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			The woman inspects her hand. She holds it away from her face and looks at it as if it does not quite belong to her, as if its history is something she has read. Thirty-two years before, the hand had gone into her mouth regularly.

			—BEN GREENMAN, “Her Hand (Atlanta, 2015)”
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			Chapter One

			Modeling and Recreational Sex

			“FIGURE MODELS NO EXPERIENCE NECESSARY
WORLD MODELING…”

			This was the ad. I was dissecting the classified section of the Los Angeles Daily News. The paper was spread out all over the carpet of my studio apartment. I was living in a raunchy part in Hollywood. Transvestite prostitutes worked the street outside my window. It was three in the afternoon. I read each of the ads twice, desperately searching for my next potential workplace failure and limiting my focus to any job not requiring previous experience. I kept coming back to this one: World Modeling. The word scared me though, modeling. Who exactly did I think I was, responding to a modeling ad? 

			I hung up on the guy who answered the first time I dialed this so-called World Modeling office. I gathered the guts to speak and tried again. I hadn’t expected a guy to be answering the phone at a modeling agency. The smooth-operating actor’s voice on the other end told me to come in for a consultation, if I was interested.

			“Just like that?” I said. “Don’t you want to know what I look like first? I could be five hundred pounds for all you know.”

			“It doesn’t matter. Just come into our office, and we’ll talk more about it. I can explain more when you get here.” His voice was so overtly persuasive that it struck me as suspiciously sleazy.

			I was nervous. This was a stupid idea. They’re going to say no. Definitely. Maybe they will say something worse. I’ll be a laughing stock. Long after I leave their offices, they’ll still be joking about how I came in to apply. What if they told me I was too short? Or too fat! Not once in my life has anyone told me I could be a model. It was an entirely far-fetched dream for a girl as average as me, medium in every way. I was neither tall nor gorgeous, big-eyed nor buxom…I would call myself cute, at best.

			As I drove down the 101, the thought occurred to me: Maybe I could just model my feet. My feet look pretty good. But then I remembered the hair on my toes. And my second toe is noticeably longer than my big toe. Models have to be perfect, right? No modeling agency would give me a shot in hell. It would end in disappointment. 

			On the Van Nuys exit, I began to brace myself for the blow. I rehearsed what I was going to say when these people told me, “Sorry, you just don’t have the right requirements to be a model. Come back when you’ve grown about a foot taller, midget!”

			But, oh, how I needed a job! I’d been fired, asked to quit, and just plain not shown up (my favorite technique) for my last four jobs, all in only five months time. I’d recently quit Moorpark Community College after already dropping out of art school in San Francisco, had moved out of my aunt and uncle’s home in Thousand Oaks, and I was on my own. I hated Thousand Oaks. It was stale, and all of the people in it were stale. Going to class seemed like a waste. I wanted to figure out all the answers to life on my terms. I knew where I could find them. I moved to Hollywood. What can I say. I was young.

			I fantasized about being a Hollywood burnout or a rock groupie, someone who eclipsed herself before the age of thirty. I was too young, perhaps too shallow, to understand anything beyond skin-deep attraction and barfly philosophies. Work was not my number one priority in life. Going out, partying, and having fun came before anything else. And my idea of having fun consisted of experimenting with drugs and having sex with older men. Even if they weren’t conventionally handsome, I always found something appealing about the older guys I slept with. Anything from the way their musky armpits smelled to an out-of-state accent. There was no rhyme or reason to my selection. Most of them were one-night stands, unless they had a big dick. I liked that. 

			Ever since high school, I was really into one-night-only sexual encounters. It could be as little as a make-out session or a blowjob. I loved meeting new men and going off somewhere to have sex. I never thought of it as “giving it up.” I got something out of it, too. Instead of orgasms, I received knowledge. I was learning about men’s bodies, and I was learning about my own body. Sex gave me a feeling of power. Sex is power. Sex made me feel pretty, wanted, needed, and smart. I did all I could to make those feelings stronger.

			I have never been good at hiding my feelings—or ignoring them—and one thing I felt for certain was that the traditional service industry—waitressing, secretarial work, even lobbying/political activism—was not for me.

			The modeling agency was on Van Nuys Boulevard in Sherman Oaks. I’d envisioned a tall, professional building with sleek, tinted glass on the outside. Imagining it, I could almost smell the spacious, fashionably decorated lobby, the waiting area full of headshots and résumés. I parked on the street, looking for it. I was so full of nervous energy that I forgot to pay the meter. 

			The building—the building in my mind—was not there. Instead, the door to World Modeling led up some ratty carpeted stairs above a corridor between two other equally questionable businesses. I couldn’t even ascertain what kind of establishments they were. The signs on the building’s façade were too old and faded. I had noticed an adult video shop on the corner. Sherman Oaks sounds nice, but Van Nuys Boulevard is still Van Nuys Boulevard: a good place to disappear to if you want to run away from home and live a miserable life. Ride the bus and do heroin.

			I was wearing a cute little lavender dress and heeled sandals. I felt pretty. My skin was clear. Twenty year old, fresh-faced Oriana Rene Small. I took a deep breath before I opened the door to the suite.

