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“All I’m saying is I don’t like being the only one doing it,” said Thomas as he unloaded the tripods from the back of the van, most of the indie film crew’s equipment already stacked in the field by the farm’s driveway. The only location near enough Boston that, even with travel time and gas factored in, the Alsos Farm commune just outside Marrowmont fit well within their all-but non-existent budget and period location requirements. Thankfully, the city had seen fit to provide them even more than the promised funding. 

	“Then stop volunteering for shit,” laughed Amy, the young Black woman walking backward away from her boyfriend. The camcorders in either hand rocking as she shrugged.

	“Being voluntold more like,” muttered Thomas, wiping sweat from his golden forehead with one muscular arm before shutting the door, flinching as Ryan whipped round the van’s corner.

	“Boo,” whispered the young white man, grinning. Fake tan shining too harsh in the strong sunlight as he shadowboxed the much taller Asian man. And punched Thomas in the breast before darting back out of reach.

	“Ow. Fuck off,” spat Thomas, swatting after Ryan before adjusting his binder.

	“Not funny, dickwad,” said Amy, raising a middle finger at Ryan. He gave the double eagle in return. 

	“Hey, careful with those,” shouted Corinne, coming up behind Amy to take the cameras. The tall white girl cradling them to her body before scowling at the much shorter Amy. “You can’t just fling them around. God, you people really can never take care of—” She stopped short, eyes gone wide, realizing what she’d said.

	“‘You people?’” asked Amy, crossing her now empty arms.

	“Newbies…” said Corinne quickly, whipping her immaculate, dyed-silver braid over her shoulder with a flick of her head.

	“Uh-huh,” said Thomas, coming to stand alongside Amy to loom over Corinne.

	“Heaven forfend any of you fuckers actually help instead of bickering,” called Vanessa over the bundle of clothes in her mahogany arms, coming around the side of the second van. Barely able to hold the wobbling pile of rustic garments stacked up to her eyeballs. 

	Thomas threw up his hands. “I just finished hauling—”

	“Less talk, more sharing the load.”

	“I’ll happily share a load,” said Ryan, hands in his pockets, rocking slightly on his heels.

	“Die in a fire,” said Vanessa, not looking back as she off-loaded garments between Amy and Thomas.

	“As long as one of us gets to light it,” said Zoe, coming up to lay an alabaster arm over Corinne’s shoulder and rest her chin on the other.

	“You know we need him for the shoot,” said Corinne, angling to look at her girlfriend’s face.

	“Do we really, though?” asked Zoe, patting Corinne’s shoulder before pulling away to grab some gear on her way back to the farm’s guest house.

	“Who else would play a piece of shit so effectively?” asked Amy, following her.

	“Man, fuck you guys,” said Ryan as he bent to pick up a box of sound equipment. “Who needs you frigid bitches anyway when all of that is out here.” He paused to stare with naked admiration at the array of bronze-skinned, sweat-sheened women in the fields. 

	The entire crew stopped with him to give a collective sigh as they watched the farmers weeding and tending waving oat stalks, early morning sun shining on strong arms, toned calves, and well-muscled thighs peeking out from denim shorts or defined against hip-hugging overalls. A haunting song filled the air as they worked, the dozen women’s lilting voices echoing back and forth as they dropped into and out of harmonies, the controlled chaos of it almost impossible to follow.

	“What is that?” asked Thomas.

	“Greek,” said Zoe.

	“You’d know,” said Ryan.

	She just nodded, lower lip trapped between her teeth as she watched the farmwomen work, drinking lustily from water bottles when they paused. 

	“Come on,” said Corinne with effort, breaking the spell. “We need to get all the gear sorted before lunch. I want to shoot as much footage as possible before we lose the day’s light.”

	“Hey, how come you don’t look like them?” asked Vanessa, coming to stand alongside Zoe.

	“Because I don’t work on a farm?”

	“Maybe you should start,” said Ryan as he passed, waggling his eyebrows.

	“Fuck off,” Zoe and Vanessa said in unison.

