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Chapter 1


 


“MOVE OVER a little, closer to the chair. Open that robe a little, this is for the fucking DVD cover, not GQ.”


Logan rolled his eyes as he stepped closer to the oversized chair. His costar in this adventure, Johnny Lee, rubbed his hand up and down Logan’s now-exposed thigh, his lewd grin unnerving Logan. Not that he was a newbie at this, not at all, but Johnny Lee seemed to be in it more for the sex than the money. Unusual for this biz, not unheard of, but very unusual.


The photographer took a few more shots, eventually having Logan sit in Johnny Lee’s lap, both kissing and fondling each other. It almost disgusted Logan to see Johnny Lee get hard at this extremely tame photo shoot.


“Okay, that’s enough for now. I think we’ve got the cover; be back in….” The photographer picked up the clipboard next to his gear. “Be back in thirty for the next shot. Director will be back then.”


Logan closed up his robe, ready to take off for the closet of a dressing room they’d given him. He was about to shut out the noise of the staging area when Johnny Lee’s huge frame blocked the door.


“Ya wanna run… lines?” Johnny Lee winked at him.


“Nah man, I… I need to take a break from all the stimulation, if you know what I mean.”


“Ya better save it for the film.”


“I’ve never had any complaints.”


Johnny Lee shrugged. “Ya know where I am if ya change your mind.” He turned, his massive six-foot-four-inch all-muscle-but-no-brains body heading toward the craft table.


Logan leaned up against the closed door. Gay porn was good money, great money actually, but he was so tired of the fucking. Because that’s all it was, fucking. Oh, there was a plot per se but just enough to get past any indecency censors. For once, he’d like to experience some passion, real love, not this two bodies passing… and fucking… in the night.


He sank down into the makeup chair, staring at himself in the mirror. He only had a few more years in this business before he’d be delegated to the old man’s realm of wrinkles and gray hair. But not yet, not at thirty-one, still looking twenty-five. He brushed his shaggy blond hair off his face, his brown eyes still clear but devoid of life behind them. No creases in the brow yet, no crow’s feet, no laugh lines. He still looked pretty damn good and going by his last physical and blood test, still healthy and negative. Which was the way it was going to stay, no matter how much money they threw at him. No barebacks, that’s not going to happen.


A knock at the door and a shout. “Ready in five!”


Logan rolled his eyes, applied a little powder to his face to keep the shine down. Not that anyone watching this little film adventure was going to be looking much at his face. He headed out to the set, where Johnny Lee was already prepping. Logan did have to admit, Johnny Lee had a nice cock.


“Okay, let’s shoot this and get out of here.”


Logan bristled at the director’s voice. It was grating and gravelly, primarily because of the cigar he had permanently attached to his mouth. Talk about an oral fetish; no wonder this guy was into gay porn.


“Let’s take it from the blow job. On your knees, Logan.”


Logan took his place on the floor; Johnny Lee sat on the bed, his legs spread and cock erect. Logan took most of the nine inches in his mouth, making sure it was covered in spit as he bobbed up and down. He could feel Johnny Lee tense now and then, knowing the big guy was trying to keep it hard and willing, not going over the edge yet. It was a learned technique, for sure… no room for adolescent quickies in porn.


“Okay, cut. Move to the bed, lube it up.”


Johnny Lee grabbed a condom and lube, covering up. Logan lubed himself and lay back on the pillows.


“Okay, JL, grab his legs, do him good.”


Johnny Lee grabbed Logan’s legs, exposing the shiny puckered hole. Logan relaxed, ready for the onslaught, hoping the director would get what he wanted fairly quickly. Johnny Lee kissed the inside of Logan’s thighs, roaming up his torso to nip at Logan’s pecs. Once their lips touched, Logan could feel Johnny Lee press in. He was being thoroughly fucked, fast and hard. His own cock responded to the physical stimuli, just as it had for the past five years. He waited for the director’s cue.


“Okay Logan, show me the money.”


Logan started to imagine his dream lover, the one person he kept living for. The one guy he knew was out there, waiting for him. He couldn’t envision this perfect mate in detail, but he knew he would find him. Imagining this lover stroking him, making love to him, sent him over the edge. He gave the appropriate grunts and moans as the white fluid spurted from his cock onto his stomach. Johnny Lee swiped his finger through it, tasting it, giving out his required moan.


“JL, it’s your turn.”


Johnny Lee slid out of Logan and whipped off the condom. He stroked himself over Logan until Johnny Lee’s own semen mingled with Logan’s.


“Good, good. Tomorrow, we’ll wrap this with the shower scene.”


The lights went off, and a stagehand handed Logan his robe. God, all this felt so mechanical, so… nonhuman. It was suck and fuck over and over. It hadn’t been any different in his dating life, either. Once a potential date found out what he did for a living, it went one of two ways. Half wanted to fuck the porn star, the other half fled, believing he was dirty and possibly riddled with disease. It just wasn’t worth doing the dating scene any longer.


 


 


HOME WAS home, nothing special. Logan hadn’t even bothered to decorate beyond a picture of his sister and her family and a throw pillow on the couch. Some gay man he was. His gaze went to his closet, which he’d left partially open that morning, hunting for his jacket. Stacked neatly against the inner wall were various paintings he’d completed years ago. Landscapes mainly, a stab at a portrait of himself, the obligatory fruit bowl and vase of flowers. Nothing he was especially proud of, even though he’d been told he had talent. He made a mental note to toss them out next time he did a clean sweep.


