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         I’ve travelled all the way to Scotland and agreed to all communication therefore being in English. The agency has arranged the tickets and sorted my schedule. Everything is taken care of.

         I get picked up at the airport and driven to a Bed & Breakfast near the location of the shooting. We’re making an erotic film about a milkmaid. It’s a nice, little place, the B&B. I have my own room with a bed, a nightstand, a quilt and matching drapes. Two fragrance-smelling towels lay folded by the end of the bed like in hotels. I open the door to a tiny bathroom that smells like soap. That night, when I prepare to go to bed, I notice little drawings of fairytale characters on the walls. I feel like my very own fairytale has just begun.

         The agency told me on the phone that it would be a fun job. I rarely get to travel for work, so I accepted immediately. The thought of everything being in English will just make it even more intense and the acting more authentic. Speaking a different language gives you an opportunity to reinvent yourself.

         It’s extremely foggy the next morning as I walk along the fields to the barn after getting dropped off by the taxi. It’s quiet here in the country. I slept amazingly and uninterruptedly, and breakfast was served by a nice landlady who kept calling me ‘Darling’. The sheep are awake as well, some of them are baah baah baah-ing. The nature here is magnificent, and I can’t imagine shooting in a lovelier place.

         Despite my vulvodynia, I like being a model. Erotica should be fun and joyful, and that’s why I chose to continue in this business after getting my diagnosis. The agency didn't see the fact that I won’t do penetration as an obstacle. I've been able to explore my sexuality outside of intercourse and I have some intense orgasms. I mostly shoot so-called peepshows, where people pay to sit in the dark and watch me masturbate.

         Margot, the assistant, meets me at the door. She looks a bit out of place with her big sweater, green rain boots and a folder in her arms. She asks me if I slept well and leads me to a clothing rack holding my milkmaid outfit. She shows me the costume proudly. Next to it hangs a set of underwear made out of pearls. She's made sure everything is the right size. It looks great, and I praise Margot's work. I've always loved a good costume.

         I get dressed, not minding that there are people around me. I'm healthy and groomed so my body is especially soft, smooth and clean today. I have nothing to be ashamed of. Despite not doing penetration, I'm a sought-after model. Privately, I've never had any trouble meeting attractive partners either.

         Aside from the male model, who's already in his stable boy costume, there's a camera man and a sound engineer in the room. They're sitting on an old couch in front of the stage, which consists of some hay bales covered in blankets. They nod and wave politely when I make eye contact with them.

         When I'm changed, I go say hi to the male porn model. His name is Ian. I noticed him looking at me as I was getting dressed. He appears to like what he sees. He's handsome, too: taller than me, big arms and dark hair that looks great with his tanned skin. He doesn't look like a Scott, but his accent makes it evident. We're both smiling, probably because of our silly costumes. I even introduce myself as the milkmaid, and Ian nods and introduces himself as the stable boy. Next to the couch is a table with refreshments. Margot offers me some coffee, but I don't need anything after the breakfast I had, and besides, the stable is nice and warm.

         The director is running late. The sun is casting a gorgeous glow through the tall windows, and Margot suggests we shoot some stills while we wait. She puts down her folder and finds a camera in her bag. Ian and I walk over to the hay and start making out. I'm wearing many skirt layers under my dress and they make crunchy sounds in his eager hands. I rub against him, and even through all these layers I can feel him getting hard. There's a spark between Ian and me. I like the clicking sounds the camera makes.

         The door opens abruptly and the young male director rushes in, carrying a thermos. He glances around and seems surprised that we’ve started without him. He puts down his thermos and claps his hands, breaking up the scene. He's rude. And we clearly don't need him. He wants to shoot his movie now and seems to be forgetting that he's the one who was late. He walks in between Ian and me. The way he looks at both Margot at me suggests he doesn't respect women all that much.

