. This guy was a total loser. #EverythingYouOwnInABoxToTheLeft #BurnedMotherfucker.


  I can’t help but laugh a little at my creativity with those hashtags.


  “What’s your real name, huh?” she asks.


  “What?” I turn to face her.


  “Your real name. I know it’s not, Johnny. I heard that girl call you something like Taylor or Tyler…”


  “Oh, yeah. Tyler.”


  She smiles, her collagen plumped lips not thinning out in the least. “That’s a sexy name.”


  “Just a name.”


  “Mine’s actually Samantha.”


  I nod.


  “You don’t talk much.”


  “No, I don’t.”


  “So how do you know that girl?”


  Fuck, does she every shut up? “You mean Jemma?”


  “Yeah.”


  “We used to be friends.” Friends because it’s none of her fucking business. Like I said, I can see the raging psycho looming beneath those hazel eyes of hers and God knows what shitstorm she’d create if she found out Jemma and I used to date.


  “Oh, friends.” She rubs her hand over my back, and I slowly scoot away from her. “She wants to fuck you.”


  “Oh, I can assure you she does not.”


  “She does.”


  “Okay… you know, I don’t really want to talk about this with you.”


  Her brow wrinkles and she makes that dumb fucking pouty face girls make. They think it’s sexy, and it’s not. “You really are an asshole, you know it?” she says.


  “Yeah,” I say with a slight smirk. “Heard that a time or two.”


  She hops up from the end of the bed and grins. “I find assholes really attractive.”


  “Great,” I mumble under my breath just as Hudson walks into the room.


  Two hours later I’m naked. She’s naked. We’ve done six takes. I’m sweating, my thighs are burning like I’ve been doing power squats and I can’t fucking come. Surprisingly, when your attention’s somewhere other than the vagina you’re ramming your dick into, it’s hard to get off. She keeps staring up at me with this weird fucking look on her face. This girl is fucking weird as shit. I grab onto her waist and flip her over, face-down on the bed, push her shoulders down, forcing her to arch her back, and I close my eyes. And the sick part of this is, I can’t stop myself from pretending this is Jemma bent over like this because I know damn well if I do that, I’ll blow my load in five seconds flat.


  And I do. As soon as the cameras shut off, I glance at Hud. “Is it good man?”


  He skims through some of the footage and shakes his head. “Yeah, this looks good. You looked pissed. I like it.”


  “Good, I’m gonna head out then if we’re done here.”


  “Yeah, sure thing. Remember, you got that cock cast thing in the morning. I’m not gonna be around, but Jemma’s gonna be here to help out. I sent you the directions to their office.”


  I pull in a breath as I open the door to the hall. “Wonderful.”
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  I never answered Tyler’s text. I probably should have, but once you pass that day mark, well, it’s just weird. Not that I would have known what to say to him. Hey, I totally get why you didn’t tell me you were a porn star, but I still hate you a little right now. Or maybe: Go fuck yourself.


  What’s beyond amazing is that right now I am strutting up to a beautiful skyscraper in downtown LA and why? Oh, to go help my porn star, ex-boyfriend make a mold of his huge dick so thousands of women can shove a silicone replica of it up their vaginas.


  I sling the door open, and the cool air from inside hits me in the face. My heels click on the marble floor as I make my way to the elevators. It took me an hour to pick out this outfit, and it’s just a pair of ripped jeans and a fitted designer t-shirt with strappy heels—heels because Tyler likes heels, and damn it, he is going to want to fuck me, and I’m not going to let him. I slam my fist over the buttons to the elevator and wait.


  In a matter of minutes, I am going to walk into the office of Dick Doubles and have to stand there with Tyler as he fills out paperwork to have his penis cloned. Fuck my life.


  As soon as I step off the elevator, I’m staring at a picture of a cartoon penis with a smiley face. Fantatsic. I pull open the door and walk inside to a smiling secretary who’s basically eye fucking Tyler.


  He turns around and glances at me. “Hey,” he says, then faces back toward the counter.


  “Hi.”


  “Can I help you,” the secretary asks.


  “Yeah, I’m here for…” I look at Tyler. “Whatever this is.”


  “Ms. Morgan?” she asks.


  “Yep.”


  “Oh, okay. Good.” She stands up and walks to a hallway. “You both can follow me.”


  Tyler and I follow her down the hallway to the last door on the left. It opens to a room that resembles a doctor’s office. There is a sink and counter, a few chairs and an examination table. While she’s busy rummaging through cabinets, I look at Tyler. He shrugs, rubs his hand over the back of his neck, and then sits in one of the chairs


  “Okay, so…” she says, placing items on the counter. “Basically, once he gets erect you’ll mix this up.” She tears open a bag and dumps the white powder into a stainless steel bowl.


  “I’m sorry…” I say with a slight laugh. “Me?”


  “Uh-huh.” Smiling, she pulls a spatula out of a pouch, places it on the counter next to the bowl, then fills a measuring cup with water from the sink. “Just mix this water in until it’s the consistency of pancake batter....”


  “Wait, again—me?”


  “Yes,” she says slowly while nodding her head.


  “Why aren’t you doing it?”


  “Men are easy, we generally don’t assist if they brought a helper along with them.” She winks before she holds up a long—really long—plastic tube. “Fill the tube to this mark right here,” her finger skims over a black line etched on the tube, “and just let it set for about five minutes or so.”


  All I can do is laugh as I take the tube from her.


  “So,” Tyler says. “I just shove my dick in that tube and wait?”


  “Yep, but the key is making sure you stay erect. This batter is made to mold over each little vein, every nook and cranny. We want it to look as much like the real thing as possible.”


  “Do you need some magazines?” she asks.


  “Huh?”


  “Visual stimulation…or where the two of you…”


  “Oh,” I shake my head. “No, no the two of us are not—magazines.”


  The woman leans over, opens a cabinet, and pulls out a basket of crumpled magazines.


  “Oh, think of all the great names in porn that have touched those beauties,” I say, stifling a laugh.


  “Jemma, really?” Tyler glares at me and I shrug.


  The woman shakes her head and reaches for the door. “And make sure you undress all the way. That plaster gets a little messy, and it does stain clothing.”


  The door clicks shut. And now, here we are. Alone. In a room with a penis mold in my right hand.


  “So,” I say. “Let’s get this over with, I guess.”


  “I’m sorry.”


  “It’s fine. No big deal.”


  “Jemma, really,” he says, his voice soft. “Look at me.”


  I do and immediately wish I hadn’t because fuck me, he is breathtaking and it makes me feel like a stupid, weak bitch for wanting him. “Yep. Looking.”


  “I should have told you.”


  “Nah, it’s fine. I overreacted the other day. I was just… you know, shocked and all.”


  His studies me. “Yeah, sure…”


  “No big deal, really.” I walk to the sink and set the container next to the bowl.


  He huffs. “For some reason, I don’t believe you.”


  God, I want to slap him. “Tyler, really. We dated in high school. We hooked up because we ran into each other. I mean, shit, you are hot, but it’s not like there’s anything there.”


  I see the slightest flinch in his face, and it hits me in the chest a little.


  “Yeah…” he mumbles.


  “So, drop your pants already.”


  His eyes narrow as he kicks his shoes off. When he pulls his shirt over his head, my gaze immediately goes to his broad chest. Now he’s unfastening his jeans and shoving both them and his boxers down. I swallow. He’s naked, and it’s just him and me and this dick mold in my hand. And this is awkward because I cannot stop my eyes from dragging over him. Damn, that body.


  When my gaze meets his, he’s smirking, his tongue flicking over that damn lip ring.


  “What?” I ask, almost sounding defensive.


  “You’re staring.”


  “You’re naked.”


  “I am.”


  Silence. I can hear my pulse in my ears. My heart is hammering. My skin heating because you can’t not be attracted to a man like him. Porn star or not.


  I clear my throat and look him dead in the eye. “You gonna get hard or what? I don’t have any Viagra with me, so I hope it still works.”


  “Right.” I see that flash in his eyes he used to get when we were little, that look right before he did something so awful I usually went home crying. This is fucking war, and I know it. He knows it. Shit.


  His eyes lock with mine as he grabs his cock. “Wanna help me out?”


  “No.”


  “It’d be more fun if you did.”


  “Tyler!”


  He takes a step toward me.


  “Don’t come near me with that thing out.”


  He laughs. My gaze remains trained on his face, but I can still see the movement of his arm. He’s fisting his cock right in front of me, I mean, he kind of has to, given the situation. Damn this is weird and awkward and hot, and I hate myself for thinking it’s hot. I fight to keep my eyes from straying down to his dick. I mean, really, really fight it.


  “Are you hard yet?” I ask, refusing to look at it.


  “Don’t know.”


  “What do you mean you don’t know?”


  “I don’t know, why don’t you look?”


  “Fuck off.”


  He laughs, stroking his dick harder, and damn it, the forced movements catch my attention and yep, he’s defiantly hard. I spin around, dump the water into the bowl and quickly stir the plaster until it looks like paste. “What the hell do I do? Just dump it in that tube, or do I scoop it up with the tube?” I ask, starting to panic a little.


  “Uh, shit…” He steps up behind me, still pumping his cock. He peers over my shoulder in to the bowl. “Um, maybe pour it.”


  “There’s no lip, it’ll go everywhere!”


  “Well, if you scoop it up, it’s gonna make a mess.”


  “It’s a mess either way, Tyler.”


  He steps closer, taking the bowl in his free hand and looking at it. “I say pour it.”


  “Can you stop jerking off for a second.”


  He huffs. “I’m not exactly turned on right now—I stop touching it it’s gonna go soft.”


  “Oh, my God!” I take the tube, hold it over the sink and pour the plaster into it. It goes everywhere. There’s thin, white plaster all over my hand, my arm, all in the sink. “Okay.” I turn around and hold out the tube. “Here.”


  “Here what?”


  “Here. Take it.”


  He shrugs. His hand still on his dick.


  “Put your dick in it, Tyler,” I demand.


  He grabs the canister from me and shoves his dick inside. “Ugh, that is so…” His face scrunches up in confusion. “…weird feeling. It’s warm and…”


  I can’t help but laugh when I glance down at his crotch. His dick is crammed inside that tube white goop oozing over the edges.


  “Shit, it’s getting tight.” His brow wrinkles. His eyes go wide. “Oh, fuck. Jemma, is it supposed to get this tight?”


  “Like I’m supposed to know.” I glance at my watch. “Okay, five minutes. Just keep your dick hard and in there for five minutes.”


  He huffs. “This is so fucking stupid.”


  “What?”


  He motions to his dick with his hands. “This shit.”


  “Yeah, well…”


  And we stand in silence for the next four minutes.


  “Okay,” I glance down at his dick then back up to his face. “Take it out.”


  He nods then tries to tug the tube away from his body. “Shit,” he says in a breath. Another hard tug. “Shit. Shit!” Tug. Tug. “Fuck!”


  “Stuck?”


  “Yeah.”


  His goop covered hands fly to his face.


  “Just relax, okay?’ I say.


  “Relax? My dick is stuck in a goddamn canister of plaster.”


  “Yeah, well, it could be stuck in worse places. Just chill out for a second.”


  Dragging his hands through his hair, he starts pacing, the canister flopping with each step.


  “Get unhard or something.” I laugh a little. “Shouldn’t it fall off then.”


  He turns and glares at me. “Can you go get someone, please?”


  “Oh, yeah,” I giggle. “Sure.”


  I walk out into the hallway, find one of the employees and send them back to the room while I wait in the reception area. When Tyler finally comes out, he’s not smiling.


  “Everything come out okay?” I ask as we head toward the elevator.


  “Yeah.”


  “Good.” I press the button to the elevator.


  I’d be lying if I said this wasn’t weird, and not even for the obvious reasons. It’s strange to have someone you were once so close to become a stranger, but that’s what we really are. This kind of awkwardness is the worst kind. This deep seated part of me wants everything to be the way it used to, but it can’t be.


  “Like that shirt,” he says. “That’s from their first tour, isn’t it?”


  I glance down at the worn Pandemic Sorrow t-shirt and nod. “Yeah.” Please, for the love of God, don’t mention that tape with Stone.


  “Oh, cool…”


  “Yeah…” I swallow.


  And silence. There’s tension between us. I used to thrive on this tension, but now, well, it’s not fun. I quickly look over at him, and he forces a smile. Fuck those dimples that just popped out. He pulls his phone from his pocket, and while he stares down at it, my attention remains on his face.


  The doors to the elevator open, and we both step in. Tyler pushes the button then leans against the side. I can feel him staring at me so I glance up. His expression is blank, his gaze hard. “So, are we just gonna ignore each other unless we’re forced to work together?” he asks. “Is that how this is gonna go?”


  “No, I just…I mean, it’s not like we have much to say to each other, right?”


  “Right.” He laughs that sarcastic chuckle that used to make me want to choke him.


  “Just, I don’t know you anymore. You don’t know me.”


  The elevator dings with each floor it passes, and it can’t go fast enough.


  Rolling his eyes, he shakes his head. “It’s not like this was my fucking life goal, you know?”


  “Thank God for that.”


  He exhales. “Like you’re holier than thou.”


  “Fuck off. I’m working with a porn company, obviously, I’m not that uptight, but I’m also not the one fucking some over made girl with fake tits in front of a camera.” I smirk. “I’m not at risk for venereal diseases.”


  “God, I forgot how evil you are.”


  “Evil?”


  “Yeah, when you get angry you are fucking mean. Always have been.”


  I don’t say anything, but he sure is laughing.


  “Just like that time when we were nine, and you got pissed at me for putting war paint on all your Barbies, you weren’t pissed then, were you?”


  I roll my eyes.


  “You are that kind of person that let’s shit seethe and then BAM you do something psychotic,” he says.


  “You forgot that you made them have an orgy in the mansion pool. I was mortified.”


  He laughs. “You waited a week to get me back for that.” I shrug, trying not to laugh because what I did was so gross. “You took Bullet’s dog shit and crammed it in my Fisher Price bubble blower, then mixed it up with bubbles. You actually went and got it to play with it, then came back to me all teary eyed because it wouldn’t work, so what do I do? I twist off the cap and go to look inside. Dog shit and bubbles. I threw up, and you laughed at me.”


  “You deserved it.”


  “Maybe… I mean, I did piss in your sandbox later that day, so, I guess it’s all fair.”


  I shake my head.


  “So,” I sighs. “I hate to think what you’re going to do this time.”


  “I’m not angry.”


  “Yeah, you are.”


  God, I want him to think I don’t give a crap. I look at him, still unable to comprehend that he actually is a porn star. I mean, don’t get me wrong, I know he is one because that visual from the other day will never be erased from my mind, but still, looking at him leaned against the elevator wall in his jeans and t-shirt, I just can’t see it. I still see that boy I grew up with.


  The elevator doors slide open, and we step out.


  “The point is,” he says. “I’m not a whore, as contradicting as that sounds.”


  And as much as I want to believe that, I can’t.
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  The dry California heat surrounds me the second I step out onto the sidewalk. I adjust my dick in my pants. Shit feels all dry, and there’s little crumbs of plaster in my pubes. Jemma sighs behind me, and I turn to look at her. The wind catches her dark hair and she swats it out of her face, swearing. Fuck, I want to kiss her. It’s weird actually wanting a girl. When you do what I do, it really doesn’t leave much room for desire.


  We stop at a crosswalk, and I blatantly stare at her, remembering the first time I saw her. We had just moved into our house, and I was in the driveway riding my bike with my little brother, Brent. She came out on her front porch dressed up in a pink tutu. She hopped down the porch steps, waving a wand in the air and singing the theme song from Aladdin. I stopped pedaling my bike and just stared. I may have only been six, but even at that young of age, she had me mesmerized. She went leaping through the yard, coming to an abrupt stop when she realized I was watching her. She waved. I waved. And later that afternoon she and her mom came over with chocolate chip cookies. From that moment on, we were always together. Thinking about that, it’s really fucking sad we let things end the way they did. I loved that girl right there so deep, so hard, and I had since the first time I saw her. I can’t remember a time in my life I didn’t love her, and if I’m honest, I never really stopped. This is fucking dumb as shit. There’s no reason for us to be dicks about this.


  “Wanna drive down to the beach?” I ask.


  “No.”


  “Titch…” She glances up at me. I smile. “Come on, Titch. Just friends. That’s all. You can’t stay mad at me forever.”


  “I’m not mad, Tyler.”


  The crosswalk lights up, and we make our way to the other side of the street. “Your left eye twitches when you’re pissed.”


  She huffs.


  “It’s been twitching most the day,” I say.


  “Spasms. People get eye spasms.”


  Grabbing onto her arm, I stop her. “Look. I am sorry. For everything, okay? The thing is, I’ve missed you and if nothing else, I want to be friends. You were my best friend; you shouldn’t just throw that away.”


  “I didn’t.” Her eyes narrow and she exhales. “You did, remember?”


  And there it is. The tiniest slice of anger bubbling to the surface. “I was stupid and hurt.”


  She stops walking and glares at me. “Look, Tyler, we’re going to work together, that’s fine, but I’m just not ready to go there with you. Maybe one day I will be, but, I can’t force things.” She walks away from me to a black Honda parked on the side of the street. “See you at work.” She opens the door, climbs in, and cranks the engine. She doesn’t even wave as she pulls off.


  The thing is, Jemma is stubborn. I know that. And if I really think about it, this is not much different than it was for the first seven years of our relationship. I chased her, and she fought it. The Good thing is, I’m persistent.


  On the way to my car, I pull my cell from my pocket and dial Hud’s number.


  “Yeah?” he answers, sounding annoyed as usual.


  “Hey, Hud, so Jemma…”


  “Yeah, what, you wanna try to do a scene with her?”


  “No.”


  He sighs. “Then what?”


  “I don’t want her on my shoots.”


  “What? Why?”


  “It’s fucking complicated, but I can’t keep my shit up when she’s in there.”


  “Oh, fuck. Already? You’re already turning into a diva?”


  “Look, dude, she’s my ex-girlfriend. It’s a distraction from my work, okay? I mean if you need her in there, fine, but if you could just try not to have her in there, my cock would really appreciate it.”


  “You fucked Elsa?” He laughs. “Whatever, Johnny. Just as long as your dick is happy, I’m happy.”


  “Thanks, man.”


  “Sure thing. See you on Thursday.”


  I hang up and climb inside my car, sinking behind the wheel. Glancing at my reflection in the rearview mirror, I groan. You’d think she’d appreciate the fact that I asked Hud to keep her out of my shoots, but I can almost garaun-fucking-tee it will piss her off. Maybe it’s fucking stupid of me to think that anything can come from this. But I’m damn certain the possibility of something happening between us is much higher if she’s not watching me ram my dick up pussies all day long. Since I’m not about to give up my job for something that may or may not happen, it’s the next best thing.


  Out of sight. Out of mind.
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  Today was (insert sarcastic inflection here) absolutely great. I got to watch Benson, some steroid-pumped guy, fuck for three hours. Three hours. How many different angles do blow job needs to be shot from? I have no idea. The bright side, I’d much rather watch Benson go balls deep in a girl than Tyler—Johnny, whatever the hell his name is now. To be honest, before I started here, I thought screwing people for a living had to be pretty easy work. You spread your legs, ride someone’s face…but it’s not as simple as sex. They have to stop and start over, adjust for different angles. If that were me, I’d be so over it after the first thirty minutes…there is no way that can actually feel good to the girl.


  I grab the empty bottle of lube and chuck it in the trash, and just when I’m about to walk out the door, Brandi prances inside the room, stopping in front of me. Her blonde hair is in pigtails, and she’s wearing a pair of cut off denim shorts, a checkered halter top, and cowboy boots.


  “Hey, girl!” She sings, popping her gum.


  “Uh, hey.”


  “You finished for the day?”


  “Yep.” I veer around her and start toward the door again. I glance over my shoulder as I make my way down the hall to find she’s following me.


