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The apartment smelled like burnt popcorn and the cheap lavender candle Brooke kept buying because it was the only thing that almost covered the mildew stink. She was on the living-room floor in one of Gabe’s old, oversized T-shirts and the tiniest sleep shorts she owned. Her long, thick, ash-brown hair with natural blonde highlights was loose and messy from the day, falling in soft waves around her shoulders. At twenty-three, she still had that sweet, girl-next-door face Gabe had fallen for a few years ago – full cheeks, wide hazel-green eyes, and a mouth that looked innocent until she smiled a certain way. But her body had always been the thing that made men look twice: soft and curvy in all the right places, with full, heavy breasts that strained against the thin cotton of the T-shirt and hips that flared out into a round, heart-shaped ass.

Gabe sat on the couch behind her, one bare foot absently rubbing slow circles on her lower back while he scrolled job listings with the volume off. He was twenty-six and had been out of work for almost two months now. Every few seconds he exhaled through his teeth at another “entry-level” position that wanted five years of experience. His attention kept drifting – to the fly buzzing against the blinds, the bank notices that kept dinging on his phone, and the way Brooke’s tiny sleep shorts had ridden up, showing off more and more of her luscious ass cheeks.

Money had been tight for a while, but it had gotten worse lately. Brooke had been working part-time at a grocery store while going to cosmetology school, but she’d lost that job two weeks ago when they cut back on hours. Between her tuition, their overdue rent, and the mounting bills, things were getting scary fast. 

His phone lit up on the carpet. Jack’s name flashed across the screen.

Gabe let it ring twice before answering on speaker.

“Little brother,” Jack’s voice filled the room, low and lazy. “Tell me your wife’s still good with a makeup brush.”

Gabe’s foot stilled on her spine.

Brooke sat up and moved closer to the phone. “Depends on who needs the blush and eyeliner. If you’re going for smoky eyes, Jack, I’m your girl.”

Jack laughed. “Listen, Brookie, my make-up girl just quit. Day four of the shoot and she decides indie erotica is suddenly beneath her moral code. I need someone tomorrow. Someone I can trust. Cash, under the table, a hundred and fifty a day. You in?”

Brooke’s mouth opened, then closed. A hundred and fifty a day would cover the overdue balance on their rent. It would mean real groceries instead of ramen five nights in a row.

“It’s...porn, Jack,” she said finally.

“It’s art-house erotica,” he corrected, sounding amused. “Tasteful T and A. You’ll be powdering asses and reapplying lip liner. Every once in a while, spraying six-packs with fake tanning spray. Nothing you haven’t seen on your Pinterest page.”

Gabe’s eyebrows shot up. He nodded vigorously and mouthed, Say yes.

Brooke chewed her lip. “I have classes...”

“Your classes are during the day. Most of the shoots are nights and weekends.” Jack paused. “Look, just think about it. But text me before eight if you’re in, otherwise I’ve gotta find someone else.”

The call ended. The fly kept buzzing.

Brooke stared at the phone like it had personally offended her. “It’s literally porn.”

“It’s literally money,” Gabe said. He slid off the couch and knelt behind her, hands settling on her hips. “And it’ll look good on a résumé. ‘Key makeup artist, feature-length indie production.’ You’ll be the coolest girl at the salon when you graduate.”

She huffed a laugh that didn’t reach her eyes. “You’re not funny.”

“I’m serious.” He kissed the side of her neck, right below her ear, the spot that always made her shiver. “Plus, I kinda like the idea of my wife spending all day around naked dudes who can’t touch her. Makes me feel...possessive.”

Brooke turned in his arms, straddling his lap without thinking. The movement dragged her tiny sleep shorts even higher up. Gabe’s hands slid under the hem of the T-shirt, pushing the shirt higher – exposing the delicate floral vine tattoo on her forearm. His hands slid up her stomach, his thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts.

“You’d be okay with that?” she asked quietly. “Me touching up other guys’ dicks with a brush, while they’re hard?”

Gabe’s hands moved lower, gripping her ass. “I’d be okay with you coming home and me fucking you stupid while you tell me all about it.”

Her breath hitched. Heat pooled low in her belly, sudden and inconvenient.

They’d talked about these kinds of fantasies before, drunk and giggling, but never anything this close to real. This felt real.

Gabe’s mouth found hers, slow at first, then hungry. He tasted like the cheap bottle of merlot they’d split with dinner. He tugged the T-shirt over her head in one motion, palmed her bare breasts, and rolled her nipples until they tightened. Brooke ground down on him instinctively, already wet.

He broke the kiss just long enough to growl against her lips, “Gonna let my big brother tell you what to do all day long, baby?”

The words punched the air out of her lungs.

Gabe flipped them, pressing her back to the scratchy carpet. He yanked her sleep shorts down her thighs – not even bothering with her panties – just shoving them to the side. Two fingers slid inside her easily. She was soaked.

“Jesus, Brooke.” His voice was rough. “You’re dripping just thinking about it.”

She couldn’t deny it. Couldn’t do anything but arch into his hand while his fingers pumped slowly in and out of her, thumb circling her clit exactly the way she liked.

