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			BEGINNING

			Nothing Profound

			2005

			I was nineteen and living with my friend in a suburb just outside of Santa Cruz, California. We both attended community college and lived off our parents’ money and savings since high school. Neither of us wanted jobs, but we applied for them anyway. We knew the financial umbilicus was about to be cut.

			After a month of unemployment, I attended a seminar on how to sell knives and Tupperware. Even I could tell it was a scam.

			Eventually, I succumbed to scanning Craigslist for one-time gigs: something to tide me over. Most of them required prior experience, but I stumbled across an opportunity for a novice like me.

			I made a phone call that led me to a loft overlooking Folsom Street in San Francisco. A man greeted me inside. He was tall and blond like me, but older and larger in the gut. He told me that he was an advertising agent. Photography was just a hobby that he did in his spare time.

			The man asked about my background: how long I’d been a model. I gave him an answer that he couldn’t disprove: “I’ve done some stuff for life drawing classes.” If he could tell that I was lying, he didn’t show it. Or he didn’t care.

			Removing my clothes in front of the man was easier than I’d thought. He took pictures of me near a window, standing first, and then sitting in various positions. I tried to appear brooding and intense, but when he showed me the pictures, I just looked naked.

			The man told me that I was beautiful, a word no one else had used to describe my body. If he was lying, I didn’t actually care. It was just the type of flattery I needed to be coaxed into jerking off in front of a complete stranger.

			He didn’t ask me to come, because it was supposed to be art. But I felt—I don’t know—special, or something. I was only paid fifty dollars, but it was fifty dollars for someone to look at me.

			I spent the next month stealing condiments from fast-food restaurants because I still couldn’t afford to go shopping. But I also got used to the idea of being naked for money. Or for art. It was just that most of the artists I’d come across preferred the look of me with an erection.

			By the time I was offered my first porn gig, I almost didn’t see the difference. I already had the erection. I just needed to stick it in something.

			Or something needed to stick itself in me.

			•

			“Yeah, I was wondering about that. Should I, like, take a laxative the night before?”

			“No, no, don’t do that,” said the voice on the other line. “That’s about the worst thing you can do. You want to go to your local supermarket and pick up a pack of disposable enemas.”

			“Okay.”

			“There’s a solution in there that acts like a laxative. But you want to dump it out, okay?”

			“Yeah, no problem.” I made a mental note.

			“Fill the enema up with lukewarm water and rinse yourself out three or four times the night before. You can do it again before your shoot.”

			“Three or four times, and again before my shoot,” I repeated.

			“For your wardrobe, we’re going to need you to bring a few casual outfits. And some collared shirts.”

			“Most of the clothes I own are band shirts and jeans,” I said, with some embarrassment.

			“Bring some options.”

			“Of course.”

			“You’re going to be working with Yasmine Birne. She’s a porn star from LA. Really cute. You’ll like her.”

			“Cool,” I said, like it was no big deal.

			“You have the rest of the info, right?”

			I repeated the address and call time back to her and said goodbye. Then I did a Google search for Yasmine Birne and called my roommate in to look at her pictures. He laughed and told me he couldn’t believe I was going through with it. 

			Monday morning, I drove to the studio in San Francisco. The outside of the structure looked unassuming and blended into the surrounding commercial environment. Inside, I took an elevator to the third floor and walked into a large room, illuminated by computer monitors and the blinking lights of electronic equipment. 

			The woman at the front desk greeted me with a smile and asked if my name was Daniel. I nodded, even though Daniel wasn’t my real name. She told me to sit. Someone else offered me a drink. 

			I signed several pieces of paper, including a photocopy of my IDs and the negative results of my STD test. Then I was escorted back toward the elevator, which shuttled me to the basement. 

			We stumbled onto a set where the walls looked bled, or rusted, and the props spare. It was like something that would show up in the Eli Roth movie, Hostel, a few months later. 

			A woman with an Australian accent introduced herself as Domina. She said that she was the director. A girl stood beside her and struggled to slip into a tight latex nurse outfit. I recognized the girl from the pictures on the Internet. Her tits were out, which made her all the more familiar. She introduced herself as Yasmine and sounded just like I’d imagined a Southern California model would: bubbly, youthful, and high-pitched. 

			“You do this a lot?” I asked her, even though I knew the answer. She said something that meant yes and then asked the same question back. “This is, uh, my first time,” I said. 

			“You always put me with the virgins,” she said to Domina. 

			The director’s response was snarky, which made me feel even more out of place. It was like we were trading make-out stories in middle school and I had none to share. 

			“You have a piercing in your cock, yeah?” asked Domina. I nodded. “How do you feel about electricity?” 

			“I’ve never tried it before.” 

			Domina told me not to worry. I had a safe word if the pain was too much to handle. If I acted like it hurt, she wouldn’t turn up the voltage too high. Still, the thought of electricity passing through the glans of my penis was worrisome. But I was a good sport and would try about anything once. 

			The camera rolled and I walked into a “medical office.” Yasmine was there, cleaning the counters with a dirty rag and a fresh wad of saliva. My improvised line was, “What the fuck are you doing?” She assured me that it was standard procedure and moved on to the formal questioning.