  “Benson’s fun to watch, huh?” she asks.


  “Yeah, sure.”


  “I always enjoy shooting with him.”


  I nod because I honestly don’t care who she enjoys shooting with. Instead of heading toward the elevator, I go to the stairwell thinking she’ll go in a different direction, but she doesn’t. She follows me inside and down the stairs.


  “So, how do you and Johnny know each other?”


  I exhale. This is why she’s following me around. “We grew up together.”


  “Oh.” She pauses. “Like friends or something?”


  “Yep. Something like that.”


  “And you didn’t know he did porn?”


  “Nope.” Jesus how long does it take to get down three flights of stairs.


  “So you took the job and had no idea?”


  “Yep.”


  She giggles. “Well, that’s gotta be weird then, huh?”


  “Weird doesn’t touch it.”


  I push the door open and walk out into the lobby.


  “Well,” she says as the doors bangs closed behind her. “I’ve got to go film The Dook of Hazard. You know, we should hang out sometime. Do some girl stuff or something.”


  “Uh, yeah. Sure.”


  She smiles before she turns to walk off. I’m not an idiot. I know what she’s doing, and I am most certainly not hanging out with her. I’m not hanging out with anyone from this job. Really, I am more than ready to get home and watch the fucking The Golden Girl marathon with Heather. Something that has nothing to do with dicks and vaginas and assholes. That is what I need.


  The second I step outside, I feel like I’m going to burst into flames. Looking across the parking lot, I can see waves of heat rising off the asphalt. Sweat is trickling down my temples by the time I reach my car. The leather seat burns the backs of my legs when I sit down, and I curse, shoving the key into the ignition. I need the air conditioner on before I spontaneously combust. I turn the key, and—nothing happens. “Oh, shit. You’ve got to be fucking kidding me?” I slam my fist over the steering wheel and groan before I try to crank the engine again. It doesn’t sputter, it doesn’t click. Nothing.


  I grab my purse from the floorboard, take out my phone to text Heather, but, of course, my phone is dead. I chuck the phone into the passenger seat and bang my head over the steering wheel, the horn blaring with each pound. What in the hell have I done to deserve the random shit that has happened over the past few weeks? There’s a tap on the window, and before I even glance up, I know, based on the way my life is going at the moment, who it is.


  I keep my forehead pressed against the horn as I slowly turn my head and peer through the glass with one eye. Yep, there’s Tyler, and now my back is covered in sweat.


  “Won’t start?” he asks through the window.


  “No.” I reach for the door, and he backs up a few steps.


  “Let me look.”


  “It’s dead,” I say, hopping out.


  He takes a seat and tries the ignition. Men.


  “Tyler, I just said it was dead.”


  He nods. “I know.” And then he smiles that smart-ass grin of his. Reaching down he pops the hood, then climbs out and walks around to the front of the car. He fiddles with some things under the hood.


  I cross my arms over my chest and cock my hip. “Since when do you know anything about cars.”


  “I’m a guy. Guy’s know things about cars.”


  I roll my eyes because Tyler is not a car guy. “Please don’t make it worse.”


  He pushes away from the front of the car, makes his way back to the seat, and tries the key again. “Well,” he shrugs. “Can’t do anything with that.” He grabs my purse from the passenger seat, gets out, and shuts the door. “Come on,” he calls over his shoulder.


  “What? Where?”


  “Do you wanna stay here. It’s getting dark. That’s when the freaks come out you know,” he laughs. “And Frankenstein.”


  Huffing, I follow him to a Mustang parked a few spots over. I smile a little. Tyler had a Mustang in high school, a ratty one, but it was still amazing. “Still have the same taste in cars, I see.”


  He smiles and opens the door for me. “Yep, and in women.”


  That swoon induced heat floods my cheeks and I chastise myself for letting him get to me. “Thanks,” I say as I sit down.


  Moments later, he’s behind the wheel. The engine cranks and I can feel the hum of the motor in the seat. “Where do you live?” he asks.


  “Venice Boulevard.”


  He backs out of the parking spot and revs the engine before pulling onto the street. “I’ll call a garage and have them come get your car. Probably the alternator or something.”


  “Thanks…”


  As he drives, I keep glancing over at him. When I really think about it, it gets to me a little. This right here, riding in a car with him, this was my teenage years. We rode to school together, we rode to parties together, we basically did everything together. Honestly, I barely put a thousand miles on my own car because I was always with him. And the thing about this right here—there’s nostalgia to this. Tyler is like that smell you get a whiff of every once in a while that drowns you in blissful memories.


  He glances at me from the corner of his eye. “What?”


  “What do you mean what?”


  “You’re staring at me like a fucking creeper.”


  My face heats. “I was just looking at you.”


  “Yeah,” one of his dimples pops out, “like a creeper.”


  And…silence. I have to get my mind off of us, so I do the only thing I can think of that will not remind me of us. “Do you like it?” I ask.


  “What?” His eyes narrow, his brow wrinkling. “Do I like…what?”


  “Porn.”


  His head falls back against the head rest, and he laughs. “Do I like porn?”


  “Yeah.”


  “Watching it, or doing it?”


  “Well…” I recall the first time I watched porn with him. “I know you like watching it, fucking Debbie Does Dallas—”


  “Oh, that was hilarious!” he says.


  “It scared me.”


  “Did not.”


  “I was sixteen.”


  “And…”


  “And you thought it would be funny to pop some popcorn and watch porn.”


  He shrugs. “It was.”


  “No,” I argue. “It was not.”


  “We had sex that night.” He smiles. “And that was my master plan.”


  “That had nothing to do with the porn.”


  “It had everything to do with the porn.”


  “Tyler, stop avoiding the question.”


  He reaches over and grabs my knee, squeezing it, and I don’t want him to move his hand. “Not avoiding, just reminiscing.”


  “Do you like doing it?”


  Exhaling, he shrugs. “Sure.”


  “Sure?”


  “Yeah, sure.”


  “That’s not a very enthusiastic answer,” I say with a slight laugh, glancing down at his hand still resting on my leg.


  “Yeah, not meant to be.”


  Now his thumb is rubbing over the bottom of my thigh. I should probably move it…but I don’t. I roll my eyes. “So, sure, you like that you legally get paid money to have an orgasm? Just sure?”


  “Yeah, sure.”


  “Tyler, come on.”


  He exhales. “Why do you care?”


  “Just trying to understand why you do it.”


  “Why not?”


  “Not just anyone wants to be a porn star.”


  “I just kind of fell into it.”


  I don’t know what I want from him, but I want more of an answer. I want him to tell me he loves it or hates it, something other than sure because you can’t have a job like that and just be indifferent about it—and his hand is still on my thigh, just sitting there like that’s where it belongs.


  I sigh. “We used to tell each other everything. You told me you pissed the bed when you were seven, and,” I cover my mouth trying to stifle the laugh at the memory of what I’m about to say. “And let’s not forget that time our Junior year after prom when we were all at the lake house and you got so drunk you peed in the bed. I’ll never forget that. You woke up and started patting around on the mattress, looking up at the ceiling.” The laugh comes out full force. He doesn’t look amused. “You asked if there was a leak. I mean, you pissed in the bed with me, and you won’t tell me that you like being a porn star?”


  “It’s just a job,” he says. “That’s it.”


  “That’s it?”


  “Yeah,” he shrugs and removes his hand from my leg. Damn.


  I swallow. “You mean to tell me you don’t enjoy getting paid to have sex?”


  “Jemma, it’s not what you think. It’s work.”


  “It’s sex,” I say. “Sex feels good.”


  “Are you asking me if it feels good, or if I like it?” He glances over and smirks at me before changing lanes.


  “Like it.”


  “It’s just—just different, you know?”


  “Nope,” I say. “I’m not a porn star. I have no idea.”


  “Porn sex is just sex.”


  “And you like sex, right.”


  Shaking his head, he laughs. “Yeah, sex is good.”


  “So you like being a porn star then?”


  “Like I said,” he looks at me and cocks a brow, “sure.”


  “So which girl’s your favorite?”


  “Jemma, you know, I don’t really want to—” He shakes his head.


  “You have to have a favorite, there’s gotta be one you have a thing for or something.”


  “No.”


  I narrow my gaze at him. “Come on, Tyler. You gotta like one of them a little, I mean you violate their bodies on camera, come on.”


  “No feelings. At. All.”


  I throw my hands up. “Guys are weird. There is no way I could have sex with somebody over and over and not eventually get some kind of feelings toward them.”


  “Well, you’re a girl.” His hand comes back to rest on my thigh, higher than the first time. “You’re wired differently,” he says.


  “Wired differently...” I laugh and stare out of the window.


  “Titch, it’s just different. It’s work. I get paid for it. There’s nothing to it.” He exhales before glancing over at me. “Look, when we ran into each other and ended up having sex—that happened, and I wanted it to. I wanted to fuck you, it’s all I could think about from the moment you got in that cab, and then once we started, I couldn’t get enough of you.” Pausing, he gently rubs his hand over my leg. “That was the kind of feeling that makes your eyes roll back in your head. It was organic. What I do at work, it’s just the mechanics. There is nothing there. At. All.”


  I have that little quiver in the pit of my stomach, that nervous flutter and excitement—but I shouldn’t. I swallow. “Yeah…okay.”


  “That bother you?” he asks.


  “What?”


  “That I compared it to sex with you?”


  “No,” I lie.


  “Just so you know, you’re the first person I’ve slept with outside of work since I started.”


  “Oh, God, is that a compliment or what?”


  “Definite compliment.” His hand comes off my leg to point out the window. “Turn here?”


  “Oh,” I glance out the window. “Yeah, the second turn is my apartments.”


  We pull into the entrance, the car bouncing over the speed bumps. I direct him to my unit and before he’s fully put the car in park, I’m hopping out. “Thanks,” I say, as the engine shuts off.


  “It’s rude not to invite me in,” he says, climbing out of the car.


  “Tyler…”


  “I just gotta piss.”


  “Fine.”


  He follows me up the stairs and to the door. When I step into the apartment, I expect to find Heather sprawled out on the couch, but the living room is empty. I point to the hall. “Bathrooms right there.”


  “Thanks,” he says and brushes past me.


  I drop my purse on the kitchen counter and the second I hear the bathroom door click shut, I scurry down the hall to Heather’s bedroom and find the door open. She’s not here. The toilet flushes and the taps turn on. I hurry back into the living room.


  The door creaks open, and seconds later, Tyler’s standing in the middle of the room dragging his hands through that dark hair of his. “Like your apartment,” he says.


  “Thanks.”


  God, he’s just standing there. What is he doing?


  “Where’s your roommate,” he asks.


  “I don’t know.”


  “Hmph…” He takes a seat on the far end of the couch, then smiles at me. My gaze falls to his mouth as he bites down on his lip. Why is that piercing so sexy? Jesus. Tyler rubs his hands down the legs of his worn jeans. “So,” he says, “what do you wanna do?”


  “Tyler…”


  “Yeah.” He smirks. “What, titch?”


  “You said you just had to piss.”


  “I did.”


  “And?”


  He shrugs. “And I did, and now I’m sitting on your couch. Funny how that worked out, huh?”


  I narrow my gaze on him. He narrows his on mine, a proud grin on his lips.


  “You are so…so…” I exhale. “Just, God.”


  He laughs. “Stubborn? No shit. It took me six years to get you to kiss me. That’s determination.”


  “Yeah, something like that.”


  Turning to face me, the smile fades from his face. “Look, I know this is weird, but the thing is Jemma, I just want my titch back.”


  I glare at him because surely he doesn’t think it’s this easy? “You know what hurt the most?” I ask, fighting that tightening sensation in my chest. “That we broke up, and that was it. It was over. All those years of friendship…and you just let it go.”


  His eyes fall to his lap, and he nods his head. “Yeah, I know.”


  “Why?”


  Shrugging, he clasps his hands together and leans over his knees. “Ever since I saw you that first day…” a short lived laugh slips through his lips. “Even as a kid, I just wanted to be close to you, you know, there was always that what if that drove me to pick at you, to chase you, to love you harder, and then when we broke up, well, there was no more what if. At least not the kind of what if I wanted.” He glances up from his hands, his eyes soft. “I was stupid and hurt and angry at myself for moving.”


  “You had a scholarship.” I swallow because this is getting to me and I don’t want it to.


  “Yeah, but I had you.” He reaches out, trailing his hand down the side of my face, and out of instinct, I turn to his touch, my eyes closing. “Had I stayed, I would have kept you,” he says, and I pull in a hard breath. “I was jealous. I hated fighting with you all the time.”


  When I open my eyes, his face is so close to mine. “We were both jealous.”


  “It was stupid.”


  “It was.”


  His gaze drops to my lips, his thumb grazing over my jaw. There’s a moment where our eyes lock, where it feels like we should kiss each other. My heart drums in my chest, my body heating. If I kiss him there is no way it will stop there. I swallow, forcing my brain and vagina to have a very long conversation about why this is a bad idea.
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  Jemma's staring at me and my heart's fucking banging around in my chest. The thing is, I'm not going to take no from her. What do I expect from her? Honestly, I don't know, but what I do know is that I hate I have no idea what she's been doing the past four years. I hate that whatever it was, we didn't do it together. There's something between us and there always has been, and it's not something I can explain. It's just this sense of belonging.


  My entire life was spent chasing that girl right there, why stop now? She's stubborn as shit, but the thing is, she's always been mine. Always has. Always will. Now, I just have to convince her of that.


  Shaking her head, she sighs and shoves me away from her. "You're annoying, you know that right?"


  "And you're short," I smile. "Which is why I call you titch."


  Her brown eyes narrow. "I always hated that."


  "At first, but you started to like it." I grab the remote. "You got Netflix?"


  "No." She snatches the remote from my hand. "And you just thought I liked it."


  "Your memory has gone to shit." I stand up and make my way to the entertainment center on the far wall. "I vividly recall the first time I called you 'babe.' You snarled and said you didn't like it."


  "I didn't."


  "You said it was weird."


  "It was."


  I turn around and smile at her. "You said you liked being my titch."


  A slight smile shapes her lips, and I can see a tiny piece of her wall break down. "I said a lot of things to you, Tyler."


  Spinning back around, I scan over the DVDs. "What the..." I grab Never Say Never and laugh as I turn to hold it up to her. "What the fuck is this, Jemma. Justin Bieber? What happened to the girl who liked Slipknot and Lincoln Park?"


  "That's Heather's. She has a thing for him. I don't know."


  "Sure." I put the movie down. "Hmm, none of my movies I see."


  "Really?"


  "Too soon?" I laugh, stopping when my eyes land on one specific title. "You..." I snag the DVD of Howard the Duck, pop it open, and walk to the TV. I press open and slip the disc into the DVD player before making my way back to the couch.


  "If you just put Bieber in, I'll choke you."


  "No, just wait. It's way worse than the Biebs."


  "You did not just call him the Biebs."


  "Yeah," I nod. "I did."


  The old-school Universal emblem comes across the screen, and I smile.


  "What did you put in," she asks.


  "Stubborn and impatient..."


  Seconds later the theme music starts, and the title flips across the screen. She’s smiling. Really big.


  "God," she laughs and flops back against the couch. "I haven't watched this movie in ages."


  "Yeah, me either."


  This movie is shit. It's awful, but for whatever reason we used to watch it over and over when we were kids. We both sit, staring at the screen and there's this nervous energy, just like there used to be between us when we both got to the age where we realized boys and girls could do a lot more than be friends. I remember that moment, and the thing is, it was when we were watching this very fucking film. We were in her basement, sitting on the couch like we always had every other time we'd watched this horrible film, but, this time, every few minutes, I'd scoot a little bit closer to her. A little closer. And closer—until our legs were touching.


  I glance over at her and this feeling—like I said, she feels like home…


  Halfway through the movie, my hand is on her thigh and she’s stiff as shit. “Want me to move my hand?” I ask.


  Before she can answer, the lock clicks and her roommate walks in. The second her eyes land on me, she scowls. “What the…”


  I stand up and stretch. “Just leaving,” I say, glancing back at Jemma. “Thanks for letting me take a piss.”


  She smiles. “Thanks for the ride.”


  “Sure thing. See you later.”


  Her roommate shoots me an evil glare as I move toward the door so I wink at her. I shut the door behind me and drag in a deep breath. This is a start.
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  “Another martini?” the bartender asks as he reaches for my empty glass. My head is already swimming,


  “No, thank you.”


  “Oh, come on, titch. Have another,” Tyler says.


  I glance around Tyler. Benson’s leaned against the counter, chatting up some really young girl. Vee’s on the dancefloor with Brandi—this is just a few co-workers going out for Happy Hour. That’s it. I’m still not exactly sure how he talked me into this, but what this is not—it is not a date.


  A petite brunette squeezes between Tyler and Benson. I watch her gaze drift between the two of them. “Oh, wow!” She says, a deep smile setting her face. “I know you two.”


  “Oh, really?” Benson says, smiling like a pervert.


  “Yeah. Benson Long and,” she bites down on her lip as she coyly bats her fake eyelashes at Tyler, “And Mr. Johnny Depth.”


  Tyler rubs his hand over the back of his neck and Benson throws his hands in the air. “Mr.? He gets the mister?”


  She giggles. “You guys do some amazing work.”


  Unaware that I am doing it, I roll my eyes. I turn to face the bar and flag down the bartender. Grinning, he leans over the bar. “Change your mind, huh?”


  “Yeah,” I say. “I think another martini would be good.”


  He nods and grabs the mixer. The brunette is smiling at Tyler, swaying from side to side and giving him some serious fuck-me eyes. Benson says something to her, and she giggles. It’s this high pitch, hyena sounding noise. She places her hand on Tyler’s arm, feeling over his muscles—still giggling. I roll my eyes again because I’m evidently thirteen. I turn back to the bar and it’s while I’m staring at the illuminated bottles of liquor, I realize she recognized them—as porn stars. And I am with said porn stars. People recognize them, then they see me with them. Oh, fucking great! The bartender slides my drink in front of me and just as I’m taking my first sip, I feel fingers skim along the small of my back.


  “I thought you said you didn’t want another drink?”


  I turn around to find Tyler smirking.


  “I changed my mind.” Taking another gulp, I shrug. The girl is staring at us while Benson attempts to sweet-talk her.


  “Told her you were my girlfriend,” Tyler says, grabbing my martini and taking a drink.


  “What? Why?”


  Laughing, he grins. “Well, one, because it annoys you. Two, she’s like a grown-up version of Ellen Frampton.”


  A short-lived giggle floats from my mouth as I watch her. “God, she is. I hated Ellen Frampton.”


  “I know. I liked that you hated her.”


  I narrow my gaze at him.


  “I did,” he says. “You were always so jealous, titch.”


  “No, she used to get naked in front of her window for you. It was disgusting.”


  “Oh, and you didn’t do the same thing?” He laughs.


  “No, you fucking pervert.”


  “That’s a lie. I beat off several times to you prancing around in front of your window naked when we were teenagers.”


  I shake my head. “That’s fucked up.”


  He cocks a brow. “It is what it is,” he says, taking my martini to have another sip.


  “There’s an entire bar behind you.” I grab the drink from his hand. “Order your own martini.”


  He drops his chin to his chest, laughing before he glances back up from his lowered head. “It’s so fun to piss you off. I almost forgot how much fun it was.”


  “You’re such an ass.”


  “I’m an ass, you’re jealous.”


  “Fuck you.”


  “I appreciate the propositions, but really, they are inappropriate.”


  “You’re inappropriate.”


  “Your face is inappropriate.”


  Glaring at him, I groan. “Your two-inch dick is inappropriate.”


  He throws his head back laughing. “Your one-inch mouth is inappropriate.”


  The man next to us shoots an annoyed look in our direction. I dump the rest of my drink into my mouth and swallow, trying not to laugh because we are so juvenile.