			Instead of inhaling an atmosphere of professional paper scents—magazine proofs and photographers’ contact sheets—I took in a breath of cigarette smoke mingled with layers of dust and grime. Meekly, I pushed the door all the way open and found myself wrong on all counts about absolutely everything I’d imagined this to be. Covering every inch of wall space were pictures of female porno stars. Porn movie posters proudly and loudly blanketed the entire office. Several of them blazoned “Nikita Denise.” It wasn’t a small place but was so full of tits, G-strings, made-up faces, and big flouncy hair that it seemed to be caving in. There was a disgusting, torn-up, shabby brown couch. Two people sat on it, young and immoral-looking. I wondered if this place also casted for Cops.

			An oily, tan-faced man behind one of the many desks welcomed me. He was the one I talked to on the phone: Tyler. My boyfriend’s name was Tyler. I cautiously sat down in a chair in front of his desk. If there was anything filthy or smelly on the seat, I didn’t want it sticking to me. I wished I could hover.

			“Oriana, a pleasure.” 

			“What kind of modeling is this, Tyler?”

			He looked at me in all seriousness. “Call me Ty. We do primarily adult casting.”

			“Is this PORN?” I wanted to be polite, but I was fucking freaking. The obvious was too strange here. My underarms soaked with sweat.

			“Yes. This is porn. If you want to get started, let me have a form of picture ID so I can make a copy. I,” he cleared his throat, “of course need to make sure that you’re at least eighteen years of age. Then, fill this out, and when you’re ready, we’ll go into the next room and take some Polaroids.”

			“You want me to take my clothes off? Here? Are you serious?” I didn’t like being naked in a doctor’s office.

			“Yeah, we’ll just be in that room, right over there,” he pointed. “We can shut the door, if you’d like.”

			There were two or three more men behind desks, carrying on with business calls. I shut my ears to what they were saying. Already, my conscience had to be cleared of this experience. I got up, clutching my purse and my stomach. I am abrupt by nature, but I didn’t even try to be polite. I was dizzy and fumbling. My face was completely red. I didn’t know what to say, how to react. All I could muster was the same awkward smile I always resort to in awkward situations. I felt shame just being in the presence of these people.

			“I’m sorry, I have to go. I can’t do this right now. I have to think about this. I…I have to talk about it with my boyfriend. I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to waste your time. His name is Tyler. Um, like yours. His name. My boyfriend’s name is Tyler. Ah, bye.”

			Guilt was leading into shock and my face burned with embarrassment. What have I done? I thought. This was wrong! Oh, I am such a bad person! I should have never come here, I repeated in my head over and over, hoping that would make the huge new scarlet letter “P” on my chest disappear. P for PORNOGRAPHY. However, it was not a simple guilt. I was ashamed partly because porn was supposed to be an evil, vile thing, but moreover, I was ashamed because deep down inside, it turned me on. Coinciding with my shock and surprise, I was allured. I don’t think I realized it as I shot out the door, eyes averted to everyone else’s in the room, but I was not going to be able to put this newly discovered world behind me.

			I fled the building, hurrying down the dingy stairway. I stepped out on the sidewalk, looking down and turning my head away from the cars on the street. I didn’t want anyone to see me leaving that place. The guy—Ty—the way he said “This is porn” so matter-of-factly, made me feel suddenly and completely ignorant. Of course some open-call advertisement in the very back of a city newspaper is not going to be for real models. “Figure modeling”—come on! I was just some medium-sized idiot with an outlandish hope that I could land a legitimate modeling job.

			No, it had to be something else for me. For some rare, minority breed of women, it’s the high fashion catwalk. For the rest of us, it’s porn.

			My stomach was a wreck. The nervousness made me sweat; my armpits were reeking over my Teen Spirit deodorant. I ran the last yards to my car in horror. In addition to a spasm of diarrhea threatening my bowels, I now had a motherfucking parking ticket. Tyler!—I frantically called my boyfriend while driving back from the valley. I must have sounded like someone who had narrowly escaped abduction. 

			I pulled my little white Toyota Corolla into the single parking spot at our apartment. Tyler was waiting for me outside, his big brown eyes wide with worry. The diarrhea was explosive. Everything—body and mind—was shaken up. I told Tyler about stumbling upon the porno agency. My shock was at a crescendo, and was complicated by my compulsion to share with Tyler my brewing revelation that I had to go back. I was flustered and confused about it all the way home. A darker side of me wanted to know more, more, more. I couldn’t understand exactly why at that time. All I knew was that I could not find out alone.

			“My god, baby. What happened?”

			Tyler was sweet, and I loved him more than I’d ever loved anyone before him. He loved me with the same intensity. He was for the most part a caring boyfriend, and he was sincerely alarmed at what appeared to be a serious trauma. How was I going to explain to him where I’d been without feeling stupid for thinking that it was a real modeling agency to begin with? Would he believe me? He might think I went on purpose!—and be disgusted, thinking I was a whore. I felt like I had auditioned to be a prostitute, just like the working girls outside our window. And how, above all else, could I explain the confusing and complex notion that the whole experience was turning me on? But I had to take that chance and tell him. This wouldn’t be the first time I would be found guilty of possessing a wandering eye. I’d been told already once before, “No more lies.”