	 

	* * *

	 

	“I trust you’re all settling in well?” asked the tall, statuesque farmer in the doorway as the crew put away their equipment. Tangled tresses trailed down the straps of her overalls, pitch coils stark against the cream of her sweat-soaked cotton shirt. Her nipples clearly visible through the thin fabric.

	Ryan swallowed with difficulty as they all stared at her in the doorway, backlit by the blazing sun. “Great, but it would be wonderful if someone could show us around—” he said before Vanessa swatted the back of his head.

	“It’s a beautiful location,” said Vanessa, shrugging in apology for her crewmate.

	“It really is – um, sorry, Arsinoe, right?” asked Corrine.

	“Good memory,” said the farmer with a smile that transfixed them all.

	Amy shook her head to clear it. “It’s kind of you to make time to make sure we’re okay, given how hard it must be to run things around here. You’ve got so many people to look after.”

	“Oh, thank you, but no, we have no leaders here. We run the farm as a collective.”

	“I thought you might all be a family, given how alike you all look,” said Ryan, before Vanessa smacked him again. “Hey,” he hissed, glaring back at her.

	“We may run wild, but we don’t fuck our sisters,” laughed one of the farmers as she and several others walked past the door on their way to the big house up the road.

	“Yes, thank you for that clarification, Kleide,” Arsinoe called over her shoulder without looking. She spread her hands before the crew in apology. “Wild is fairly accurate. For some more than others… I trust you will all take it in stride.”

	“I’m just happy to hear everyone’s fu—” Ryan said before multiple voices whispered “Shut up!” in his direction.

	Arsinoe just laughed. “He would fit in well here – you are as horny as many of our own. And since we are hosting you, it’s only right you come enjoy our hospitality tonight. Come, drink and feast with us when your day is done. It is the least we can do.”

	“We’d love to,” Amy said for both herself and Thomas as he nodded agreement.

	“It would be a pleasure,” said Zoe before Corinne could answer. Corinne’s frown at her girlfriend’s eagerness evident to everyone but Zoe.

	Ignoring Corinne entirely, Arsinoe turned to give Zoe a clear once over, Zoe flushing scarlet at the heat of her gaze. “You, especially, will be welcome,” the farmer said, smiling at them all as she left. “Come find us after your day’s shooting is done, my friends,” she called over her shoulder, giving them all a view of her exceedingly shapely ass as she walked down the steps and turned out of sight.

	“Well, someone’s popular,” said Corinne.

	“They can tell good stock,” Zoe said with a coquette’s grin, the entire crew, even a reluctant Corinne, dissolving into laughter as she mock flounced away.

	 

	* * *
 

	The blazing July sun beat down mercilessly as the crew worked. The period dialogue proving difficult for actors who’d had far too little time to prepare – only a matter of days, with a crew made up of equal parts veterans and new blood. Multiple marks scratched into soft dirt were repeatedly missed, leading to unnecessary takes. And by late afternoon, Vanessa’s hand-wrought costumes, fashioned from heavier, period-accurate fabrics, proved too warm and sweat-soaked, much to her growing ire.

	By early evening, multiple members of the crew were all but at each other’s throats. Everyone tired, hungry, and ready to fuck off into the cooler dark of the house.

	“I told you this was going to happen!” Corinne shouted at Vanessa as Ryan and Zoe tried to get her to back off.

	“The hell you did!” the costumer shot back.

	“Can we just not,” said Amy, trying to loosen the stays on her dress as she and Thomas tried to act as living buffers between the two women.

	“You leave that alone,” said Vanessa, before whipping back to Corinne. “And you wanted authenticity? Well, this is what it fucking looks like!”

	“You don’t dare tell me—”

	“Oh dear,” said Arsinoe, coming to lean on a fence post overlooking the fight. “Your day has not gone poorly, I hope?”

	All eyes turned to the Greek goddess among them, more than a few faces flushing red. No one wanting to appear childlike before the statuesque beauty. The late-day sun slanting low in the sky haloing her in liquid light and casting her amber. Ryan stifled a hard groan and Arsinoe laughed.