  Tyler leans up against the bar and grabs me by the waist, nodding toward the brunette. “But what is really inappropriate is that you are jealous of that girl.”


  I attempt to pull away from him. “I hate you.”


  “Oh, come on now. Just pretend you like me so I don’t look like a liar.”


  “Well, you are. We’re how old, Tyler? Have your balls not dropped enough for you tell the girl you’re not interested?”


  His eyes narrow, a slight smirk playing on his lips. “This is more fun.” His fingers dig deeper into my waist, and now we’re staring at each other. My heart’s slamming against my chest. One hand skims along my side. Tyler bites down on his lip as he pushes a stray piece of hair behind my ear. “This is how it’s supposed to be with us.” He cups the back of my head in his hand. “Push and pull. You know that, titch.”


  Part of me knows he’s right. As much as I want to pretend, time did nothing to make me love him less. I watch his eyes slowly flick down to my lips, and I catch his Adam’s apple move as he swallows. The hustle and bustle of the bar around us fades into a faint hum. All I can focus on right now is him. On us. On how fucked up this is.


  His fingers twist in my hair as he inches his face toward mine. “I pull….” His mouth is right in front of mine. I can feel their warmth. “You push,” he says, his lips so close to my mouth I can taste his words.


  I know better than this. I do. The thing about Tyler is, I’ve always known better, but he has a magnetic pull that just won’t let me get away. He gently rubs his thumb over my jaw, and it’s like that motion forces my eyes to shut. His full bottom lip rolls over mine, and my body goes limp in his hold. “You gonna push, titch?” he whispers before releasing me from his grip.


  My eyes fly open, my heart pounding in the back of my throat, and that fucker is smiling from ear to ear.


  “Hey, Johnny,” Benson calls as he shoulders his way through the crowded bar area, the brunette clutching to his arm. “We’re gonna go over to the Lotus Club. Wanna come?”


  “Nah. I think we’ll just head home.”


  Grinning, Benson’s gaze swings over to me. “Okay.”


  Brandi and Vee are right behind him now. “You’re not gonna come?” Brandi whines. “Oh, come on, Johnny. Please.”


  “No, just wanna go home.”


  She pouts before turning around and following the rest of our group out of the door. And now it’s just him and me. No coworkers. And all I can think about is kissing him.
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  We stumble toward the curb, both shitfaced, and I hold my arm up to hail a cab. Jemma walks a few feet away from me and does the same thing.


  “What are you doing?” I ask.


  “What does it look like? Trying to hail a cab.”


  “Well, that’s what I’m doing.”


  “Congratulations.”


  A cab whizzes past both of us. “Would you fucking get over here?”


  “Why?”


  “It’s not a contest.”


  “I know, but you see, we are going to two different places. Hence, we need two different cabs.”


  Groaning, I drop my hand and walk toward her. “You know I’m not gonna let you take a cab by yourself.”


  “Jesus Christ, Tyler. I’m not going to get murdered in a fucking cab.”


  “I know because you aren’t riding by yourself.”


  She sighs, dropping her hand and crossing her arms over her chest. “You are so fucking annoying.”


  “Thank you.”


  I can feel her glaring at me when the cab pulls up to the curb. I open the door and hold it for her before sliding in behind her.


  “I’m not going to your house.”


  “That’s fine.”


  “One ten south west,” she says as she buckles her seatbelt. “And,” she glances up at me. “You are not coming inside my house. Not even to piss.”


  I hold my hands up. “That’s fine.”


  The car drives off. We sit in silence for the first few minutes, then she starts laughing.


  “What?” I ask.


  She shakes her head, trying to contain her laughter. “It’s just…my life.”


  “What?” I wrinkle my brow.


  “My life—it’s fucking hilarious.”


  “Really? Drunk epiphany?”


  “Yeah. I get a part on a kid’s show. A part I hated by the way. I start dating this rocker, end up getting fired because of dating him—”


  “Good video by the way.” I wink.


  “Oh, fuck off.” She swats at me, but misses. “Have you Googled your name lately? At least mine was real and not full of cheesy lines. ‘Take it,'” she deepens her voice in an attempt to sound like a man. “Take my massive cock.” She laughs. “Oh,” now she’s adopted this high-pitched, breathy tone to her voice. “Oh, Johnny. Go Deeper, Johnny Depth. Plunder my booty Captain Jack Spermo.” She has to stop because she’s giggling so hard she can’t catch a good breath.


  “Oh, so I see you’ve been watching my videos. A closet fan, are we?”


  “Oh, it’s comedy relief for me.”


  I glare at her.


  “Anyway. The fact that I was out, in a bar, with a herd of porn stars and people actually came up and recognized you.” She shakes her head. “Unbelievable. Oh, and let’s not forget, you are my ex. Fucking x-rated. Oh, this shit is ex-rated, alright.”


  “And now who is using cheesy lines?” I chuckle.


  She pulls in a few breathes before tossing her head against the back of the seat. “Life is weird, huh?”


  “Yeah. It is.”


  We sit in silence for a few moments. I stare at her, watching the street lights bounce off her high cheekbones. Jemma is stunning, and those obvious things, the beautiful things anyone in their right fucking mind couldn’t miss, of course, I love those, but it’s the other things, her little quirks, her flaws that make her who she—that’s what I can’t get over. There is something so deeply woven into her that I find irresistible. It’s the way she snorts when she fucking laughs. The way her eye twitches when she gets angry. That scar on her knee from where she fell off her bike when we were kids. Her confidence and insecurities. The way she makes me feel like nothing else in this world matters but her.


  Any girl can be pretty. Any girl can be sweet. But only Jemma can be Jemma.


  “I regret it,” I blurt out without realizing it.


  “What?” She looks at me. “You regret what?”


  “The past four years.”


  A soft smile tugs at her lips. Her gaze drops to her lap, and she begins fiddling with her purse.


  “All those years…” I pause because I’m drunk. She’s drunk. And drunk confessions can lead to some awkward moments once everyone’s sobered up, but I don’t fucking care. I just want to tell her. “All of those years of growing up together, I never missed anything, and now, I feel like I’ve missed everything because I have.”


  She doesn’t look up and for a moment I worry it was too much. “Tyler,” she exhales. “People grow up. They drift apart.”


  “People do. We shouldn’t have though.”


  “What do you think would have happened had we stayed together?”


  I shrug. “Well, I sure as hell wouldn’t be Johnny Depth.”


  She smiles and God, I want to fucking slam my mouth over hers right now. When the car rattles over a speed bump, I realize we’ve pulled up in front of her apartments. The brakes squeak as the cab rolls to a stop.


  She reaches for the door. I want to grab her and pin her down on the seat. I want to make her feel what she does to me. I want to show her why we shouldn’t have drifted apart. I want to fuck myself so deep inside of her that she can’t shake me from her thoughts.


  She pushes the door open. “Goodnight. Thanks for making sure I didn’t get murdered.” She laughs as she closes the door.


  I am just as fucked as I was all those years ago when I was a zit-faced kid trying to figure out how to make her date me. Except this time, it’s a clusterfuck.
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  I shut the door behind me—softly, but Heather still hears it and sits bolt upright on the couch.


  “Wha the fu…” She rubs her eyes and glares at me before looking at her phone. “One forty-five? You fucked him, didn’t you?” She tosses the throw off her lap.


  “No.”


  “Do not fuck the porn star!”


  “What the hell, Heather. I’m not.”


  She’s rubbing her eyes again. “You want to...”


  “No…” I say, tossing my purse on the floor. “I don’t.” I just lied because I do, I so do, and I fucking hate it. The thing is, yes, I’m smarter than that. He fucks women for money. It’s gross if you really, really think about it—but then if you don’t really, really think about it, if I didn’t know him—it would be just a little hot.


  “Well, I’d want to fuck him…” She stands up and stretches. “I think this is a terrible, horrible, no good idea.”


  “Of course you do.”


  “I do.” She stumbles toward the hall. “You loved him—”


  “Loved!” I stress. “LOVED him. Past tense. Not present tense.”


  Heather snorts. “Um-hmm. Loved him. Fucked him. What the hell ever, Jemma. I know more about him than I do that guy you dated for a year… hell…” she tosses her hands in the air. “What was his name? Dale or some shit?”


  I shake my head. “Try Tristan.”


  “Fuck.” Her eyes narrow. “Really, Tristin? That sounds like something my mee-maw would call her one-eyed Pomeranian—anyway, I know more about Tyler than I do that fuckface. You cannot be friends with an ex. An ex that does porn. An ex that you watch fuck other girls. An ex that tongue fucks a pussy like Captain Ahab trying to spear Moby-fucking-dick.”


  I glare at her. “I hate you right now.”


  She steps close to me and glares. “You smell like a guy.”


  “I rode home with him. In a cab.”


  “Road head?”


  “What the—no. I did not give him road head in the back of a fucking cab so the grungy looking cabbie can jerk one off while driving down the road.”


  She laughs. “That would make a good porn. Suggest that to your boss and see if you can get a royalty cut.”


  “Oh, God. Maybe you should go into directing porn.”


  “Maybe.” She laughs. “Where did you guys go anyway?”


  “To a bar.”


  Crossing her arms over her chest, she narrows her eyes. “To a bar?”


  “Yeah, with some people from work. It’s not a big deal.”


  “Jemma, I’m just saying, this is bad. Like super bad. You are gonna get hurt.” I walk to the hallway, and she follows me. “Hurt I say. I love you. I don’t want you hurt because then I’ll kill a motherfucker and orange is not the new black on this ass.”


  “I appreciate that, Heather.” Smiling, I open the door to my room. “But I’m not gonna fuck him. There is no way I would have sex with a porn star. Really.”


  “Well, like I said, just be careful.” She flicks my hair behind my shoulder. “I don’t want to see you get hurt.”


  “I won’t.”


  She stumbles down the hall to her room. I shut my door, pull my clothes off, and lie down on the bed. I’m tired as shit, but I can’t go to sleep because I can still smell Dolce and Gabbana. No matter how hard I try to think about anything else, all I can think about is him…and me. And how things used to be.


  After trying to shove him out of my thoughts for half an hour, my mind falls to the gutter. I sit up, grab my laptop, place it on my lap, and type in Johnny Depth in the search bar. Why? Because I can’t get him out of my head and this is going to be my life for a while, so I may as well get used to it. I’m training myself to have no reaction the next time I watch him fuck the shit out of some blonde with big boobs.


  I click on one of the website links and swallow. There is a still frame of Tyler fisting his cock. My heart bangs against my ribs. I have that feeling I’m doing something dirty, and I guess I kind of am, I mean it is porn of my ex. Shaking my head, I click play.


  Tyler is sitting behind a desk, shuffling through papers. The door swings open and a girl dressed in a Catholic school girl outfit saunters over to him.


  “Professor Depth,” she says in a breathy moan. “I need some help with this assignment…” The camera lens zooms in on her enormous breasts straining against the material of that white, cotton shirt.


  “What kind of help, Mindy.”


  Oh, I can’t take the way his voice sounds. I mute the volume and shift under the comforter. He walks around the desk, grabs her by the shoulders and bends her over, rubbing his palm over her ass. She glances over her shoulder and bites down on her lip just as he works her red, lace thong down her thighs. Tyler kneels, spreads her ass cheeks apart, and then slowly flicks his tongue over her pussy. My stomach kinks a little. This is so fucking weird.


  Minutes later, she’s been flipped back around on the desk, with her skirt hiked up around her waist, legs bent back by her ears. Her tits have popped out and he’s sucking on one. The screen goes to a close-up of his dick thrusting into her. Over and over. And fuck, it’s hot. It shouldn’t be, and if I really let myself think about who it is, it bothers me, but I’d be lying if I said it wasn’t turning me on.


  My eyes stray over to my bedside table, stopping on the top drawer. I bite down on my lip then glance back at the screen. Shit. Reaching over to the table, I tell myself it’s normal to do this. It’s completely normal to watch porn and then feel this overwhelming urge to masturbate. That’s why people watch it—to get turned on. And what do you do when you get turned on? You spank one out. It’s just that, I’ve now got this dildo buried to the hilt, and tomorrow I’m going to be face to face with the guy whose dick has made me desperate to ram this piece of silicone inside me, and he’s my fucking ex.
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  “Anal beads?”


  I shuffle through the box. “Yep. A lot of anal beads. All purple and pink.”


  “Lube?”


  “Lots of lube.”


  “Johnnies?”


  “What?” I glance up at Hudson.


  “Johnnies, you know, condoms, rubbers…”


  “Oh,” I glance down in the box again. “We’ve got studded, ribbed, latex-free, and glow in the dark.”


  “Good.”


  “And clit vibrators?”


  “Galore.”


  “Are you bringing your friend to the party tomorrow?” he asks.


  “Yeah, she’s excited. She’s a porn fanatic.”


  “Sounds like my kind of girl,” Hudson smiles and points to the coffee table. “Just put the box there. You can sit over here and stuff the goody bags while we do this shoot. If I need you to mist Benson or anything, I’ll just yell at you.”


  Dropping the box on the table, I nod. “Okay, but do you really have to call them goody bags, Hud?”


  “That’s what they are. What else would you suggest I call them?”


  “I don’t know, but goody bag makes me think of a kid’s birthday party and it’s creepy.”


  “You have issues,” he says before walking off.


  Seconds later I hear him sigh. “Benson! Ricardo! Would you two stop sword fighting with your dicks? We aren’t filming Peter-fucking-Pan.”


  And I have issues…


  I dump out the box of cellophane bags and twist ties and rummage through the box of sexual wonders. I pull out a string of anal beads, some lube, the clit vibrator, and a condom then cram them inside the bag. I don’t know why I find this strange. I mean, Hud is a porn director, so why wouldn’t he pass out sex toys as his party favors?


  Setting the bag to the side, I look across the room. Benson and Ricardo are kissing. Naked. They are naked and kissing. Two hot men with chiseled abs and thigh muscles the size of an anaconda—naked and kissing. Ricardo falls to his knees, grabs Benson’s dick, and damn near chokes on it. The thing that boggles my mind is that Benson is straight. He swears he’s straight. At the bar the other night, he took a girl home—not a guy, yet, there he stands, his dick hard as fucking concrete while Ricardo rams it down his throat. Groaning, Benson fists Ricardo’s dark hair and basically skull-fucks him. “Choke on my fucking cock,” he says with a slight growl as he tosses his head back.


  How, if he’s not gay, can his dick be that hard? He didn’t take a Viagra, and they were sword fighting with their dicks earlier? What the fuck? I fill another bag with the party favors and then the unmistakable sound of skin slapping against skin breaks the silence.


  Holy fucking shit. Benson is bowed up on the bed, ass in the air, fisting the edge of the mattress as Ricardo pounds into his butthole. And I mean, he is banging into it. Balls smacking against thighs. Buried to the hilt.


  This is too much for me to experience alone. I grab my phone from my purse and text Heather.


  So, today’s feature is guy on guy.


  


  OMG. You are watching this. Right now?


  


  Yep. Dick in asshole. Balls a swinging.


  


  I hate you. That’s so hot.


  


  It’s weirdly hot.


  


  Send me a picture.


  


  No.


  


  Please?!


  


  No. So one guy is straight, but he’s the one getting pounded in the backdoor right now. And his dick is hard. Is that possible?


  


  Sure. I mean, I’m not a lesbian, but give me the right girl and I could swing from the lesbian branch for a day or two.


  


  You’re not right.


  


  Send me a picture.


  


  No. Google Ricardo Dong and Benson Long.


  Long Dong…whose last name is Silver?


  


  You are special, you know it?


  


  Yep. Enjoy your assporn.


  


  I drop my phone into my purse and go back to stuffing the bags, and the longer they go at it, I can’t help but stuff along with their rhythm.
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  Hudson’s living room is filled with people. A lot of drunk people. Brandi’s been on my ass since I set foot in the door an hour ago.


  “Smile!” Brandi says, holding her camera in front of our faces. I don’t smile. I sit here. Not smiling.


  There’s a click followed by a flash, and now I see spots.


  “Oh, you look so serious, Tyler.” She giggles as she searches for the right filter.


  “Hey, don’t call me Tyler. It’s…weird.”


  “Oh, okay.” She keeps fiddling with her phone. “Hudson said we may be the next big thing, and you know what that means?”


  I don’t say a word because I don’t care.


  “We’ll be working together a lot.” She lets out some weird, annoying squeal. “I’ve always wanted to be paired off with someone.”


  “Great. Just fucking great,” I mumble.


  Jake stumbles through the crowded living room with a beer. “Man, this is cool as shit. Those chicks over there are making out.”


  “Yeah…” I mumble, dragging my hand over my face. “Cool.”


  “You think I could fuck one of them?” he asks.


  “Sure.”


  “Dude…” he slaps me on the side of the head.


  “What?”


  “The day two chicks fondling each other doesn’t get your pimp juice flowing…” He shakes his head. “Your dick just disowned you basically.”


  “Man, shut the fuck up. Go try to get laid or some shit.” I nod toward Brandi. “She’d fuck you.”


  “What?” she whines. “I would not.”


  Jake arches a brow and slyly—well, as slyly as a drunk guy can—places his arm around her. “That’s what they all say, but they change their mind.” He shoves the bottle in her face. “Beer?”


  Laughing, I stand and cross the room, and as I do, Jemma and her friend walk in from the foyer. Jemma’s in this short purple dress. A tight—skin-fucking-tight—purple dress. It clings to every goddamn curve, leaving just enough for me to imagine ripping it off of her before slamming her down on a bed. Fuck. Wanting her is about to kill me.


  Her eyes lock with mine, and I immediately walk over to her like a sick fucking puppy. I could have any girl in this room…except this one. Except the one fucking woman I want.


  I grab onto her, pulling her in for a hug. “You look pretty, titch.”


  “Thanks.” Placing her palms flat against my chest, she pushes away from me. “You look nice.”


  “Did you just call her a bitch?” Her friend says, glaring at me.


  “No. Titch.”


  “Titch,” she says, arching an eyebrow. “What the hell is a titch?”


  “A short person.”


  Snarling, she glances between Jemma and me. “I don’t like it.”


  “Well, good thing it’s not your nickname then, huh?”


  I can see hate burning behind her eyes, and I can appreciate that.


  “Uh,” Jemma steps between us. “You remember Heather, Heather, this is Tyler.”


  “Yep,” she says. “The porn star. That didn’t tell you he was a porn star.”


  “And you are the girl that fucked my roommate. Nice to see you again.”


  “I want to punch you,” Heather says with a growl.


  “Heather!” Jemma says. “Stop.”


  Heather’s gaze flicks over to Jemma for a split-second before honing back in on me. She doesn’t say a word, but I know that look all too well. She’s giving me the look that says: you hurt my best friend, and I’ll bring you close to death. I nod at her as they both walk off.


  Two hours later, I’m drunk. Well, pretty much everyone is shitfaced. Jake’s in the bathroom hugging the toilet. And I have only seen Jemma in passing. Benson’s had her and Heather cornered most of the night. I swear to God if he is trying to hook up with her, I’ll fucking kill him.


  Rave music blares through the sound system as I make my way through the room. I spot that purple dress, my eyes straying down to Jemma’s perky ass. She’s dancing with Ricardo and Heather’s dancing with Benson. Thank fucking God. I step up behind her, placing my hands on the small of her waist and following the sway of her hips. She spins around, a slight look of relief when she sees it’s me.


  “Well, at least this time you didn’t run off,” I say with a smirk.


  She rolls her eyes. “Shut up.”


  “You really need a better come back than that.”