			I had once cheated on Tyler, and I didn’t tell him or anyone else about it. I thought he would never know, and therefore it would never hurt him. We’d only been dating for about three months. He was so fucking sexy, slim, over six feet tall with a megawatt smile and big, pouty lips. He was the boy of my dreams. We moved in together only weeks after we first met at a gay club on Santa Monica Boulevard. It was love at first sight. I dumped the boyfriend I was with at the time over the phone the day after I met Tyler.

			Still, I cheated on him. I loved him. He was romantic, handsome, artistic, and charming. Before Tyler, I had never taken any relationship seriously. I was only twenty years old, and there were a lot of dudes around. My mom used to cheat on my dad, and she was a liar, too. It’s just part of being a woman, I thought.

			Tyler found out I fucked my ex because he read it in my diary. I didn’t think he was sneaky enough to do something like read my private diary. He must have had his suspicions. I wrote all about it and how bad, guilty, and good it felt to secretly fuck this other guy. The other man, my ex, had a big dick, and he was thirty-six years old. He was a kind of father figure. He loaned me the money to get into my Hollywood apartment, but he wasn’t a sugar daddy. He made me pay all of the money back in full. I’d promised Tyler I’d never cheat on or lie to him again. I had to tell him I was in Sherman Oaks talking to a porno agent, because the percolating excitement of it all made me feel as though I had cheated on him—the same mix of guilt and pleasure.

			“I saw an ad for models wanted in the Daily News. So, I went to their office today. I just went to talk to them, for a meeting, and so, I go in…and, well, it was…porn!” My voice was shaky, barely audible. I didn’t want to say it too loud. Someone in our building might hear.

			“Are you serious? You’re fucking kidding me! You swear?” He was smiling ear-to-ear and then busted out laughing. “No way!”

			I grabbed onto him, and he hugged me. He didn’t show disgust or call me a whore and he didn’t even accuse or suspect me of doing anything with the guys that worked at the agency. He wasn’t angry or condemning. He was happy. Thrilled. Ecstatic and excited, to be exact. He did think I went to audition for porn on purpose, and he was happy about it.

			“That’s so funny! Oh, you’re upset. It’s okay, don’t worry. So what? Okay, I believe you, you didn’t realize you were going to end up at a porn office. That’s great!”

			“Well, I don’t know what to think. I was scared shitless, but I can’t stop thinking about it. I mean, it’s porno.” After a lot of back and forth and false rationalizing of reasons why I would never do porn, I finally asked, “Do you think you would ever want to…do it? I wouldn’t do it by myself, not without you.” I looked down at the floor and fidgeted my foot from side to side. My eyes could barely meet his when I uttered the question. I was so embarrassed to ask this of Tyler, but my curiosity was mounting fast. I felt like I needed his permission, his approval. I always needed to bounce my ideas off of him, if only to gauge by his reaction if I was a bad person. Tyler had the truer heart of the two of us, and I felt a little inadequate with my own judgment. 

			“Yeah! Oh, my god, YES! Let’s do it! Let’s do porn!” It was as if I had just proposed marriage. And as with the quick and rash decisions of newlyweds, we just knew that everything was going to be awesome. 

			We were going to ruin our lives. Together.

			The thing is, porno was not too far removed from what we’d already been doing sexually, and maybe that’s why it seemed the next natural step—with no cause for debate—would be to videotape it. Long before I’d ever seen it in a porno movie, group sex was introduced to me by Tyler and his Norwegian rocker buddy, Colby. They’d presented the concept of double penetration with cheerleaders’ enthusiasm, and I’m a total pushover when it comes to a dare. I also didn’t want to be uncool, so I jumped into the wonderful world of DP. Everybody wins with a DP. Two guys can fuck a girl at once, and it’s virtually invented for girls who just can’t get enough cock. It became a weekend goal of ours to find an orgy. I thought that everyone in Hollywood did coke and got double penetrated.

			We would all take ecstasy and sniff lines of cocaine. I loved both of those drugs and was willing to do anything while I was on them. Getting fucked by Tyler and Colby at the same time was very cool—at the time. They both were good-natured, fun guys that everyone liked. They described themselves as erotic beings who knew everything about the makings of great sex. Tyler was beautiful, and Colby wasn’t so bad. He was tall and had white-blonde hair. I couldn’t say he was downright sexy, but he definitely had a look. His style was all about Von Dutch, and Tyler worshiped it. He was a former bass player in a number of local Hollywood bands, and he was obsessed with fucking lots of different women. Colby talked about the girls that he fucked all the time. He told us more than once that his record of girls fucked in one night was eleven. 

			What did I know about sexual confidence at twenty years old? Not a lot. I never thought I was hot enough or pretty enough for Tyler. I definitely didn’t feel hip enough to be a chick that Colby would be interested in. They were charming and always bragged about the hot chicks that had all fallen victim to their love. I ate all this shit up. Every word from their lips might as well have come straight from the Kama Sutra itself. When they fucked me at the same time, in my ass and in my pussy, and when I sucked their cocks simultaneously, I felt special. They wanted to do all this crazy stuff with me, and I was the crazy girl that was down for it. I was the sexy little nymph who could turn them on. I felt important.

