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ADULT FILM STAR

Luke needs money and he needs it fast. He goes through every job listing, but nobody is hiring. He’s so desperate that he ends up replying to an ad looking for men for an adult film. It’s an easy two hundred bucks, and they even let Luke wear a mask.

But Luke was so desperate for quick cash that he didn’t notice the part of the ad that mentioned he would be performing with a beautiful woman with an extra appendage.


CHAPTER I

It’s amazing what people will do for money. Luke always knew that there was a price for everything—he knew that people were lying when they said things like, “I wouldn’t do that for any amount of money!” Everyone has his or her price. Luke just thought that his price would be more than it was.

And maybe it would have been if he weren’t so desperate. In the span of a week, he managed to lose his job, total his car, and drop his wallet somewhere on the street on his way home from the bank, after taking out half of his account so he could pay his rent. To call that week lousy would have been a grave understatement.

“What do you mean, you dropped the money?” asked Luke’s landlord. “I don’t care if you dropped it or if a unicorn stole it from you while you were hanging upside down off of an airplane. I need that money by tonight or you’re out. Simple as that.” Luke went up and down the streets trying to find that wallet, but it was gone. Who wouldn’t grab a wallet packed tight with cash?

So Luke went back to the bank and he took out the last of his bank account. At least he would be getting his final paycheque in a few days—that would be enough to cover the cost of a few bills and some groceries. Until then, he was going to have to live off of whatever he had in his pantry: a bag of noodles, some soy sauce, a packet of hollandaise sauce (which was probably expired), and about a cup of rice. His stomach gurgled as he stared at the mostly empty pantry. “It could be worse,” he told himself. But he wasn’t sure how exactly it could be worse. Soon, he would be living on the street, begging for change. At least the winter was over. At least he wouldn’t die from the cold out on the streets, unless he failed to find a new job before the next winter started back up again.

He fired off about thirty resumes that night, expecting to have at least one job interview lined up by the morning. But he woke up to an empty e-mail inbox. No one was hiring. He stared at that empty e-mail inbox for ten minutes before migrating over to his couch so he could plant his face into a pillow. He screamed and then he felt tears forming in his eyes. He held those tears back. “You’re stronger than this,” he told himself. It was just a bad week—and every bad week comes to an end eventually. He forced a smile—maybe this was the start of an opportunity. He was being given the chance at a fresh start. He could pick a new career, move to a new city, maybe even start that business he always dreamed of starting… But all of those things need at least a bit of start-up cash. How could he start a new career if he couldn’t afford a new education? How could he move to a new city if he couldn’t even afford a suitcase, never mind a bus ticket? How could he start a company if he couldn’t even afford to incorporate?

He found himself back on his computer, searching through job postings. But there was nothing new—nothing he hadn’t already applied for. So he tried looking elsewhere. There was a whole section of gigs—temporary employment, but at least it was something. Maybe he could help someone build a fence. Maybe he could paint some old lady’s house. He scrolled through the listings and started replying. But people were quick to reply: “Sorry, the position’s already been filled.” Luke even found some posts looking for actors. He’d never acted before, but how hard could it be? “Sorry, we’ve already got our guy. Thanks for applying though,” was a reply he was becoming painfully used to seeing.

And then, after an hour of desperate searching, he found an ad that made his stomach turn. “$200.00. Adult film actor. Must be comfortable naked. Must be clean. Must be comfortable with sex.” Luke hated the fact that he wasn’t closing that window. He hated that his cursor was now hovering over the reply button. Just how badly did he need two hundred bucks?

He replied to the posting, half-hoping he would be told the position was already filled. But instead, he got a quick reply from the poster. “Can you send me a scan of your latest swab report from your doctor? We just need you for a simple bukkake scene: you and nine other guys will come on this chick. She might suck you, she might let you fuck her—we’ll see how’s she’s feeling on the day. Oh, and if you want, you can have your face covered. No one will be looking at your face anyway. Get me that swab report and I’ll give you the time and address.”

Luke’s stomach rumbled as he re-read the message. He wasn’t sure he would even be able to come on camera, never mind get hard. But what if he could? If his face was covered, it’s not like anyone would recognize him, right? He did really need that two hundred bucks…

So he went down to the nearby walk-in clinic. “What are you here for?” the woman at the front desk asked.

He cleared his throat and forced a smile. “Just want to get checked for… you know—STIs, or whatever.” He felt his cheeks turning red.

“Do you believe you have an STI?” the woman asked, raising a brow. Her voice was louder than Luke would have liked.

“No, of course not. I just want to make sure. Better safe than sorry, you know?” He forced a little laugh as a cold sweat began to tickle the back of his neck.

They got him into a room. The doctor was thankfully a female. She asked him to drop his pants, and then she went ahead with her inspection. She gently lifted up his cock and inspected his shaft. Then she ran her fingers over his testicles before taking a Q-tip to swab the tip of his penis. She spent a little bit too much time holding up his shaft. He was worried he was about to get an erection from the gentle stimulation of the Q-tip. He was relieved when she finally let his cock rest and said, “That’s all.” He put his cock away before it got noticeably bigger.

“Great,” he said, springing to his feet. “When will we get the results?”

“No later than tomorrow morning,” she said. But it was only a few hours later when Luke got a call from a woman at the clinic saying, “There was nothing wrong with your swab.”

“Can I get a copy of that report?” Luke asked.

There was a silence on the other end. “For what?” the woman asked.

“Just for my own peace of mind,” Luke said.

Then there was another long silence. “I’ll have that sent over,” she said. Luke felt like a complete idiot. He could never go to that clinic again. Everyone there probably thought he was some gay prostitute or something—or some guy who barebacked a gay prostitute. Though the reality wasn’t much better. He needed the report so he could star in an adult film. He needed the report so that he could get hard on camera and then come on some poor stranger.

His stomach turned again as he opened up his e-mail, so he could send the swab report to the adult film producer.

“You’re just in time. Shoot starts in an hour. Address is 22 Hazel Street, in the South. Money will be handed out after the shoot. Got it?”

Luke looked up the address. It was about an hour away, so Luke had to get moving. He sprayed himself with a little bit of cologne before slipping out his front door. And then his heart didn’t stop pounding until he was standing outside of the house with the ‘22’ on its front door. It was just a quaint bungalow in a quiet neighbourhood. There were kids playing down the street and a man mowing his grass just two houses down. The man looked over at Luke, and Luke looked away quickly, worried he was standing in front of a house with a bad reputation.

He knew he could still turn back. He wasn’t locked into anything. It’s not like the porn producer had his social insurance number. It’s not like Luke would be ruining any future job prospects by running away. But he just couldn’t say no to the money.

What if it had been one hundred dollars? Would he have done it then? Probably not. What about one-fifty? Probably not. But two hundred seemed like a lot of money. It was one third of his rent for the next month. It was about a month’s worth of groceries. It was his phone bill, Internet bill, and heating bill combined. It was enough money for two nice dates with a woman—not that he had a woman to take out on a date. Luke’s price was two hundred dollars.

So he stepped up to the door and he rang the bell. His heart suddenly fell into his stomach and his joints became stiff. He bit down on his tongue and whispered to himself, “What the hell went wrong?” Just one week before, his life had been looking so bright. He actually thought that his boss was calling him into his office to give him a raise. And now, he was waiting to be let into a house so that he could jerk off on some poor girl so that he could buy groceries for a month.


CHAPTER II

The blinds were closed and bright LED lights had been set up around the room. The air in the house was damp and warm. There was at least ten men standing in that living room, but no one was talking to one another. A table of food had been set up in the corner, but no one was touching it. Everyone was too nervous to eat.

The man who let Luke in was holding a clipboard. He didn’t say hello; he just said, “Name?”

“Luke.” He didn’t want to give his full name, though he had no reason to withhold it. It’s not like there was going to be a credit scroll at the end of the naughty film.

Luke noticed the pile of black bandanas on the food table. At first he thought they were napkins, then he noticed the men were wearing them over their mouths. So Luke meandered over to the table and he picked one up. He put down his glasses and then he tied the bandana around his mouth and hoped that it was enough to hide his identity. He couldn’t see very well without his glasses, but at least his friends wouldn’t recognize him without glasses on. But now he was regretting the tattoo he got on his arm three years ago: a bird wearing an army helmet. His friends would surely recognize the tattoo—but would his friends even see the video? Luke wanted to ask the producer what kind of audience would see this film, but he was too afraid to speak. So he just backed up against the wall like all of the other guys in the room.

Luke wasn’t the last to arrive. Two more guys showed up after him. They gave their names and then they became silent, covering their faces and hiding against the wall, behind the row of lights. The producer left the room for a minute and then he came back, still holding his clipboard. “Okay, everyone. Let’s get undressed. You can put your clothes against this back wall. We want lots of moaning and grunting. If she touches your dick, pretend to like it. Ham it up for the cameras. Don’t just stand there like a post while she diddles you. Same goes for if she sucks you. Same goes for if she lets you fuck her. If you come right away, don’t just stop. Keep stroking your dick until you’re hard again. I know that it might be uncomfortable, but we want it to look like the room’s full.” He checked his watch, as if he was on a tight schedule. But none of the guys in the room appeared to be in any sort of rush. Was the actress in a rush? Did she have other porno shoots to get to?