         He quickly presents his idea. It's a simple scene. A stable boy helps a helpless milkmaid turn butter. 'Butter Me Up' the movie's called and the director thinks it’s a brilliant title. I find it rather comical. The most important part, the director says, is that it ends with a “violent fuck.” As in, not the kind of scene I'm used to shooting. I chuckle and inform the director that I don't do penetration scenes. I must admit, I'm a bit annoyed. It was all there in my contract. The director is also annoyed and discusses the matter with both Margot and me. At one point, he calls me a feminist, and he clearly doesn't mean it as a compliment. I'm calm and steadfast. I've met other directors like him. He just gets more and more upset.

         In the end, he storms off. Margot, whom he's been verbally abusing as well, picks up his thermos and her folder and follows him. We hear him yelling for several minutes. Ian said several times that it didn't matter to him that there wasn't going to be any penetrative sex. He seems to find the whole thing a little ridiculous. “What's his problem?” he asks, and I smile. We hear the director yell that we can make our own damn movie, and I worry that the project is cancelled. The camera man and the sound engineer are making no effort to get up and take action. I decide that I won’t be leaving Scotland with nothing to show for and instead follow the advice of the director.

         I've worked on scripts before, and now the stage is mine. The barn is quiet. I walk slowly over to the camera, remove the lens cap and press the 'On' button. I walk to the hay bales, my back to the camera. Ian moves to sit on the edge of one of them. He reads my mind and pulls me toward him. We start kissing again.

         Carefully, the sound engineer puts her headset back on. “What the fuck is going on?” I hear him whisper to the camera man.

         Ian starts loosening the ribbons in my costume. His touch is rough and strong as his hands squeeze my buttocks and thighs. The ribbons slide in between his fingers. He's in no hurry; he enjoys the work, watching as my pale skin gets more and more exposed.

         Finally, I stand before him in my pearl underwear. I gather from both the look in his eye and the little sounds the camera man and the engineer are making, that I look good. My breasts aren't covered in pearls and are looking very perky. Ian leans down and kisses them tenderly. He nibbles at them with his lips, and I tilt my head backward.

         He turns me around, making sure I'm being filmed from all angles. He loosens the ribbons on my panties and lets them fall to the floor. He leads me to the blanket-covered hay bales and guides me down on my back. I'm still wearing the long socks and lace-up boots.

         Ian looks up to find the camera and spreads my legs for the viewer to see. First, he touches me lightly with the tips of his fingers, then with his warm tongue. My crotch is hot and open. I rest my hands in his dark hair. He looks at me with intense eyes as his tongue and lips slide back and forth. Ian raises himself on his elbows and with three fingers finds exactly the spot that brings me most enjoyment.

         Only one time, does he slide a finger up in me, but I stop him with a small sigh and a discreet shake of the head. He understands immediately and pulls me up on my knees. His fingers are still resting between my legs, and with the weight of my body I can now control the pressure myself. His arm is strong, his hand warm. I ride back and forth on his palm and three fingers.

         Ian's other hand is around my throat, squeezing a little bit. My head falls backwards, and my long hair grazes my back and buttocks rhythmically. Ian doesn't deviate from touching me just right. My cheeks are getting hot, matching my red hair and pink lips. The tightening of my muscles is becoming more and more intense. I bite my lip and put my arms around Ian's neck as I push my knees deep into the hay. I watch his strong arm work in the space between us, and the hand that keeps disappearing from view. His other hand is on my butt cheek. I concentrate on these roles we're playing… an unknown farm boy with access to my most private parts. The orgasm rushes through me. My moans are replaced by long sighs. I squeeze Ian's hand with my thighs, wobbly on my knees.

         I feel dizzy. I can hear the camera man clear his throat over on the couch. Ian gets up and pulls his pants down. His erection is right in front of my face. My eyes go big, and I run my tongue over my lips. I take him in my mouth. His eyes don't leave my face. He brushes my hair back, and I feel it fall down my back. Ian leads my hand to his dick, and I move it in the same rhythm as my mouth. I also touch his buttocks, feeling them tighten as he thrusts.