			Yes, I felt important when Tyler and Colby double-penetrated me. Admitting it seems silly. This is the honest truth, though: I wanted to please them so badly. Validation from them was everything. All Tyler had to do was coax me a little, and I would have one cock in my mouth and get fucked by the other. Some nights there were more random guys that I really didn’t know, but Colby said they were cool. I trusted him, his opinion. Colby was the friend that Tyler looked up to the most. He idolized Colby. The fact that he loved to party with us had deep meaning for Tyler. 

			They first introduced the idea of DP as if it were this really trendy new energy drink or video game that I would just love. Never mind the fact that I didn’t play video games or that it was three in the morning. But I was game. If it meant we were still going to party, then I was up for anything.

			“You guys have never done a DP? Oh, shit! You have got to try it. It’s so much fun, and it feels really good! Ora, every girl who has ever done this with me loved it!” Apparently, Colby did them all the time in LA, and back home in Norway. He was smiling so much and was such a trusted friend. I just smiled back and sniffed a line, silently noting every time he mispronounced my name.

			“Well. What? I mean, I don’t know. How does that work? How is it possible? Won’t I just break open? I don’t think you both will fit.” I was puzzled about how much my small frame could actually accommodate. Probably a lot, I figured, since women smaller than me have babies. The ecstasy, coke, and booze made me feel like anything was possible. This was true.

			As soon as we started having this kind of sex, we just wanted to do it all the time. I ended up being pretty decent at taking two cocks at the same time. Each time it happened, the sex got rougher and dirtier. I started shoving my hand completely into my own mouth and down my throat. It had always felt good to do this when I was barfing up my food alone over the toilet, so I just incorporated the gratifying feeling of self-purging into our sex. Tyler, Colby, and the others would take turns putting their hands in, and then their cocks. We did so much coke that we would all get dry mouth. I solved the problem by reaching down my throat, producing enough saliva to rejuvenate even the most drug-parched tongue.

			After I had cheated on him, I began to ask Tyler to grab me and pull my hair. I started to want some pain during our sexual encounters. He smacked me in the face while I blew him. He never hit me hard with his hand, but he would with his cock. I craved the physical infliction because I felt bad about myself for my infidelity. I wanted to show Tyler that he was important to me, so I gave this power over to him.

			Once, I was face down on our bed, in our apartment, while high on ecstasy. All I wanted was for us all to be happy, having a good time. We all began fucking. Tyler was on one side of my ass, Colby on the other. I knew someone was in there, just not who. Tyler and Colby had decent sized penises, about seven inches each. Their dicks seemed identical to me, even though I constantly reassured Tyler that his was bigger and felt better. In my daze, I heard them giggling.

			“What are you laughing at?” I was going to get upset. Were they making a joke out of fucking me?

			“No, Ora. We have both of our dicks in your ass! It’s fucking great!”

			“Yeah, baby, this is amazing!” Both of them looked like pubescent boys who were seeing their first tit all over again. I smiled and giggled into my pillow.

			With all of the recreational sex and experimenting going on in our lives, I guessed Tyler and I were ready and willing to do porn. We both thought, Okay, let’s just try it out once and see how we feel. Tyler liked watching X-rated movies, but he didn’t need to watch them when we lived together. He didn’t even need to masturbate because I was there for him anytime he needed to fuck or get a blowjob.

			Tyler was the first guy to successfully have anal sex with me. I had always wanted it but never could execute it correctly. I first tried when I was seventeen, inspired by my mother’s copy of Henry Miller’s Quiet Days in Clichy, which, among other things, is about Mr. Miller fucking French prostitutes in the ass. I didn’t know it would be so tight, so I told the boy to shove it in. We were young and didn’t know a thing about lube or spit. My asshole was dry when the cock went in. It was so painful I passed out. Until Tyler, each attempt at anal was similar to the first. When I finally found someone who made it feel good, I was in love even more.

			Tyler and I had the same philosophy: a hedonistic approach to life. Just like any young girl does with her first love, I planned to be with Tyler forever. “Whatever,” we said to one another. “It’s just porn. So what? Let’s try anything. Let’s be open-minded and not limit ourselves to what might be out there. We might enjoy it.” This is just a small sampling of the rationale Tyler and I rolled through in order to put our minds at ease for trying porn. We needed to give ourselves the proper ration of bullshit excuses. We weren’t hurting anyone. No one had to know. It’s not a crime. It’s legal. We will do it together, to be safe. If we don’t like it we’ll leave and never come back. It was our secret. We’d look out for each other. I loved Tyler, and he loved me, so why not? It was crazy, but so were we.

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			Trent and Ashley

			I drove us back to World Modeling. This time I was going through that door with Tyler, whom I loved to the point of insanity. More than anything, I wanted to be just like him. Tyler was a true romantic that did not let silly things, like, oh, consequences, stop him from living every moment to its fullest. I had no idea what the physical standards were in porn, but I had seen VHS cover art shelving tapes as a video store clerk years before. The faces and bodies on those boxes looked ugly and crazy. I didn’t have a lot of confidence trying out to be a fashion model, but I knew I was definitely pretty enough for porn. Tyler was a good-looking guy. It felt like a joke between us, cakewalking into a porn casting interview.

			Ty, the agency guy, had us sit down and fill out paperwork. I was feeling much more at ease. My Tyler looked around with a huge smile on his face. The giant posters of the girls and their tits were ridiculous.