“Okay, here she comes. Let’s get that camera rolling, please!” Luke didn’t even notice the cameraman standing in the corner. He lifted up his camera rig and then pressed a button, making a red light turn on. Luke looked around and realized he was the only one who wasn’t naked. The other guys had taken off their clothes quickly and without hesitation. Maybe this wasn’t their first time. Maybe they’d bukkaked lots of girls before.

Luke quickly undressed. As he was fumbling out of his pants, he noticed the blonde beauty out of the corner of his eye. She was wearing nothing but a black lacy teddy and a tall pair of black heels. She walked into the middle of the room with a big, confident smile on her face. The crowd of naked men quickly surrounded her. Everyone who could reach her was suddenly touching her, feeling her skin, squeezing her tits. One man even went right for her pussy, running his fingers up and down her slit. One guy went in for a kiss and he got it. Certainly these weren’t all first-timers like Luke. If they could walk up and feel a girl up without any hesitation—then this wasn’t their first rodeo.

Luke’s legs began to tremble. He looked down and realized he was much paler than the other guys. He also wasn’t quite as buff—though there were a few skinny dudes in the crowd.

“C’mon, buddy. Get in there. We aren’t paying you to watch,” said the producer as he gave Luke a shove. Luke stumbled towards the naked men. He nearly touched a man on the ass by accident, but he managed to pull his hand away. He was uncomfortably close to many cocks—some of which were already starting to look hard. He’d never seen another man’s erect penis before—not in real life. His heart was pounding. At least his face was covered. At least this would all be over in no more than an hour. “Get in there!” the producer hushed from behind Luke’s back. But there was no opening. So Luke had to awkwardly pry himself between two buff naked men.

And then he found himself staring into the eyes of the blonde. She was beautiful—overwhelmingly beautiful. She had plump, juicy lips, and big, stunning eyes, complete with dark mascara and thick eyeliner. She grinned. Luke let a whimper slip out from his lips. He was suddenly frozen, too afraid to do anything. He knew he was expected to reach out and touch her, but that went against everything he’d ever been taught: don’t touch girls inappropriately.

But he could already feel the frustration of the producer standing a few paces behind him. So he awkwardly reached out for the woman’s arm. But she turned suddenly, and Luke’s hand landed on her breast. He froze for a moment and tried not to tremble on camera. Her hand came up and pressed against his, making him squeeze her tit. She had stiff tits—definitely implants—but they were still warm and her skin was soft. She looked into his eyes again with another grin, making his heart stutter. Luke was touching a naked woman and he didn’t even know her name.

Then, her hand slipped off of his and moved downwards. He watched her fingers as they slipped around his flaccid cock and began to massage him. He gasped again. She knew how to massage a dick, centering her attention on his tip, gently rubbing as he got harder and harder. He bit down on his bottom lip. He was happy that he was getting hard, but humiliated that he was getting hard in a room full of strangers, with a camera pointed in his direction. He looked for that camera now, and saw it across from him, pointed right down at his cock. It was only a few seconds before the woman let go of his cock and grabbed another from her selection. Luke’s heart stuttered again.

Luke felt humiliated. Every time he noticed that camera, he tried to cover his tattoo. But he knew it was already too late. That tattoo had certainly already made it into many shots. Was this worth two hundred bucks? And what about when guys started coming? What if some guy accidentally got cum on Luke? He tried not to think about it. The act was already well underway, and it would all be over soon.

One of the men dropped down to his knees. He buried his face between the woman’s thighs and started licking her through her lingerie. She grabbed his head and pulled him in tight. Another man got down on his knees behind the woman and buried his face between her ass cheeks.

“Jerk your fucking cock!” the producer hushed in Luke’s direction. Luke looked around and saw that the other guys were all jerking themselves off, getting themselves closer to orgasm. Luke had to bite down hard on his tongue to gather the will to reach down and stroke himself. He tried to think if he’d ever done anything this humiliating before. But nothing came close to masturbating on camera with a group of strangers.

He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He’d already come this far. He could tough out the next thirty minutes or so. He really did need the money, after all. So he kept jerking. And somehow, he managed to get himself hard. Maybe it was just the stimulation. Maybe it was the sight of the beautiful blonde. But it definitely wasn’t the thought of coming with a group of horny strangers.

When Luke opened his eyes, he saw something that made his heart stop for a moment. The man on his knees in front of the actress was now licking a long, curved cock, and that cock belonged to the blonde beauty. She was a man—a tranny, a shemale, a trap—whatever you want to call her. Luke froze, stopping his hand from pumping. He felt a cold shiver jolting down his legs and he nearly stumbled over.

“Okay, let’s keep things moving, everyone!” the producer shouted. “People want to see cum—let’s give them cum!”

So the blonde got down onto her back. Two men sunk down and hovered their erect penises next to the tranny’s mouth. She grabbed both and mashed the tips together before sticking out her tongue to get the shafts nice and wet. Another man got down between her legs. He lifted up her knees and then he spread her cheeks, exposing her tight asshole beneath her ball sack. No one seemed to be put off by the fact the blonde was really a man. Maybe they’d all gotten the memo. Maybe it was written in the ad and Luke just didn’t notice it.

“C’mon, man. I’m not going to tell you again,” hushed the producer. He walked up and gave Luke a shove, making him stumble forward, towards the action, towards the ten erect cocks. Luke wasn’t sure what to do. He kept going through the motion of jerking off, but he could feel that he was losing his erection. He’d definitely lost his arousal. But he couldn’t lose that two hundred bucks—not after coming this far. He’d touched her breasts, and she’d massaged his cock—a tranny had massaged his cock. He shuddered and tried to catch his breath.

“Do something, man. Go and fuck her tits or something,” the producer said, while all of the other guys took turns getting their dicks sucked. The man between her legs hadn’t moved. He was still carefully trying to mash his erection up into her asshole with one hand while playing with her cock with the other.

Luke moved in. He carefully stepped over the blonde shemale and sunk down, so his ass was on her abdomen. He felt so filthy and so depraved. He closed his eyes and wished that he had a time machine, so he could go back and avoid this terrible situation. Then he opened his eyes and looked down at the trap’s tits. He slapped his cock down between them and then he pushed them together. He started pulling them back and forth, making them massage the length of his rod. And now, she was staring into his eyes with that grin on her face.

He tried to take another deep breath. His mind was spinning with confusion. He knew she was a biological male—he knew she had a cock, even though he couldn’t see it now. But that face really did look feminine. And those tits might have felt fake, but they looked shockingly real. And even though they were fake, they still felt nice as they stimulated the length of his cock. He was getting hard again, but now he wasn’t sure that’s what he wanted.

It dawned on him that he was in a room with ten other guys, and no women. He was having an orgy with a bunch of dudes. This definitely wasn’t worth two hundred bucks. So why wasn’t he leaving? Why was he still there? Why was his cock so hard?

“Okay guys, switch it up. Don’t let it get boring for the audience,” said the producer. So everyone stood up. Luke found himself back on his feet, with his cock in his hand, like the other guys. Everyone moved in to a new spot. Luke purposely delayed, so that all of the openings would be taken before he could get one. He was happy standing on the sidelines, jerking himself off, even though it was the most humiliating thing he’d ever done. He watched as the blonde sucked cock after cock, and he watched as men took turns plugging her hole.

Then he watched as one man stuck his cock inside of her and started pumping. His face was starting to turn red. He groaned and then the blonde gasped. The man pulled out just as his cock was releasing a blast of cum onto her abdomen. “Fuck, I’m sorry,” he groaned. Luke didn’t know why the man was saying sorry. Wasn’t the whole point to come on her? Then he noticed the cum billowing out of her asshole. He didn’t just come on her—he came in her, too.

And then Luke got another shove. “Get in there, man. You want to get paid, right?”

Luke’s body was cold and tense. There was only one opening: between her legs. And that cum was still there, oozing out from her asshole. Was he expected to put his cock in there? Was he expected to have his cock covered in some stranger’s warm load?

He sunk down slowly. His stomach was sick as he thought about sticking his cock in, but the thought of leaving empty handed was worse at this point. So he aimed his tip at that hole, closed his eyes, and pushed in. There wasn’t much resistance: she was stretched out and now she was well lubricated with another man’s semen. It felt weird: sticky and slick and warm. Luke tried to pretend like he was pushing his cock into a vagina, and the slime was just her pussy juice (though it was so much thicker). He reached down and grabbed her hips—at least those felt feminine—and then he started to pump.

Luke hated how good it felt. He hated how a strong euphoria started to swell inside of him. He hated how badly he wanted to look at the blonde’s tits as they bounced up and down. This should have been nothing but repulsive, so why was he enjoying it all of a sudden?

He watched as two men simultaneously came on her face. Then, ten seconds later, another man came on her chest. His first blast nearly got Luke, reaching as far down as her pelvis. He was surprised when she reached down and slicked the cumshot up her shaft and started to pump herself.

“Fuck,” Luke said. “I’m going to come.” He wasn’t sure why he said it—no one else announced themselves.

“Me too,” said the blonde, looking down at Luke. “Let’s come together. Press your cock against mine.”

“Yes—great idea!” shouted the producer. “Get your dicks together. C’mon now.”

And Luke felt like he had no choice. He pulled his cum-slicked cock out from the blonde’s asshole and then he moved up and pressed it against her cum-slicked cock. She took both of the cocks and started to pump them together. Luke closed his eyes and tried to push back his humiliation. Everything about the moment was horrible: his cock was pressed against another cock, and both cocks were covered in the cum of two other men. He was surely going to need to undergo another STI test after this…

“Oh fuck!” the blonde groaned. She tilted her head back and then Luke watched as cum shot out of her cock and straight into the air. It landed back Luke’s tip. It was warm and gooey, and it melted down his shaft and then between her fingers. The sight was all Luke could handle. He groaned and then he began to unload, firing blast after blast onto the beauty’s already cum covered body.