	“Thank you,” she said, tipping her head at him. Noting with pleasure the bulge in his pants he did nothing to hide.

	“I think they like what they see,” said another of the farmers, her sun-bleached hair falling across her face as she undid her long braid. In her wake, several more of the Greek women came to lean along the fence, sweating far more than the actors, their labors more intense. The resulting sheen only made their skin glisten that much more profoundly. So unlike the crew’s exhausted state, and all of them in that moment keenly self-conscious of how unsexy their own perspiration, and likely smell, was in comparison.

	“Who in their right mind would not, Philia?” said another of the women at the fence, licking her lips at the actors. Several faces blushing in response.

	“Macris, please,” said Arsinoe, reaching over to slap her companion’s arm in rebuke. “Our guests have had a hard day. A night’s relaxation will do them good.” 

	“More just a very long day,” said Zoe, smiling at Arsinoe.

	“Uh, excuse me, no, not just—” started Corinne, glaring daggers at her girlfriend, before Zoe shushed her. Corinne looking agog at her partner, and Zoe gestured sharply at Vanessa. Corinne just whined. As Zoe stared at her, waiting, Corinne bit her tongue and turned to the seamstress. “I’m sorry,” she said through clenched teeth. “It’s been a long day and I’m just tired,” she grumped, and crossed her arms, looking pissily at Zoe, who nodded her approval.

	“Excellent!” said Arsinoe, drawing back everyone’s attention. “Stow your gear, refresh yourselves, and come join us for the feast. The great fire will be lit shortly.”

	As the Greek women left, laughing with each other, Ryan turned to the others already packing up equipment and turning to leave – about to be off to seek quick showers and more comfortable clothes. “Okay but like, are we calling dibs on people, because…”

	“No, Ryan, we’re not fucking calling dibs,” shouted Vanessa over her shoulder as she helped undress Amy, pointedly ignoring Corinne, who stood behind her, waiting impatiently.

	 

	* * *

	 

	Feeling far fresher, cleaner, and decidedly calmer, by pale dusk’s light, the crew descended on the field where the farmwomen had set up a roaring bonfire spitting sparks into the fading mugginess of the day. The warmth of the blaze comforting despite how slow the day’s heat was to fade. Tables set round the bonfire were piled high with food, apples and oranges and grapes fighting for space alongside roasted lamb and bowls of honey and olive oil, among other things the crew couldn’t name as readily. Only Zoe seemingly in ecstasy at everything, eyes gone wide as she took in the tastes of home.

	“Friends!” shouted Arsinoe as the crew came to a halt at the end of the path to the gathering place, hugging each member as they reached her. The other Greek women doing likewise, treating the crew like honored guests as sloshing, generously apportioned drinks were pressed into their hands. “Eat, drink, and banish your troubles. For here in the circle of this light,” the farm’s spokeswoman said, waving a hand laden heavy with a mug of something smelling sickly-sweet and intoxicating on the gentle breeze, “you are invited to unburden yourselves. Let there be no misery, no sorrow here, only joy,” she said, pulling Philia in to kiss her hard. Then tipped her drink back, and kissed Philia again, the sticky liquid running down both their chins and long necks as the two women ground against each other.

	The crew startled, taken aback, as the other farmwomen took their cue to embrace each other, helping one another strip their clothes in the warm evening. Tongues and lips working at tender flesh, teeth biting sometimes gingerly, sometimes forcefully, hands massaging muscular thighs and arms and abs and across impressive breasts and glutes.

	A hush fell over the filmmakers as they realized what kind of revel they’d been invited to.

	“Oh, fuck yes,” said Ryan, and practically tore his shirt over his head in his hurry to cross over to the gathering orgy. Hopping on one alternating foot as he shucked off his shoes and half-stumbled his way to the naked women.      

	They laughed at his eagerness and helped him shrug out of the rest of his clothes, Ryan flinging garments away
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