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SUMMER OF '89

You know her as Sheri B. The first Iranian-American porn star. Five time winner of the Golden Throat Award for best blowjob in an adult video. World record holder for the most consecutive sex partners in a twenty-four hour period. Even if you haven’t seen her videos (and if you’re a straight guy, you’re a liar) you know her as the woman the President of the United States paid half a million dollars to for a weekend sex romp.

But before any of that she was Sherine Behsudi, a high school senior working in her parents’ video rental store. That’s who she was when I first met her in the summer of ‘89. The summer when I became her first lover. When I taught her everything I knew about sex.

And the summer when I lost her.

◄►

I hadn’t even been home from college for a full week and my dad was already riding my ass about getting job.

“You’re not sitting around the house all summer,” he told me.

“Yeah, I’ll find a job. I just wanna take a few days to breathe.”

“You do that, all the good jobs are gonna be taken.”

Like there were any good jobs for people looking for three months work?

But my dad wouldn’t let up. When I got up in the morning: “You given any thought about where you’re gonna apply?” When I went out for a jog: “Why don’t you run by the HandiMart and pick up a paper. You can look at the want ads.” At dinner: “Ted says he’s got a spot open on his landscaping team. Good money, and you’ll be outside to enjoy the air.” I could think of few worse ways to spend the summer than pushing a lawn mower in eighty degree weather, but I knew if I didn’t get off my ass and start looking for a job, my dad would push me into it.

So when I got up Monday afternoon, I decided to head down to the mall and see who was hiring. I spent a couple hours wandering around, picking up applications from Orange Julius, B. Dalton and Waxy Maxy, but I couldn’t muster enthusiasm for any of them. I’d spent the previous two summers running a register, and the prospect of doing it again filled me with despair.

By the time I’d walked from one end of the mall to the other, with a few detours here and there for lunch and to pick up some new CDs, it was going on four-thirty. My dad wouldn’t be home for another hour at least. If I was there before him, he’d want to know what I’d been doing all day, and I’d have to show him all the applications I’d picked up, and he’d demand to know why I hadn’t filled them out already… yeah, too much hassle. I needed to kill a couple more hours.

I considered passing the time at the multiplex, but none of the good summer movies had opened yet. All that was playing was crap like Teen Witch, Fright Night 2 and Road House. The only decent film was Major League, and I’d seen that already.

With nothing else to do, I left the mall and headed over to the shopping center nearest my house. There was a video rental store there, a little mom-and-pop place that my family had been going to since the days of BetaMax, and I figured I’d check out some tapes to keep me occupied the next few nights.

But when I stepped inside, I noticed the place was different than I remembered. The walls had been painted with a giant mural of classic movie stars—Bogart and Wayne, Eastwood, Marilyn Monroe… it was like one of those old Bugs Bunny cartoons. The shelves had been rearranged, too, and the new releases were on the opposite side of the store from what I remembered. But perhaps the biggest change was a new section in the back, blocked off by a heavy black curtain and a sign that said “18+ ONLY”.

Wow. The old couple that had owned this place when I was growing up never would’ve allowed that.

“Hello,” a girl said from the counter. She was little younger than me, maybe even in high school still, but cute. She was on the tall side for a girl, and with an athletic build. Her skin was caramel colored, and her raven hair was tied back in a thick braid. The tag on her shirt said, “Sherine”.

“Hey,” I said. “This is different.” I gestured vaguely at our surroundings.

“Oh, are you an old customer?” she asked.

“My parents are. I’ve been away at college.”

“Ah. Well, my family took over the store back in October. The Maltmans decided it was time to move to Florida and enjoy their golden years.”

“Well, good for them. I like the decor.” I nodded at the mural.

“I painted that,” a voice piped up from somewhere deeper in the store. A second girl came around the shelves pushing a cart loaded with video cassettes. She was younger than the girl at the counter, and at least six inches shorter, but face-wise they were nearly identical.

“You did all that yourself?”

“Well, I did the outlines. My sister and mom helped with the colors.”

“Pretty impressive,” I said.

“I know,” the younger girl said.

“So are you looking for anything in particular?” Sherine asked.