“Are you getting this? Look at all that cum!” the producer said to the camera operator. The camera operator swooped in and made sure to get Luke’s seemingly never-ending cumshot on film. And now he felt even more humiliated than ever. It was embarrassing that he actually participated in such a perverted event—but to actually come as well? Did that mean that he liked it? Did that mean that he was just as depraved as the other participants?


CHAPTER III

The set became dead silent when the filming was finished. No one said anything to anyone else, and the blonde tranny went off into another room to get cleaned up—probably to the bathroom to take a shower. She was covered from head to toe in cum: the cum of ten guys, and some guys even came twice, which Luke thought was strangely impressive.

“Great shoot everyone,” the producer said as he went to retrieve a little metal box. In the box were little bundles of twenty-dollar bills. Everyone lined up quickly as if they’d been through the routine many times before. Luke got in the line as well. When Luke got to the front, the producer handed him his wad. “You’ve got my e-mail if you want to do this again,” he said. “We have a shoot like this every week. And there are other shoots too, if you’re interested. If you can come like that consistently, you can probably make quite a bit of money.”

Luke opened his mouth to reply, but the humiliation clogged his throat. He was about to turn away when he noticed a wad of cash inside of the box. The paper strip holding it together had ‘Elle’ written on it. It was a thick wad of fifty-dollar-bills. Was Elle the blonde tranny?

“What are you staring at?” the producer asked.

“Nothing,” Luke said, looking away quickly. That wad probably had two thousand dollars in it—maybe more. And maybe she deserved it after the gross hour she’d just endured.

Luke took off, excited to get home to take a shower of his own. He could feel the cum drying on his cock: his own cum, the tranny’s cum, and the cum of two other men. He was just praying that he hadn’t contracted some sort of disease. He got to the bus stop and then he tried to read the sign with the bus times on it. But even straining, he couldn’t read the sign without his glasses. He reached into his pocket and realized his glasses weren’t there.

“Shit,” he muttered, realizing he’d left his glasses in the house. So he turned around and went back to retrieve them. But he stopped a block short of that suburban set. He didn’t want to go inside. He didn’t want to see those faces again. He didn’t want to look into that man’s eyes—the man who watched him fuck a tranny before coming all over her cock. He didn’t want the reminder. But those glasses were worth nearly two hundred bucks, so he couldn’t just leave them behind unless he wanted to make this embarrassing experience a complete waste of time. So he walked up to the door and reluctantly pressed the doorbell.

It was a minute before the door opened. Luke was expecting the producer, but instead he got the blonde, who was now clad in a pink housecoat and matching pink slippers. She looked right into Luke’s eyes and smiled. “Hey again,” she said. And Luke was rendered frozen. She hadn’t seen his whole face until that moment, yet she still managed to recognize him.

Luke stuttered before saying, “Hi.” But he’d suddenly forgotten what he came back for. He found himself looking at the blonde tranny, wondering how it was possible that she was a tranny at all. She didn’t look like a tranny, especially with her cock hidden behind that pink housecoat. But even with her makeup washed off and her hair wet and un-styled, she still looked like a lady. And in a way, that was relieving. At least she looked like a real girl. At least Luke could rest easy knowing that he fucked a convincing trap and not some broad-shouldered drag queen.

“Can I help you with something?” she said.

Luke thought for a moment, snapping himself out from his daze. “My glasses—I left my glasses here,” he said. And he could see them, still sitting on that back table with the food spread that no one touched.

The blonde opened the door wide. “Sure. Come on in,” she said with a cute smile. She watched as Luke walked through the house. He grabbed the glasses and headed straight back for the door. “Today was fun,” she said, bringing him to a frozen stop.

“What?” he said.

“I said, today was fun,” she said. But he’d heard her the first time.

“Oh. Yeah, it was,” Luke said, forcing a smile. Now he wasn’t sure what to do. He wanted to leave, but he felt like that would be rude—or was it rude to stand in the middle of that living room. Whose living room was it? Was it her living room? Was it the producer’s living room? Where was that producer now?

Luke felt like he needed to say something so that the silence would become too overwhelming. So he said the first thing that came to his mind. “They paid you well for that?” he asked. And he immediately realized how rude the question was.

She laughed. “Pretty well. I got three grand for this shoot, which is a bit less than what I usually make. But I like working for these guys. They do good work, and the sets are always professional.”

Luke found himself nodding his head slowly. All he heard was ‘three grand’. He couldn’t believe that number. Three thousand dollars for less than an hour of work? Luke couldn’t even imagine making three grand. That was enough to live for almost three whole months, as far as he was concerned.

“Well you deserve it,” he said, forcing a smile as he slipped his glasses into his pocket. He thought about putting his glasses on, but he didn’t want her to see him as he usually was.

“Thanks. You’re so sweet,” she said, leaning forward and kissing him on the cheek. He became tense, like a teenager getting his first kiss, even though he’d already had his cock inside of her asshole—and much more than that. “We should do a shoot together sometime—just me and you. What’s your name?”

Luke hesitated. He thought about giving her a fake name, so that the embarrassment would be lessened. But he didn’t want to be rude. He knew that if he gave her a fake name, she might go to the producer and then find out the name was fake, and then she might be offended. So he gave her his real name, and then he said, “I need to get going.” He turned around and got out of that house. Once he was around the corner, he started running, so he could get as far away as possible—even though he knew it made no difference how quickly he got away from the house. It was already too late. He’d already gone through with the shooting of the film, and soon that film would be online for everyone in the world to see. His own friends could find that video with a few clicks, and then they could watch as Luke rubbed his cock against a transgender woman’s cock.

He pulled that small wad of money out from his pocket and stared at it. Was it worth it? Did he really need that money? And if it were worth it, would it be worth it to do it again? That producer did say they did a shoot every week…

He stuffed the money back into his pocket and he shook off the tingling idea. It wasn’t worth the money. Now, he would be stuck with that depraved memory for the rest of his life, just so he could pay a few bills.


CHAPTER IV

The next few days were long. He kept looking for employment, but found nothing. And then, once he’d gone through every single job posting, he found himself scouring the Internet for that video. He had no idea how long it took to process a pornographic movie, but he couldn’t imagine it took long. The camera never cut while filming—it was just a single, long take, which would require no editing. He couldn’t help but think that it was already out there, already being watched by his friends, and he had no idea how to find it himself.

And worse, his friends would never tell his that they watched it, because by telling him, they would be admitting to watching trap porn. So now, every time Luke saw his buddies, he would be overwhelmed by the paranoia that they secretly knew that he’d gone and done a porn film.

But he kept looking, because he had nothing else to do. He didn’t have enough money to go to the movies or even to play a bit of pool at the billiards hall. He didn’t even have enough money to rent a movie on his Apple TV, so all he could do was search the Internet for that video. He wouldn’t have been able to focus on a movie or a game of pool anyway, knowing that video could be circulating around the depraved corners of the web.

He didn’t find the video, but he did stumble upon a video staring that blonde beauty. In the video, she was with a biological woman. First, she ate out the woman’s pussy, and then the woman sucked her cock. Luke fast-forwarded through the video, to the part where the woman put on a big strap-on and fucked the blonde beauty in the ass. The video ended with the blonde coming on the camera lens.

Then Luke noticed a line under the video window. “See more videos with Elle!” That was the name on the wad of money. It really was her! Luke clicked the link and saw a dozen different videos: some with men, some with women, some with other traps, and some by herself. Luke recognized the living room in a few of the videos. Then he saw a video labelled, “Elle does bukkake!” He clicked it and then his heart stopped. The video opened with the camera over his own shoulder. His tattoo was right there, in the frame, next to Elle’s lingerie-clad body. The sound for the first half of the movie had been replaced with music, probably because the director was shouting at Luke for the whole first half.

Luke watched the whole video in a state of frozen terror. Even with his face covered, it was always obvious when he was on screen—even when that tattoo couldn’t be seen. But would it be obvious to other people? He looked down and saw that the video already had 400,000 views. It had only been up for twenty hours. How many views would it have by the end of the day? How many views would it have by the end of the month? Surely it was just a matter of time before someone Luke knew saw that video…

Luke read the comments. He didn’t have to scroll far before someone commented on his massive cumshot. “Did you see how much cum sprayed out of that dude’s dick?” The comment had nine hundred likes. Luke’s stomach turned. Half a million people had now watched a video of Luke rubbing his erection against a trans woman’s erection. This horrible anxiety that was now swirling inside of his stomach was certainly not worth two hundred dollars.

It was that night when Luke received an e-mail from the producer. “Hi Luke. That was your name? Just to confirm—you were the guy who came half a gallon of cum on my actress, right? Well she’s requested that I reach out to you for a possible shoot. Is that something you’re interested? I could give you a thousand bucks. Shoot shouldn’t take more than an hour or two. Let me know. If you can come like that again, I’ll make it $1,500.”

And now Luke’s heart was pounding. He didn’t delete the e-mail, but he didn’t reply right away. He had to take an hour to think about it. Was $1,000 his price now? He knew that he had a price, even knowing how humiliating it would be. He knew that by doing another video, he was doubling down on the number of people who might recognize him. But he still needed money. He still had no job prospects. And a thousand bucks is a lot of money—more than high-class escorts get paid.