  Shaking her head, she turns back around and presses her perfect little ass on me. My dick automatically swells. The beat to the song picks up and she grinds over me harder. I grip her hips, slowly sliding my hands down to the top of her thighs, stopping at the hem of her dress. Her warm skin under my palms feels damn good. The song cuts off and Take Your Time by Sam Hunt flows through the speakers. After the first line, Jemma leans against me more, resting the back of her head against my chest. She closes her eyes and sways in beat with the song as though this is how things between us should be. And really it is. I forget where we are. Who we’re with. It’s just us. And I like that. I brush her hair to the side, exposing her neck as I lean down, blowing a soft breath over her skin. I watch chill bumps race over her skin as her head lulls to the side. She reaches up, her eyes still closed, and drags her fingers over my jaw. I grab her hand, slip my fingers between hers, and pull her through the packed living room to the sliding glass door that leads to the pool deck.


  As soon as I shut the door behind me, all the music, all that noise is blocked out. She stops and stares at me. “What are we doing out here?”


  “I don’t know.”


  “Tyler?”


  The soft light from the pool casts a blue haze over her, and goddamn she looks like a goddess. My eyes drift over her body—over every fucking curve of that woman—until they reach her legs. All I can think about is tearing that dress off of her and fucking her senseless. I’m fucking tense. My pulse is thrumming in my neck. My skin heating. My dick is so damn hard it’s throbbing.


  “This is stupid, you know it?” I say, laughing. “It’s fucking dumb.”


  She takes her heels off, crosses the patio, and falls back onto a lounge chair. “What are you talking about? God, I’m too drunk for a conversation.”


  “You’re not that drunk.”


  “No, but I am too drunk to be talking to you about…anything.”


  I walk to the lounge and sit on the edge. “We can’t be friends.”


  She stares at me without a word.


  “You know we can’t be friends,” I say. I wet my lips with the edge of my tongue. “Because all I can think about when I’m around you is fucking you.”


  Her eyes widen as she drags in an uneven breath.


  “Tell me you don’t do the same thing,” I say.


  “Tyler, I—”


  “Look, stop. Fucking admit it.”


  “There’s nothing to admit.”


  My eyes lock on her red lips. “Bullshit. The way your breathing tells me you’re fucking turned on, and I bet if I were to run my finger over your pussy, it’d be soaking fucking wet.”


  She glares at me, her nostrils flaring.


  “Damn, you’re so hot when you’re pissy,” I whisper.


  Groaning, she hops up from the chair and crosses the patio. “Have you always been so arrogant?”


  “No. Only with you.”


  “It’s a turn off.”


  “The thing you forget, titch, I know you. I spent thirteen fucking years learning what you liked, what got to you. You say you don’t like it, but you fucking do. You like me, you just don’t like that I hurt you. You don’t like what I do for a living, but the thing is…logic rarely wins.” She keeps walking toward the door. Maybe I’m wrong. Maybe I don’t know what she likes any more.


  “Jemma,” I say, “wait.” She stops but doesn’t turn around. And at this moment, I realize how fucked I am. I’m still in love with her.


  I’m still in fucking love with her.
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  Stopping in front of the door, I turn around. Tyler’s staring at me with a look I can’t quite place, and I don’t know that I want to because I don’t need to get any more involved with him. Spinning around, I reach for the door but hesitate.


  “You and I both know you aren’t going inside,” he says, and I swear I can hear the smile on his lips.


  “I don’t know what the fuck you want from me, Tyler!” My voice echoes across the empty pool deck, and I cringe. That statement came out much louder than I meant for it to.


  He walks toward me much like a predator stalking its prey. My heart slams against my ribs. My breath falls ragged.


  “Simple.” He grabs me by the waist, his fingers digging into my side. “Stop lying to yourself.”


  “I’m not.” My pulse is thrumming. He’s right in my face, and all I can smell is his Dolce and Gabbana.


  One corner of his mouth lifts to a smirk. “Really? How sure are you about that?” He backs me toward the water and within a few steps, I feel the concrete beneath my bare feet turn into the slick edges of the tiled pool.


  I swallow. “Tyler…”


  His eyes drop to my lips before he pushes me backward. My back hits the cold water with a splash, and I sink to the bottom. Seconds later, I hear the muffled gurgle of him jumping in after me. When I surface, he’s right beside me, smiling.


  “I hate you,” I say.


  “I couldn’t help it.”


  “This dress is dry clean only…”


  There’s a flash in his eyes as he backs me toward the pool wall. My shoulders hit the rough concrete. His hands are on my waist again, slowly sliding up my sides. “That’s what you get for lying.”


  “Tyler, I’m not—”


  “One kiss, that’s all I want. One fucking kiss to prove that you’re not lying, titch.”


  And before I can form words, his lips are on mine. Something inside tells me not to kiss him back, that this is bad. This is very, very bad, but don’t we all like to feel like a dirty little whore sometimes? His large hands cup my face, and the way he touches me—I can’t not kiss him. I tilt my head, parting my lips to allow his tongue to dip inside my mouth. His wet chest presses against mine, his hold on my face tightens and the kiss grows more desperate, needier.


  When Tyler kisses me, I swear it’s as though the boundaries between our bodies melt away, and we become one person. It’s always been like that, and only with him. My very soul bleeds into his with this kiss, my body betrays me because as much as I want to say I don’t want him, he’s right. It’s a damn lie. His lips press over my throat and with each hard breath he releases, chill bumps race over my wet skin. Teeth rake over my neck, forcing a slutty moan from my lips as he glides his hands over the soaked material of my dress and groans. Before I know it, he’s ripped the straps down and is squeezing my exposed breasts while pressing his hard dick against me.


  “You fucking liar,” he says in a growl before grabbing the back of my thighs to lift me up. Instinctively, I wrap my legs around his waist. “I hate when you lie to me.”


  Fisting my hair, he kisses me with a refined brutality, in a way that would leave any woman weak and at his mercy. My hands fall beneath the water, rubbing over the defined ridges of his stomach on the way to the waist of his jeans. The whirring of the pool pump drowns out the noise from the party as Tyler walks us away from the lights of the house, wading deeper into the pool. His hand slides down the small of my back and across the top of my thigh, every last inch of my skin heating beneath his touch. His finger brushes the lace of my thong. Even in the water, I can feel how wet I am.


  “Oh,” he smirks. “What a fucking liar you are,” he says as he rubs beneath the edge of my panties, feeling how turned on I am.


  He teases my entrance. I grab his face to kiss him, but he turns his head, sucking one of my fingers into his warm mouth. And then, he sinks his finger inside me, my body involuntarily clenching around it. Tyler pulls my bottom lip into his mouth and bites down on it. Moaning, I push my hips against his hand. He slips another finger in up to his knuckles, resting his forehead against mine and staring into my eyes. He fucks me with his hand. Hard. Rough. Gentle. Slow. His thumb circling my clit the entire time. My body tenses, my back bows, and when I’m teetering on the brink of all that built up tension releasing. He stops moving.


  His lips lay next to my ear, his hot, uneven breathes fanning over my cooled skin. “Tell me you lied.”


  “Tyler!” I swat at his chest and water splashes up.


  “Tell me.” His thumb glides over my clit, causing my body to jerk.


  “Fine. Fuck. I lied.”


  He shoves his fingers deeper inside me, bending them to rub over that one perfect spot. Then he stops again.


  “Tell me you missed this.”


  “Ugh.” I grit my teeth. “I missed it.”


  “And…” There he goes over my clit again, this time pinching it between his fingers and tugging on it. Fuck me. A moan slips from my lips. “Tell me you want me,” he says.


  “Goddamn it. I want you to get me off and stop with this bullshit.”


  Laughing a deep, throaty laugh, he traces his tongue over the shell of my ear, and with just a few slight movements of his hand, my fingers are digging into his shoulders, my head falling back, and I’m moaning like a whore in heat. The moment I open my eyes I’m met with his intense stare. A slight smirk plays over his lips as he pulls his hand from the water and slips his fingers, one by one, into his mouth. “Fuck me, Jemma. I have never wanted anyone the way I want you.”


  Hands. Mouths. Teeth—we’re all over each other. And in a split second, his shirt’s over his head, my thong is floating in the water, and his pants are undone, his hard cock sliding and slipping against me.


  “Oh, my God.” A girly laugh bounces around the pool deck. “Who’s…Oh…Ohhhh!”


  I panic and grab the top of my dress, covering myself up as I push away from Tyler.


  “Tyler? Is that…” Brandi says, and the childish lilt in her voice makes me cringe. I don’t like her calling him by his real name. It feels so dirty. “What are you doing?”


  He doesn’t even look at her. He just makes his way to me, grabbing me and kissing me again.


  I press my palms flat against his bare chest. “Tyler, stop,” I whisper, backing away again.


  “Brandi,” he says with an edge to his voice, “go the fuck away.” He reaches for me again, but I jerk away.


  That one second without him touching me is all it takes to clear the sex-fog that’s clouding my mind. I can’t do this with him. I won’t do this to myself.


  His eyes narrow and he frowns “Don’t do this,” he whispers.


  “I…I can’t.” The back of my calves hit the steps, and I spin around, clutching my dress to my chest as I climb out of the pool. Brandi glares at me as I make my way toward the house.


  “Titch!”


  I don’t turn around. I grab the door and hurry inside, dripping wet. Hudson’s eyes land on me, his brow wrinkling in confusion. “Uh, you fall into the pool, chicken?”


  “I just…I need a towel.”


  “Bathroom’s down the hall. Help yourself.” The backdoor slams shut and Tyler calls my name again. “Oh, I see what happened here,” Hudson laughs.


  I’m almost to the bathroom when someone grabs onto my elbow and spins me around.


  “Jemma,” Tyler says.


  “Stop,” I say as I push into the bathroom and flip on the lights.


  “No.” The door closes and the lock clicks. “You stop.”


  I stare at my reflection in the mirror. My hair’s matted to my head, my mascara’s all over the place, and my face is flushed. There is no coming back from this. And you want to know why? Because I fucking lied to myself. I told myself I could handle this. That it didn’t matter to me that he did porn because there would never be an “us” again when the truth is, when someone has meant as much to you as Tyler has, that idea of “us” never goes away.


  Tyler grabs a towel from the linen closet and wraps it around my shoulders. “You can’t run away from this, Jemma. You can’t.”


  And, right now, I want to punch him. Fuck him for not letting me.
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  We’re in the middle of the bathroom, dripping wet and staring at each other. For a second, I think she may hit me, but instead, she drops her chin to her chest. A piece of wet hair falls in her face, and I sweep it behind her ear. I can’t leave it at just that simple touch. I trail my fingers down her jaw, gripping her chin and forcing it up, but she refuses to look at me. I skim my fingertip over her plump bottom lip. “Look at me,” I say.


  Her eyes lock with mine and she sighs, her warm breath blowing over my hand. I keep my gaze trained on her as I slowly inch my face toward hers. “I never forgot this…” I whisper against her mouth before I kiss her. “Letting you go was a mistake. Everything since that day has been a mistake,” I whisper against her ear.


  “Don’t tell me that,” she says in a desperate tone. “Don’t…”


  “It was.”


  There’s a knock on the door. The handle jiggles. “Jemma,” Heather’s voice comes from the other side, “you okay?”


  “Yeah, I’m fine.”


  “Let me in then,” Heather says.


  “No,” I say.


  “Oh, fuck you, dude. Let me in.”


  “I said no. Go the fuck away.”


  “Tyler, I can’t do this with you. I can’t.”


  “You can’t not do it.” I shake my head, grazing my mouth over hers. “We belong together, and you know that.”


  “Maybe in another life we did, Tyler.” She pulls away from me, staring at me with hurt for a brief moment before she closes her eyes. “But not now.”


  “What the fuck? Really?” I drag my hands through my damp hair.


  There’s a loud whack over the door. “Open the fucking door. I’ll rip your diseased balls off your body and shove them up your ass if you don’t, fuckface.”


  “Why not now?” I ask, ignoring Heather.


  “The thing is,” she glances up at me and the hurt filling her eyes a moment ago has morphed into anger. “I was in love with that boy I grew up next door to, but Tyler, I could never be in love with the man you’ve grown up to be.”


  “Are you kidding me?” Anger bubbles inside of me, and I take a step toward her. “You are kidding me, right?”


  “Tyler, you’re a fucking porn star. You fuck women for a living. Do you think I want to deal with that? I mean, think about if the situation were reversed. What if I was the one fucking people in front of a camera—people other than you?”


  I shrug. “I wouldn’t like it, but you know what? I know there’s more to you than a goddamn job title.”


  “Oh, please. You would flip your shit.”


  And she’s right. I would. It’s fucking stupid that I thought we could do this, and it makes me livid, but what the hell am I supposed to do? Quit over a girl I wasn’t even sure would take me back? I love her, but fuck it, I’m not going to throw away my livelihood on a chance.


  “You know what?” I say, pacing in front of the sink. “Doesn’t matter. I’ll fucking quit. I’ll go out there right now and tell Hudson to shove this job up his ass. I’d be fucking poor to have you.”


  Her eyes tear up, but she quickly blinks those away which means I’m fucked. If she won’t let herself cry, her mind’s fucking made up.


  “I mean it…” I reach for the door. “I’ll quit—”


  “It won’t matter.” She sighs. “I mean, what the hell? You quit, and then what? We ride off into the sunset?”


  “Sure. Why the fuck not?”


  “Because no matter what, you will always be a porn star. It’s not just a job you can wash your hands of.”


  “So…” I turn to look at her, my hand still resting on the doorknob. “It’s not really that I fuck other girls, it’s that you’re too good for it?” My pulse is in my throat. I can’t blame her. I can’t blame her, and it makes me angry.


  She swallows, her eyes drifting to the floor again. “I—that’s not what I meant, Tyler, It’s just—”


  “Oh, fuck no. You are perfect and untainted, huh?” I grit my teeth. “You can’t fuck a guy you were in love with because he’s a porn star, but it’s sure as shit okay for you to fuck a rock star that’s probably cramming his dick inside fifteen different cunts a night, huh? You can bend over for him all day long, film it, let that shit get all over the internet. Do you have any idea how many random fucking girls he’s had his cock in?” I laugh even though I see the hurt flooding her face.


  “I dated him.”


  “Oh,” a disbelieving laugh flies up my throat. “You dated him? So you can date a rock star. A nasty fucking rock star because he’s famous, right. Is that why?” Hurt drowns her face, but I keep digging because I can’t help it. “So fuck everything we went through. Fuck our entire lives growing up together. Loving each other. Fuck all that because I’ve done porn, but you can date a guy that probably fucks more girls in a week than I have my entire life. But just because I made money from it, you are too damn good?” I shake my head. “If you ask me, that’s way more disgusting than doing porn. That video, Jemma, is degrading and basically makes you look like a whore. A desperate fucking whore.”


  “Fuck you!” She shouts, brushing past me. “Just fuck you.”


  “Oh, so you can dig at me all day long, but let me take one jab at you and you lose your shit?”


  “I’m not talking about this anymore, Tyler.” She slings the door open, and before she can slam it shut, I grab onto the edge and pry it open. Heather’s right outside, already blocking my path.


  “Leave her alone or I’ll cut your dick off and shove it so far up your asshole it comes out of your throat. What a way for a porn star to go: fucked and choked by his own cock.”


  She spins around, chasing after Jemma. And I stand here like a fucking pussy because what can I do? Really, what can I do?
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  A slight breeze kicks up, making my damp body shiver. I yank the towel off my shoulders, fold it, and lay it on the seat before I climb into Heather’s car. “Shit,” I mumble as she pulls away from the curb. I try to suck the tears back but fail miserably.


  “Why are you crying?”


  “I don’t know.”


  “God, I’m going to have to hurt him.”


  I sigh as I wipe the stray tears away. I feel like an idiot. Like a failure. Like a hypocrite. My life has imploded over the past few weeks and honestly, I don’t know what the hell I’m doing. Part of me wants to say fuck it and give into him, part of me wants to ignore him, but the bigger part of me is confused.


  “It’s fine,” I say.


  “No, it’s not. It’s not fair to you. He never should have put you in this position, Jemma.” I toss my head against the seat and drag my hands down my face, groaning.


  “Really,” Heather says. “What really pisses me off is that he didn’t say anything to you to begin with. That’s just disrespectful. Then he is going to take you to dinner…I mean, how long do you think it would have taken him to say something to you about it. And why…” she pauses to check the lane before merging onto the interstate. “Why is he still trying? Fucking asshole.”


  “It’s complicated, Heather.”


  She groans. “I mean, do you want to be with him?”


  I drag in a breath and stare out of the window at the cars we’re whirring past. “The thing is, I wish I could be with him.”


  “Well, shit, Jemma. Just shit.”


  We sit in silence the rest of the way home. I go over and over in my head why I can’t be with him. Every time one of those memories of him tugs at my heart, I force myself to see him slamming into one of the girls at work. Everyone has that one that got away, the one they daydream will waltz back into their life and swoop them up into their arms. I have that chance right now, but can’t take it. And that really sucks.
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  Groaning, I toss the covers off of me. That is the third time my phone has rang in the last thirty minutes. I’ve been too lazy to crawl out of bed and mute it and now I’ve given up on trying to go back to sleep.


  I stumble across the room to the cluttered dresser and snatch the phone from the top of a box of tampons, but it’s already stopped ringing. Three missed calls from David. The phone chimes with voicemail. I’m attempting to not get excited, but something must be going on if he’s calling me back to back this early in the morning.


  Inhaling, I pull the phone to my ear to listen to the message.


  “Hey Jemma, great news! I just got a call from Stefan Goldberg, and he wants you to audition for a lead role in a new TV series. Filming will be in Atlanta. Call me back. If you can, they want you in Warren Studios late tomorrow afternoon. Short notice, but it’s fucking Stefan Goldberg for fucks sake.”


  My mouth is literally hanging open. A fly could zip down my throat right now, and I don’t think even that could make me close my mouth. Stefan Goldberg is one of the biggest TV directors to ever exist. He called to have me audition. I let that sink in. And when it really hits me, I drop the phone and squeal, hopping up and down in place.
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  The next afternoon I’m in front of the camera with my heart in my chest. My back hits the wall just as my shrill screampiercesmyears. And now,I'm trapped.His cold blue eyes narrow on me as he approaches.


  Cowering away, I whisper,"Please,"as his hand reaches for my throat.


  "That's enough!" The director shouts, and the guy steps back across the room. "Thank you, Ms..." Stefanthumbs through the papers in his lap, "Ms...."


  "Morgan." I clear my throatas Ipushaway from the wall. "Jemma Morgan."


  "Yes, Morgan." He jots something down on my resume, not bothering to look up at me."We'll be doing callbacks in a week."


  Stefan called David to ask if I’d be interested, and he can’t even remember my name? What an ass. "Thank you," I say as I grab my purse from the chair in the corner of the room. My stomach churns as I cross the room. "I'll look forward to a call."


  He nods, his eyes still trained on the papers he's shuffling through. A role like this could take me out of the innocent princess turned whore category. Working on his show would force people to take me serious as an actress. If I could land this, my entire life could change, but like I said, he couldn’t even recall my name.


  The entire drive home, all I can do is criticize the inflection in my voice when I read my lines, the way I positioned my body, the fact that the scream was too weak. By the time I’m walking into my apartment, I’ve decided that this is my plot in life—being a dildo handler. And that’s fine, but at some point, one wants to believe there is more meaning to their life than sterilizing sex toys.


  “Bitch tits,” I yell as I slam the door behind me. “You home?”


  I drop my purse on the floor next to the sofa and flop back onto the well-worn cushions before grabbing the remote.


  The toilet flushes and seconds later Heather’s standing at the end of the couch with her jeans still unbuttoned. “Fucking periods. Look at this shit!” She flicks her open fly. “I can’t even button them because I’m so bloated. This is bullshit.” She fights with the button for a moment. “So, how did the audition go?”


  “Like shit.”


  “What?”


  I shake my head. “He couldn’t even remember my name.”


  “Wait, didn’t he request you to do an audition.”


  I nod.


  “Well, fuck him.” I can tell by the concentrated look on her face that she’s trying to devise a way to distract me. “Get dressed. We’ll do dinner and then we’re going to a strip club.”