			“Do you have any insurance?” 

			I didn’t. I was also out of cash and had never applied for a credit card. It upset Yasmine more than I might have expected. Apparently, she was an opponent of health-care reform. To demonstrate her position, she tied me to a chair with rubber hosing and shoved her tits in my face. 

			“Good, good,” said the director. 

			We broke before the next sequence so that I could undress and Domina could attach an alligator clip to the side of my ampallang. She missed at first, and the metal teeth bit into my cock. When I’d finished complaining, and the pain had subsided, she continued to secure the device so that it firmly gripped the ball on one end of my piercing, and nothing else.

			The electric shock was terrible, and I decided to never try it again. But we’d started filming the sequence, and I didn’t want to be a bother. I agreed to the smallest charge possible and did my best to bear it. Yasmine eased the pain by jerking me off until I came. Then we moved on to something else. 

			There was some whipping and slapping involved. I was tied chest-down to a metal table with wheels. I wore a ball gag in my mouth but had the safe word, “Unh, Unh,” if anything got out of hand. 

			Yasmine fingered my ass to warm me up and told me that I was clean. It relaxed me to know that I wouldn’t be shitting on camera, so I took her rubber cock with ease. She fucked me neither hard nor gently, but I squirmed and strained the muscles in my face. The more I looked like I was being raped, the less she had to try. 

			Mid-stroke, I felt the dildo fall from my ass. There was a crashing sound. Domina started to laugh and all attention was diverted toward my co-star, who needed help pulling herself up off the floor. I was still tied to the table, so I couldn’t see what happened. I was told that she slipped in a puddle of lubricant and landed on her back. 

			Yasmine wasn’t injured. The worst she had to worry about was ending up on Domina’s private spoof collection. But it was okay. No one took themselves too seriously. We’d done nothing artistic, nothing profound. Just porn. When the shoot was over, we went our separate ways.

			A week later, I was back in my hometown, practicing for one of my band’s last shows. I got a call, asking if I’d spend a week in the Napa Valley for a shoot. One of Domina’s guys bailed last minute and she needed a replacement. I was offered more money than I’d ever made in a month. The decision wasn’t hard to make.

			When the coffee shop managers and bookstore owners called back about my applications, I politely told them to fuck off. If I was going to kiss someone’s ass for a living, I preferred it not to be a figure of speech.

			Not the First Time, but Close

			2005

			He placed a photo album on the table in front of me. There were pictures of naked women inside. They lay beside pools and couches, perched themselves on top of cars and erections. 

			The photos looked grainy, which I found odd. I’d never seen pornography shot on actual film.

			The man said that the pictures were displayed in chronological order; to flip to the back to see his more mature work.

			I did as he said. There was a yellow tint smeared across all of the images. Each model sported a full patch of pubic hair. Maybe some had been trimmed. He said that they were all shot last year in 2004. 

			He said I had the perfect look and then asked how old I was. I said, “Nineteen.” He said most guys who replied to his ad were at least a decade older. It sounded like a compliment, but he still needed proof. He wanted to see my abs before he turned on the camera.

			Standing behind the lens, he asked me more questions: my best sexual experience, what I love about a woman’s body, and how often I jerk off in any given week. I tried my best to lie for every answer. 

			“Do you want to watch gay or straight porn?” 

			It felt like a trick question, but I said, “Straight,” without hesitation.

			He put a disc in his DVD player and left the camera rolling as I unbuttoned my pants. 

			“I’ll fast-forward to the good parts,” he said. 

			When he pressed play, some girl was getting fucked in two holes at once. All I could see were stiff poles of meat, sliding and stretching skin. It was enough to get my cock hard. But closing my eyes might have done the same. 

			I spat in my palm and rubbed the saliva around my erection. When I looked bored, he told me to turn around and spread my ass. “The casting guys need to see this stuff,” he said. 

			I was obedient. I even arched my back to make my ass look more inviting. 

			“Are you close?”

			“Yeah, sure.”

			“I’ll pay you a hundred dollars extra to finish in my mouth.”

			Proper girls used to make men buy them a ring before they put out. I’m sure they never thought of themselves as whores.

			I demanded nothing. The money was simply offered to me in exchange for dropping my spunk in something more grateful than a tissue.

			Of course, I let him swallow me, lick my ass, and finger the hole. I wondered if it was my calling in life: to be slightly misled into exchanging my pleasure for someone else’s.

			Amateurs

			2005

			It was my third job through Craigslist. Despite the residential address, it seemed less sketchy than I was prepared for. There were other models, five to be exact. Some had flown up from San Diego. The rest lived nearby, in the outskirts of San Francisco. 

			I was told to wait downstairs until it was my turn. “You can watch TV if you want,” said the first-time director. “Help yourself to whatever’s in the fridge.” 

			I took a seat on the couch and watched a young man pace the room. Then I watched another stare him down. “Mmm,” said the gawker, licking his lips. “What’s your name, honey?” 

			The pacer said, “What?” 

			“We’re working together, right?” asked the gawker. 

			“I thought this was just solo stuff.” 

			“I’ll be here tomorrow,” said the gawker. 