So he messaged the producer back. “When and where?”

“Same place. You free tomorrow? She’s free tomorrow. Let’s do it tomorrow. Say around 11:00 AM. Go get yourself checked tonight and bring the paperwork with you tomorrow.”

Luke went to his bathroom and he tried to throw up. He couldn’t believe what he was doing, but he just couldn’t resist the money. It was enough money to pay off his credit card. It was enough money to pay for his bills and his rent. It was enough money to survive for another month while he hopelessly replied to every job posting on every job board.

He looked up nearby clinics, but the only one that was open was the one down by his apartment building—the same one he went to just a few days before. He groaned and then he made his way down. The same people were working. “Hello again,” the woman behind the desk said. “What can we do for you today.”

Luke’s face was already red before he said, “I need to be tested.”

“For what this time?” the woman asked.

He cleared his throat. “The same thing—everything. Just test for everything.” He felt the blood rushing into his cheeks.

It only took fifteen minutes, but that fifteen minutes seemed to last a lifetime. The same woman doctor inspected his cock and swabbed his tip. Then she looked him in the eyes as if to say, ‘What the hell are you doing with your life?’ And Luke looked down at his feet, as if to say, ‘Throwing it down the toilet.’

He went home and then he woke up the next morning to a phone call, letting him know that he was clean and good to star in another porno shoot. “Should we e-mail you the results again?” the woman on the phone asked.

“Yes, please,” Luke said with a defeated voice. But he knew he would feel better as soon as he got his thousand dollars—maybe even fifteen hundred dollars. He printed off his clean swab report, and then he got himself showered up and ready for his tranny sex date, which would be filmed and posted on the Internet for everyone to see.

The address was the same as before. He got another awkward look from one of the neighbours as he walked up to the door and reached for the doorbell. It took two minutes for the producer to answer the door this time, leaving Luke standing on the doorstep feeling even more exposed and vulnerable than he felt when he was naked and jerking himself off in front of the camera. “Hey, Luke. Come on in,” said the producer. Luke wasn’t sure whether or not he was happy to see that the living room was empty. At least when there were nine other guys, he didn’t feel so alone. Now, all of the pressure was on him. He couldn’t step back and let the other guys take over. He had to be the star of the show now, and he knew that the director wasn’t a fan of cutting.

“You can start undressed,” the director said. And then he stared at Luke, as if he was waiting for him to get undressed. So Luke carefully pulled off his shirt and started to take off his pants. He noticed the cameraman in the corner, looking his way, and then a woman he didn’t recognize in the other corner, holding a makeup pallet—she must have been the makeup artist.

Luke had the urge to cover his cock as he slipped his pants down, but he knew there was no point. Everyone in that room was about to see much more than just his cock.

He looked around the room and saw that there was a table covered in sex toys: vibrators and dildos and Fleshlights. And were those there for Luke to use on her, or were they there for her to use on Luke? Now that the spotlight would be on him, what was expected of him? He thought about asking the producer, but he was too afraid of sounding like an amateur. He didn’t want to give the producer any reason to cancel the shoot, even though that may have been for the best.

The producer looked down at Luke’s cock. “You need a fluffer?” he asked. “Marina! Come over here. Help Luke get it up so we can start shooting. Elle is ready, right? Almost ready? I don’t want my film opening with a limp dick.”

The makeup artist put down her pallet of makeup and she walked over. She said nothing as she sunk down to her knees before Luke and grabbed his cock. She started massaging it in the most amazing way, using both of her hands and rolling it as if she was rolling some dough into a long rope. “Is he getting hard yet?” the producer called out from across the room.

“Yes. He’s almost hard,” she replied in a strangely monotonous voice, as if it was just another part of the job—and it was.

She had Luke hard in less than thirty seconds, throbbing, and nearly on the verge of coming. He had to ask her to stop. “Sorry. It just—it feels too good.” He felt his whole face turning a dark shade of red.

She sighed and shook her head. “We may have to shoot the cumshot first!” she called out.

The producer man sighed. “Too bad. He can hold it. I’m not cutting.” He looked at Luke. “If you come before her, I’m putting her on top. Got it?”

Luke’s stomach turned. “Got it,” he said.

“Okay, let’s shoot. Roll the camera. Elle, baby! We’re ready for you!”

And Luke just stood there in the middle of the room, his heart racing and his head spinning. He couldn’t believe how quickly they pumped these things out. They didn’t screw around and they didn’t waste time. He wondered how many of these they shot in a day. How many other girls were in those other rooms, waiting for men to show up so they could shoot their scenes?

Elle stepped out in tall heels. She had an intimidating strut, walking with long strides. Today, she was wearing a white dress instead of lingerie. It had no straps—being held up only by her perky fake tits. The skirt of the dress was short, hardly covering her crotch at all. If her cock slipped out from her panties, then it would certainly be hanging down in plain sight—and maybe that’s what the producer was hoping for.

She didn’t say anything as she put her hands on Luke’s shoulders. She looked into his eyes with a grin, and then she leaned forward and kissed him. He hesitated and then forced himself to kiss back. Her lips were soft, like a woman’s—even though they didn’t technically belong to a woman. Her tongue was wet and warm, and she wasn’t shy sticking it in his mouth, though he was shy allowing it into his mouth.

Her hands were moving all over him, down his chest, up his arms, around to his ass, and then one hand slipped around his cock. She began to gently stroke. “You’re so hard,” she said.

Luke cleared his throat. “Just for you,” he said, forcing a grin. He felt so stupid, pretending to be a porn star—even though he now technically was a porn star. He put his hands on her body and started to feel her up and down, eventually moving his hands onto her stiff tits. He squeezed and she let a big, dramatic moan out from her lips. Luke tried not to laugh. Instead, he said, “Oh yeah, baby,” with an overly masculine voice. And now it looked like she was trying not to laugh.

Were they having fun? Was this just a game to her, and he was only just catching on now?

“I love your big, hard cock,” she said. “It’s so big.”

“But whose is bigger,” Luke said with that same fake voice. He reached down, under her skirt, and he fished her cock out from her panties. His heart fluttered and his legs trembled, but he managed to stay in character. Her cock wasn’t hard, so comparing them was useless. Though now he felt the obligation to get her hard, so her wrapped his fingers around her warm girth and he started to pump. She moaned, so he moaned as well, as if he was enjoying it.

He wasn’t excited to be touching a cock, but he was relieved that she seemed to be having fun in a strangely non-sexual sort of way, as if they were playing a game together. He suddenly felt like there was less pressure to impress her and the cameras. No one was shouting at him, so he must have been doing something right.

He could feel her cock throbbing as he pulled his hand up and down. He could feel her stiffening and growing. It was a weird feeling, but it wasn’t quite as gross as he’d anticipated. Finally, when she was hard, he pressed her cock against his, for the second time that week. They were about the same size, though hers looked bigger because her body was slightly smaller. “Looks like I win,” she said with a grin. “I guess you have to suck it now.” Before Luke could process what she’d said, she had her hands on his shoulders and she was pushing him down to the ground. He took a deep breath. His lips were now a mere inch away from her towering shaft. He took it carefully and pointed it down. Her foreskin pulled back naturally as she reached her maximum size. Then he froze, afraid to go any further but also afraid to disappoint the eyes that were watching him: the eyes of the producer, the eyes of Elle, the eyes of the camera guy and the makeup artist fluffer—and the eyes of the potential millions that would be watching later on their computers.

He took another deep breath. He had to do something. He couldn’t just sit there like an idiot!

Elle helped him out. She took her cock with one hand and then she took his head with the other. She pulled them together, and Luke had no choice but to open his mouth. The cock went in, sliding along his tongue. He closed his eyes and tried to imagine something else—anything else. But the only image in his mind was the image of that throbbing cock. She began to thrust her hips forward, fucking his face as if it belonged to a blow-up sex doll. “Oh, that feels so good. Your mouth is so fucking warm,” she said.

He could feel her cock throbbing on his tongue. He could even taste the sweet tinge of what he was pretty sure was pre-cum. But it wasn’t as horrible and disgusting as he expected. At least she smelled and looked like a woman. It didn’t seem much different than sucking on her finger or her neck—it was just another part of her body. So he began to suck. She moaned and nestled her fingers into his hair.

“Now it’s my turn, baby,” she said, using one of her heeled feel to push him onto his back. She looked stunning from down on the floor: standing tall and confident in her heels—even with her dripping erection. The studio lights seemed to be hitting her from behind, making her into a silhouette from Luke’s position on the floor. She almost looked like Wonder Woman, with her toned physique and perky tits.

She sunk down, onto her hands and knees, and she plunged his cock into her mouth. She sucked with elegance, bobbing her head slowly and wrapping her tongue around his shaft expertly. It felt good. It felt so right and so wrong at the same time—so wrong for so many different reasons. Luke had his eyes closed. He was faking orgasmic sounds, as if he was on the verge of coming, but in reality he wasn’t too far away. He opened his eyes momentarily and saw the lens of the camera, looking right at him, getting that very important reaction shot. His heart stuttered. He knew he was just looking at a piece of glass, but he knew that piece of glass represented potential millions, including his own friends.