			Everyone else in that place took it all very seriously. Ty was not laughing with us, and neither were his coworkers, who remained busily focused on multiple telephones luring scores of faceless women on the other ends of the lines into spreading their legs on film for money. Tyler and I were a couple of Beavis and Butt-Heads, as if we were in a human development class encountering the word “vagina” for the first time. Not one sentence read or marked on those papers went without a “huhhuhhuhuh” from either one of us. My paper read: BLOW JOB_____, ANAL_____, DP_____, SWALLOW_____, GANG BANG_____, INTERRACIAL_____, and so on. 

			“What is this part? What do I put here next to FACIAL?” I was trying my hardest not to laugh. I knew what it meant. I just wanted someone to explain it to me out loud. It was too funny. 

			Ty let out a sigh and explained. “That is a list of what you’re willing to do on camera. The smart thing for a new girl to do is to start out doing solo stills for print work. After you’ve done all the magazines we can get for you, you move up to girl/girl stills and eventually boy/girl. Much later on in your career, you could consider doing anal, if that is something you decide. Oh, and don’t forget to mention if you have training in anything special, like dance or theatre. You know, I’ll tell you, the reason I’ve been kept working steadily in this business both in front of the camera and behind the scenes so long is because…I can act.”

			He was definitely acting. I resented Ty and his advice. Who was he to tell me how to live my new professional sex life? Ty was a little slimy and way out of shape, nothing like my Tyler. It’s so strange that such opposite people can have the same name. I could see that he may have once had a decent face, but he was at least forty pounds overweight, probably more. It worried me to think that there were guys this unattractive doing porno movies.

			As for his take on what I should allow myself to be seen doing on camera, well, no thank you. He couldn’t possibly think that I, Oriana Small, would be doing porn as a career. Maybe I’ll do it once, but not for anything long-term, was my thinking. What the hell was he saying about career longevity? Do people actually plan out that they are going to be fucking in a video for the rest of their lives? 

			No way would I be doing this for very long. We hadn’t even done one scene, so it was kind of impossible to think about the long-term. How would I know if I could handle it? Or, much less, like it? How much will I regret it and for how long will it follow me? What if my family found out? Or my friends? My enemies? My teachers? Kids that I’ve babysat? Old neighbors? People I see on the street? How will it change the way they feel about me? 

			All I knew at that moment was that I did not want a stretched-out pornography career any more than I wanted a stretched-out twat. I disregarded everything that Ty said I should do. I checked YES for every category. YES ANAL, YES BOY/GIRL, YES DP, YES BLOWJOB, YES SWALLOW, YES FACIAL, YES CREAMPIE. 

			That should do it, I thought. That should give me a quick and lucrative stint in the profession. What I did listen to Ty about was the amounts of money I would be paid for each sexual act. Since my supportive and loving boyfriend and I were already engaging in these acts in our spare time, I didn’t bat an eye at doing them on film. If it was already bad enough if anyone found out I was doing porn period, then what difference would it make which deeds I’d be committing while doing it? Who cares? Boy/girl was $800. Anal paid $1,000. DP, $1,200. I thought, If I’m going to ruin my chances at running for political office or teaching school, I might as well make as much money as I can doing it.

			I also wanted to be as hardcore as I could be for personal reasons. For one, it would please Tyler and our friends so much, and pleasing everyone was very, very important to me. I had to keep going the distance sexually for myself, too. I had to soar. I wanted to live fully, extraordinarily, not just eking by with some weekend gang bangs from time to time. I realized I had never pursued much in my life with pure gusto, courage, and passion, and often felt caged, dull, and bored. Now, considering the far reaches sex could be pushed to, I felt free.

			Tyler just smiled and laughed and cheered the whole process on. When it came time to take the naked Polaroids, we went into a side room and stripped down. There was an old couch in the corner and a fat man with a camera waiting by the door. With Tyler there, I felt protected. He was the one who had to get his dick hard for the picture. All I had to do was undress, stick my butt out, smile, and say “cheese.” I got down on my knees and rubbed Tyler’s cock on my cheek and stuck it in my mouth. Tyler gave the camera his megawatt smile. His dick went up and stuck out proudly. Even in those green, dismal Polaroids, we both looked so fresh and innocent. It was awkward but painless.

			Ori became Ashley that day, and Tyler became Trent—our new porno identities.

		

	
		
			Chapter Three

			Dirty Debutante

			Our first scene was booked within minutes after taking the Polaroids at World Modeling. Bill, the owner of the agency, made a call to Ed Powers. Ed always got the first scenes of anyone new to the business. He even paid for our HIV testing. Tyler and I would be paid fifteen hundred dollars. It was my suggestion that we should just do a DP. No one objected. 

			Fifteen hundred dollars! It was the most money I’d ever earned. All of my jobs until then were paid by the hour or in tips. I remember having a five-hundred dollar paycheck once, but I worked day and night at a restaurant for two weeks to get it. Money was never something I could hold on to, either. At eighteen I blew through a twenty-thousand dollar trust that was supposed to be for college. I took out a loan for the education and spent the cash on a car, clothes, and drugs. Then I dropped out of school.