			“Oh yeah. Me too,” said the pacer. “Jerry.” He sort of pointed to himself. 

			“Sebastian.” The gawker crossed and uncrossed his legs. “And you?” The question was aimed at me. 

			“Uh… I’m Daniel.” 

			“Mhmm,” said Sebastian, his eyes still on Jerry. 

			The other guy in the room talked into his cell phone, so no one bothered him. Or I didn’t stick around long enough to see it happen. 

			A creak filtered through the noise of television and one-sided conversations. I saw the director at the top of some stairs. He looked at me and said, “You ready?” 

			•

			I sat on another couch. A camera pointed in my direction. “I’m going to ask you some questions,” said the director. “Then you jerk off for about ten minutes. When I have enough footage, I’ll let you know, and you can come whenever you want.” 

			“Cool,” I said. 

			“So…” He pressed a button on the camera. “What’s your name?” 

			“Daniel.” I used my middle name, because I hadn’t come up with anything else. 

			“Just Daniel? 

			“Yeah.” I shrugged and gave a sheepish smile. 

			“Okay. So are you gay, straight, or what, Daniel?” 

			“Whatever,” I said. “I guess I’m bi.” 

			“But you’ve been with boys?” 

			“Of course,” I said. 

			“Tell me about your first time with a boy.” 

			“I was…wait. Can I talk about that? I mean, because I was underage.” 

			“Don’t mention your age.” 

			“Okay.” I thought about it, and decided that it wasn’t interesting enough, or that it was too embarrassing. So I made up something more cliché: a story about fucking a boy at summer camp.

			“That’s hot,” said the director. “Do you get turned on thinking about it?” 

			“Yeah, I guess.” 

			“Does it make your cock hard?” 

			I nodded and unbuttoned my pants. The director mostly shut up, but I could hear his breath become an audible pant. He moved the camera across my body while I closed my eyes and leaned back. I stroked myself to past fantasies, destroying each one. From then on, I would associate them with the disembodied sound of a grunting cameraman. But it wasn’t so bad. They still made me come. 

			He said, “You’re amazing. Thank you.” 

			“No problem. Do you have a towel or something?” 

			He groped at his crotch once more, then said, “Yeah. I’ll be right back.”

			•

			The director asked me to spend the night because he wanted to shoot me for another video. “It’ll be more convenient for you,” he said. “The guys from San Diego are crashing downstairs, so you can sleep in my room if you want.” 

			“Oh.” 

			“I’m not trying to fuck you,” he said. “Promise. Although, it would be nice.” 

			“Sure,” I said, and my voice sounded like a question. 

			“You want to meet the boy you’re going to work with tomorrow? You can come with me to the airport.” 

			“Right now?” 

			“Yeah,” he said. “It’s a late flight. He missed the one before it.” 

			•

			We rode together in the director’s black sedan. “What are you into besides porn?” he asked. “Didn’t you say you were a student?” 

			“Uh huh,” I said. “I just transferred to UC Santa Cruz. I’m studying film.” It felt important to give the information to most everyone who hired me. I wanted to be viewed as something other than a dumb piece of ass.

			“Really?” he said. “You know, this company’s brand-new. I’m partnered with an investor, so we have the funding. But as you can probably tell, I don’t exactly know what I’m doing. We could use someone with the technical know-how.” 

			“I just started too,” I said. “But I might be interested down the line.” 

			“I’ll hold you to that,” he said, though I’d promised nothing. “Let me know if you like this kid, okay? I found him through an escorting site. He’s from Portland. Really young…like you. This will be his first porn.”

			“A lot of newbies, huh?” 

			“What do you mean?” he asked. 

			“You, me…” 

			“It might turn into something special. You never know. I’d sure like to sell a lot of copies of this movie.” 

			•

			My scene partner, Brian, stood outside the baggage claim with nothing but a backpack. “Oh my God,” said Brian, as he entered the car. “I’m sorry I missed my flight, but my fucking stepdad just found out what I’m doing, which means he also just found out that I’m gay. So all my stuff’s in a dumpster somewhere. Gone.” 

			“He kicked you out?” I asked, surprised. 

			The director listened unaffected, as if he’d heard it all before. 

			“Yeah, but fuck that guy. Fuck him. Fuck that piece of shit,” said Brian. “I couldn’t care less. I don’t fucking want to live with him anyway.”

			“But you’re seriously homeless right now?” I said. 

			“Yeah, but do you hear what I’m saying? Fuck him.” Brian seemed to calm down, and we shifted the conversation to small talk. He asked, “Do you think we could go out tonight? I’ve never been to San Francisco, and I want to do something fun.” 

			“I’m probably going to sleep,” said the director. “But if one of the models wants to drive, I guess I’ll loan you guys the car.” 

			“I’m totally broke, though,” said Brian, pouting. 

			“I could probably give you some money,” said the director. By the look on his face, he was more enamored than concerned. By the look of everything else, I concluded that he was just rich. 

			“What’s going on tonight?” asked Brian. He seemed like he was talking to me. “Like, what are your favorite clubs?” 

			“I don’t really go to clubs.” 