         At one point, he pushes me away gently, and takes a firm grasp around himself. With one hand firmly in my hair and the other firmly around his cock, he starts to masturbate in front of my face. I feel my crotch start pounding again. My mouth is slightly open, same as Ian. He leads his cock down to my breasts, letting them make contact a few times before he cums all over my chest. The white liquid stays on one of my breasts, glistening in the sun.

         We lay down on the blanket. I straddle Ian and place a knee on either side of his head. He leads me carefully with his hands to position me just right. He parts my labia and places his lips directly on my clitoris. I sink down somewhat. Ian barely moves. But his hard tongue moves with the perfect amount of pressure. His face is getting wet, and I feel his cheeks sticking to my thighs and buttocks.

         Once again, an orgasm rushes through my body. I throw my head back and look up at the big, beautiful wreath of flowers that hangs from the ceiling of the barn like a huge nest. This is an explosion of euphoria. All my senses are at work… The smell of the hay, and the beautiful white light still shining through the windows. Outside, the day is only just beginning. I feel like Ian and I have just recorded a very authentic and intense penetration-free film. What could've been a total fiasco, turned out to be some of the best work I've been a part of. I can't wait to see the final version.

         I lay back in his arms. We look at each other and laugh. We kiss. I've forgotten all about the camera man and the sound engineer and become only slightly conscious of the world around me when they start packing up. This trip to Scotland turned out so much better than I had hoped. “That argument with the director…” Ian begins. “Don't worry about it. This is the best sex I've had in a long time.”
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Sex on Show



Hannah and Fabian are very happy in their apartment on the Cote d’Azur. Its south-facing terrace is always bathed in sunlight. On lazy Saturday mornings, they love relaxing there, savouring their morning coffee.

This Saturday started like any other, except for being a little hotter than the previous days, thanks to the fast-approaching summer. As they always did, Hannah and Fabian woke up at a reasonable time and had gentle morning sex, before settling onto their sun-drenched terrace.

Enjoying a post-orgasm high, they start their slow Saturday morning by glancing around at their neighbours’ apartments. In the apartment opposite, on the 3rd floor, something catches Fabian’s eye. He nudges Hannah, and she turns to look at the window about 50 metres away from them, where a woman is faintly visible. She is wearing nothing but underwear, and from the way she is moving, she seems to be dancing to music. Fabian and Hannah are entranced by her curvaceous body as she twirls, lost in the moment. Then another figure enters the room.

‘Look, there’s a man!’ Hannah points out enthusiastically, ‘He looks hot… Do you think they’re going to start their morning like we did?’

‘It looks like it,’ replies Fabian, ‘It doesn’t look like he’s in a hurry to get dressed.’

‘Definitely not!’ Laughs Hannah.

They continue to sip their coffee as the scene unfolds in the apartment opposite. Thanks to the gentle breeze, the curtains open further, and they get a full view of the beautiful couple as their bodies intertwine. Both Hannah and Fabian feel shivers of excitement as they drink in the scene before them. The man, wearing nothing but a towel around his waist, is pressed against the woman’s back. His hands stroke her hair and make their way down her long neck and onto her breasts.

‘I love it when you do that,’ says Hannah.

‘I love it when I’m behind you,’ replied Fabian. ‘I love smelling your neck, and kissing it until I can’t control myself any longer. I love playing with your breasts and pressing you against me until I’m inside you.’

They continue to watch the couple as they kiss and caress each other, their eyes following every move and their ears imagining their sighs and moans.

The woman stops dancing and starts to grind slowly against her lover, who is still behind her. He unhooks her bra, freeing her full breasts and grabbing them with both hands. She arches her back as he pinches her nipples hard, and then bends over, resting her arms on a table in front of her. The man crouches down and buries his face in her bottom, making her writhe and squirm in pleasure. After a few moments, he stands up again, takes off the towel around his waist and forces himself inside her. Her mouth opens wider as she lets out a cry, inaudible to her audience.