  “I’ll do dinner…”


  “And you’ll do the strip club. I need some man meat to ogle, and I’ll just look like a weird pervert if I go by myself.”


  I glare at her for a minute then sigh. “Fine.”


  A few hours later and we’re two drinks and three strippers into a show. Heather whistles as the last dancer struts off the stage with his ass checks hanging out of some chaps. Glancing over her shoulder, I choke on my martini when my eyes land on the half-naked blond guy grinding on some girl.


  “Holy shit,” I say, wiping the dribble from the corners of my mouth.


  Heather’s mid chug and her eyebrows pinch together. She slams the empty beer bottle down on the table and burps. “What?” she asks.


  Nodding behind her, I smile. “Your one-night stand is a stripper.”


  “My wha…” She quickly spins around in her seat, nearly toppling over. “Oh, my God. That’s Jack...the porno scum’s roommate.”


  “His name is Jake.”


  “Look…” She turns back to me. “I got the first letter right. Close enough.”


  “Funny, huh? Tyler ends up being a porn star—”


  She holds a finger up. “Scum.”


  “And…” I roll my eyes. “Your one-nighter is a stripper.”


  “What a delight.” She glances back over her shoulder, watching Jake as he lifts the woman’s leg over his shoulder and dry humps the shit out of her. “Meh, stripper’s not so bad. I’d totally fuck him again.”


  “You are such a whore.”


  “Never denied it.” She grabs her purse from the floor and rummages through it. She lays a handful of tampons, crumpled receipts, a fork, a half-eaten Snickers bar, nail polish, and a vibrator on the table.


  “Heather…”


  “Hmmm?”


  “Why the hell do you have a fucking vibrator in your purse?”


  “You never know when the mood may strike,” she says matter of factly as she continues to search through her purse. “I mean, what if there’s an earthquake and I get stuck in an elevator or my car for days? I’d get bored as shit. Plus, I get angry when I have blue vag…”


  “Blue vag?” I snort. “You are so classy.”


  “Yeah, fucking blue vag. Men get blue balls. I get blue vag. Same concept as whiskey vag, really, well,” she stops digging in her purse for a second. “Kinda. Both end with me not getting off. Hence, the vibrator in my purse.”


  “What the hell are you looking for.”


  “Ah-hah.” Smiling, she holds up a fistful of crumpled dollar bills. “Really, there is no price too hefty for a good dry humping like that.” Waving her hand around, she whistles.


  A few minutes later, Jake is smacking his g-string clad balls over her thigh, and some ginger man is thrusting his fire-crotch way too close to my face. Heather is frantically shoving money in their straps, and I keep shaking my head. Three fucking songs. This ginger grinds on me for three songs, sweat dripping down his hard, freckled chest and salmon pink nipples. I glance over his shoulder at Heather, who is thoroughly enjoying her dance, and just as I’m trying to find something in the room to focus on other than this guy’s pointy nipples, I spot Tyler leaned against the bar and staring in our direction. I shouldn’t care about him, but he brings out that childish, jealous side of me. I want him to hate seeing this guy on me, so I trail my nails over the stripper’s broad back and down to his ass before I slap it. The ginger leans down way too close to my neck, his hot breath fanning over my skin while I’m still glaring at Tyler who is sipping his beer watching, and I do the only thing I can think to do. I flip him the bird.


  A few minutes later the song ends and Jake and the ginger dismount our laps and disappear into the dark club.


  “Why the hell would you have a ginger stripper?” I say in a hiss as I flag down a waiter.


  “Looked like you were digging the ging.” Heather laughs.


  “No, not at all.”


  “I thought he was hot in a hot ginger way. He may have mad skills in the bedroom. Are you really that turned off by the redhair? His body was banging.”


  “His nipples were the color of a dog’s penis.”


  Her lip snarls. “You’re a sick bitch, you know it?”


  “Like you’re one to talk.” My eyes stray back to the bar. Tyler’s still there. I drag in a heavy breath and Heather’s eyes narrow on me.


  “What?” she asks.


  “Tyler’s here.”


  “Of course he is. Porn scum,” she says with a hiss. Jake walks up behind Tyler, slapping him on the back. Jake points in our direction and Tyler’s gaze follows his finger. Seconds later, the two of them push away from the bar and head toward us.


  “Shit…”


  “They’re coming over here, aren’t they?”


  “God, yes,” I groan.


  I train my eyes on the floor, cringing when I see the toe of Tyler’s Converse step in front of me.


  “Well, imagine running into you here,” Tyler says.


  I glance up and fake a smile. My heart is banging around in my chest like a trapped hummingbird.


  “Care if we sit with you?” he asks.


  I shrug. “Sure.”


  When I look over at Heather, she and Jake are flirting. This is fucking great.


  “So,” he says. “Enjoy your lapdance?”


  “Yep.”


  “That guy is an amateur.”


  “Oh, really? I guess you think you could do a better job?”


  Tyler smirks before taking a drink of beer. “Yep.”


  “God, you’re such a narcissistic asshole.”


  A hard, sexy beat booms through the speakers and before I know what’s happening, Tyler’s standing between my legs. “What the hell are you doing,” I yell.


  “Proving my point,” he says, dropping his ass and falling between my thighs.


  I go rigid. Completely rigid as I stare down at his face. He slides up my body. I can feel every hard muscle under his shirt. Tyler grabs my hand, forcing my palm over his exposed lower stomach. I try to jerk it away from him, but all he does is smile and force it under the waist of his jeans.


  “I hate you,” I say.


  “I know. You tell me all the time.”


  Biting down on his bottom lip, he wraps his arms around me and jumps up, bringing me with him. My natural reaction is to wrap my legs around his waist because my body is a traitorous whore. His fingers splay across my lower back as he thrusts under me, basically fucking me through my clothes. I should hit him or something, cuss him out, but I can’t because fuck my life, this is too hot to actually force him off of me. I catch myself grinding my hips over him and stop myself. There’s a flash of a smirk, and he laughs as his hands slide up to the back of my head. His fingers tangle in my hair before he jerks my head to the side and blows a heated breath over my throat. “I’d fucking ruin you if you’d let me.”


  


  He spins around before he falls back into the chair. The second his ass hits that seat, he’s shoving his cock against me, rolling his hips in ways no man should be able to. His hands roam over my front before he flips me over, pressing his body against me. Our eyes lock and for a brief moment, I see that boy I fell so hard for. Emotions well up inside of me. He’s no good for me. I’m no good for him. Everything about this is wrong. Sometimes the things our hearts want aren’t the things our souls need, and that’s a hard pill to swallow.


  “I’m stubborn,” he whispers over my mouth. “Don’t forget that.”


  I want to kiss him. Fuck I want to kiss him…I flatten my palms over his chest and shove him off of me. “What I won’t forget, Tyle,r is that you’re a porn star.”


  He staggers back a few steps then rubs his hand over the back of his neck. I can tell that gesture of rejection stung him. He swipes his beer from the table and shoves his way through the crowded club.


  My heart is thumping in my chest, adrenaline buzzing over my skin. I feel like a raging bitch, but it’s a defense mechanism. If I’m nice, if I give him any leeway, I will give into him, and I can’t let myself do that. Do I want to fuck him? God yes I do, but my heart can’t take that.
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  I exhale as I stare out over downtown LA. We’re on the 47th floor of some high-rise. Hud rented out this luxurious apartment to play CEO in some porn rip off of Fifty Shades of Grey. The city looks so dingy and filthy from way up here, something you don’t really realize when you’re down on the sidewalks. A blanket of smog hangs over the distant horizon. And I think maybe this is what my fucking life is like, LA. I don’t see how repulsive my life looks to someone way up here in an ivory tower, I just see it from street level. Fuck her for making me question myself. I turn away from the window and catch Hudson dragging some lighting across the floor.


  He positions the lamp at the foot of the wrought iron bed then looks over his shoulder at me. “That should do. Oh, by the way, two guys called in sick, so I had to pull Jemma to help out. If it’s gonna be an issue, go ahead and pop a Viagra.”


  “Fucking great,” I groan, digging the pill bottle out of my pocket and popping the top. I plop a pill in my mouth and swallow as I turn back to the window.


  A few minutes later the bell rings. I lean my forearm against the glass and keep staring out at the representation of my fucking life at the moment. The tap of her heels over the hardwoods echoes from the tall ceilings.


  “Sorry I was late,” she says. “Traffic was a bitch.”


  “No problem. Can you go grab the reflectors over there, chicken?”


  “Sure,” Jemma says.


  When I turn around, Hud’s got his phone to his ear. “Where are you?” he says. “The…” His palm slaps across his face, and he shakes his head. “No, I didn’t get the message. This is fucking great. What the hell am I gonna do now?” He pauses, his eyes rising to meet mine. “Fine. Fine. Call me when you’re better.” He tucks his phone into his pocket then throws his hands up.


  “Brandi’s got the fucking flu now too.” An agitated groan rumbles from his chest. “Do you have any idea what I had to pay to rent this apartment? Jesus Christ.” He wipes his hands down his face and shakes his head. “This is such shit.”


  There’s a loud thud when Jemma drops one of the reflectors. Hud and I both watch as she bends over to pick it up. Fuck her ass looks good.


  “Oh, shit.” His gaze drifts from her to me and then a sick smile twists his face.


  “Oh, fuck no!” I say, shaking my head because I know what he’s thinking. “No way, Hud.”


  He ignores me. “Jemma, doll, sweetheart…you want to make some extra money?”


  I stalk across the room toward them. “Hell to the fuck no!” I shout.


  Her attention directs to me, her eyes narrowing into a glare. “Oh, really?”


  “Jemma, no.”


  Cocking her hip to the side, she crosses her arms over her chest and arches a single brow. “And who the hell are you to tell me what to do?” She smiles.


  “Johnny,” Hudson says, stepping between us. “Chill the fuck out, would you? Somebody’s fucking someone because I paid too much for this place to not get a scene.”


  Benson walks in with a cigarette between his lips and Jemma goes into a laughing fit. “Why don’t you get the two of them to do it?” she points at Benson and me.


  Benson takes a drag, shrugging as he blows a thick cloud of smoke between his lips.


  “I’m not fucking you,” I say.


  “Yeah, I know,” he says. “I’d be fucking you.”


  My initial instinct is to punch him in the face, but I don’t. “It’s in my contract I don’t do guy on guy.”


  Jemma’s laughing so hard she has to lean over her knees to catch a breath.


  “No anal,” Hud says, “but what about a little oral?”


  “No.”


  “Handjob?”


  “Fuck no!”


  “Jesus Christ!” He pulls his phone from his pocket and dials a number. “Benson, if I can get Ricardo up here, you’re fucking him in the ass, okay?”


  “Sure thing,” Benson says before flopping back on the bed.


  “So, what am I supposed to do?” I ask.


  “Well, if you won’t let Benson take your virginal ass, you can help Jemma with the reflectors.”


  Smiling, Jemma prances over to me and hands me a reflector. “Tyler,” she says. “Letting a guy fuck you in the ass doesn’t make you gay, you know? It just makes you a well-rounded porn star.”


  “Oh, shut the fuck up.”


  Her smile deepens. “Are you that insecure, babe? Afraid you might like getting your prostate milked?”


  Benson laughs from the corner of the room.


  All I can do is glare at her. “I’m straight.”


  “What the hell does that mean?” Benson says. “I’m straight.”


  Fucking great. I’ve just offended the angry, bald guy. “Man, if you don’t mind taking it up the ass, that’s your business. I don’t want anything in my ass.”


  “Pussy,” Benson says under his breath.


  Shaking my head, I walk off before I blow up on both of them. I don’t know how we got here. Why the hell do I let her get to me like this? I can’t blame her for not wanting to give us a second chance, but it still makes me angry. While I’m cooling off, the Viagra takes effect, and my cock springs to life. Within a matter of seconds, it’s harder than fucking concrete, and I keep adjusting it my jeans. Fuck.


  “Hey, Johnny,” Hudson calls from across the room. “I left a message. I don’t know if Ricardo can make it. Just give me a blow job scene. I’ll double your pay.”


  “No fucking way!” I shout.


  Hudson places his hand on my shoulder, and I jerk away from him. “Look, just let Benson suck your cock—”


  “Now why the hell do I have to suck his cock?” Benson groans.


  Hudson drags his hands down his face, obviously annoyed as shit. “For the love of…because do you think this fucker is gonna know how to suck a dick? Hell no.”


  I hold both hands up and take a step away from Hud. “Look, I’m not putting my dick in his mouth.”


  “Jemma,” Hud says, crossing the room. “What about you?”


  “Uh…” she mumbles something under her breath.


  My blood boils underneath my skin. I can’t believe he’s even fucking asking her, and I can’t believe she’s even contemplating this.


  “No, Hud. She’s not doing it.”


  “Oh,” she glares at me from across the room. “Fuck you. I’m a grown ass woman, and if I want to suck a dick, I’ll suck a dick.”


  “Jemma…”


  “Sure, I’ll do it.”


  “Thank you, chicken,” Hud says with a wolfish grin. “Now, I know you and Johnny have some weird shit between the two of you, so Benson I’ll let you have the honor of breaking her in.”


  My pulse goes erratic, and my fingers dig into my fist.


  “Nope. Fuck this. I’ll do it,” I say before I even realize the words have come out of my mouth. I’m already halfway across the room and undoing my fly. What the fuck?


  Hud turns to look at me. “You don’t have to. Jemma is perfect—”


  “Nope. Guy on guy will do better anyway.” I pull my cock out and fist it. It’s hard as shit, but I’m a little afraid even Viagra won’t be able to keep him erect for this shit.


  Jemma has gone slack jaw. “Are you serious?”


  “Do I look fucking serious?” I nod toward my engorged cock and her eyes follow my gesture.


  “What the hell. You’re…” her eyes move away from my dick. “You’re hard?”


  “Fuck. I took a Viagra. Of course I’m hard.”


  “So, basically, what I’m hearing is that a few months into doing porn your cock’s already broken?”


  Damn, she’s a bitch. “No, my cock works just fine. You should know that from the other night.”


  “Ohhhh,” Benson snorts from the side of the room. “Burn.”


  Jemma’s angry glare shoots over to Benson. “I didn’t fuck him.”


  “Hey, none of my business if you did.”


  Jemma turns back to face me. “You’re a fucking Neanderthal,” she says with a hiss.


  “Yeah, well, you can thank me later for not letting you embarrass the shit out of yourself.”


  Her brows pinch together as an angry scowl works its way over her face. “Oh, what are you trying to say? That I can’t suck dick?”


  “Oh, no. We all know how well you suck dick, but you see, that was your boyfriend, remember? It’s different, and seeing as how disgusted you are by porn stars, wouldn’t want you to taint that perfect little reputation you have.”


  Crossing her arms over her chest, she groans.


  “Just go get the goddamn reflector would you?”


  Hudson’s already flipped on the lights and is behind the camera.


  “So, what do you want me to do?” I ask.


  “Lie down on the bed..well, get naked first, then get on the bed and just take it. If you get inspired and want to flip over and let him get some ass action—”


  I glare at him.


  “No…okay, well, the offer’s there. You’re a star, Johnny. A true star.”


  I shake my head as I strip down. When I lie back on the bed, Benson’s pulling his clothes off.


  “Oh, shit…he’s gotta get naked too?”


  Hud peers around the camera. “Uh, yeah.”


  “Fuck,” I groan.


  Jemma’s hysterically laughing on the side of the room.


  My heart feels like it’s going to explode and I have this visceral reaction to shove Benson across the room when he slides into the bed next to me.


  “Look, my dick may touch your thigh, just deal with it,” he says before grabbing my dick.


  Nothing about this feels right. His hand is big and rough and just fuck me, I have a man’s hand on my cock. I’m sorry little dude. I never meant to do this to you.


  Closing my eyes, I drag in a breath. The next thing I feel is a warm mouth on my cock and I jump. It feels like a dude’s mouth, and don’t ask me to explain what that feels like, but it’s just not the same as a girl’s.


  “Uh, Johnny,” Hud says.


  I don’t open my eyes because if I see Benson’s lips wrapped around my stiff cock, I may vomit.


  “Yeah?”


  “Can you not look like Benson’s chewing your damn dick off? You look like you’re in pain.”


  Jemma snorts in the background.


  “Chicken, you gotta keep your shit together,” Hud says. “Okay, let’s start over.”


  “What? Start over?” I ask, panicked.


  “Yep.”


  “Oh, fuck…” I sit up and the sight of Benson leaned over my dick nearly causes me to jump out of the bed. “Give me a second, man. Just give me a second.”


  “Really?” Benson says, rolling his eyes. “You are a fucking pussy. Jesus Christ. It’s not like I’m fingering your asshole or anything.”


  Jemma’s laughing again. I glance over at her and flip her the bird. After a few minutes of pep talking myself and apologizing to my dick again, I lie back on the bed and prepare for the feeling of whiskers brushing against my lower abdomen.


  I close my eyes…I feel him looming over me….


  “What fresh pile of shit is this?” My eyes fly open when I hear the sound of Ricardo’s voice. That sound is like sweet redemption to me.


  “Oh, thank fucking God,” I breathe. I hop out of the bed, snatching my jeans from the floor.


  Ricardo is standing with his hands on his hips, his lips pursed. “I know you aren’t trying to step into my territory?”


  “Oh, fuck no. I’m not.”


  “Then what,” he waves his finger in the air, “is this?”


  “Just don’t ask,” I say stepping to the side. “But, he’s all yours.”


  I finish dressing just as Hud walks out from behind the camera. “I appreciate that, but you know what? I’m never gonna ask you for guy on guy again, you looked like shit.”


  “I’m fine with that. Trust me.”


  “You can go home if you want,” he says. “I guess I won’t see you again until after your trip.”


  “Yeah,” I shake my head. “Sounds good, man.”


  I leave without saying a word to her, go home, and immediately take a shower to wash the feel of his lips off my cock which takes a lot of soap and basically leaves me with a raw dick.
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  I’m lying on the couch watching reruns of Full House when Heather walks in. She’s in running clothes and covered in sweat. I’m confused and a little worried because Heather is basically allergic to exercise.


  “What the hell are you doing?” I ask.


  She leans against the wall and tries to catch her breath. “Running.”


  “Why?”


  “I’m out of shape,” she says, snatching a half empty bottle of Diet Coke from the counter.


  “And Diet Coke is such a good way to rehydrate yourself after a long run?”


  She sucks most of the soda back. “Yep.”


  “Okay…” I turn my direction back to the TV.


  When she plops down on the couch next to me, she’s still panting, and she reeks of outside and sweat. “God, Heather,” I push her leg, “Don’t get that smell on the couch.”


  “Shut up.” She scoots to the edge of the couch and collapses on the floor. “So, what kind of shit did you get to watch today?”


  Smiling, I glance down at her. “Oh, just Tyler getting his cock sucked by a guy.”


  She chokes on her drink. “What?”


  “Yep.” I can’t help but laugh as I recall the look of absolute fear that overtook his face when Benson was crawling toward him on the bed. “Evidently, he’d rather have a guy suck his cock than have me suck a guy’s cock.”


  “Wait. What? Why would you suck a guy’s cock? Look, I just ran two miles and my body thinks it’s dying. Did I miss something?”


  “Everyone is sick, and the girl that was supposed to shoot with Tyler didn’t show up, so basically he shelled out a ridiculous amount of money and wasn’t gonna get a shoot out of it.”


  “Okay, where do you come into this?”


  “He asked me to do a shoot—”


  “Fuck no he did not. Please tell me you didn’t.” A look of panic creeps over her face.


  I narrow my gaze. “No, I didn’t, but when Hud suggested it Tyler freaked and told me I couldn’t which made me go all feminist-you-can’t-tell-me-what-to-do and then I said I would do it, and Tyler said he’d let Benson suck his dick.”