			•

			Sebastian drove, because he was the oldest and actually had a license. Plus, he said, “I’m up here all the time for shoots, so I know all the good places in the Castro.” 

			What Sebastian didn’t know was that neither Brian nor I were twenty-one yet. Every club he suggested wouldn’t let us through the door. Brian’s night on the town devolved into drinking milkshakes at Hamburger Mary’s, complaining, and pawing at my cock underneath the table. Sometimes I pawed back, or kissed his mouth, even though it made Sebastian look pissed and bored. Probably because his crush hadn’t come along. 

			“We’re leaving,” said Sebastian. 

			Brian complained some more. But he was all talk. His feet walked as fast as ours, and he offered no resistance when I pushed him into the car.

			By the time we made it back to the director’s house, it was 3:00 a.m. Brian woke the director by jumping on his bed. “Can I sleep here?” he asked. 

			“What?” said the director, delirious, as if he believed that he was still in a dream. Brian slid under the covers before the man could answer. Soon enough, they were snoring. 

			I retired to a pile of bedding that had been laid out on the floor. Another boy found me in the dark and started shoving his hands beneath my underwear. I felt for his chest and stomach, trying to figure out who he was. His skin was slightly pudgy, not like the San Diego models. So I wasn’t really sure what to call him. Maybe “Ghost” was appropriate. The house seemed to spawn boys like some portal to a gay dimension.

			But I was tired and not in the mood. I pushed the boy off of me and worked my way down the stairs. Sunlight reflected off the window just as I fell asleep. 

			•

			The sound of a blender woke me up. Most everyone else was milling around in boxers or pajama bottoms. Some were eating breakfast, others watching TV. The boy with a remote spotted me yawning, and he turned up the volume on a Saturday morning cartoon. 

			“Protein shake?” asked Sebastian, holding the blender loose in his hand.

			“I’ve got fruit, and cereal, and eggs and sausage too,” said the director, poking his head out from behind the refrigerator door. 

			“I’m not picky,” I said. Then, “When are we shooting?” 

			“When everyone’s ready. Or when you, Brian, Sebastian, and Jerry are ready. Only two scenes today.” 

			“Okay,” I said. “Can I have some eggs?” 

			Brian’s voice preceded him down the stairs. “I totally forgot to get my ass waxed before the shoot.” As soon as he hit the kitchen floor, he was perched at the director’s feet like some sad puppy dog. 

			“Seriously?” said the director. 

			“I want to look my best.” 

			“I’ll get my wallet,” said the director. “What do you need? Fifty bucks?”

			“Maybe,” said Brian. “Where’s the closest salon?” 

			•

			We were packed into the back of the director’s sedan. Brian said, “We need to stop at a Whole Foods. The guy who waxed my ass said that if I don’t get this lotion, I’ll break out in a rash. I have, like, forty minutes. That’s it.”

			“We’re already behind,” said the director. “If Sebastian and Jerry go first, you can walk to Whole Foods. Daniel?” He flashed me a worried look. “Can you go with Brian?”

			“Sure,” I said. 

			We pulled into a small hotel parking lot. The director told everyone to wait inside the car. “I don’t want them to know what we’re doing. I’ll figure out where our room is, and you guys come out one at a time. Otherwise, it looks like we’re having a party. Or, you know, shooting a porno.”

			“What about my lotion?” asked Brian. 

			“Wait a fucking minute,” said the director. 

			We sat in silence until we were allowed to enter the hotel room. The director asked me to help him set up his lighting equipment, which consisted of one four-paneled Kino Flo. Then he pulled out his wallet. “How much does the lotion cost?” he asked Brian. 

			“I know the name of it. Not how much it costs.” 

			“You need anything?” the director asked me. 

			“I’m kind of hungry,” I said, because it was true and I wanted some of his money, too. 

			The director handed me several bills. “I want you to hold on to this. And bring me the change. I want change, got it?” 

			“Yeah.” 

			“Lotion and food,” he said. “That’s it.” The shoot hadn’t even started and he was beginning to sweat. 

			•

			“So, where do you plan to live after this?” I asked Brian on our walk to Whole Foods. 

			“I don’t know.” He looked at me and smiled. “Where do you live?” 

			“In a dorm room.” 

			“If I stay in San Francisco, will you visit me?” 

			I couldn’t figure out if he was joking, but I shrugged and told him, “Sure.” 

			“You should give me your phone number,” he said and skipped ahead. 

			•

			We purchased the lotion, along with some sandwiches and Odwalla drinks. Brian bummed a cigarette off a guy standing in front of the store.

			“Oh shit,” said Brian. “What time is it?” 

			“I don’t know.” 

			“It’s already been forty minutes, huh?” He looked worried. “Can you rub this stuff on my ass?” 

			“Right here?” 

			“We’ll go behind some bushes,” he said. 

			“Where do you see bushes?” I asked him. 

			“Fuck, we have to run.” Brian took off, and I did my best to catch up.

			•

			The models were on separate beds, naked. They had scowls on their faces. The director was covered in more sweat. His camera rested on his stomach. 

			“What’s going on?” I asked. 

			One of the models stretched out his limp cock. 

			“No one has wood,” said the director. “You guys ready to go? I need to shoot something.” 