			The money was going to be for both of us. Tyler and I would split it, fifty-fifty. We were a team, an equal partnership, even though he was to be paid nothing for acting/fucking in the scene and the check was really only for me. The girls in porn always make more money than the guys. Approximately three times as much. New guys can barely get their foot in the porno door unless there is a new girl getting in with them. Established male producers, directors, and talent want the girls and gigs all to themselves. Everyone wants the new girl. Tyler and I vowed to stay together in scenes, so that both of us were actively participating in this new venture.

			Ed normally used only himself in the scenes as the male talent. This was going to be something special. His line of movies, Dirty Debutantes, is an amateur video series with the hook being filming first-time-on-camera sex scenes. The video shop where I used to work in Ventura had an adult section that devoted an entire wall to Ed’s Dirty Debutantes. They were yellow boxes with the title and some proletarian photos of girls in need of makeup. These young, corn-fed little girls were pictured having sex with Ed in smaller pictures on the back of the boxes. Though I had shelved porno at the video store, I had never once seen an entire adult film. I’d flipped through Playboy, but I could never look at one for too long—my eyeballs would start burning with fascination and confusing disgust mixed with envy. Envy would bubble inside me like natural carbonation.

			How insane, they must have thought. Here’s this new girl, and she’s pretty and fresh and sweet, and her first scene is going to be a DP? I was thinking, First scene? How about last scene? How am I going to go through with this? I thought about when I lost my virginity at thirteen. It was my choice to have sex with a boy who was fourteen. Afterward, I was so worried that I was going to look different enough that people would treat me like a slut and a whore. I’ve always had a lot of guilt surrounding my open attitude toward sex. And here I was, about to do porn. It was my choice. I wanted to try it. Still, I felt so damn guilty.

			We’d left World Modeling with our porno names Ashley and Trent to protect our true identities. Everyone jokes around with the idea in grade school, like how it has to be your street name and a pet name or middle name. I toyed with the technique, which would have been Rene Sorrento—pretty good, except that I have a cousin named Renee, and I just couldn’t do that to her. I was Ashley Blue, for no deep reason other than that it was different from my own name. Honestly, I thought that using the alias would keep me anonymous. I truly believed that people wouldn’t know it was really me if I changed my name. If anyone asked or accused me of doing a porn, I could just say, “No, look at the name. My name is Oriana Small. That video says Ashley Blue. It’s not me.”

			Deciding to do porn was too scary to think about realistically. I knew that my family could never feel good about my chosen profession. Even if it was only going to be temporary, it would be upsetting. My extended family, everyone except for my mother and father, was made up of born again Christians. Every Sunday, they went to church and read the Bible. They would be sad and would pray when they found out I got involved with pornography. It would embarrass them. 

			However, as gut-wrenching as the idea of my family’s reaction to pornography was, it wasn’t as powerful as the allure. I have never been a good kid. I’ve always liked being bad. I practiced smoking cigarettes in the mirror when I was thirteen and was the first girl to have sex in the eighth grade. I was suspended on my first day of high school for smoking, then again for wearing too short a miniskirt. I knew of better ways to behave, but they were not what I preferred. Breaking the rules was much more exciting. Porn was attractive because I knew it was bad. I didn’t know how I could ever face my aunts, uncles, cousins, and sister afterward, or if my actions would force them to stop loving me. I would be a bigger sinner to them, for sure. None of them would believe that this was the best I could do, or that it would make me happy. These relatives all helped raise me when my own parents failed. I didn’t want to disappoint them. But disappointment was inevitable. It felt like I was choosing porn over family, and my old life was ending.

			Getting the HIV test was scary. It brought in a true element of danger. It was Tyler’s first one, and my second. The year before, I got tested after taking the morning-after pill. I was nineteen and fucking this older, good-looking Armenian lawyer. When we finished I discovered that the condom was broken and lodged somewhere deep inside of me. I was terrified of unwanted pregnancy.

			I don’t know anyone, even now, who gets regular PCR DNA HIV testing done except for porn actors. People who do pornography get them done every thirty days, mandatory. We would have to get used to it. Tyler had a huge fear of needles back then. I only wish he could have held on to some of that fear in the future.

			After all of the heavy stuff at the Adult Industry Medical Healthcare Foundation clinic in Sherman Oaks, just around the corner from World Modeling, we had to go home and celebrate. Ernesto, our neighbor three doors away, was a cocaine dealer. He’d become our close friend and confidante. He was the first person to whom we confessed our new adventure. He didn’t judge or lecture us. Ernesto’s job was way more exploitive and immoral than porn, anyway. The whole thing brought us much closer.

			Tyler was the one who really got me into cocaine. I’d tried it once before when I was eighteen. I was standing outside of Club Blue on Las Palmas and jumped into some stranger’s limo. I didn’t think it was all that great because I was already on speed when some old dude told me to close my eyes and take a sniff of blow. I’d been going through some months when I would do speed for a couple of days straight with different people. Thankfully, meth was never a long-term problem for me. Pot is something I’ve detested since my junior year in high school. It bores me. Stimulation, not sedation, was what I was after. I got into those liquor store diet pills called Mini Thins for a semester in junior college. Since they were basically pure ephedra, I developed an eye twitch and chronic dry mouth. Not the sexiest drug to take, but I liked to take drugs. Except heroin and painkillers. And pot.