Elle stood back up, putting her hands on Luke’s shoulders and looking into his eyes. She kissed him, giving him a taste of his own cock, and then she spun around and bent over, showing him the perfect curve of her soft ass. He reached down and grabbed her cheeks with both of his hands. He stretched her apart, revealing that puckering hole. He’d been in that hole before, but his heart still pounded ferociously as he stared at it. He wasn’t wearing a mask on his face. There was nothing hiding his identity. It was only a matter of time before someone found that video—once it hit the net, it would be online forever, being watched every single day, every single hour—maybe even every single minute. Some of those porn videos had hundreds of millions of views. And God knows how many sites the video would end up on…

Luke closed his eyes again. He could still back out. He hadn’t signed any paperwork. Could they even legally post the video without his written consent? Surely if he told them to take it down, they would have no choice—right? But if he backed out, where was he going to get money? He already had dollar signs glowing in his mind—and they were big dollar signs.

He pressed the tip of his erection up to that puckering hole. Elle moaned; it was a fake moan, but it was still cute. He circled his tip along her rim as the cameraman got in close, getting that camera right up into the action. Luke could feel Elle puckering against his tip, as if she was inviting him in. And he knew that the sooner he did it, the sooner it would all be over with. The camera was hardly ever on him anyway. No one watches the man in the video—especially not in a video where the fetish is dangling between the girl’s legs.

Luke pressed in. Elle gasped. She was tight. Her anal walls clenched his cock hard for a few seconds before releasing him and allowing him to sink deeper. He wanted to take his time, but he knew the audience didn’t want to watch a man slowly penetrating a tranny. They wanted to watch her getting fucked. They wanted to hear her scream and wonder: ‘how the hell does she do that?’ So he pushed hard, penetrating her completely, making her body tense up with another sharp gasp. “Do you like that?” he asked through clenched teeth.

“Oh God, it feels so good. Fuck me, baby. Fuck me!”

So he started to fuck her, thrusting hard and deep. She pushed herself back, pressing her soft bum into his hard pelvis. It was mesmerizing, watching her soft bum squash up against his hard pelvis. She stood up carefully, wobbling slightly in her heels. Luke took his hands and ran them up her naked torso, cupping her firm breasts tightly. She turned her head and looked into his eyes. Then they kissed.

And Luke couldn’t tell if that kiss was for the camera or if it was for him. If felt real. It felt much different than the squirming tongue kiss they shared just a few minutes earlier. She gently bit his bottom lip, and then she tickled his lip with the tip of her tongue. He pressed his whole cock into her body and held it there for a moment, revelling in that amazing feeling: her anal walls tensing along the length of his shaft. Luke groaned in an attempt to fight away the euphoria. He didn’t want to come yet—he knew what would happen if he came. He knew the producer was looking for a certain runtime, and he knew the producer didn’t care how he got that runtime—whether Luke was inside of Elle or Elle was inside of Luke.

But Luke couldn’t hold on any longer. He bit down on his tongue and he groaned, and then he pulled out reluctantly. He wanted to come inside of her so badly, but he knew they wanted that cumshot on camera. He grabbed his cock firmly and used his free hand to bend Elle over. “I’m going to come on you,” he said, so the cameraman would know to get in close. But Elle didn’t want to take it on the ass, so she spun around and dropped to her knees, holding up her perky tits.

The cameraman swooped in and then Luke shuddered as his cock began to unload hot cum all over those fake breasts. He groaned and squirmed and squeezed his shaft tight. He almost didn’t notice Elle opening her mouth and ducking her head to catch a few blasts on her tongue. Though he didn’t notice the cum on her lips when she finally stood back up and kissed him again. He’d never tasted his own cum before. It was slightly off-putting, but not enough to take him out of the moment—and not even enough to stop him from kissing Elle deeply with his tongue.

She pressed her chest against his while they made out. He felt his own warm cum spreading across his skin. And he could also feel her hard shaft pressing against his abdomen. He knew that shaft only had one destination in mind: his asshole.

Elle put her hands on his sides and started turning him. She was surprisingly strong—or maybe that wasn’t such a surprise. Luke ended up with his back to Elle. She pressed against his back with the palm of her hand, pushing him into a bent over position. His heart stuttered. He’d never been penetrated before. He knew it would hurt, but he knew it wouldn’t kill him. It probably wouldn’t even leave any sort of permanent damage—but he was still afraid. He was still about to be penetrated by a tranny for many thousands of people to watch.

He felt her warm tip press up against his hole. He felt her hands pulling his cheeks apart to show the camera. “Look at that little virgin hole,” she said with a grin in her voice. And Luke’s heart stuttered as he wondered how she could tell it was a virgin hole. Would it never look the same after she was finished fucking it? Or was she just saying that for dramatic effect?

Luke took a deep breath and bit down on his tongue, just in time. She pushed deep inside of him, not even giving him a chance to clench to hold her back. He could feel every inch of her inside of his body, throbbing intensely. She dug her nails gently into the skin of his ass and started to thrust. Luke wasn’t sure what he was supposed to do. He’d never even watched a video of a man being penetrated before. Was he supposed to moan like a girl? Was he supposed to grunt as if he was thrusting? Or was he supposed to squirm and groan as if it hurt, as if her cock was so big it was stretching him beyond his comfort zone?

He was being stretched, but it didn’t hurt. It didn’t quite feel like anything, aside from a strange internal massage—at least at first. But after a few thrusts in and out, he started to feel something swelling inside of him. A warm buzzing started to tickle his whole genital region, from his asshole to the tip of his cock. “Shit,” he muttered. He clenched hard, but it didn’t stop Elle from thrusting. He could feel every little detail, right down to her throbbing veins. “Oh, fucking shit,” he groaned. He reached out and grabbed firmly onto the edge of the nearby couch. That buzzing was getting stronger and stronger. His legs were starting to tremble as his heart pounded harder.

It felt so good. He had to bite down hard on his tongue to stop himself from screaming out in pleasure. Being fucked on camera was humiliating enough—actually enjoying it was unacceptable. But the fact was: he was enjoying it. He’d never felt anything like it. How had he gone so long without knowing how amazing being penetrated could feel? How had he never stuck anything up there, just to experiment?

He could feel Elle’s cock swelling now, getting thicker and harder, getting ready to burst. Her nails dug deeper into his skin and her moaning became louder. “Fuck,” she muttered under her breath. “I’m going to come. I’m going to fucking come.”

“In his mouth!” hushed the producer—his voice was almost a whisper.

Elle slammed down hard a few more times, and then she couldn’t take any more. She pulled out, leaving Luke with a lingering elation. His head was spinning and he couldn’t process what was happening.

“Spin around!” hushed the producer, but the sentence made no sense to him in his state of euphoric confusion. So Elle and the cameraman quickly ran around him and Elle pushed him to the ground. And then she started to come. The first blast hit his closed lips. His winced away, and then he heard, “Open your fucking mouth!” So he hesitantly opened his mouth, and then the warm cum started to fill him up, splashing against his tongue and coating the back of his throat. He gagged but managed to take the rest of her load. “Don’t swallow it! Hold it there!” the producer yelled.

Elle stepped aside and the cameraman moved in, getting that lens right up to Luke’s face. He held his mouth open, showing the pool of warm whiteness. Then Elle stepped back in, dropped to her knees, and pressed her lips against his. She kissed and managed to suck her own cum into her mouth. She turned and showed it to the camera before spitting it back into Luke’s mouth. “Swallow it, baby,” she said. So he did. “Good boy.” She gave him a little slap on the cheek and then stood up, her semi-erect cock swaying from side to side with a drop of cum dangling off of her tip.

“And cut! We got it!” the producer called out. He had a big smile on his face. Everyone immediately started wrapping the set up. But Luke just remained on his knees, his mind still swirling with confusion. Did that really just happen? Did he really just enjoy having sex with a tranny?

Elle walked up and helped him to his feet. “Are you okay?” she asked.

“Huh?” he said, looking at her slowly, still trapped in his daze. “Me? Um, yeah, I’m fine.” He managed to force a smile.

“First time, huh? Well you did great,” she said. “I really enjoyed that.”

“Me too,” he said, and he hated that it was true.

She looked down at her chest, which was coated with cum. “And look at all of that cum! You’ve got a real gift.” She wiped some of it up with the tip of her finger and then she wiped it on the tip of his nose with a little giggle. “You can shower with me if you want. There’s only the one working shower in the house.”

Luke followed her to the bathroom, still in his frazzled state. She ran the shower hot and then she got in. “Come on in before the water gets cold.” And then he found himself standing in the shower with her. He couldn’t quite figure out how he’d ended up there. He looked down and watched as the hot water ran off the tip of her long cock. She noticed him staring, so she shook her hips, making her cock slap from thigh to thigh. “Earth to Luke!” she said with another cute giggle.

He shook his head. “Sorry,” he said, looking away quickly. “I’m just—trying to wrap my head around everything.”

“It seems weird at first, but it’s really not that weird. It’s just sex,” she said. “You did good—I promise. I’ve done a lot of God-awful scenes that don’t even end up online. This wasn’t one of them.” She passed him the bar of soap. He took it and stared at it. It took him a moment to figure out what he was supposed to do with it. “You know, you’ve got a good body for CD scenes. They would pay you a lot more.”

“CD scenes?” he asked.

“Cross-dresser scenes. They would doll you up like a girl. There’s a big market for that kind of thing. Back when I was doing CD scenes, they were paying me four grand per shoot. I make more than that now that I went through the transition—but I bet the going rate’s gone up since then.”