			Brian lathered himself in lotion and asked, “Does my ass look red? I’m scared it’s already happened.” 

			“Looks fine,” said the director. “Just tell me if you’re ready.” 

			“Let me smoke a cigarette,” said Brian. “Does anybody have a lighter?”

			•

			I felt nervous and depleted, so it took a while to get me going. And when I diverted the attention from my own limp cock, Brian said, “I just want you to fuck my ass. I don’t like blow jobs. I mean, I like giving them. Fuck. You understand, right?” I nodded and he continued to suck me off, putting his hands on my chest and tugging at my nipple rings. Eventually, I stiffened up and fucked his mouth. Then I slipped on a condom and pushed myself in and out of his ass. He came while riding me reverse cowboy. I pulled out and shot a load on his chest.

			“We have something,” said the director. “What about you guys?” He turned to the San Diego models. “Feeling better?

			“I’m ready,” said Sebastian, bent over and spreading.

			Jerry looked at his partner’s naked hole. “Yeah, I guess so.”

			“Do you want to shoot this?” the director asked me. “It will give you some film school practice, right?”

			I shrugged. “Can I take a shower first?”

			•

			I was clean and held the camera. “So, where did you guys leave off?”

			“We didn’t really start,” said the director. “If they can’t get hard, just film them pretending to have sex.”

			“Okay.” I steadied the camera as much as possible while the two models writhed on the bed. They looked exhausted and bored.

			“Can we come now?” asked Sebastian. 

			“Okay, okay, how are we going to do this?” said the director.

			“I have an idea,” I said. It included fake ejaculation mid-oral-sex. The boys pretended to come in each other’s mouths. Then I used some of the only tools I’d learned in film school: continuity and cheap special effects. “Sebastian, put some of Brian’s leftover lotion in your mouth and let it dribble out like cum. Then you, Jerry, put your cock back in his mouth. Act like you just shot your load.”

			“If you were a real director, I’d hate working for you,” said Sebastian.

			“Well, I’m not,” I said. “Just do it.”

			“He’s right,” said the director, as if he’d had an epiphany. “That’ll probably edit together really well.”

			“Fine, fine. I just want to go home,” whined Sebastian. He put the lotion on his tongue and cringed.

			Afterward, the director ordered pizza and hid in the back of the room while the rest of us ate.

			“I’ve been a part of worse shoots,” said Sebastian. “With good marketing, I think this movie could still sell really well.”

			“Thanks,” said the director, “but…” He didn’t finish his sentence. By the time the sweat dried on his forehead, he said, “You know what? Maybe you’re right.” A grin grew on his face and stayed there for a while. It seemed like evidence of a hopeful dream.

			“My car’s still at your place,” I said.

			“Just a little longer,” said the director. His eyes darted between us, from body to body, across each canvas of skin. “Don’t worry.” He slumped back in his chair. “I’ll get you home. Just wait a little longer.”

		

	
		
			LOVE I

			The Fire and the Thaw

			2006–2009

			I’d just been tied, whipped, and fucked over the course of three hours. My skin was slick with sweat and silicone lubricant. Beneath the scent of Purell hand sanitizer, I could make out semen, leather, and rope. I didn’t shower because I had somewhere to be, a desk to sit in, and an essay to write on television texts and critical theory.

			I sat in an office on the third floor of the Fetisynth headquarters, tapping my feet, and waiting for my check to be signed. If I could get out of there within fifteen minutes, I could make it—even with traffic.

			The production manager approached. “I’d like to introduce you to someone,” she said and motioned toward the young woman who stood beside her. “Daniel, this is…”

			“Jean D’Arc,” said the young woman. She extended her hand.

			“Jean’s also talent,” said the production manager.

			We exchanged some pleasantries.

			“Is it weird that I came in early just to meet you?” asked Jean.

			I didn’t know what to say.

			“I saw you on ToppedBoundBoys.com, and…” She said something about browsing the list of male models and deciding on two that she’d be willing to work with (i.e. fuck). I guess I was one of them. 

			It was the first time I’d met anyone who’d admitted to watching my porn, and it kind of freaked me out. I’d imagined old, unhappily married men hiding in basements and jerking off to the stuff. Not a girl. Definitely not an attractive one.

			“I have to go,” I said and wished that I’d uttered something more polite before it.

			The production manager handed me a check. I gave a short wave and ran out the door. 

			•

			The rest of my day consisted of driving, writing two thousand words on postmodern media, taking a shower, and then retiring to the confines of my dorm room. Like most kids my age, I browsed the array of social networking sites I belonged to. Out of curiosity, I searched for the girl I met in the office. She wasn’t hard to find.

			Jean D’Arc had more friends on MySpace than there were people in the town I grew up in. Scratch that. The county I grew up in. Her profile described her as an “Internet phenomenon.”

			I scanned her interests and found that she listened to one of my favorite metal bands, liked some of my top-ten movies, and was actually straight edge.

			I’d yet to find anyone at my university who, like me, completely abstained from substance abuse. The fact that I’d coincidentally run into a teetotaling porn star completely blew my mind. Especially one who shared common interests. Especially one who wanted to fuck me. It felt like I’d been led through a gold mine and had never bothered to look up.