  “Whoa!” Heather holds her hands up and shakes her head. “What are you guys? Thirteen? Jesus, you two are crazy. You can’t go sucking a dick just because someone told you not to.”


  “I know. He just makes me angry as shit.”


  She launches the empty soda bottle across the room, and it lands in the middle of the kitchen. “Close to the trashcan?” she asks.


  “Nope.”


  “Damn. Well, you know what? It’s kinda romantic in a really fucked up, disturbing way. He sacrificed his cock to keep you from being with another dude.”


  Shaking my head, I nudge her with my foot. “Yeah, really romantic, Heather.”


  “Maybe he’s not scum…just a little dirty whore or something.”


  I glare at her. “Don’t start liking him just because you are fucking his roommate.”


  “But wouldn’t that be so cute. Two besties dating besties?”


  “No, it wouldn’t.”


  My phone dings with a text.


  Would you be able to go to NYC for a day at the end of the week? I’ll pay you overtime. I need an assistant at a signing.


  


  Sure.


  


  Thanks, chicken. I’ll give you details tomorrow. xx


  “Was that him?” Heather asks.


  “No, nosy.”


  She pushes up from the floor and groans. “I’m going to take a shower, probably masturbate a little, then we should order take-out and watch a movie.”


  “You know what? Normal friends could just say let’s order food and watch a movie. Normal friends don’t inform you of their masturbation schedule.”


  Heather holds up her middle finger as she walks toward the hall. “You love it, and you know it.”


  Shaking my head, I laugh. Heather is definitely one of a kind. That is for sure.
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  So, maybe I should have asked who I would assisting because of course it’s him.


  A six-hour flight. Six hours where I was forced to sit next to him. Listening to him breathe and snore in his sleep. I shove the door to the hotel room open and drag my luggage in behind me. It smells like a moldy cellar in here. The carpet has numerous stains. The bedspreads look like something out of Miami Vice. “Wow, Hud, way to splurge on a hotel.” He stops at the foot of the bed, and I walk around him. “Fuck, is that blood?”


  Ignoring him, I walk to the window and stare out at the twinkling lights of New York City. Of all the places I would have to travel with Tyler, it would be this fucking city—the place that ripped a fissure through us. Fate is such a sadistic bitch sometimes. Sighing, I snatch the curtains closed.


  “What did the curtains do to you?” he asks.


  I glare over my shoulder at him. “I’m not in a good mood. A cramped flight with a screaming baby and you.”


  “Are you on your period or something because you are a fucking nightmare right now.”


  I glare at him and feel my left eye twitch which makes him start laughing.


  “I love that we’re sharing a room,” I say, walking away from the window. “It’s fan-fucking-tastic.”


  “I mean, what did you expect? It’s Hud. He shoots porn for a living. At least he booked a room with double beds.”


  I take another quick glance around the room. I feel dirty just standing in here. It feels moist in the room—dirty and moist. “This is a shitty hotel,” I say.


  “Yep, pretty sure there have been a few murders go down in here.” He points to the bottom of the mattress. “I mean, does that look like blood to you?”


  My gaze falls to a very suspicious stain on the box springs. “Oh, God, I’m going be sick.”


  “I’m sure they cleaned it…some.” He says, laughing.


  I bend down, unzip my suitcase, and pull out my toiletries bag. When I straighten up, Tyler’s back is to me, and he’s pulling his shirt over his head. My eyes inadvertently skim over his hard muscles, my traitorous body heating. The muscles in his forearm twitch as he unzips his fly. I should turn away, but I’m unable to tear my gaze away. He’s slowly shoving the hips of his jeans down in the same teasing fashion a stripper would. I swallow. My heart rate kicks up a notch. He glances over his shoulder and catches me blatantly gawking at him. “You looking at my ass or that stain?”


  “The stain,” I say walking to the bathroom. I stare at myself in the mirror as I brush my teeth, silently scolding myself for being attracted to him. Am I that fucking weak? Jesus! Blue foam is dripping down my chin, and I shake my head at my reflection. A desperate whore. A porn star called me a desperate whore. Fuck him.


  After I rinse my mouth and wash my makeup off, I walk out of the bathroom straight to the other bed. I can feel Tyler staring at me so I reach over and flip the lamp off as I crawl under the comforter.


  We lay in silence. I can’t help but realize how immature and ridiculous this entire thing is, but no matter how hard I try to be mature, I can’t. He picks at me and pushes buttons that make me revert back to a hormonally imbalanced fourteen-year-old on her period.


  “Hey, titch?”


  “Yeah?”


  “I like you without makeup.”


  My breath catches in my throat because that got to me in a way it shouldn’t. It made me remember what we used to be to each other, and damn, I like to ignore that.


  Part of me thinks I'm an idiot—both for wanting him and for not giving into him. We grew up together. I loved him in a way I doubt I will ever love another man, and I know that because I’ve hated him more than I’ve ever hated anyone before. Hate is a product of failed love only when you can’t find it in you to let go. And you know what? I fucking hate him because I love him.


  “Sweet dreams,” he says.


  “Goodnight,” I mumble and close my eyes even though I doubt I’ll be doing much sleeping.


  Porn star… I mean, after all, it’s just a job, right? Maybe I'm shallow. What the fuck am I thinking, shallow? He screws other women. I can just imagine how that would work out if I actually got involved with him. He’d come home from a day at work and I sure as hell wouldn’t ask him, ‘How was your day, babe?’ Because I wouldn’t want to know. There’s stigma…and, again, he would be fucking other women.
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  I glance through the window as the taxi sputters to a stop. There’s a small line of women going in through the door. You have got to be kidding me. Climbing out of the car, I stare up at the swirly silver letters that look more like a club logo than a sex toy shop. The G-Spot. I roll my eyes at the name.


  “Your mom would be so proud. Your first cock signing at a place called The G-Spot.”


  “Look,” Tyler says as he shuts the door to the cab. “What are you gonna do? Be pissed at me the entire week? I said I was sorry. I shouldn’t have called you a desperate whore.” Laughing, he hops onto the curb. “I mean, why the hell would you listen to me? Don’t you remember the shit I used to say to you when we were kids.”


  I glare at him. “I wouldn’t know where to start.”


  “Hmm. Maybe the time I told you that Burger Hut put ponies in their meat, and you threw up? Or what about the time I told you putting a piss-soaked washcloth on your face would clear up your acne?”


  God, he’s always been an asshole.


  The women in line stare and drool when we walk past them. The one in the front has the replica of Tyler’s dick clutched in her hand. I seriously cannot believe this is real life right now.


  Tyler holds the door to the shop open. As soon as I’m inside, I see a banner with a picture of a flesh colored dildo—his very own personal dildo, the name ‘Johnny Depth’ in bright red letters to the side of it.


  “Wow,” I say, reading over the description of his dildo. “Suction cup for pleasure during bath time, huh?”


  “Yep.”


  “Oh,” there’s a loud gasp, “My gawd!” A woman darts out from behind some of the shelving. She’s wearing a tight, floral dress and she’s either had a spray tan gone wrong or she’s laid in the tanning bed too much. She looks like Magda from Something About Mary. “Johnny Depth!” She scampers up to him, grabs his chin, pulls him down face level, and kisses both his cheeks. “My, my you are taller than I thought.” Taking a step back, she drags her eyes over him, stopping on his crotch. “I’m such a fan of your work. Such a fan. Probably your number one fan. Actually, I used little Johnny—that’s what I call your cock cast—last night.” She winks as she waggles her eyebrows. “Grrrr.”


  “Oh, well…uh,” Tyler says, slowly taking several steps back. “Glad it’s a good product.”


  “Very good product. And I tell you what,” she bites down on her lip, “if I got ahold of the real thing, it would need a cock cast.”


  Tyler looks mortified. He’s still backing away from her, and I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t fully enjoying this. “Cock cast?” I ask.


  “Yep. I’d ride his cock so hard, it would need a cast by the time I’m done with it.”


  “Oh,” I stifle a laugh, “Wow.”


  There’s a loud bang when Tyler bumps into the table behind him, knocking over a tower of penis molds.


  “Oh, look at me just fawning over you,” she says. “I’m Sue.” She holds her hand out for me to shake. “I think everything he needs is at the table. Pen. Pictures. Water. Dildos.”


  Nodding, I glance at the table and find Tyler attempting to rebuild the wall of cock. “Thanks,” I say.


  “Well, I’ll be back in a little while.” She winks. “Have fun, sugar.”


  Dragging the metal chair out, I glance at him. “Sugar.” I laugh. “You could make the woman’s life if you let her try the real thing out.”


  “Fuck off. That’s sick.”


  “Women get wiser with age; she could probably rock your world.”


  “I’ll pass, thanks.”


  He sits down, pulls the chair to the table and the first middle-aged woman approaches, dildo in hand.


  “You are my favorite,” she says, smiling. “That tongue of yours. Mmph.” She arches her brows.


  “Thanks,” Tyler says.


  “I wanted you to sign this one. Don’t worry, I’ll retire this one and use the backup I’ve got at home from now on.”


  I fight a laugh. I fight it hard. She stares at him like an absolute creeper while he signs the fleshy silicone. She thinks she can fuck him. I can see it in her eyes. After all, he is a porn star…or maybe it’s just that she has watched him fuck so many times, she’s seen him in the most intimate situations a person can have, maybe she feels like she knows him.


  Tyler hands the dildo back to her, stands up for a picture—during which, the woman grabs his ass—and then she walks off.


  As soon as he sits back down, I lean over to him. “You know,” I whisper as the next person walks toward the table. “You just held something that woman has had inside her quivering vagina.”


  He swallows and exhales. “Did you have to say quivering?”


  “Yep. Quivering wet folds.”


  He gags a little, then smiles as the next woman hands him her replica of little Johnny.


  This experience is absolutely priceless. For the next three hours, I watch him sign dildo after dildo, tit after tit. I delight when one of the women gropes him, and that uncomfortable look graces his handsome face. During lunch, I filled a spray bottle up with water and told him I’d squirt the ladies that got out of hand, but as far as I’m concerned, until one of them yanks his jeans down and tries to rape him—it’s not out of hand.


  Everything is absolutely incredible until a guy trots up to the table.


  “Oh, this is gonna be amazing,” I whisper when the guy hands the cock cast to Tyler.


  “Dude,” he says. “Can you sign this for my girlfriend?”


  Well, this isn’t near as fun.


  Tyler scrawls his name over the cock then hands it back to the guy.


  “Man, tell me, what is it like to fuck Vee-Gina? I mean, damn, she is hot. And that pussy….” he hisses in a breath. “Fucking perfect. That scene out of Secret Pussy, dude. You know, the one where you’re fucking the shit out of her then flip her over and ram it in her ass. Man, you’re my hero. I would pay money to stick my cock in an ass like that. Do you ever want to have sex outside of that shit because those girls are as perfect as they get…”


  The rant of this perv fades into the background. I hate this. Before, all the shit was funny. This—this is not entertaining. All I can see is Tyler balls deep in some girl, and as much as I try to not let it get to me, I can’t help it.


  The guy is going on and on, and the line is backing up.


  “Excuse me,” I say. “But there are other people in line.”


  “Oh,” he says. “Yeah, sorry. Thanks, man.” He wobbles the dildo in the air and trots off.


  Tyler glances at me and smirks before taking the box from the next person in line and signing it.


  Just as the woman goes into a fit about how much she loves him, my phone dings with a text.


  Know you’re busy. But you got the part. Call me when you can. Congrats, Jemma. You deserve this.


  My heart flutters in my chest and I have to go back over the text to make sure I didn’t misread it.


  Another text comes in.


  You start in a week. Already talked to Hud and already have some people looking for an apartment for you.


  I’m in disbelief. A part—a lead role in a Stefan Goldberg TV series. My pulse is going haywire, my cheeks burn from how wide I’m grinning. No more dildos. No more watching people have sex. No more Tyler.


  No more Tyler.


  My smile fades a little as I glance over at him. As much as this situation has sucked, as much as we’ve fought—I’d be lying if I said even when I hated it, I hadn’t enjoyed it. It’s hard to explain, but this is how it has always been with us. From the outside, everyone thinks we hate each other, but deep down inside all that bickering comes from a place of love, and as long as we aren’t ignoring each other, we both know there’s still something there. And even though I know this will never go anywhere, well, I still like knowing it’s there.
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  The entire signing, she cracked jokes at me. After the signing, we went our separate ways for dinner because she evidently fucking hates being seen in public with a porn star. She fucked a disease riddle rock star and fucked him on camera, and she’s got a problem being seen with me. She’s a fucking prude.


  I’m scrolling through Facebook when she walks into the hotel room.


  “Enjoy dinner by yourself?” I ask.


  “Who said I had dinner by myself.”


  “Well, my dinner was great, thanks for asking.”


  She stops at the end of the bed and tosses her purse onto the floor. “Uh, yeah, take-out pizza seems divine.” She points at the open box on the dresser.


  “It’s New York City. You’re supposed to get pizza.”


  “Oh, you better watch your physique, Mr. Depth, lose those chiseled abs and your ratings may plummet.”


  I glare out her while she digs through her bag and takes out a ton of shower-shit.


  “I’m going to take a shower,” she says.


  “Congratu-fucking-lations.”


  “Fuck you.”


  “Stop being a cunt.”


  “Oh, you know that word is a line you do not cross with me,” she says with a slight growl. Fuck that angry voice of hers is damn sexy.


  “Oh, is it? Well, excuse me, prude.”


  “Go to hell.”


  “Already have a first class ticket. Porn star and all you know.”


  She groans before slamming the door to the bathroom. When I hear the shower cut on. I glance toward the door, then back at the clock. She takes thirty minute showers. I can get off in five minutes. Having to share a room with her, watching her prance around in those short sleep shorts, having to ignore how hard her nipples are when she wakes up and climbs out of bed to piss. I swear she wears thin shirts on purpose. My balls are fucking heavy as shit right now. I know it’s sick, but I think I’m getting backed up.


  I type in Stone Steele and Elsa on Internet Explorer and up pops the blurred out video. My gaze swings back to the door. The shower’s going full blast. I’ve beat off to this video I don’t know how many times since Jake pulled it up on the TV, and I still haven’t figured out if it’s fucked up that I get off watching my ex get fucked by her ex or not. Really, it’s just that it’s her, and I’ll take her any way I can get her. Yeah, okay, it’s fucked up.


  Pressing play, I prop my phone on the pillow beside me and shove my sweats and boxers down to my ankles. At the sound of that first moan, my dick swells. The fact that Jemma’s in the bathroom naked and wet makes this all the more of a turn on. I fist my cock, watching as she grins up at the camera before slipping those perfect fucking lips of hers around that dick. I can’t see him, so I just imagine it’s my cock sliding into her warm, wet mouth. The camera pans down her body, stopping on her perky little tits. I can remember exactly what they feel like in my palms—what she smells like. The thought of how damn good her pussy tastes on my tongue makes my muscles tense and a short groan work its way up my throat. I’m jerking my shit hard, my hand slapping against my stomach. I close my eyes for a second and listen to her moans, her heavy breaths. I’m so fucking turned on right now. I reach down and grab my balls with my free hand, rolling them around in my palm. I’m close, I can feel everything in my gut tightening and threatening to explode, and my movements grow more frantic in the process. Another moan and my toes are curling.


  “What. The. Hell!”


  The sound of her voice forces my eyes open, but I leave my hand on my cock. She’s soaking wet, with a towel wrapped around her. Goddamn.


  “Tyler, what the…”


  My gaze drifts from her to the video still playing. “Stroking one out to your video, what’s it looks like I’m doing?” I ask, pumping on my cock a few more times. My pulse is in overdrive, and I feel like a shady shit, but I would never let her know it. “Now,” I motion her away with the hand that has been fondling my balls, “if you’d go back to your shower so I can finish…”


  Her cheeks redden as her eyes stray back to my phone.


  There’s a low groan from the video. “Show me that pretty little pussy.”


  “Like this?” Her voice comes over the speakers.


  “Oh, fuck yeah…”


  My eyes remain locked with hers. My dick’s still in my hand when she comes stomping across the room. Water drips onto my bare stomach when she leans over me to snatch the phone. I should grab her and throw her down on the bed, rip that towel open and fuck some goddamn sense into her.


  “My God, would you stop?” she says with an agitated groan.


  I keep jerking my shit. “Put the fucking phone back.”


  “Fuck no.” She glances down at my dick. “Stop!”


  I wink at her. “Nah, but your welcome to do the shit you were doing in that video if you want.”


  The next thing I know, she’s slapped me. I stop for a second and glare at her. Tensing my jaw, I give my cock a good, hard tug.


  She narrows one eye and her nostrils flare. She tucks her towel under her arm. “I said stop.” She grabs my forearm and attempts to pull it away from my dick which is now getting really, really fucking hard.


  I yank my arm back, and she jerks it in the opposite direction. I pull, she tugs. “Well, this is one way to help,” I say, laughing.


  I snatch my arm back, but this time, she loses her balance and falls into me—and my dick. The next thing I know, teeth sink into my shoulder.


  “What the—” I inhale on a hiss as I push her away.


  She stumbles back onto the other bed and glares at me like she wants to fucking kill me. Her chest is heaving, her hair still dripping over her shoulder. Standing, I yank my sweatpants up before taking the few steps to the edge of her bed. I stand over her, and we stare at each other. With each passing second, her breaths fall more ragged. Rolling her eyes, she tears her gaze away and pushes up from the bed, but when she tries to walk past me, I grab her wrist and tug her back.


  “You fucking hit me,” I say with a growl.


  Her brown eyes lift to mine. She bites down on that full fucking bottom lip of hers. Leaning down, I inch my face toward her. I leave my lips centimeters from hers, breathing over her lips with our eyes still locked. She reaches up like she’s going to hit me again and I grab her wrist. “You make me want to do things I shouldn’t.” I snatch her other hand and shove it behind her back, pinning her tiny wrists in one hand. I yank her toward me, and when I do, her towel falls to the floor. Her hard nipples brush over my bare stomach, and I fight back a groan.


  She drags in a breath and right as she opens her mouth to say some smart-ass comment, I slam my lips over hers. She tenses, attempting to jerk her hands out of my grip, but despite that, the moment I slide my tongue across her lips, they part. I kiss her hard, and she tilts her head to deepen the kiss then her teeth cut into my tongue. I drop her hands and pull away, glaring at her.


  “You’re a fucking asshole,” she says. She stares up at me, heat burning behind her eyes.


  This is the moment where she could slap me or walk away, but she just standing here, completely naked, and goddamn it, I am going to fuck her.


  Without warning, I fist her hair, jerking her head to the side. “Is this what you like?” I ask through a clenched jaw. “Because I’ll fucking treat you like a dirty little whore if that’s what you want.”


  She leans in, rolling her bottom lip over mine. “I hate you.”


  My hand tightens in her hair, and I pull it, coaxing a slight hiss from her. “Like-fucking-wise,” I say, then slam my lips over hers again. She moans into my mouth. I tug at her bottom lip with my teeth, and she rakes her nails over my back so hard I’m sure there’ll be fucking marks. I grope over her tits, sides, ass before I grab between her legs, palming her pussy. Goddamn, she’s wet. I can feel her swollen clit right under my thumb, and fuck, my dick is throbbing right now. I have to pull in a breath to keep my shit together. She grabs the waist of my sweats and frantically shoves them down my hips. The moment my cock’s exposed and pressed against her stomach, I lose it.


  I take her by the shoulders and push her back onto the bed, grabbing onto her ankles as I fall to my knees and drag her to the edge of the mattress. I roll my lips over her clit, barely making contact, but providing enough sensation that her back arches and she squirms. “You make me so fucking angry,” I say before I trace my tongue along her slit. “So goddamn angry.” I pull her clit between my teeth and flick my tongue over it. The feminine taste of her pussy nearly causes my eyes to roll back in my head.