Luke had to strain to process the information Elle was feeding him. Was she telling him that he could make at least four thousand dollars for doing the same thing but dressed as a woman? And was that level of humiliation worth four grand? At least if he was dressed as a woman, no one would recognize him… Or would they?


CHAPTER V

Luke now had a couple thousand dollars, which was more than he knew what to do with. He spent most of the next day simply staring at the wad of cash. Whenever the dreadful thought of a friend finding that video came into his head, he just looked at that wad of cash, and the anxiety washed away. He couldn’t help but wonder: maybe money can buy peace and happiness.

He ordered himself some new bed sheets and then he ordered himself some new dishes for his kitchen. He called an appliance repair company and had a man come out to fix his dishwasher, which hadn’t been running for almost three years. Then he went down to the store and bought groceries: two hundred dollars of groceries, which was more than quadruple what he usually spent. Once he was back in his apartment, he called his cable provider and subscribed to the sports package, so that he could spend the rest of the day watching football.

He felt spoiled, and he still had well over a thousand dollars in his bank account, which was more than enough to survive another month. He had a big smile on his face that just wouldn’t go away. And he thought it would never go away, but then he remembered that video would soon be online—or maybe it was already online.

He pulled out his computer and navigated over to Elle’s porn page. There was the video. ‘Elle fucks and gets fucked’ was the title of the movie. It was only thirteen minutes long, and once again, there were no cuts. Luke watched the clip reluctantly. His heart dropped into his stomach every time his face was on the screen. But thankfully, his face only made it on the screen a handful of times, and only for a few seconds at a time. Though his tattoo was often on camera. It wouldn’t take more than a minute for a friend to recognize Luke.

He could feel his face turning white. He closed down the video and prayed that no one would ever see it. The video already had thousands of views. But maybe the half-life of a porn movie is short. Maybe it would get buried in a matter of days, before any of Luke’s friends could find it. Or maybe Luke didn’t know anyone who was interested in tranny porn. Maybe he had nothing to worry about regardless of whether the video took off or not…

Every time his phone buzzed, his heart skipped a beat. He was always reluctant to look at the screen and read the messages. Luckily, none of the messages were regarding that video. Though he did get one message from the porn producer. “Elle tells me you might be interested in a CD scene. We could do $5,000, but only if you can do another one of those cumshots. You free tomorrow?” Luke’s whole body shuddered. He suddenly felt cold.

He tried to think of a response—but first, he had to decide if it was worth it. Five thousand dollars was a lot of money. With a quick glance around his apartment, he could see many things that needed replacing: the old TV that sometimes worked and sometimes didn’t, the old microwave that would blow its breaker if left on for more than forty-two seconds, the rug that had a two year old tomato sauce stain on it… Hell, if Luke got five grand, he could look into moving into a new apartment—one with walls that actually stopped the sounds of the neighbours from getting through—maybe an apartment that didn’t have a break-in every month. The possibilities were endless. And, of course, if they dolled him up, he would be unrecognizable—right?

He slowly typed a message back to the producer. “I’m free tomorrow,” he wrote.

“And you can do the voice, right?” the producer asked.

“Yep,” Luke said. Though he had no idea if he could do a female voice. He tried his best attempt right there in his apartment living room, but he had no idea how he sounded. So he got his computer out, smacked the microphone a few times so that it would turn on, and then he tried recording a few lines. He tried not to cringe as he listened to his recording. It didn’t sound fantastic, but it wasn’t terrible. It needed work, so the rest of that night was spent practising: watching tutorials online and then recording more lines of random dialogue. It was around midnight when Luke was able to listen to a recording of himself without feeling awkward and idiotic. It didn’t sound too bad—or maybe he was just getting used to the sound of his own lousy female voice. Hopefully it would be enough for the porno producer.

He got up early and took a long shower. It occurred to him while he was washing his hair that he had no idea what he’d actually signed himself up for. He knew that it was Elle who suggested the idea to the producer, but that didn’t mean that Elle would be in the video with him. Maybe there would be no trannies or even any girls—maybe Luke had signed himself up to be fucked by some muscular man. Or maybe he was going to be bukkaked: fucked and sprayed by many men. The possibilities were endless, and they all terrified Luke. But the thought of that five grand still lured him back to that same house in that same quaint little neighbourhood. He approached the door slowly and then rang the bell with his eyes shut tight.

He heard the footsteps approaching the door. He knew he could turn back, but he knew he wasn’t going to. He wanted the money. He loved leaving that house with money in his pocket, and he wasn’t sure if it mattered if he ended up humiliated or with a permanently gaping asshole. Surely five thousand dollars was more than enough to pay a doctor to fix a stretched hole…

The door opened. The makeup girl, who was also the set fluffer, stepped aside, letting Luke into the house. The blinds were all closed and there was a bare mattress in the middle of the floor. “You’re late,” she said.

“I thought he said eleven,” said Luke.

“We film at eleven. You need to get into makeup and wardrobe—that will probably take an hour. Come on—quickly now. We need to pick out a costume.” She brought Luke to a room he’d never seen before. It appeared to be someone’s bedroom, but the bed was buried in lingerie. The makeup girl rushed over to the bed and started digging around until she found a red lacy one piece. Luke’s gut turned at the thought of putting it on his body. “This should be perfect,” she said. She turned it around and looked at the bottom. “It’s even got a hole. That should make things easier.” She tossed it at Luke and then she said, “Go on—get changed.”

Luke was slow to take off his shirt and pants. As his underwear hit the floor, the makeup girl sighed loudly. “What is it?” Luke asked. His voice was quiet and shaken.

“You didn’t shave. You can’t go on camera like that. C’mon—go to the bathroom. We need to get you shaved up.”

Luke found the idea of shaving to be uncomfortable, but the reality turned out to be far more uncomfortable than he thought, because it was the makeup girl who went ahead and did the shaving for him. “Don’t move,” she said as she held up his ball sack. “I don’t want to nick you.” She ran the razor over his ball sack while he looked up at the ceiling and tried to imagine that five thousand dollar payout.

It only took ten minutes to remove all of Luke’s body hair, but it felt like much longer. Getting dressed took another ten minutes. The lace teddy was easy to get on, but the stockings weren’t quite as simple. They had lots of little straps that connected to the lingerie, and the little clips were tedious to connect. Then came the makeup. The makeup girl worked quickly, brushing on different products while checking the time constantly. “Shit,” she kept muttering, every time her gaze went down to her wristwatch.

“Sorry for being late,” Luke said a number of times, but she never seemed to accept his apology.

“Wait here,” she said before zipping off to another room. She came back with a long blonde wig. She quickly slapped it onto Luke’s head and then she started to style it. Luke had no mirror to look at. He could just hope that the transformation was dramatic enough that no one would recognize him.

“Is she ready yet or what?” Luke heard the producer yell from the other room.

“Two seconds!” the makeup artist yelled back. And that’s when Luke realized that he was ‘she’ in this scenario. For the next hour, Luke was going to be a woman, just like Elle, minus the fake tits. He was going to be expected to play the role of ‘female’, no matter what the porn producer threw his way.

She made a few quick adjustments to Luke’s wig, and then she brushed a few more quick products onto Luke’s face. “That will have to do,” she said with another sigh, and Luke couldn’t help but think that he looked ridiculous. He probably looked like an ugly man in drag. The producer would take one look at him and then tell him to get out, without a dime in his pocket. And Luke wondered if that would be more or less humiliating than the alternative: staring in a cross-dressing porno.


CHAPTER VI

When Luke walked out, he was happy to see the familiar face of Elle. She was standing next to the mattress, and her face lit up when she saw Luke stepping into the room, wobbling dangerously on tall heels. “Oh my God, look at you!” she said with cheeks that were suddenly red.

Standing next to Elle was an unfamiliar woman with thick eyeliner and dark hair. She was dressed up in tight black lingerie. She didn’t smile at the sight of Luke, but she didn’t seem to be put-off.

“Okay, we’re behind schedule so we need to get moving. You—what are we calling you?” the producer said, pointing at Luke.

“Me?” he said.

The producer shook his head and sighed. “Please tell me you can do a female voice,” he said.

Luke cleared his throat. “I’m sorry,” he said, using the voice he spent the whole night practising.

“What are we calling you? What’s your sissy name? C’mon, we don’t have all day here. I’ve got another shoot starting in two hours and I still have to flip the set.”

Luke picked the first name that came to his mind. “Tiffany,” he said, though he had no idea where the name came from.

“Okay—Tiffany, you’re going to start right where you are. When I say action, you walk into the room and ask the girls why there’s a mattress on the floor. Then they’ll tell you that they were playing truth and dare, and now it’s your turn. You pick dare, and you can figure out the rest, I’m sure. Okay, are we ready? Lights are hot—can we get the cameras rolling?”

Luke’s heart was pounding. He still hadn’t seen himself in the mirror. He still had no idea if he looked like a girl or like a goblin. He felt stupid but relieved that Elle was in the scene with him. And the girl next to Elle—was she a real girl or was she a tranny too? Or maybe she was another cross-dresser—though her tits looked real. She had a pretty face, though her lack of smile was somewhat intimidating.

“Action!” the producer yelled as he stepped back against the wall. Luke took a deep breath and he stepped forward.

“Hey. What’s going on? What’s with the mattress?” he asked in his feminine voice.