			I typed out a brief message, in which I apologized for my awkward behavior. It ended with something trite and pointless, like, “It was really nice to meet you.” I hit send and considered the likelihood that she would never read it, much less respond.

			But she did. Jean even sent me her AOL Instant Messenger screen name. We chatted intermittently over the next few nights. Information was exchanged. Some was expository: she lived in Los Angeles; I lived in Santa Cruz. Some of it was flirtatious. Some of it was photographic evidence: my cock; her cunt. She gave me her phone number and the date of her next trip to the Bay Area. I committed both to memory.

			•

			The day of Jean’s arrival, I shot a spread for Freshman Magazine in the small town of Guerneville. The scenario was simple: I bathed in a river, stripped out of my wetsuit, and jerked off. Then I went back to a house in the woods, took a shower, and jerked off some more.

			The drive back to San Francisco took about an hour, most of which I spent leaving voicemails on Jean’s phone and counting down the minutes before I felt it appropriate to leave more.

			Eventually, she called me to say that her shoot ran overtime. I could meet her at Fetisynth Studios in about thirty minutes.

			I arrived early, so I parked my truck and waited in the alley that ran behind the building. Someone approached. He looked dirty and was probably homeless. “You work here?” he asked me.

			I shook my head, “No,” but he didn’t seem to believe me.

			“My dick is huge,” said the man, as if it were some sort of interview. “When I smoke crack, my dick grows thirteen inches.”

			I walked several feet in the opposite direction and tried to ignore him. But he filled the gap between us. He fumbled with the zipper on his pants, and suddenly his cock was out. I pretended that I didn’t notice. Then he pulled a crack pipe from his pocket and set the rock aflame.

			“Oh my God.” I was aware it wasn’t the most appropriate reaction, but I couldn’t stop myself from laughing. Thankfully, Jean found it the perfect moment to text me. She let me know that she was waiting out front.

			I excused myself and left the homeless man flopping his penis in the air.

			•

			When I saw Jean, she and I were wearing pretty much the same thing: skinny jeans, Converse, and black hooded sweatshirts. She looked beautiful, but I didn’t know how to tell her.

			My hands were stuffed in my pockets, and I fumbled with my words. We didn’t hug each other or even shake hands. I told her the story of the penis and the crack pipe and hoped that it would break the ice. Maybe it did. She laughed a little and suggested that we eat at a restaurant down the street.

			The diner was called Mel’s and it sported a retro fifties theme, complete with mini-jukeboxes at each table. Jean made fun of me for not being able to recognize most of the songs. She was only six years older than me, but the breadth of her musical knowledge extended far before I was born. I was almost embarrassed at how little I knew outside my own generation. But at least I was familiar with all the new shit.

			Jean called attention to how unusually quiet I was and that when I did speak, my voice was barely audible. Her point was that I was shy, which seemed like a strange attribute for a pornographic model. But it wasn’t an accusation. She seemed to think I was cute.

			Jean explained that she was also shy—in her own way. What other reason would she have for spending so much time on the Internet, amassing her MySpace empire? It was a form of solidarity, and so I followed her back to her room.

			•

			We both wore the stench of our daily routine. So we took showers, separately. Then we sat on the hotel bed and talked for a while. It was obvious that I wanted to kiss her. 

			I knew that she was filmed just hours ago, sucking cock and getting whipped. But something about her made me feel like I was still fifteen years old. My stomach churned with anxiety and I watched, blurry-eyed, for the cue to move in. It never occurred to me that her green light had been on the entire time.

			“Are you going to make out with me?” she asked. The question was foolproof. Even I couldn’t stumble.

			I grabbed her face and something in me came alive. My motivation was transparent. There was no promise of financial exchange. I was consumed by my own desire.

			At the end of thirty minutes, we’d tasted more than each other’s mouths.

			“Do you want to fuck me?” she asked, and my cock rested on her lips.

			I nodded, eagerly.

			“I don’t usually have sex on the first date,” she said, which sounded like the night could be an exception. I kissed her once more and pushed myself between her legs.

			Then I proved that I was still a boy. I pumped once or twice and jumped backward, and clutched my cock in my hand. My palm became a makeshift barrier and caught the spurts of semen that dripped through my fingers and fell to the floor.

			I apologized on principle. But there was an extra ounce of shame that came with the fact that I was supposed to be good at sex. I mean, I did it for a living—even if the work wasn’t consistent.

			Jean laughed, but not hard, and not for very long. And maybe—though I didn’t believe it—not at me. Words were shared, my mess was cleaned up, and somehow, we were back to kissing. She transformed the moment in such a way that my embarrassment was almost erased.

			•

			I shot my first student film: an experimental narrative on the topics of feminist film theory and literary masochism. The finished product was uploaded to YouTube and emailed to Jean.

			She sent me an instant message, letting me know that she had watched the video. It turned me on, she wrote. You’re so fucking smart. Then she typed, I showed it to this porn director. He says he likes the color correction.

			Who’s the director? 

			He calls himself Leom McFry. Like Liam McFrei from that DC hardcore band. He’s going to put me in his next movie.