  “Fuck you,” she says, fisting the sheets. She places her foot on my shoulder and gives a pitiful attempt to push me away. I grab onto her thighs and yank her farther off the mattress. “Fuck…” she moans when I circle my tongue around her clit. “…you.” Her hands are in my hair, tugging, and her hips are bucking ever so slightly as she seeks that release I’m not about to give her.


  I flick my tongue over her, hard, fast—then I suck her clit into my mouth. She slaps at the mattress, her heel digging into my shoulder. And then I bite her.


  “You’re a narcissistic ass.”


  “You’re a fucking prude.” Straightening up, I slip a finger into her tight pussy, groaning at how wet she is. I stand, then lean over the bed, caging her in with my arms. “And I’m going to fuck that shit right out of you.”


  Her legs fall open and wrap around my hips, pulling me toward her. “Go to hell,” she says.


  And I slam into her so fucking hard her head bangs against the headboard. “Gladly,” I say, burying myself further inside her warm wet pussy. She hisses and I push in more. I feel the end of her at my tip. I pull back and thrust into her hard.


  “Shit,” she whispers, and I slam into her again. Her breath catches.


  “Fucking take it.”


  She grabs onto my ass, her nails slicing through the skin as I pound into her relentlessly. I’m going to fuck her so hard she can’t possibly open that smart ass mouth to say another fucking word. I can literally feel my dick pushing against the end of her, and I force myself in her just a little more, causing her to hiss. Before long her back is arching off the bed, the sheets are balled in her fists. She’s moaning so loud next to my ear as her pussy clamps down around me. As soon as her body has gone limp, I feel that fucking ecstasy shoot through my veins. I pull out and come on her stomach before collapsing on top of her.


  Hatefuck. I just hatefucked my ex.


  


  


  [image: Image]


  


  The sheets are on the floor. I’m sprawled out on the bed, breathless, covered in sweat, and swimming in post-sex bliss.


  What the hell just happened?


  “Well,” Tyler says between breaths, “that was different.” When he sits up, I glance over at him. “You realize you left the water running in the shower?”


  “Yeah…”


  When he stands, my eyes instinctively fall down to his ass. Fuck, why does he have to be so hot? How in the hell did I even give into him like that? I’m reeling from the orgasm, from how the hell this even happened. I came out and caught him masturbating to my sextape. Was that a turn on? Of course it fucking was. Did it piss me off? Not as much as I pretended. Did I mean to fuck him? No!


  I push up from the mattress to go to the bathroom, but he grabs onto my arm. “Jemma,” he says. “We can say we hate each other all fucking day long, but we both know that’s bullshit.” He releases my arm, grabs his sweats and puts them on before falling back onto the bed.


  I close the door to the restroom and climb back into the shower. I can’t even get my thoughts together enough to logically think through what I just did. I finish rinsing off, get dressed, and quietly go back into the bedroom. Tyler’s sprawled out on his bed asleep.


  I stand at the foot of the bed and stare at him. Why in the hell do things have to be so complicated? I want him. I’ve always wanted him. Why in the hell did he have to run off and do porn? If it weren’t for that, we would be together. There is no doubt in my mind about that.


  I flip the lamp off and feel my way to the edge of the bed. The springs of the mattress creak when I slide under the comforter. This is such bullshit. My pussy is throbbing, my chest tight, my mind a jumbled mess. I am never going to sleep. I inhale a deep breath as I try to get more comfortable in this shitty excuse for a bed.


  “I don’t hate you…” he says.


  I swallow. “I know. I don’t hate you either.”


  “This just sucks.”


  “Yeah,” I agree.


  “You feel weird now, titch?”


  I turn my head and stare into the darkness, waiting for my eyes to adjust so I can make him out. “A little.”


  “Just so you know…I told Hud after your first week I didn’t want you at my shoots.”


  My pulse slowly hammers in my chest. “Why?”


  “I just didn’t want you to see me doing that shit.”


  “Thanks,” I whisper. For some reason, that hits me hard. I thought he didn’t care, I thought it didn’t bother him, but I was wrong.


  I hear him shift in bed, then I see his silhouette as he makes his way toward my bed. The mattress dips when he crawls in next to me.


  “What are you doing, Tyler?”


  He drags in a heavy breath and then I feel his hand caresses the side of my face. “Pretending my life’s the way it should be,” he says before kissing me.


  Our lips move against each other so gently, his tongue barely brushing against mine as he draws my face closer to his. This kiss makes me question my decision to not be with him. It’s the kind of kiss you see in movies; so perfect it can’t be real. Emotions well inside my chest, my heart slams against my ribs, and everything inside of me is screaming that no matter what, he is who I belong with.


  I give into him. I give into him hard.


  Within moments, we’re both undressed, and he’s kissing all over my body, slowly, tentatively.


  “I miss this,” he whispers over my stomach. “I miss you.”


  My legs fall apart, and he settles between my thighs. He pushes into me. The feeling of him inside of me forces a sex-laced moan from my lips. I lose myself in this moment, forgetting how horrible this is for my heart.


  He sinks deeper inside of me, kissing my lips again before his pace picks up.


  “I love you,” he says against my mouth. It’s like I can’t breathe, can’t think. All I can do is feel him inside me, over me.


  “I love you too.” Those words fall from my lips too easily.


  “Fuck, I love you.”


  Heat drowns my body as my muscles stiffen then release. My skin buzzes as waves of intense pleasure crash through me.


  “I love you, Jemma,” he says, quickening his pace. Within seconds, he’s gone rigid on top of me, my nails are embedded in his hard shoulders, and we’re both moaning. He collapses on top of me, and we lie here, breathless and holding each other, pretending this is a life we could have.


  [image: Image]


  I wake to an empty bed. I sit up and wince from how sore I am. Shit. Did that really happen? I swore to myself from the moment I watched him plow through Brandi, I would never touch his nasty dick again. Yet here I lay on crumpled sheets with a sore vagina. And I fucked him bareback. Great. Winning at life right about now.


  Flopping back down on the bed, I groan before dragging my hands down my face. Shame doesn’t even touch this. Honestly, I’d feel better about this if Tyler were just some random porn star, but he’s not. I’m actually in love with him and—Oh, my God. Did we really tell each other we loved one another? Fuck, this could not possibly have become messier.


  My phone dings and I grab it from the nightstand and read over the text from Heather.


  You fucked him, didn’t you?


  


  God, yes. I feel so dirty.


  


  Meh. Not the worst that could happen. Sometimes we have to take our diamonds with a little shit on them.


  


  What?


  


  Basically, nothing’s ever perfect, Jemma.


  I don’t respond to her because she’s supposed to be my rock in situations like this. Heather is my fucked up voice of reason and telling me nothing’s ever perfect—that dating a porn star isn’t the worst that could happen—well, that’s not helping me right now.
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  I stare out of the window, watching the sea of clouds pass beneath the wing. Sighing, she lays her head on my shoulder. I rest my chin on the top of her head, breathing in the girly scent of her shampoo. I’m not really sure what’s going on, but I’m too fucking scared to ask because whatever this is—I like it. We haven’t talked about last night. Hell, we haven’t really said much to one another.


  Two hours later, a cab drops us off in front of my house. When I close the door behind us, I can see the uncertainty in her eyes. My heart’s thumping against my chest, my palms sweating. I’m afraid she’s going to change her mind any minute. There is so much I want to tell her, promise her, but words could never convey what I feel for her. I drop my bag to the floor before pulling the strap of her carry-on from her shoulder and tossing it to the side. My gaze drags over her face, fuck she’s so gorgeous. My breathing is uneven; her chest is rising in uneven swells. Jemma is the only fucking woman that can do this to me.


  Gripping her thighs, I lift her up and spread her legs as I pin her against the door with my hips. Her thighs clamp around my waist as she fists handfuls of my hair, yanking my face closer to hers. I swipe my tongue over the curve of her throat, tasting her while inhaling the scent of her skin. “God, I fucking want you,” I say against her ear before I jerk her away from the door and carry her through the house to my room. I can feel the heat of her body through my jeans, and my cock feels like it’s about to tear through the fucking material. Jemma’s eyes are locked on mine as I lower her to the bed. I take in her face, the face I’ve loved since I was six years old thinking about all the time we’ve wasted. Grabbing the front of her sundress, I yank the material apart, tearing the thin fabric from her body. Chill bumps scatter across her skin when the air hits it. My dick throbs at the sight of her nearly naked on my bed. I rip my shirt over my head, stand, then shove my jeans and boxers down in one swift movement.


  Her dark eyes trail over my body, touching every last inch of me. It doesn’t matter how many women I’ve had sex with, none of them can look at me like she does. None of them fucking matter. Only her. Slipping my fingers beneath the thin strap of lace crossing her hips, I tug her underwear over her thighs and down her legs before carelessly tossing them behind me. She props up on her elbows and sets her eyes on me as I gently take both of her thighs in my hands and shove them apart. I stare at her, biting down on my lip before I inch my way toward her pussy. She watches every move I make as I slowly drag my tongue along her slit. She’s so fucking wet. Goddamn, I love this. A breathy moan slips from her lips when I suck her clit into my mouth. Within a few seconds, she’s moaning and fisting my hair, and as much as I’d love to have her come on my face, I want to be inside of her.


  The second I climb on top of her, she spreads her legs, hooking them around my waist and drawing me against her body. The tip of my dick brushes against her and I stop myself. Leaning over her, I brush the hair from her face as I stare into her eyes. I slide inside of her and fuck me, there is no better feeling than this right here. I rest my forehead against hers, our heavy breaths mixing together. “I fucking love you, Jemma,” I breathe against her lips.


  Her eyes slam shut. “I love you too.”


  I move inside of her, fucking her with long, slow thrusts. She cups my face with her small hands, gently rubbing her thumb along my jawline like she’s trying to hold me to her—like she’s afraid if she lets go I’ll vanish. Taking her thighs in my hands, I roll over, pulling her on top of me. She sits up and shakes her hair from her face before she drags her nails over my chest. I thrust my hips beneath her, forcing my cock deep inside of her. Jemma throws her head back on a moan as her thighs attempt to move together. Another hard thrust and her back goes into a deep arch. I grab onto her back and pull myself up, bringing our torsos together. She rides me harder and I lower my head to her tit, sucking one of her perfect little nipples into my mouth. I dig my fingers into her hips, forcing her to grind harder and faster over me. My dick twitches, my muscles stiffen.


  She grabs my face, tilting my head down. “Look at me, Tyler,” she says through a moan.


  I stare at her and the way she’s looking at me like it’s the last time she’ll ever see me pulls at something in my chest. I trace my fingertip along the corner of her lip before I kiss her. The kiss is deep and lingering and something I know I’ll never find with anyone else so I just hold my mouth to hers, swallowing back each little moan that escapes her. Within moments, her nails drive into my shoulders, and she presses her sweaty forehead to mine as her entire body tenses. Her moans grow frantic and unhinged as she rides out the orgasm ripping through her body. The way her pussy clamps around my cock—fucking shit. I push up against her, driving so deep inside of her, my dick hits her end, and I fucking come so hard my vision blurs.


  We both collapse on the bed out of breath and sweating. I grab onto her and drag her across the bed and to my chest and here we lie. Nothing could ever be this right. She said it didn’t matter to her if I quit. Well, she also said she’d never fuck me again. The thing with love is it’s fucking stubborn and so am I.
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  The sunlight wakes me up. Tyler’s arm is wrapped around me, his warm chest pressed against my bare back. At one point, this is exactly how I imagined my life—waking up to him every morning. My chest tightens and I fight back tears because as much as I want this, I know it could never work. If I ask him to quit, I’m afraid he’ll resent me, and besides, I’ve got my career.


  If this series works out for me and I end up getting roles in movies, I’ll be gone more than I’ll be home and how is that fair to him? The people we’ve turned into aren’t the kind of people who can hold down a relationship, and to be honest, neither of us are that responsible. I think maybe I should wake him up and tell him goodbye, but goodbyes suck. And, let’s be honest, I tell him goodbye, I tell him this can go nowhere, we’ll argue. I’ll end up in tears. I would rather have this memory. Is it selfish? Yes. Is it the coward’s way out? Absolutely. But we all have our faults, and mine is letting this boy go.


  I start to get up, but the second I move, he holds me tighter. “Stay,” he says in a sleepy voice. “Just stay a little bit longer.”


  Fighting against the emotions tearing me up on the inside, I relax and give into him. I close my eyes and fall back asleep in the arms of the boy who will always be my entire world, even if he can never really be mine.


  The sound of the smoke alarm startles me awake. I sit bolt upright in the empty bed, my heart pounding. I start toward the door and realize I’m naked. Fuck. This is why you don’t sleep naked. Thankfully, I find my clothes at the foot of the bed, throw them on, and hurry into the hallway where there’s a thin cloud of smoke creeping along the ceiling.


  “Fucking shit, Jake.” Heather’s voice floats down the hall. “The bacon’s fucking black. What are you trying to do, burn the house to the ground? Jesus!”


  “I didn’t mean to burn it. You’re the one that wanted bacon.”


  “Well, I don’t want charred bacon.”


  “Then you should have checked it while I was taking a shit.”


  “Oh, God. You’re such a fucking guy.”


  I grab onto the wall and hold my other hand to my chest, my heart banging against my ribs as I attempt to calm down. Heather walks into the hall, fanning her hand in front of her face. She stops when she sees me.


  “Well, hello. I didn’t know you were here.” She smiles before opening the front door to let some of the smoke out.


  “Yeah... where’s Tyler?”


  She shrugs. “Hey asshole, where’s Porn Scum?”


  “He went to work.”


  “He went to work,” Heather repeats and my stomach knots.


  “Yeah. I heard the asshole.” It shouldn’t bother me that he’s at work because I knew this was not going anywhere, but it does. “Do you have your car?” I ask.


  “No, you need to go home?”


  “Yeah, I gotta get packed.”


  “God,” Heather says with a smile. “I can’t believe you got that role! I’m so excited and pissed at the same time. I don’t want you to leave me.”


  “I know…”


  “It’s gonna take a while to get over the void, you know?”


  “I know.”


  Heather narrows her gaze, studying me. “I’ll take you home, but we’re obviously gonna have to get breakfast anyway since fucker in there can’t cook.”


  “Fuck off,” Jake calls from the kitchen.


  “So, are you two a thing or something?” I ask, arching a brow.


  “Uh, fuck buddies. He’s hung, he’s good in bed, and I’m horny. Works out well.”


  Nodding my head, I go back inside Tyler’s room to grab my things. I sit on the edge of the bed to slip my shoes on, and my eyes land on a stack of mail on the corner. I take a pen from my purse and scrawl a note on the back of an empty envelope then toss it in the middle of his bed, telling myself sometimes love just isn’t enough before I leave.
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  Hudson’s staring at me, tapping his fingers on the doorframe. “You’re sure about this?”


  “Yeah, I am.”


  He nods before pushing away from the wall. “Alright, you’re done as soon as you finish up the scenes I have you booked for.”


  I shake my head. “I’m not doing any more scenes.”


  Hud’s face reddens and an annoyed laugh rumbles from his chest. “Yeah, that’s not going to work. I’ve got you booked for three more films, and just because you’ve had some moral revelation doesn’t mean I’m going to lose money.”


  “Whatever, dude.” I turn my back to him and head toward the door. “I’m sure Benson can do it.” Fuck him. I just quit. His next few movies are not my problem, and it’s not like I’m going to use him for a fucking reference.


  “Fine print in the contract, Tyler. You don’t work out your notice, I can sue you.”


  I stop mid-stride, my skin heating. Stretching my neck, I tense my jaw before spinning back around to face him.


  “I could sue you for all the losses I would incur. Basically, hundreds of thousands and you haven’t been in the industry long enough to afford that, now have you?” A sadistic, bastard-like grin spreads across his face.


  “Hud—”


  “It’s three films. Three films.”


  I want to punch him in his fucking freckled face. Out of instinct, I make my hands into fists. My blood pressure is through the goddamn roof. I don’t like being backed into a fucking corner. “I’m not doing three films!”


  “Legally, you have to.” He narrows his gaze on my briefly. “I tell you what. Just give me two. They are sequels, so I need the actor to be you, stop being such an indignant ass. What’s two more films? One today, then we can film Pirates of the Lesbians: Fuck My Chest on Friday.”


  I grit my teeth. I don’t want to give into him, but what other choice do I have? He’s right, I can’t afford for him to sue me, and trust me, that fuckface would have the papers drawn up by midday if I walk out of here. “Fine,” I say through a clenched jaw.


  “Good. Go get ready. Viagra is by the water bottles.”


  Groaning, I head to the dressing rooms to get ready. Two more fucking films. That’s it.
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  The house is empty when I get home. I feel dirty as shit. All I can smell is Brandi’s candy-scented perfume all over me so I head straight to the shower. As soon as I get out, I see an envelope on the middle of my unmade bed. Smiling, I finish drying my hair with the towel and reach for the note.


  Tyler,


  As much as I wish this could be our life, it can’t. I’m moving to Atlanta to film a TV series…you’ve got a promising career in an industry I can’t manage sharing you with. As much as we love each other, we can’t change who we are to be together. That’s not how love works.


  I’ve loved you since I was six, and I’ll love you until I’m ninety-six, even if you aren’t really mine.


  Jemma


  Well, fuck.
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  Three months later


  


  “I miss you,” Heather says just before the video on the computer screen goes grainy.


  “I miss you too. How’s Jake?”


  “Good. We’re still fuck-buddying it.” She laughs. “I watched the premiere the other night. It’s fucking hilarious. Halfway through the show, I started crying because it’s not fair that you’re all the way in Atlanta. How much more money do they have to pay you before you can afford to have me move in and live rent free as your entertainment value.”


  I laugh. “Please move out here. It’s so lonely. Everyone here is all polite and prudish. You say the word vagina too loudly, and people give you dirty looks. It’s just not the same.”


  “I’m coming out in two months. Maybe I won’t go back.”


  I tap my fingers over my desk, struggling with whether to ask about him or not. I minimize the video call and type Johnny Depth into the search bar. Thousands of pictures populate on the screen. When I finally find one of him where he’s not balls deep in Brandi or Vee, I click on it. I stare at his face—his masculine jawline, those eyes, the slight stubble on his face and I sigh a little. I’m so angry with myself because now I’m back at the start. This picture should evoke hate, not sadness, not longing. Then, just like a movie reel, my mind flips through all those years I spent with him. All the moments of my life I gave him.


  “He really did quit, Jemma.” I close out of the browser and pull the video back up.


  “What? Jake quit dancing?” I ask, playing dumb.


  “No you fucking dick dribble.” Heather rolls her eyes. “Tyler. He quit doing porn.”


  “Oh, well, good for him.”


  My doorbell chimes and I glance at the clock, swearing when I realize I’ve totally lost track of time. “Shit, I gotta go. I’ll call you tomorrow.”


  “Is that Grayson,” she asks, practically swooning. Grayson is my co-star, my love interest on the show. We’re not together, although according to the tabloids, I’m already pregnant with twins. “Yes, but we are not together.”


  “I can’t believe you would lie to me like that.”


  The doorbell rings again. “I’m not. I have to go.”


  “Let me talk to him.”


  “No.”


  “Please?”


  “No, you are that friend I have to explain to people, and as soon as he came on the camera you’d show your tits to him and ask him how long his cock is or some crazy shit and then I’d be stuck trying to explain that shit.”


  She smirks. “Well, my tits are epic.”


  “They are. Talk to you later.”


  I shut the laptop, hop up, and try my best to touch up the shitty makeup job from earlier. The doorbell dings again before I reach it. When I open the door, Grayson is braced in the doorway. His eyes skim over me, and he laughs. “You look cute.”


  “Shut up,” I say, closing the door behind me.


  “What? Cute is a good thing.”


  “Cute is not a good thing. Puppies and kittens are cute. Women are not supposed to be cute.”


  “Noted. So Thai?” he asks, placing his arm around my waist as he guides me toward his Land Rover Sport.