“Hey Tiffany. We were just playing a game of truth or dare,” Elle said. “Do you want to play with us?” She was using a cheesy porno voice, which brought a slight smile to Luke’s face. She knew how to relieve the tension. Her presence alone was enough to relieve the tension.

“I’d love to play,” Luke said. He felt a cool draft teasing up his bare legs as he took another step forward. “Whose turn is it?”

“It’s your turn,” said the girl with the black hair. Her voice was sexy, with a bit of a rasp to it.

“What’s it going to be, Tiff? Truth or dare?” Elle asked. Elle was wearing a familiar outfit: the tiny white dress that made her small body look so cute.

“How’s about… Dare?” Luke said. His legs were trembling slightly—but even a slight amount of trembling made balancing in those heels a difficult task. He looked over and saw a picture frame on the wall. In the frame’s glass, he could slightly make out his own reflection. He could see his long hair and the dark eyeliner around his eyes—but he wasn’t able to look for long enough to get a good mental image before Elle said, “I dare you to eat out Jodie’s pussy.”

Jodie, the girl with the dark hair, made a fake gasp and covered her mouth with her hand. “Elle—are you serious?” she said.

“I’m waiting,” Elle said, putting her hands on her hips.

Luke was happy to get down on his knees, taking his weight off of those wobbly heels. Jodie stepped forward in her little black outfit—close enough that Luke was able to reach forward and slip a finger under her black panties. He gently pulled the panties aside to reveal Jodie’s pussy—but instead of a pussy, Luke got a big, long cock. It flopped out in front of him.

“Oh my God, Jodie! That’s not a pussy! You didn’t tell me you were a trap!” Elle said.

Luke didn’t need to fake a reaction. His shocked reaction was real. He couldn’t believe how convincing Jodie was—even though Elle was just as convincing, so there should have been no surprise.

“Well, Tiff? Are you going to eat me out or what?” asked Jodie.

Luke’s heart skipped a beat. He closed his eyes for a moment and reminded himself that he’d already sucked a cock before, and it wasn’t scary the first time. He could do it again—especially for five grand. So he gently lifted up the cock and brought it to his lips. It was big—bigger than his own and bigger than Elle’s. He opened his mouth carefully and allowed the dick inside. Then he started to suck. And it really wasn’t so bad. Jodie was wearing a nice perfume that was a bit sweet and a bit oaky. Her skin was soft and warm, just like a woman’s. And she nestled her fingers into Luke’s wig in a comforting sort of way. It wasn’t long before Luke could feel that cock in his mouth growing.

“Okay, it’s my turn,” Elle said. “I pick dare.”

“I dare you to stick your big cock in Tiffany’s mouth with me,” Jodie said.

“Oh, Jodie. You’re so naughty.” Elle stepped forward, pressing her body tight against Jodie’s. Then she hiked up her skirt and fished her cock out from her white panties. She held it up and brought it up to Luke’s already-full lips. Luke opened his mouth as wide as he could, and Elle quickly shoved her length inside. Now, Luke had two cocks in his mouth, and both of them were growing fast, stretching out his lips the way his asshole had been stretched out just a couple of days before.

“Wow, she’s really good at sucking cock, isn’t she?” Elle said.

“I bet these aren’t the first cocks she’s ever sucked. I always knew she was a whore,” said Jodie.

“Should we treat her like a little whore?” Elle asked.

“I get the pussy first,” Jodie said, pulling her cock out from Luke’s mouth, finally allowing Luke to have a breath of air, even though it was a breath of air with another cock still on his tongue. She ran around him with a little skip, and then she plopped down behind him, making the mattress shake. Luke kept sucking Elle’s cock.

Luke felt Jodie’s feminine fingers toying at the backside of his lingerie. “Oh my God, Elle—she’s a boy! Look at this cock!” She grabbed Luke’s cock with a firm fist. “She’s even hard already. Can you believe that?” Luke’s heart fluttered into his gut. He hadn’t realized until that moment that he was hard. And what made him hard? Was it the sight of the two trannies in their lingerie? Or was it the feeling of two thick cocks sliding in and out of his mouth? Either way, it wasn’t looking good for his masculinity.

“I guess I’ll just fuck her little asshole then,” Jodie said, slapping her hard cock first against Luke’s left butt cheek and then his right, and then right between the two. He felt a strange wet sensation dripping down his butt crack. He couldn’t look back to see what was happening. For a moment, he thought she was peeing on him. Then, Jodie said, “I’m going to use this whole bottle of lube, because she’s so tight.” A slight wave of relief washed over Luke, though the cold sweat was still tickling the back of his neck.

Elle pulled out from Luke’s mouth, letting him breathe properly. She walked around to join Jodie around back. Jodie now had her tip pressed against Luke’s butthole. “I think she’s too tight. I don’t think I can get in. What do you think?” asked Jodie.

“You just need to push. Here, let me show you.” She reached and grabbed Jodie’s cock with a firm grip. She started to mash that cock against Luke’s hole. And then a moment later, he felt the penetration. He nearly screamed as his asshole stretched wide to accommodate her thick girth. He looked forward and saw the camera in front of him, looking at his face to get his reaction. He tried not to look too uncomfortable, but he couldn’t stop squirming and groaning. Assholes weren’t meant to accommodate rods as big as Jodie’s.

“Oh my God, she’s so tight!” Jodie said as she pushed in deeper and deeper.

It hurt a little bit, but it wasn’t the pain that was making Luke squirm—it was the pleasure. It was almost too intense to handle. He tried biting his tongue, but that didn’t make it go away. He tried digging his nails into the mattress, but that didn’t make the euphoria stop. He even tried biting the mattress, even though he had no idea how many girls and boys had been fucked on the thing. But still, that intense buzzing wouldn’t leave his genital region. “Fuck!” he groaned as Jodie’s pelvis finally reached his butt. She was completely inside of him. Her tip was nearly touching his sternum. He tried clenching but her cock was too hard. There may as well have been a metal pipe inside of his rectum.

He felt a hand rubbing his back, as if trying to console him. He looked back and saw Elle looking into his eyes with a bright smile. There was a peaceful moment of silence, but it came to a swift end when Jodie suddenly pulled back and then rammed her cock in hard and deep. Now she was fucking him. “Oh fuck, it feels so good!” she said, holding his hips firmly. Elle turned back towards the action. She got down low, with her face hovering over Luke’s ass. Then she stuck out her tongue and started licking Jodie’s shaft every time it was exposed.

And now, Luke was harder than ever before. His cock was bobbing stiff between his legs. That euphoria kept growing, getting stronger and stronger, making his whole body tremble as he pushed back the urge to scream. But he couldn’t hold that urge back forever. Finally, he belted out a loud war cry.

“She’s coming! Get the camera down there!” yelled the producer.

Luke was confused. Who was coming? He could feel Jodie’s cock inside of him and he could tell that she wasn’t coming. Elle was just watching, not even touching her cock, so she couldn’t have been coming. But that only left him…

He looked down and saw that his cock was erupting, spraying that mattress with blast after blast of his hot load. As soon as Elle noticed, she stuck a hand under his body to catch the fresh load. She got enough to fill the palm of her hand. Then she brought it up to Luke’s lips and said, “I dare you to suck it all up, you little slut.” She was grinning.

And Luke’s mind was spinning too quickly to decline the dare. He leaned forward and slurped his own cum into his mouth.

“Swallow all of it,” she said. So Luke swallowed it. The camera was once again pointed right at his face. Unlike the last two shoots he did, this time, he was the star of the show. The camera was almost always on him, and the many thousands of viewers would be watching him when they tuned in to watch the video. And still, he had no idea if he was properly disguised or if he just looked like himself with a bit of lipstick and eyeliner.

“Shit,” Jodie groaned, her voice slipping just a little bit. She pulled out and then she came around, taking Elle’s place next to Luke’s face. She pointed her swollen tip right at his lips and then she said, “Open wide.” He opened his mouth just in time for a series of warm, gooey blasts. Some of it trickled out the side of his mouth, but Jodie made sure to wipe the escaping cum back into his mouth. She even pushed his jaw closed and said, “Swallow it, slut.” So Luke swallowed her load as well.

And then he felt his empty backside filling up. He looked back and saw that Elle was now inside of him, pumping his ass, getting her own cock ready to fill his slutty mouth with warm tranny cum. She fucked him hard and fast, and it still felt good, though a bit sore from being stretched and pounded for what felt like an hour. Elle didn’t take long. It was only a minute before she pulled out and rushed over to Luke’s face. She opened his mouth with her beautiful fingers and then she rested the tip of her cock on his bottom lip and began to unload. She produced more cum than Jodie—and he swallowed every last drop.

The two trannies stood up. “That was a fun game,” said Elle, a moment before the producer yelled, “Cut!”

Jodie left quickly to get herself changed and showered. Elle stayed in the living room to help Luke to his feet. “How was that? You okay?” she asked with her gentle smile. It was hard to believe that a precious girl with a smile like hers could end up in pornography. Then again, it was hard to believe that Luke could end up being fucked by trannies in popular pornography videos. Sometimes life is unexpected.

“I’m good,” Luke said, carefully standing up as he wobbled in his heels.

“You’ll get used to the heels,” she said, as if she knew Luke was going to be doing more shoots like this one.

Luke managed to force a smile.

“Want to shower with me again?” she asked.

“Okay.”