‘Wow,’ breathes Hannah in admiration, running her hands over her floaty dress. Inspired by the caffeine running through her body, and the show in the apartment opposite, she slides the lace straps of her dress off her shoulders. Partly hidden from view by the sunshade over the terrace, she shudders at the warm breeze on her now-exposed breasts, her eyes still glued to the neighbours’ window. She gently touches her skin with the very tips of her fingers, trying to stop herself from sighing, forgetting that the neighbours are 50 metres away on the other side of a window, instead of right next to her.

 

Fabian doesn’t know where to look, his eyes darting between the couple in the window and his half-naked girlfriend, groaning and murmuring under her breath. As the couple continue their show, Hannah grasps her ample, enhanced breasts with their faint tan lines. The pale skin around her dark red nipples shines in the sunlight. The heat spurs Hannah on; her fingers pinch her now-hard nipples and she bites her lip, totally lost in the moment and unable to contain her moans of pleasure as she watches the neighbours continue their sensual dance. What started as a gentle waltz has become a passionate tango as they thrust furiously. They are so graceful and poised, and it is as if they somehow know they are being watched.

Her eyes wide, Hannah is in a trance, feeling the couple’s pleasure as if it were her own. Turning to Fabian, she smiles at him invitingly, still playing with her bare breasts. She holds his gaze with her seductive eyes, her hands exploring her body, making herself shudder. Now excited both by Fabian’s eyes on her and the couple’s passionate display, she lets her instincts take over. Pulling her dress up to the very tops of her thighs, she lets the warm June sun caress her soft skin, as her impatient fingers make their way between her legs.

Fabian watches in awe, his gaze alternating between the couple in the window and Hannah’s brazen display of arousal. Unable to resist her any longer, he comes to sit between her splayed legs and begins to lick, gently at first, and then more enthusiastically, letting his tongue explore inside her. Encouraged by her groans and spasms, he opens his mouth to taste her completely. Hannah is in heaven as she watches the couple continue their show as Fabian’s tongue works its magic. Her pupils dilate, her chest heaves her vagina throbs. For a moment, she tears her eyes away from the neighbours to focus on Fabian, his face buried between her legs, and to appreciate the warm sunlight on her tingling breasts.

But when she looks back to the window opposite, she realizes that the couple has stopped, and that they have spotted Hannah and Fabian. Hannah can see them clearly now – the man is standing just in front of the woman, who is looking straight at Hannah, playing with her lover’s huge, erect penis. Normally, seeing them looking at her would stop Hannah in her tracks, but today something is different. The combination of the sun’s warm caress, Fabian’s tongue between her legs, and the neighbours’ admiring looks just increase her pleasure.

Her brain and all her senses are on fire. As she becomes more and more excited, she realizes that now it’s her turn to be observed, and her turn to tease the neighbours. She grips her breasts, raising them to her mouth and licking them enticingly, knowing the effect she must be having on her audience as her tongue touches her hard nipples, her whole body trembles. She is the dancer now; it’s her show.

‘Oh, God!’ Breathes Hannah, as Fabian, totally unaware of the fact they are being observed, slides two fingers inside her dripping vagina. Hannah writhes uncontrollably, throwing her head back, still under the voracious gaze of her neighbours. The woman starts roughly stroking the man’s penis with one hand while touching herself with the other, clearly enjoying the performance. Hannah feels an orgasm racing towards her. Her vision blurs, her hand pulls Fabian’s hair, and a howl of ecstasy escapes from her lips. Convulsions grip her body, lasting for what seems like forever.

Afterwards, totally exhausted, she manages to smile at Fabian as he looks up at her, and then at the neighbours, who disappear into their apartment with a knowing nod and wink.
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