“I dunno. Something light and fluffy that I haven’t seen before.”

“Hmm,” she stroked her chin. “What sort of movies do you normally like?”

“Y’know, the usual. Spielberg, Lucas, John Hughes.”

“Like Sixteen Candles, Pretty in Pink?”

“That kinda stuff, yeah.”

“I have an idea.” Sherine stepped from behind the counter and led me to the ROMANCE shelf.

“This isn’t what I had in mind,” I told her.

“Why not?”

“It’s a little…”

“Gay?” her sister suggested.

“Don’t be so stereotypical, brat,” Sherine said. “You don’t have to be a woman or gay to enjoy a romantic comedy.” She knelt down and grabbed a tape from the bottom shelf. “Here, if you like Molly Ringwald, you will love Audrey Hepburn.”

I took the cassette case and stared at the front. Breakfast at Tiffany’s?

“That’s one of my all time favorites,” Sherine said.

The other girl came around the end of the aisle behind Sherine and started making gagging gestures. I couldn’t help but snicker.

Sherine spun around and glared at her sister—Elaheh I now saw her name tag said. “You want to die?” Sherine said.

“You wouldn’t kill me. You’d have to do all my work.”

“One day… one day…” Sherine muttered.

“Promises, promises, that’s all I ever hear,” Elaheh said.

Sherine made a lunge at her sister, but Elaheh turned the cart to block the aisle and ran the other way. “I’m telling daddy!”

“Brat!” Sherine turned back to me. “Anyway. That’s a great movie.”

I looked at the cover. It was so… pink.

“Just give it a try. Tell you what, if you don’t like it, I’ll make your next rental free.”

“Well… sure.”

“Great. Are you looking for anything else?”

“Yeah, I wanna get a couple evenings’ worth of movies.” I looked around, trying to figure out where all the different sections were. My gaze crossed the black curtain at the back of the store and my curiosity spiked. Keep in mind, this was before the Internet. Back then, porn wasn’t easy to come by. I’d seen a few dirty magazines in my day, but I’d never watched an actual porno movie.

My eyes couldn’t have lingered on the curtain for more than a second, but that was long enough for Elaheh to notice. “Ooh, he wants to go back to the pervert room. You really know how to pick ‘em, Sheri.”

My face burned with embarrassment, and Sherine looked away from me. Crap. I probably hadn’t had much chance with her to begin with, but now it was down to zero.

“I mean, I uh…” What could I say?

“It’s okay. If you’re over eighteen, you’re welcome to go back,” she said.

“Well, uh…” I mean, I wanted to, but I didn’t want everyone to know I was doing it. If I could’ve slipped in quietly and picked out some movies, I would’ve been happy. Though I suppose whoever checked me out would have to see what I was renting, so… I dunno.

“Go on,” Elaheh said. “Give in to your inner pervert.”

“Shut up!” Sherine said. “There’s nothing wrong with people going back there. If there were, we wouldn’t have a section like that.”

“If it weren’t disgusting,” Elaheh said, “why would daddy put that curtain there?” She crossed her arms over her chest and looked smugly at her sister.

“That is no attitude to have about our customers.”

“In other words, I’m right but you can’t admit it.”

“You know what, I’m just gonna rent this movie,” I said.

“No, no. My sister is absolutely correct,” Elaheh said. “You are a customer and we are here to serve you, no matter what sort of sick and twisted pervert you are. Please, go back and pick out a dirty movie to enjoy.”

She stared at me with a wicked smirk. I could only withstand her gaze for a moment before looking down at my feet.

“Ignore her,” Sherine said. “You’re over eighteen, right? You can watch whatever you want. Nobody’s going to judge—nobody worth paying attention to.”

“Okay. Sure.” The way she said it, now I’d feel like a chicken if I didn’t go back there.

As it turned out, there were two rows of curtains separating the adult section from the rest of the store. They were spaced apart to create a passage that ran the width of the store, that way kids couldn’t peek around and see anything nasty. But two sets of curtains, both heavy and black, meant that no sunlight reached back to the adult section. Even with the overhead lights on, the area had a dark and seedy atmosphere. I half expected to see
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