			I wanted to know the name of the film and the exact date of its release. Because it was the kind of thing that would tide me over between her visits; the kind of thing that made me proud of her.

			The way she performed in the movie reminded me that Jean wasn’t doing porn to get through school or save money until she could figure out what to do with her life. Porn was her chosen profession. And each film she was cast in marked another notch of success. She was the type of girl who wasn’t supposed to exist. She had sex for money because it made her feel good, not because she was strung out or recovering from abuse. And while that in and of itself seemed pretty revolutionary, she turned me onto something else that I never knew existed.

			The director, Leom, had developed a niche market of the industry called Alt Porn. He got an idea in his head that a younger generation of consumer might want to watch a younger generation of performer. And not just another blonde, big-titted bimbo who happened to be eighteen. He cast punks, ravers, goths, and other less-obvious specimens of subculture, cut the smut together like art films, and layered it with soundtracks from independent bands—ranging in genre from electronica to black metal. 

			Jean and I didn’t exactly look like punks, though we had both grown up in our own aggressive music scenes. Our ink and piercings were minimal, but we were more or less what Leom was looking for. 

			I flew to Los Angeles one weekend to hang out with Jean, and she introduced me to the Alt Porn pioneer.

			He looked different from the hand-drawn pictures on his website. I was actually mistaken for Leom at a nearby adult video store because I was the image of his caricature: young and thin with dyed black hair and a shaggy cut. But the real Leom McFry was thirty years old, with rectangular glasses, Vans sneakers, and a black zip-up jacket. He was a Cal Arts graduate and the ex-drummer of a Southern California death metal band.

			I didn’t say much when we met. He and Jean did most of the talking. There was mention of the film he had just finished, Neu Wave Hookers, and talk of an upcoming project called Girls Lie.

			•

			Neu Wave Hookers was the first porn film that I purchased. Partly, it was so that I could jerk off to Jean when I couldn’t see her in person. But I also wanted proof that my work could have some clout. The movie was actually fun to watch if I wasn’t masturbating. I was even allowed to present it in front of my university class. It elevated porn to art, which elevated sex to a form of self-expression. The same kids who raised their fists at rallies and hardcore shows could make true their claims of “make love, not war.” And what’s more, they could be paid for such small acts of rebellion.

			Someone else would profit from the material, but the man always profited. The kids just wanted their community. At least, that’s what I wanted.

			I didn’t have to look far. We found a director named Alex Voltage in San Francisco. He was a bohemian city-dweller searching for young, sexy people to cast in couple-friendly porn that was well produced and spiced with rock ‘n’ roll. He was searching for people like us.

			Alex rented a honeymoon suite at a place called The Victorian for me and Jean to fuck in. When the camera rolled, we spit, choked, slapped, and licked cum from each other’s faces. We said, “I love you,” because it was true, but also to get the point across. We were not our father’s stag film. Our acts were not those of misogyny or degradation. We were young, pissed, and passionate. A slap to the face just reminded us that we were alive.

			•

			Alex let us spend the night in the suite. Acts of generosity, like his, were how Jean and I funded our burgeoning long-distance relationship. We stayed in hotels and model apartments purchased by the companies that hired us. Sometimes, if we were really desperate, we paid for one ourselves.

			Jean booked us an evening at the Hotel des Arts so that we could see each other on our own time. A different artist had designed each room. Jean said that her ex-boyfriend painted one. She told me that his artist name was Ripped Creature and that he was a douche.

			Our room was not painted by Ripped Creature. It felt important to me. Not that exclusivity was a problem, but I would rather the designs of a past lover not stare down at us in bed. I preferred the colorful skulls that lined our walls and the wings that spread out from behind them.

			At the Hotel des Arts, we stayed in bed all night and most of the following day. For twenty-four hours, my life was like a dream. I had sex, slept, and rolled around with my greatest infatuation. I stared out the window at a bustling city street and took a five-minute stroll to eat Thai food amongst mere mortals—I called them such because I felt elevated, like a lesser god or a titan, perched in his tower. I didn’t know what I’d done to deserve such luxury at twenty years old. But the answer seemed simple: I’d become an idealist and a whore. And the luxury: it was all relative.

			•

			A phone call reached me days, or weeks, later. The man on the other line was Leom McFry’s producer. He said that Jean told him about our scene in San Francisco. She’d convinced him that I could keep my dick hard on camera. He wanted to fly me to Los Angeles to be in Leom’s next movie. I accepted with gratitude.

			My flight landed at the Burbank Airport around 8:00 a.m., but there was no one to pick me up. When I managed to wake my driver, it was still hours before I was needed. Someone dropped me off at Jean’s apartment, and I crawled into bed with her until the early afternoon.

			I tossed around in half sleep, took a shower, and was whisked away to the desert by a van full of pornographers. Of course, Leom was one of them. There was a still photographer named Rocktavio, who claimed to be passing a kidney stone. The driver’s name was Damien, and there was another girl, Stephanie, who introduced herself as a production assistant. She mostly drank beer and let the crew grope her when she started to feel buzzed. The only other passenger was a young, freckled blonde named Caitlin, whom I was supposed to fuck later.