He grabbed a beer, the cold liquid sliding down his throat as he chugged half the bottle. He leaned back against the kitchen counter, contemplating the turn his life had made. What he had intended to be a way to make quick rent until he could get his artwork into a gallery had turned ugly, real quick. He had gone from nude modeling to full-on porn in a matter of months, and now porn was a full-time career, a career he didn’t want, one that he didn’t even like. But it was great money, more money than his fellow starving artists could even dream of making. And he was good at it, he was in demand. His gaze went to the shelf along the living room wall—the porn awards he’d earned. At first, he was proud of them, especially the first one, the best debut gay star award, but after earning two or three and realizing he’d made a career of having men fuck him, he felt more ashamed than anything. Yep, those awards were going in the trash with the paintings.


He flopped down on the couch, not bothering to undress or even take off his shoes. He channel surfed for an hour, finally stopping on a cooking show. Watching the food prep made his stomach growl; he eventually got up, kicked off his shoes, and made his way into the kitchen. Finding leftover Chinese food in the fridge, he warmed it up as he went through his mail. His attention lit on a brochure his travel agency had sent. A getaway package for gay men, on a private beach where they wouldn’t be harassed by the public. Maybe that’s what he needed, a vacation, away from Los Angeles, away where he might go unnoticed, at least for a while.


He fished his cell phone from his gym bag, tossing the sweaty clothing into the laundry hamper by the door. He thumbed through his daily planner, enjoying the feel of the rich leather cover. He didn’t like the impersonal calendar his phone had; no, the feel of the planner was what he needed to remind himself of his appointments. Going old-school had its benefits as well; his planner didn’t have to be recharged every few days. He dialed the travel agency’s number while deciding on the perfect time for his vacation.


“Miller Travel Agency, Megan speaking, how may I help you?”


“Hello, Megan, this is Logan Williams. Got your brochure on the vacation package for gay men. Can ya give me details?”


“Of course, Mr. Williams.”


Logan could hear tapping on a keyboard.


“We have various deals, depending on your departure date and how long you wish to stay.”


“I think I’d like to get away as soon as possible. I can get away from work starting the tenth; have you got a package starting then?”


More tapping sounds. “We have one starting on the twelfth, lasting eight days. Will that work?”


“Perfect. Sign me up. You still have my info on file?”


“Yes, sir, we do. I will type this up and e-mail you your itinerary and link to your boarding passes. Can I help you with anything else?”


“No, thank you. I look forward to some time off.”


“We aim to please. Our exclusive packages have been highly reviewed.”


“That’s why I continue to use your company. Keep up the good work.”


“Thank you, sir. Have a good evening.”


“You too, Megan.” He disconnected the call, feeling better than he had in a long time. He had a good feeling about this trip.




Chapter 2


 


THE HEAT hit him full blast as he descended the steps from the plane. He shouldered his carry-on; he hadn’t bothered to check luggage as he was sure he wouldn’t need very much clothing on this vacation. He sought out the resort’s logo among the parked minibuses, finding the one that would take him away from his troubles, at least for the foreseeable future. A very handsome driver stowed Logan’s bag and gave him a warm handshake and smile. He boarded the bus, nodding at the three men already seated. If these fine specimens of the male species were any indication of the clientele at the resort, he knew he was going to be in very good company.


After a short drive up the beach, during which he exchanged names with the other men, they alit in front of a series of bungalows, most of which faced the beach. He was shown to his own little home away from home by yet another very handsome employee of the resort; Logan tipped him well and gave him a wink. It was probably against hotel policy for the employees to get involved with the guests, and he certainly wasn’t looking for anyone to fuck, but hell, flirting couldn’t hurt, could it?


Logan hopped into the shower, needing to get the airplane grime off himself. The hot water cascaded down his body, soapy bubbles flowing down the fine lines of his torso and legs. He gave himself a light tug, not really meaning to start anything, but the atmosphere took over. The window was open, allowing the fresh salt air into the steamy bathroom; gulls cried out as they dove to and fro on the beach.


He relaxed against the blue tiles, his cock responding to his touch. His dream lover came to mind; he imagined him on his knees in front of Logan, his hot, wet mouth taking all of him in, matching the warm misty air of the bathroom. He allowed himself to feel, really feel his hand on his cock, letting the nerves fire and the sensations run through him, something he couldn’t do on set. He didn’t have to wait for the money shot, didn’t have to wait on a camera angle or the director. This was his own pace, his own reactions and vocalizations. He let go with a long moan, allowing his climax to build and finally erupt; his semen washed away with the hot water. He slumped down, ass-planting on the tile. He wasn’t exactly sated; he still felt empty, just like all those times on set.


He got a change of clothes and made his way down to the restaurant. He found his bus companions and had a seat with them, noting they all had changed as well. The menu was limited, but what the resort did provide was divine. Each got his own entrée and shared with the others; Logan ate like a starving man. He didn’t have to worry about his physique while he was there; his next shoot wasn’t for another month so he’d have plenty of time to work off this vacation once he got back home. Dessert was next, and again, Logan indulged.
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