  “Sure,” I say, yanking away from his hold.


  “Oh, come on. The publicist said it would be good to give way to the rumors, how the hell are we gonna get on the front of the tabloids if you won’t even let me touch you?


  The locks to his car clicks and he opens the door. Sighing, I climb in. Greyson’s a good guy, but I hate that we are faking this shit just to get our names in the press more.
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  “You were a fluffer? Grayson asks, tears streaming down his face. He’s laughing so hard everyone in the restaurant is staring.


  “God, I was not a fluffer. Why does everyone think that?”


  “You do know that people don’t actually clean off dildos, right?”


  “What? They most certainly do. I had to clean those off all the time.”


  He takes a few deep breaths before he wipes the tears from his cheek. “Look, my aunt did porn. They’re supposed to clean their own shit. He had you doing that as a joke.”


  “No. You’re full of shit.”


  He shakes his head. “No, I’m serious. My aunt said every time they hired a new girl that had no idea what was going on, someone would trick them into that shit. You fell for that for how long?”


  Sighing, I roll my eyes. “The entire fucking time.” I drag my hands down my face, suddenly no longer interested in the curry in front of me as I recount how many dildos and strings of anal beads I wiped down. “That fucking job was an experience, that’s for sure.”


  “And you never thought about doing porn?” The waiter stops by our table to refill our drinks. I can see him fighting a smile.


  “Uh, no.”


  “Shame.”


  “Fuck off, Grayson. I’m not a whore.”


  “First of all, doing porn wouldn’t make you a whore, and second, I saw the Pandemic Sorrow video, Jemma.”


  Heat washes over my face. I know my cheeks have to be blood red right about now. “Great,” I mumble beneath my breath as I reach for my water.


  “What?” he asks. “It’s no big deal. Everyone fucks. You made a tape, so what?”


  “Can we just not talk about that?”


  “Yeah, sure.” He pushes the plate away and tosses his napkin onto the table. “I don’t think you’re a bad person if that’s what your worried about. It’s just funny because you seem so innocent and all. That’s it.”


  “Yeah, well, I’m embarrassed about it.”


  Grayson shrugs. “It’s not like that defines you as a person unless you let it. Who you are on the inside, that’s what should define you, not something you did without thinking about the repercussions down the road.”


  I narrow my gaze on him as we stand from the table. It’s funny how things can make so much more sense when they come from another person. And now I feel like a cunt for telling Tyler I could never manage the fact that he had done porn. I had let that define him as a person when there is so much more to him than that.
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  The Uber driver slams the breaks on, throwing me against the seat. “Jesus Christ! Are you sure you have a license?” I’ve been in the car with him for over an hour, and I’ve thought I was going to die at least ten times so far.


  “Atlanta traffic is terrible thing. Hard to drive in. Yes.”


  He jerks the wheel and flies across two lanes of traffic to get to the exit ramp. I should be at the airport right now, but instead, I bought a ticket to watch a filming of Disaster, the show Jemma’s on and this crazy-ass man is driving me to the studio. The breaks and tires scream when he slams to a stop.


  “Dis da studio. I take you no farther. You must go alone from here on, me amigo.”


  What the fuck is this, a secret mission? This dude is weird as fuck and smells like a can of tuna. I grab my bag, dig through my pocket and hand him the fare.


  “Bless you, mi amigo. Godspeed.”


  “Uh, yeah…” I climb out of the car and haven’t even shut the door when he swerves off, laying on his horn as he weaves in and out of traffic.


  I stare at the name on the side of the building: Treewood Studios. I’m still not even sure what the fuck I’m doing here. The thing is, for the past two months all I’ve done is think about her, then last week that fucking TV show aired and of course I watched it. She said the thing that bothered her most when we split up four years ago was that I didn’t fight for us, well, fuck, she can’t say that this time. Am I expecting anything? No, but damn it, at least this time I can say I tried. Nothing like beating a dead horse.


  There’s a line wrapping around the side of the building, and I stand at the back of it for thirty minutes before they let us in.


  There’s an androgynous security guard standing by the turnstile. As I start through the gate, it stops me.


  “You can’t take that bag in, sweetheart.” The voice is a little husky, but I think it’s a woman. My gaze drifts down, trying to make out if that’s a pair of tits or not. “Eyes up here, hot stuff.”


  I clear my throat and lift my gaze to the guard’s face. “I’m catching a flight afterwards,” I say.


  “Sorry.” He-she shrugs. “I can hold it for you.”


  Pulling the strap over my head, I hand it the bag. “Yeah, sure. Thanks.”


  A wide grin spreads across the she-beast’s face. “Anything for you, Mr. Depth.” I think it’s a woman. I think. It takes my hand, stamps my wrist, and then winks which causes my skin to crawl a little. I make my way inside and find my seat in the third row of bleachers. I’m impressed with how large this fucking studio is. There're several different sets arranged within the room and monitors in front of the bleachers every few feet.


  The auditorium slowly fills up, the hum of the audience echoing from the tall ceilings. There’s a small round of applause, and I turn my attention toward the set. Some dopey looking guy struts across the stage and clears his throat.


  “Good afternoon. First and foremost, thank you for coming to watch a live filming of Disaster. What we want to do now is introduce you to the cast.”


  He steps to the side and holds out an arm. “Greyson Williams,” he says and the women in the crowd go fucking ape shit. I glare at that little fucker. It’s been all over the tabloids that they may be a couple, but there is no way in hell Jemma would go for a douche canoe like that. “Please welcome the lovely Jemma Morgan.”


  I watch as she walks across the stage with a huge smile spread across her face. She’s wearing a pale blue linen dress and her dark hair’s falling down her back in loose curls. Another cast member walks out, but I don’t even hear her name because I’m too busy staring at Jemma. The girl says something to her, and Jemma throws her head back laughing. Fuck me, she is perfect. I shout along with the rest of the audience. I’m busting at the fucking seams. I’m so proud of my titch.


  I sit there for the few hours it takes to film the episode, watching her, wanting her, fucking hating that shit has turned out the way it has. When the show is over, the coordinator lines the cast up right in front of where I am sitting. Jemma’s eyes lock on mine for a brief second. Her face washes white. I’m afraid she’s going to hit the floor any minute. After the cast has been led off stage, everyone in the auditorium stands and begins filing out—except me. I just stay right here. I don’t know what the fuck to do. I texted her after she left—only twice—but she never responded so I don’t even know if she has the same number. Sighing, I pull my phone from my pocket, pull her number up in the directory, and send her a text.
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  The performance goes off without a hitch. I screw up a line. They yell cut. Another actor fucks up. They yell cut. The audience laughs and applauds, and at the end, we take a bow, and that is when I notice him. Tyler is sitting in the third row, his eyes glued on me. Holy shit! My pulse goes into overdrive, my palms become sweaty, and my mouth is suddenly dry. I can’t stop staring at him because how in the hell did he get here, I mean, I can assume how he got here, but why is he here. A wave of nausea washes over me.


  I’ve ignored his texts—much like a child—for the past few months. Yet, here he is.


  The stagehands direct us off stage, but I stay behind. I stand to the side of the set, watching as the entire auditorium clears out. Tyler is still sitting there and then, my phone dings with a text.


  We need to talk. I came all the way from California, and I’ll sit in this studio until they force me to leave.


  All that threat does is remind me of the time we got into a fight after he’d put on porn. I replay that memory in my mind, a smile forming on my face.


  I push the screen door open, and it smacks against the exterior of the house. “You are so gross, Tyler. A pervert. I can’t date a pervert. Go date Ellen Framptom. I’m sure she likes Debbie Does Dallas.”


  “Oh, come on, titch. It was a joke.”


  I’m still stomping across the yard. “Nope. You’re sick. And if you think I will ever do something like that with you—” a nervous laugh slips through my lips because I would so do that with him, “Well, you are wrong.”


  “Jemma, really? You’re being so immature.”


  A few drops of rain fall from the sky just as a long groan of thunder shakes the ground.


  “Maybe so, but you’re a sicko,” I say because that’s mature.


  “Sex is a natural thing.”


  I grab onto the wooden boards of the fence and pull myself over, toppling over when I land in my yard.


  “You know what?” he says. “When you realize what a drama llama you are being, I’ll be sitting right-fucking-here.”


  “It’s going to storm,” I call over the fence.


  “Don’t care.”


  “You’re stubborn and stupid and a pervert.”


  “Again, you are immature.”


  “Ugh. Fuck you, Tyler.”


  “Watch your mouth, young lady.”


  I make fists with my hands as I march up the concrete steps. I open the back door and slam it closed for dramatic effect.


  My mother is in the kitchen washing dishes, and she stops to look over her shoulder at me. “Something wrong, honey?”


  “No.”


  “You slammed the door.”


  “Tyler’s just annoying.”


  “Yeah, most boys are. It’s their penis that makes them annoying,” she says with a laugh.


  My lip snarls. “Gross, mother. Just gross.”


  I stomp up the stairs to my bedroom and peek out the window. It’s started raining, but he is still sitting on the bench in his yard, glaring up at my window. I flip him the bird, and he flips one back. Right as I lie down in my bed, the bottom falls out. Rain is pounding on the roof, thunder is shaking the house. I can’t help but snicker at the idea of Tyler sitting out there getting drenched. A few seconds later there’s a knock on my window. I hop out of bed and pull the curtains back, laughing hysterically at the sight of Tyler perched on the branch. He looks like a drowned rat. His eyes widen. Shaking his head, he shrugs. “Let me in,” he says.


  I cup my hand to my ear, pretending I can’t hear him.


  “Don’t make me break your window.”


  I open the window, and he clamors inside, dripping water all over my floor. He pulls his wet shirt over his head and drops it to the floor before peeling his jeans off as well.


  “Tyler…what the—” I quickly cross the room and lock my bedroom door.


  “I got tired of waiting.” He takes a step toward me and grabs my chin, running his wet fingertip over my cheek. “I figured it’d be better if I just made you change your mind.” He slams his lips over mine, backing me toward my bed. He pulls away from me, sliding his hands down my side to my hips and inching the waist of my yoga pants down. “You can’t stay mad at the person your heart belongs to.”


  The door to the auditorium slams shut, jarring me from that memory. I watch Tyler as he fidgets with his hands. One of the security guards approach him, most likely to tell him to leave. Right now, I can do one of two things: I can let that guard tell him to leave, and I can watch him walk out of my life forever, or I can suck it up and go out there.


  Tyler glances up at the guard, says something and shrugs. The guard shakes his head and points toward the exit. My heart is hammering in my chest, my mind jumbled.


  “He’s fine,” I say, stepping out from the side of the set. “He’s my friend.”


  “Well, Ms. Morgan, that’s fine, but he needs a pass to stay.”


  “I said he’s my friend.”


  The guard shrugs. “And that’s fine, but if he’s going to stay in here, he needs a pass.”


  “Fine,” I say and walk off the set and into the seating area. “We’ll go somewhere else.”


  The crotchety guard nods, mumbling to himself as he walks off.


  And here I stand, in front of that boy that shouldn’t still mean everything to me, but somehow does.


  Clearing my throat, I point toward the exit. “We can go for a walk or something.”


  “Okay.”


  We walk up the stairs in silence. My pulse is going haywire, my skin heating.


  “Hey,” he says. “I need to get my bag from security.


  “Uh, okay.” We turn right and come out by the entrance of the studios. Bertha is leaned against the turnstile. “Hey, Bertha.”


  “I knew it was a woman,” Tyler mumbles beneath his breath and I cut my eyes over at him.


  “Can we get his bag?”


  She nods, opens the door to the office and drags out his bag, winking at him as she hands it to him.


  “Thanks,” he says and quickly turns away.


  “So, what are you doing here?” I ask as we walk down the stairs.


  “Checking out a University.”


  “Really?”


  “Yeah, thought maybe I could look into a law degree after all.”


  I smile.


  “And because of you. You did great by the way.”


  “Thanks.”


  The cool breeze blows across the back of the studio. I watch the cigarette butts from the crew dance across the pavement, along with a wadded up piece of paper. I don’t know what to say to him. I’m glad to see him, but I’m annoyed. I don’t want to feel this way and all seeing him does is confuse my heart even more.


  “I’ve played that night over and over in my head,” he says.


  I swallow. “What night?”


  “The last time I was with you.” He steps toward me. I step back. “What we have…” another step and this time my back is against the concrete wall of the building. “What we have isn’t something we’ll ever find anywhere else.” Tyler takes my chin in his hand and tilts my face up, forcing me to look at him. “And you know it.”


  “I know,” I say, slowly removing his hand from my face. “But sometimes you have to learn when to let things go. Tyler, I wish—”


  “I quit before you left.”


  My heart holds back several beats before forcing a back supply of blood through my veins, my skin buzzing. “I heard.”


  Tyler leans in closer until I have nowhere to go. Tilting his head, he stares me down. “You told me it didn’t matter if I quit…” his lips barely brush over mine as he speaks. “I call bullshit. You can’t stay mad at the person your heart belongs to.”


  And without another second, his warm mouth covers mine, his tongue thrusting deep into my mouth. I grab onto his shoulders and tug his hard chest against my breasts. His fingers tangle in my hair as he jerks my head back, moving his lips over my neck and throat. “I fucking love you, and you fucking love me, and we belong together.”


  And he’s right, we do. What defines him is the way he loves me, and that is something no one will ever be able to taint or ruin. After all these years, turns out we do have that epic kind of love that can withstand anything.
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  One year later


  


  Jemma’s finished her second session of Disaster. I’m almost finished with my undergrad degree and studying for my LSAT. We’ve come home to visit our parents over Thanksgiving, and, well, right now, I’m sitting in a tree. In our tree. I’ve been sitting in this damn tree for twenty minutes. I nearly broke my neck the first time I tried to climb up here and right now I’m staring at a bleeding gash I got from my second attempt. I swear to God, this tree was much easier to climb as a kid. She said they were prepping the turkey so I thought ten minutes max. What the fuck are they doing to it? Jesus Christ! I can’t feel my hands and my lips are starting to go numb. There’s a loud flapping noise followed by a high-pitched screech which nearly makes me lose my footing. A fucking Barn Owl has perched next to me, its huge yellow eyes glaring at me. He circles his head a few times, slowly inching toward me. The fucker’s brave. I shift to the right a little, and he follows me. One of the branches snaps beneath me and the owl flaps its wings, hooting before he calms the fuck back down.


  The light flips on in Jemma’s room. I drag in a breath as I shimmy my way up the old limb, praying that the damn branch doesn’t break in half. This is just like it was ten years ago, I sit here admiring how gorgeous she is and feeling a little bit like a creeper for watching her when she doesn’t know I am. Reaching out, I tap on her window, and she startles. She tiptoes to the window and peers through the sheer curtains, laughing when she sees me in the tree.


  “What in the hell are you doing?” she asks when she opens the window.


  “Sneaking into your room.”


  When I shift my weight to climb in through the window, the branch creaks again, and that fucking bird flies off just before the limb gives way. There’s a loud snap followed by a crash as I go plummeting to the ground, landing on my back with a THWAP.


  “Oh, shit. Tyler!”


  I can’t breathe. Pain is radiating throughout my entire body.


  “Tyler, are you okay?” Jemma screams.


  “Mmmph,” I manage to groan.


  A few minutes later, she’s hoovering over me with wide eyes. She brushes a few stray twigs off of me before yanking me to my feet. “You could have killed yourself, you freak. What in the hell possessed you to do that?”


  “I thought you said it was romantic,” I mumble, attempting to catch my breath.


  “Yeah, it was when we were kids. It’s just weird when you do it as an adult, pervy on every level.”


  I grab her by the waist and yank her body against mine. “That tree means a lot to me, you know?”


  “Yeah, I bet seeing as how it was a passageway to you losing your virginity,” she laughs, slapping playfully at my chest.


  “Not just that.” I kiss her. “You see, the first time I saw you, I knew you would be mine one day, even though you protested it for years. That tree,” I point at the trunk, “that’s how I made you fall in love with me.”


  “Oh, is that so? The tree?”


  “Yep.” I kiss her again. “Think about it. Our first kiss, the first time we had sex…all because I could climb up that tree and sneak into your room.”


  “Those are some of my favorite memories.”


  “Mine too.” She pulls away from me, but I grab onto her wrist. “Wait, titch.” I fish out the ring shoved inside my pocket, but keep it in my closed hand. “The one thing I haven’t really done is make you mine.”


  “What are you talking about, we live together. I’m yours.”


  “Yeah, yeah.” I slide my hand down her arm and take her hand in mine. “But the thing is, I want you to be my wife. You aren’t really mine until you take my last name, you know?” I slip the ring on her finger. “Marry me, titch?”


  She smiles, fighting tears as she stares down at her hand. Pressing her lips against mine, she nods. “God, yes.” I kiss her softly, my heart slamming against my ribs because my life is finally exactly like it fucking should be. I’m with her and know I will be for the rest of my life.


  “Alright, enough of this sappy shit.” I back away slightly because I’m pretty sure she may slap me for this, but fuck, I just can’t help myself. “I always knew I’d marry you, but did you ever think you would be marrying an ex porn star?”


  “Fuck you, Tyler.” She smiles. “Come on, dinner’s ready.”


  Jemma shows her parents the ring over dinner. Her mom swoons, but her dad, Frank just glares at me, tapping the end of his fork on the edge of the table. When her mom stands to clear the table, he throws his napkin onto the plate and scoots his chair back.


  “Tyler, could I talk to you for a minute?” he asks on his way out of the kitchen.


  I glance at Jemma. Her brow wrinkles as she shrugs. I swallow and follow Frank’s linebacker frame into the living room. There’s an unamused look on his face when he turns around and leans against the fireplace. “Now, I’ve always been fond of you. Always thought you were a little off in the head, but I liked you.”


  Fuck. “Thanks…”


  “Funny thing is,” he sighs. “I never pinned you for a pervert, so imagine my surprise when I stumble across Alice in the Wondercock.”


  I swallow really, really hard, not sure whether I should make eye contact with him or not. I decide it’s best if I just stare off to the side of his face so it seems like I might be making eye contact with him or maybe just have a touch of lazy eye.


  “I thought, surely this Johnny Depth fucker isn’t Tyler from next door, so I click on another video, appropriately named Charlie’s Chocolate Starfish. Now, I’m getting on up there in age, so maybe my eyesight’s on the fritz, or maybe I was distracted by all the close ups of assholes, but I’m pretty sure that was you.”


  This is fucked up and awkward in every way imaginable. I’m standing here, alone, with my future father-in-law basically telling me he watched me do ass porn. Fucking shit. I’m sweating bullets right now. “Well,” I clear my throat and manage a nervous smile, lying for all I’m fucking worth. “As amazing as this Charlie’s Chocolate… what did you say it was called?”


  His expression is as cold as stone. “Starfish.” He crosses his arms over his chest. “Chocolate Starfish. They should have just said asshole because that’s all that was in that film.” He arches a brow. “Assholes.”


  “Wow, Mr. Morgan, I’ve not heard of that one, but as amazing as it sounds, I can assure you, I’ve never been an actor.”


  “Mm-hmm,” he mumbles. And here we are, staring at each other. He knows I’m lying. I know I’m lying, but I can always deny it, right? “So,” he says. “I guess The MadShatter doesn’t ring a bell either?”


  I shake my head, holding back a laugh. “Nope.”


  “The Lone Wanker, Sucky Hollow, The Cum Diaries, Finding Pussyland…never heard of any of those?”


  Clearing my throat, I pat him on the back. “Mr. Morgan, I’m a guy, I get it. Every now and then you get an itch you need to scratch, and you may google a bit of porn, but dude, this sounds like some really sick shit you’ve gotten into. Don’t worry, I won’t tell Mrs. Morgan. We can get you help…and some new eyeglasses.”


  I turn to walk off, shaking my head. “Like I would ever do porn. What kind of person does that?”


  


  


  The End
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