“Tell me,” he said, pumping deeper. “Tell me you’ll take the job.”

“Gabe...”

“Say it.” His fingers curled, hitting that perfect spot that made her moan. “Say you’ll let Jack boss you around while I’m at work. Say you’ll come home every night and let me fuck you until you can’t think straight.”

Brooke’s hips jerked. The orgasm hit her like a freight train – sudden, blinding, her pussy clenching hard around his fingers as her thighs shook. She came with a broken cry, still trying to form words.

“It’s...it’s basically porn, Gabe...how can I...I mean, I’ll never live it down...” she gasped, even as the pleasure ripped through her.

Gabe didn’t stop until she was limp and twitching beneath him. Only then did he slowly pull his fingers free, slick and shining, and bring them to his mouth.

“Text him,” he whispered.

Brooke fumbled for her phone with trembling hands, her ash-brown hair spread messily across the carpet around her flushed face. She typed with one thumb while Gabe’s mouth brushed her throat.

I’ll start tomorrow.

She hit send before her brain could catch up.

Gabe took the phone, tossed it aside, and dragged her panties the rest of the way off. He shoved his sweatpants down just enough, lined up, and pushed inside her in one long, needy stroke. Brooke was still twitching from the aftershocks; the stretch made her sob with relief.

He fucked her right there on the floor, hard and possessive, hips snapping, the wet sound of skin on skin loud in the tiny room. Every thrust shoved her ass and shoulders against the carpet, but she wrapped her legs around him and took it – and loved it.

When he finally came, groaning her name against her neck, Brooke lay beneath him staring at the ceiling, her long wavy hair sticking to her damp skin, chest still heaving.

Gabe kissed her forehead and rolled off her, already half-asleep from exhaustion and relief.

Brooke stayed where she was.

Her phone buzzed on the coffee table.

Jack: 7pm call time. Warehouse on 9th and Warner. Bring your makeup kit. Wear something you don’t mind getting dirty. Thank you, Brookie. You’re a lifesaver.

She stared at the message for a long time. Her hazel-green eyes were glassy as she whispered to the empty room, “What the fuck did I just agree to?”
––––––––
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The warehouse on 9th and Warner looked like every serial-killer movie Brooke had ever refused to watch. One rolling door half-open, a single security light buzzing overhead, and the low thump of bass leaking out like the building had a heartbeat. She parked Gabe’s dented Civic next to a row of blacked-out Sprinters and checked her reflection in the rear-view mirror. 
Her hair was pulled into a neat high ponytail, the kind that kept it out of her face while she worked. To be able to get into the awkward spots she thought she might need to, without her clothing accidentally ruining someone’s hair and makeup, she’d worn a three-quarter sleeve cropped black midriff shirt that showed a strip of toned stomach and a pair of tight black yoga shorts that hugged her ass and thighs like a second skin. While it wasn’t the sexiest outfit she owned, it still felt like wearing lingerie.

Inside, the place was a fever dream. Twenty-foot black curtains sectioned off a maze of sets: a fake motel room, a neon-lit alley, a bedroom with mirrors on every wall. Lights blazed hot and white. Half-naked bodies moved everywhere. A girl in just a thong walked past sipping an iced coffee like it was any other Tuesday. A guy with an actual twelve-pack leaned against a lighting stand, scrolling his phone with one hand while lazily adjusting a very obvious half-erection with the other.

Brooke’s stomach flipped so hard she almost turned around.

Then Jack appeared, all easy grin and five-o’clock shadow, black T-shirt stretched across his chest, jeans riding low, yet still – somehow – hugging his ass. He looked like the kind of trouble that did something one day and asked forgiveness the next.

“Brookie.” He kissed her cheek, lingering half a second too long, hand settling on the small of her back. “You’re late.”

“It’s 6:58,” she quipped back, trying to sound steadier than she felt.

“Exactly.” He steered her toward a folding table covered in brushes, palettes, fake blood, and what looked suspiciously like edible body paint. “Your throne, your highness. First up is Reid and Sasha. They’re doing the alley scene in twenty. Lots of sweat, lots of grinding, zero clothes after the first thirty seconds. Think you can handle it?”

Brooke swallowed. “I brought setting spray, so I should be good.”

Jack laughed, low. “That’s my girl.”

The next six hours were a blur of skin and heat and the constant, wet sound of bodies pretending to fuck. At least, Brooke thought they were pretending.

She powdered Reid’s abs while he stood there naked and half-hard, chatting about crypto like she wasn’t two inches from his cock. When she reached up to blend contour along his jaw, the sleeve of her midriff shirt rode up, revealing the delicate black-ink floral vine tattoo that wrapped around her forearm. Reid’s eyes flicked to it, then back to her face with a smirk. She pretended not to notice.

She blended contour on Sasha’s ass cheeks while the actress bent over a prop dumpster, laughing about some dog’s Instagram. Every time Brooke had to lean in close, the tight yoga shorts stretched across her ass, and she could feel eyes on her – crew members, other actors, even Jack from across the room. Even as one of the people wearing the most clothes, she was acutely aware of just how much skin she was
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