			Tyler kept reassuring me that I would like cocaine. “Just keep trying it. Sometimes it takes people like five times before they really feel it. You’ll love it. Trust me.” He was so right. After we did it together four or five times, I loved it. Cocaine was the best discovery since flavored lip-gloss. It revolutionized my world. It felt amazing. Better than speed, which made me feel dirty and a little isolated. Coke brought the world together. It was a happy drug. I didn’t understand why there was so much propaganda against it. It didn’t seem harmful at all. The coke users we met were young and beautiful, not at all like dirty-ass tweakers. Why didn’t I know about this stuff in high school or elementary school?

			Doing coke brought Tyler and me much closer. So did doing ecstasy. We didn’t consider ourselves drunks or druggies, just partiers. We were only after a good time, not a fix. I will honestly say that we were not drug addicts then. In the beginning, it was all very innocent. We had no idea when or how the problem was going to start.

			Tyler got some sleep the night before our first scene. I stayed up doing coke the entire time. Our HIV tests results came back negative, thank god. We were scheduled to be at Ed’s house in Northridge in the mid-afternoon. I drove us there. I had no trouble with the idea of driving high. I had just started doing coke on a regular basis a couple months earlier. I hadn’t yet become a paranoid wreck. The world was still just opening up like a bouquet for stargazers. Before we left for the big event, Ernesto extended a line of credit for a couple more grams to take with us. Ernesto was always looking out for us in this way.

			Ed’s house was a big, two-story building with a long, winding driveway. It looked like a nice, normal valley home. Any unsuspecting passerby wouldn’t assume that this was the location for about two thousand porno scenes. Nobody knew, as we turned up the driveway that sunny March afternoon, that we were going to shoot for More Dirty Debutantes Volume 227.

			Ed smiled warmly as he answered the door and led us into his home. He was a fifty year old bachelor pornographer. He looked just like he did on the video boxes, about five-foot-five, bald on top, long, graying stringy hair in the back. His thick eyebrows accentuated his welcoming gestures. He wore round glasses and had a mustache and goatee. He was dressed in a black tee shirt and sweats. He had a belly on him. He used expressions such as “make love” and “climax.” He called himself old-fashioned. The house was large and clean. The clutter around was nothing unusual, just what you would expect from a middle-aged, childless man. Papers on the desks, dressers, and tables. Bad art and ’80s furniture. There weren’t any posters of tits like there were inside World Modeling.

			The massive amount of coke I had been doing for the past two days made me jumpy. I was incredibly high. I’m not sure if I would have made it if I hadn’t been on drugs. Coke helped me ignore the risks I was taking. I proceeded without caution. My life was in the moment. Nothing wrong with that, right? Buddhists live their lives that way, like the om? I told myself giant heaps of nonsense to rationalize the hazards that I put myself in daily. Ed showed me where to get ready, in his large bathroom upstairs, next to the master bedroom. Perfect, because I had to do some more coke before we started. I stayed in there with the door shut for quite a while, doing line after line and brushing my hair a lot. Tyler joined me for a couple lines and warned me not to do it all. I had a way with coke, usually finishing it all in the first thirty minutes. 

			My boyfriend led me to where the action was to take place. Ed snapped some photos of us standing side by side with our shirts off, and then he shot some just of me. We might as well have stepped off a Greyhound bus from Arkansas. There was a tripod with a video camera set up, pointed directly at a four-poster bed. It was all completely generic, cheap sheets on the bed. Ed was the king of this amateur formula, and he definitely nailed the décor. I can’t remember what I said in response to the light interview Ed wanted for the intro to the sex. I am sure my nose was red and running the whole time. I was so fucked up and nervous. I just wanted to look good. A lot of the naked bodies on the boxes of porn movies were unflattering. With that camera pointed at me, alone, I was hot and sweaty, the bright lights frozen on my twitchy face. Now I was supposed to tell the camera—and everyone who would watch the video—what my name was, and where I was from. “Ashley, from Southern California,” I said. 

			When the sex began, I was able to relax. Crazy sex was what I went there to do, and felt more familiar than talking to the camera. My racing mind shut off, and my body came alive. It was hardcore, since that was what Tyler and I liked. He shoved the back of my head as I deep-throated his cock, and then Ed’s. Ed’s cock was extremely small. He was very polite with it, too. He didn’t like any rough stuff. He even wore a condom. Both sex partners stayed completely hard during it all. I was impressed because of Ed’s age and the amount of cocaine Tyler had done before we started. Coke is usually kryptonite to an erection.

			It was the ultimate kink experience. I didn’t think I would like porno as much as when we fucked other people at home. The presence of the camera was intimidating and sexy in the same way that a person who was way out of my league was. How did I look in front of it? Was I hot enough for it? Even though I still wasn’t entirely confident about myself, I wanted to be the most beautiful thing that ever fucked. It meant something greater than what we were actually doing. Yeah, the three of us were fucking, but there was going to be an audience for it. In my head, I was everywhere, the future, the present; I was getting fucked while smiling and trying to enjoy myself. This first scene was telling me that I liked doing porn. 

			Ed’s body wasn’t one I would normally fuck, with that big, white belly. My focus wasn’t on him so much as it was the idea of him. I was high and completely into the idea of letting this older guy fuck my ass and pay me for it. It was for a movie. It wasn’t real life. My relationship was with that camera, and I wanted to turn it on and shock it. I wanted to shove it in the faces of everyone who would be watching someday: I was wild, a crazy girl, and I didn’t care. I was an exhibitionist.

