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I woke up at 8am, my skin buzzing from the morning sun and heat coming from the drafty window. The sheets were twisted around my legs, and the mid morning sun was baking the room, turning my studio into a humid pressure cooker. My body felt heavy, sensitive, and—to my frustration—completely unsatisfied. I rolled onto my back, staring at the ceiling fan as it wobbled preciously. I was horny, restless, and agitated. The money in my account was a relief, but the adrenaline from the "Marilyn" role hadn't dissipated; it had just curdled into a physical need I couldn't ignore.

"God, get a grip, Ally," I hissed, but my hand was already sliding down my stomach.

I reached into my side table drawer, my fingers finding the cool, smooth silicone of my vibrator. I was ready to just end the tension right there, to find a quick, mindless release, when the "studio head" in my brain flicked a switch.

Don't waste this moment, I thought. Don't waste the opportunity.

I looked at my reflection in the mirror across the room—the dark hair messy, the white tank top I’d slept in clinging to my damp skin. My nipples were hard, standing at attention and visible through the thin cotton. I looked raw. I looked real. This was the "behind the scenes" content the subscribers wanted, the content they were begging for.

I let out a frustrated groan but forced myself out of bed. I grabbed my tripod and the ring light, dragging them over to the foot of the bed. My movements were sharp, fueled by a mix of horniness and business instinct. I framed the shot, making sure the lens captured the rumpled sheets and the way the morning light hit the curves of my hips. I turned the ring light to a warm, intimate glow.

I jumped back into bed, the springs squeaking. I was still wearing the white tank top; it hugged my 36C bust perfectly, showing off the heavy weight of my breasts as I leaned back against the headboard. I reached down and hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my white lace thong, sliding it down my legs and tossing it onto the floor.

I spread my legs wide, the cool air hitting my skin, and looked directly into the camera lens. I wasn't playing Marilyn or Samantha now. I was just Ally—the version of Ally that was hungry and impatient.

"You guys have no idea how much I've been wanting this," I whispered to the phone, my voice thick and genuine.

I clicked the vibrator on. The low hum filled the quiet room. I pressed it against my clit, my back arching instantly as the first wave of vibration hit. I kept my eyes locked on the camera, my breath hitching as I started to move. I used my free hand to pull the hem of my tank top up just enough to expose the underside of my breasts, letting the viewers see the tension in my body.

I wasn't just giving myself an orgasm; I was performing a private screening. I let out a low, guttural moan, my hips beginning to grind against the mattress. The frustration of the morning, the stress of the "legacy" talk, the heat of the room—it all funneled into the sensation. I was a pro, and I knew exactly what the lens wanted to see. I was going to give them the most profitable, naughty five minutes I could come up with.

I leaned back into the pillows, my neck arching as the vibrator’s hum intensified, vibrating through my palm and deep into my pelvis. I let my eyes flutter shut, the ring light's glow turning into a warm, red haze behind my eyelids. For a moment, I forgot about the phone recording on the tripod. I forgot about the rent, the "un-castable" label, and the smell of the dumpster outside.

The friction was a catalyst, sending my mind racing back to 2016. Back to the Paramount lot. Back to the smell of expensive trailer leather and the high-end espresso machine that always sat in the corner of my double-wide.

I could almost hear the rhythm of the set outside—the muffled shouts of "Rolling!" and the distant rumble of crew and equipment trucks. Then, the sound that always made my heart skip: three sharp, rhythmic knocks on my trailer door.

It was Ryan. He played the rookie detective named Jax, a man ten years my junior with shoulders broad enough to fill a doorway and a smirk that suggested he knew exactly what I was wearing under my tactical vest.

In my mind, I was back there. I was lying on the small bed in the rear of the trailer, the air conditioning blasting to keep my makeup from melting. Ryan would quietly slip inside, locking the door with a quiet click that sounded like the start of a heist. We wouldn't speak. We couldn't. Any PA or Assistant Director could knock at any second to call us to set, and the walls of the trailer were paper-thin.

The danger was the aphrodisiac. I remembered the weight of him pressing me into the mattress, his hands—strong, calloused, and young—gripping my hips. I remembered the frantic, silent urgency of it. We were both in costume, the heavy fabric of our uniforms a barrier we tore through with desperate hands. Having him inside me while the world buzzed just inches away was the most alive I’d ever felt. It wasn't just sex; it was a rebellion against the pressure of being a lead, a secret we carried under the bright studio lights that made every shared scene on camera crackle with a subtext the audience loved but never understood.

My hips bucked on my bed in the present, my legs falling open even wider as the memory took hold. The contrast was a dull ache. For four years, I’d been a desert. I’d been so focused on survival, so paralyzed by the fear of losing my home and career, that I’d shut down that part of myself. Sex had become a luxury I couldn't afford, a distraction from the grind.

But now, with the vibrator thrumming against my clit, the dam was breaking.

I let out a ragged moan, my head tossing side to side on the pillow. I missed the heat of a man like Ryan. I missed the sweat, the fullness, and the genuine, un-purchased desire. I began to work the vibrator faster, my breath coming in short, sharp gasps as I neared the edge. I slipped 2 fingers inside my wetness as the vibration did magic in my clit. I wasn't just Ally Adams in a studio apartment anymore; I was a woman who was done being hungry.

I was taking back the pleasure I’d denied myself during the lean years, using the memory of Ryan to fuel the fire that Paul had only managed to spark.

I felt the familiar, tightening spiral in my lower stomach. My toes curled, and I gripped the edge of the mattress with my hand. I was so close. I leaned my head back, my mouth open in a silent cry, letting the camera capture the raw, unscripted intensity of a woman finally coming back to life.

The climax hit me like a physical wave, crashing over the mental imagery of Ryan’s hands on my hips and his cock pounding away inside me. My legs stiffened, my thighs trembling as they clamped tight around the vibrator, and a long, low moan vibrated out of my throat, unbidden and raw. For a few glorious seconds, I wasn't a "legacy actress" or a woman behind on her bills; I was just a living, breathing entity drowning in pure erotic sensation. The aftershocks rippled through my core, leaving me heavy and breathless against the pillows.

I stayed there for a long minute, eyes closed, savoring the ghost of that memory. I could almost still feel the vibration of the trailer floor and Ryan’s breath against my neck. It was the most human I had felt in years.

Then, I opened my eyes.

The harsh, circular glow of the ring light stared back at me like a silent witness. Reality rushed back in—not as a burden, but as a business opportunity. I wasn't ashamed; I was satisfied.

I rolled out of bed, my legs a little wobbly, and walked over to the tripod. I padded over to the kitchenette, the linoleum cool under my bare feet. I still hadn't bothered to put my thong back on. Why bother? The Los Angeles sun was already beginning to bake the studio, and the privacy of my fourth-floor view meant I could enjoy the breeze in nothing but my white tank top. I started a fresh pot of coffee, the dark, rich aroma filling the air and grounding me in the present.
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