			We stopped at a modest-looking home in Lancaster to get a few shots of Caitlin riding a bike. Leom told me that they filmed a sex scene there the day prior, because it was a drug dealer’s house and the inside of it looked the way one might expect. “You can’t buy that kind of production design,” he said while Stephanie went inside to buy some pills.

			Once back in the van, Stephanie popped something blue and pill-shaped into her mouth. She fed lollipops, wrapped in some kind of medical packaging, to Leom and Rocktavio. Caitlin took a lot of pictures for her blog. Leom filmed the passing street signs with his video camera.

			We visited a liquor store, a tattoo shop, a trailer park, and a small desert hotel set where everything was fake, including the bathrooms. Leom filmed the sunset while we ate. Then I sat on the edge of the pool with Caitlin, held her hand, and listened to her muse about a fictional, burnout boyfriend. She hid many things from the man, including her job. I knew it because the next scenario we shot took place at a chronologically earlier time. It entailed the following:

			I picked her up beside a dumpster and took her back to my hotel room. I explained how I’d never been with a girl before. She asked if I was a virgin, and I said, “No, I’ve mostly just been with guys.” She said that I wasn’t allowed to put my cock in her ass. I agreed. We rubbed each other’s thighs, made out, and things went on from there.

			I ejaculated in Caitlin’s mouth at around four in the morning. We escaped the location before anyone noticed that Rocktavio vomited all over the fake toilet.

			•

			Jean was kind of upset when I arrived back at her apartment. It was too much for me to handle, because I’d been awake for more than a day. But I realized, soon enough, that she’d just been worried.

			“I was calling at midnight, then two, and then four in the morning. I thought something happened to you.”

			My explanation was sincere. My phone had run out of battery, or I had forgotten to look at it. Jean’s anger dissolved. I apologized and fell asleep with my arms around her.

			•

			A month later, it was my turn to worry. I flew to Los Angeles to shoot a video with a cute “scene” girl from the Midwest. Unfortunately, it was the same day that Jean had to shoot in San Francisco. It was like we were trading places.

			I listened to my voicemail once my shoot was over. There was a message from Jean. She sounded like she was in pain and said something about being in the hospital.

			I called her immediately.

			Jean said that she was okay, but that the doctors were still doing some tests. She said that her shoot started fine, but the penetration gave way to something sharp and searing in her gut. The doctors thought it was a bladder infection, which turned out to be true.

			Someone from the porn crew in LA agreed to take me to the airport so that I could wait for Jean. I used her car to drive us back to her apartment, and I extended my stay until she was nursed back to health. It was the first time that I actually took care of another person without necessity, grudge, or ulterior motive. I really wanted to be there, to make sure that she would be okay. It made me realize that I wanted to be there anyway.

			There were plenty of reasons. Flying out of town on a regular basis was exhausting, especially as a full-time student. Jean was a huge factor. Plus, it seemed like I could actually make some sort of living doing porn while I was in college. And I studied film, so Los Angeles seemed like the place to be.

			•

			It was late in the academic year, and there was only one film school in Southern California still accepting transfer applicants for the fall semester. I crossed my fingers and went for it.

			My GPA was high enough and I was kind of in love, so I jumped the gun before I found out whether or not I’d been accepted. My mother lent me some money, and I packed my truck to move down south. Then I found out that my transcripts were never mailed, and that it may have had something to do with the fact that my university chancellor had stolen a bunch of money and killed herself. The office staff was in disarray.

			So I found myself in Los Angeles, surrounded by an air of uncertainty. I had a girlfriend, an apartment, but no immediate goals, except—I guess—do more porn. It was all I had before I went back to school.

			•

			The work was not abundant. I was cast primarily in Alt Porn movies and amateur productions. Most every other company was hesitant to try out a new guy, and the reason made sense enough to me. Regardless of sexual prowess, most men weren’t confronted by an array of lights, or with a cameraman hovering over their shoulders. Most men didn’t have to pause mid-stroke for photographs. And most didn’t have to keep their dicks hard while fucking women they weren’t attracted to, women who simply didn’t want to be there. Maybe most women weren’t used to porn, either, but at least they could fake their arousal.

			Like most men who tried, I had trouble getting used to mainstream porn. I had my fair share of failures—moments where I believed that I wasn’t cut out for the business. The crews in Los Angeles weren’t as supportive as the ones up north. But Jean was always there to encourage me along. 

			It was strange to hear my girlfriend say, “It’s not your fault,” when I’d come home from a day of up-and-down erections. “She’s just ugly,” Jean would say. Or, “That girl’s a bitch. Any guy would struggle.”

			Her intentions were good, and at each moment of defeat, they did wonders to move me along. But porn was a job. Like any job, it took time to learn the skills, tricks, and rhythm of what was required. Whatever body was put in front me, I had to figure out a way to fuck it. I had to ejaculate within moments of being told and learn to like it. I had to become a catalyst for others’ fantasies, regardless of whether  or not they matched my own.

			•

			A streak of success worked its way into my life, and I was all too eager to share it with Jean. She congratulated me on my ability to fuck other women, and I congratulated her on her increasing level of stardom.
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