			Tyler loved to see me get fucked by other guys, so long as he was a part of it. Not only did it bring us together in a new and unusual way, there was just as much importance put on bonding with the other men. Tyler wanted to create and strengthen friendships with the other guys fucking me, in a brotherly or fraternal way. He liked to put the “team” in “tag team.” The size of Ed’s penis definitely gave Tyler a boost of confidence. Maybe that’s why Ed’s movies were so popular, I thought. Every guy watching could feel good about the size of his own cock by watching Ed’s.

			We did a few clumsy and easy-going positions. Our DP was just like any regular one we did at home. All of it was purely amateur. Tyler came, a creampie in my puss. Ed came in his condom and then squeezed out the contents onto my chest. I guess it’s what he had to do to prove to the viewers that he still had it in him. When everyone’s fluids had been properly secreted and exchanged, we were done. The tripod didn’t have to budge. Everything was captured on tape. From beginning to end, Tyler and I were out of there in about four hours. We left happy and fifteen hundred dollars richer. The ass-fucking sobered me up, as it always does. We cheerfully said goodbye to nice old Ed, thanking one another for such a good experience.

			Backing down the long driveway, I noticed that it was still the same lovely spring day. I wasn’t nervous anymore. I was giddy and elated. I felt light and excited in my stomach and on the bottoms of my feet. There was a strong momentum going straight up and forward in my body. I could have pushed the car back to Hollywood with all the excitement that I felt.

			“Tyler, do you feel bad?”

			“No! No way, I feel great! That was so cool and so easy.”

			“Yeah, neither do I. I mean. I feel…good. I thought it would suck and be scary, but it was the opposite!”

			“Can you believe we just did that?” He laughed as he steered the wheel.

			“No!” I was smiling and laughing. We were so happy. It was such an authentic and unexpected feeling. I thought we would be devastated, hanging our heads, regretting it all straightaway. Phrases such as “What have we done?!” were supposed to come out of our mouths, not “cool and easy!”

			“It’s not like we’ll do it forever, just for now,” Tyler rationalized.

			“Yeah, I want to keep doing it, but not long-term,” I agreed.

			“We’ll just make a bunch of money, and we’ll get out of it.”

			“I can save up money for school. Back to college in the fall!”

			“We can do this and open up a restaurant! I’ll start cooking again!” Tyler had lived in Barcelona for three years, where he studied gastronomy and culinary arts at a prestigious school before moving to Los Angeles. Originally from Houston, Texas, he spoke the most beautifully fluent Spanish I’d ever heard coming out of a white person.

			It all seemed so simple and inspirational. Porno was how we would subsidize our dreams. We felt lucky. By the time our movies came out, we would be long gone from this business. I would be back in school, studying for my fine arts degree. Tyler would be opening up his own restaurant. He would call it Chez Naomi, after his grandmother. We had so much hope. Porno was the land of opportunity.

			We continued to chuckle and discuss the highlights all the way home. Our friends would never believe it. I thought that I would feel more like a prostitute when it was all over. We were paid for sex, technically. But that wasn’t how it felt at all. What we did was completely legal, no matter how taboo. We didn’t get paid for fucking Ed. We were paid to make a movie, a product. Videotape was the focal point. It wasn’t all about getting this old guy off. Our job was to make a sex tape. There is a difference. 

			Tyler drove and I sat in the passenger seat doing key bumps of coke out of the leftover gram. It was still our little secret, porn. Our own little moment to share. We had just put one over big-time on everyone. We felt like we’d broken the rules, and it was magnificent. It was all just some big, unreal, and crazy joke.

		

	
		
			Chapter Four

			Breaking Me In

			We started to get more work, sometimes alone, usually together, and we didn’t get all of our porno references from World Modeling. Coincidentally, our casual DP partner, Colby, did some music for a porn company called Anabolic. Anabolic produces “gonzo” porn—very hardcore movies that have no story, no script, and a handheld camera pointed at the girl getting fucked. There are no frills. It’s all bare mattresses and butt-fucking. The attitude is Go For It, with no distraction from the penetration. Gonzo is notorious for guys getting rough with the girls. The object of an Anabolic porno is for the girl to be degraded and fucked very, very hard. Not for anyone sensitive to the word “whore.”

			Tyler was a big fan of the Anabolic movies. Anabolic produced films with three or more guys on one girl, with lots of anal and ass-to-mouth, or ATMs. Tyler bought a couple of Anabolic movies with a porn star named Belladonna in them so I could see what “cool porn” was. The name calling, slapping, and choking made a lasting impression on me. It did not intimidate me because it was similar to games that I already played during sex, but it made me want to take it all to a higher—a professional—level. Tyler called me slut and whore and got rough and slapped me when we fucked. I would hold my chin steady and try not to tear up. I knew he couldn’t really mean it. Sex allows people to lose their rationality. Tyler got to be a tough guy when we had sex. I loved him and wanted him to enjoy that.

			Colby was so excited for us. He wanted to help us out in any way he could. Having a close friend not judge us or think less of what we were doing was a huge relief. Colby was upbeat about the whole thing. He congratulated us in his thick Norwegian accent. It was as if we’d just announced our wedding engagement.
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