As soon as Jodie was out of the shower, Luke and Elle hopped in. He felt much more comfortable next to her as her cock swayed gently in the warm water. He really was getting used to this strange new lifestyle, though he didn’t want it to become his lifestyle. Sure: the money was good and the work was easy, but at some point, Luke was going to have to value his dignity. He couldn’t keep doing these videos. With each video that he did, he was increasing the risk of being seen by friends and (God forbid) family members. Luke knew there was a price for everything, but was there really a price for all of his dignity?

“You should come with me some time to Lovers’ Lane. It’s this lingerie store downtown. It’s where I get all of my outfits. They just got these adorable leopard print one-pieces in. We should do a shoot with them. Maybe we can get a guy to take turns fucking us while we’re on all fours.”

Luke’s stomach turned. His heart was pounding slowly, but powerfully, making him lightheaded. “Maybe,” he said.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

“Nothing. It’s just—this can’t be what you wanted to do with your life.”

She stared at him with wide eyes that quickly became offended. “What do you mean?” she asked.

“Well, didn’t you want to be a doctor or a fire-fighter when you were a kid? Surely you didn’t want to be doing weird fetish porn shoots. Right?” He felt like an asshole, but he question was genuine. He couldn’t understand why she was doing this to herself. He couldn’t help but wonder if the only reason she transitioned was to make more money. And by now, she probably had nearly half a million dollars. She was making so much money for each shoot, and it seemed like she was doing new shoots every day.

She rolled her eyes. “People are so obsessed with careers. How many people in the world are actually working their dream careers? Maybe one percent? And I think that’s being generous.” She stepped out from the shower and snapped a towel off the rack. She quickly wrapped it around her body. “And if you hate it so much, no one’s making you do it.” She picked up her clothes off the floor. “I thought I was doing you a favour.”

She left the bathroom, leaving Luke alone in the shower. He knew that he hadn’t picked the best words to verbalize his point, but he didn’t think he’d said anything terribly offensive. He still thought he made a good point: why did she not seem at all disturbed by the fact that she’d sold her dignity? Did she not care about her dignity the way Luke cared about his?

And did Luke even really care that much about his dignity? He’d already sold most of his, if not all of it, and he was only making a fraction of what Elle was making.


CHAPTER VII

Luke kept telling himself that he wasn’t going to track the movie down. He didn’t want to see himself in such a humiliating scenario. At least if he didn’t see himself, he could keep himself convinced that he was unrecognizable and he had nothing to worry about.

But it was only two days later when the urge to take a quick peek became overwhelming. He still had no idea if he even looked at all like a woman. He never saw himself in the mirror. Even when he went to the bathroom after the shoot was finished, the mirror was all fogged up from Jodie’s shower.

But Luke knew that video was out there. He knew that he could see how he looked with just a few clicks of the mouse—so how could he resist? He didn’t have to watch the whole video—just a few seconds, to put his mind at ease, to assure himself that he was unrecognizable with nothing to worry about.

He found the video quickly, linked to Elle’s porn page. It was called, ‘Sissy CD gets fucked by two well-hung shemales.’ Luke took a deep, long breath before clicking on the little thumbnail. His heart stuttered as the image of Elle and Jodie came on his screen. The video took a few seconds to buffer. Then, he walked into the frame, in that little lingerie one-piece and that blonde wig.

Now, Luke’s heart seemed to stop momentarily. His lips parted and then his heart finally kicked back into life, pounding viciously as if he was just finishing a marathon in a full sprint. Luke didn’t recognize himself, but he wasn’t slapped with the relief he was looking for. The blonde on the screen was convincing—just as convincing as Elle and Jodie. She wasn’t just convincing, but she was beautiful. Her eyes were stunning and her face was cute. Her body was spectacular—but they didn’t do anything to Luke’s body, aside from stuffing it into a tiny piece of lingerie.

Luke leaned close, to make sure they hadn’t replaced him with an actress or something. But when he strained up close, he could make out his defining features. That was definitely him under that wig and makeup. “Holy shit,” he muttered. He couldn’t believe what he was seeing: he actually looked like a hot chick. Maybe Elle wasn’t insane when she suggested he do cross-dressing scenes. Maybe the producer wasn’t crazy to give him five-grand.

Luke skimmed through the video in complete awe of himself. He watched himself getting fucked in the ass. And had it not been for the cock spraying cum between his thighs, he would have been convinced he was watching a girl taking it in the ass.

He got up and walked over to his mirror. He stared at himself for at least ten minutes, leaning closer and closer, taking a good look at his own face. Now, he could see that girl in the reflection. He could see those cute features and that soft appearance. It was always there, but he was just noticing it now.

And he knew that he could take his feminine appearance to the next level if he really wanted to. He could practise the voice even more, master the high heels, and grow his own hair out for a more realistic look… He could even start taking hormone pills to make his skin softer, and so he could have a bit of a bust. He could spend time in the gym working on his butt, so his curves were more feminine. It would take a few months, but he could get to Elle’s level, and he could make the kind of money Elle was making.

He pictured himself as a woman, with breasts and wide hips. He smiled, and then his heart stuttered down into his stomach. Why was he smiling? Why was the thought of becoming a woman exciting? The thought of becoming a woman should have been devastating and terrifying. No man should want to become a woman. No man should be happy about the fact they passed as a lady in a porno shoot.

But those five thousand dollars—surely that meant something. They don’t just go around giving five grand to every guy who puts on a dress and some makeup. Luke went back to the video on his computer. He rubbed his eyes and then he watched it again, this time from start to finish. He was trying his best to watch the video objectively. He really did look like a woman—and it just seemed so crazy!

It was the next day when he got a message from the porn producer, whose name was still a mystery to Luke. “You up for a shoot later this afternoon? The girl we had lined up just dropped out. Need a replacement ASAP. Let me know quickly.”

Luke replied quickly. “I’ll be there,” he said. And instead of being nervous about the fact he was going to be on camera for potentially millions of people to see, he was excited to have another chance to become feminized. He couldn’t wait to see which outfit they would put him in, or how they would do his hair. He couldn’t wait to be sexy again. He’d spent the whole previous night reading the comments of his sissy video. ‘I wish I could find a babe like her,’ said one commenter. ‘Oh my God, she’s so beautiful. I want to fuck her so badly,’ said another. Each comment put a bigger smile on Luke’s face.

Being sexy was fun. It was a nice change from being a nobody. It was a nice change from waking up every morning for a job that was hell and didn’t pay more than enough to cover basic bills. For once in Luke’s life, he found a place where he felt like he fit in, even though that place still filled his gut with butterflies.

He arrived at the porno house early. His usual makeup artist let him in and brought him to the wardrobe room. She ran her fingers up his freshly shaved legs as he took off his pants. “You shaved this time. Nice,” she said. “You’ve got great legs.” Luke bit down on his tongue in an attempt to hide his smile.

“Thanks,” he said.

She searched through the rack and then pulled out a little white dress. It wasn’t until that dress was on Luke’s body that he realized it was the same dress Elle often wore in her videos. “Isn’t this Elle’s dress?” Luke asked, using his female voice to get that little bit of extra practise in before the cameras started rolling.

“She’s not in today. You’re filling her spot,” the makeup girl said.

“Oh, I see,” Luke said. He looked down at his body. He looked cute in the dress, though it made him wish that he had an actual bust, and not just some pads stuffed against his chest. As soon as the camera was pointing down his bent over body, the illusion would be ruined. Maybe the audience didn’t care, but he cared.

He got his makeup done relatively quickly. This time, she gave him a sexy smoky eye look, which made his eyes look sharp and spellbinding. She even put some temporary fake eyelashes on, which enhanced the look, making his eyes appear larger—and he already had fairly large eyes.

He loved the boots she picked out for him: knee-high shiny leather heeled boots. They were tight to his skin, making his legs sweat a little bit, but the look was worth it. They made his legs look even longer and sexier than they already were.

“Is she almost ready?” called the familiar voice of the porn producer.

“Just one more minute,” replied the makeup girl as she went to retrieve that same blonde wig. She got it fit snug on Luke’s head and then she made a few small adjustments. Luke was hoping she would attempt a different style—maybe a braid or something curlier—but he understood that they were on a time limit. He was just happy to have the blonde locks rolling down his shoulders one more time.

“Okay, we’re all ready,” called out the makeup artist.

Luke followed her out into the living room. Today, there was only a black couch in the room, and nothing else. The producer looked at Luke for a single second before looking down at his clipboard. “Here’s the plot. You’re sitting here watching TV and then the plumber comes in to tell you he’s done fixing your pipes. You say something like, ‘Now it’s my turn to fix your pipe’, and then you fuck for a bit. Your boyfriend will come home while the plumber’s got his cock in your ass. Then they’ll fuck you together. Sound good?”

Luke felt the colour draining from his face. In all of the feminine excitement, he hadn’t stopped to consider the fact he would be doing a scene with men—men with muscles and body hair. Luke had never been with a man before and the thought of a naked man made his gut turn. He was straight—not gay or even bisexual. But what could he do? There was a whole crew of people now staring at him, expecting him to play along so that they could all make their living. If Luke had a problem with being fucked by a man, he should have said something before agreeing to the shoot, so that he wasn’t wasting everyone’s time. He had to bite his tongue and go through with it.

His mind was racing so quickly, he didn’t even notice the lights being turned on, and he didn’t hear the producer yelling for the cameraman to roll. He didn’t even hear action. The first thing he heard after being told the plot was a tall man saying, “I’m all done with your pipes, miss. You had a little leak, but that’s fixed now.”

Luke looked over at the man and immediately felt intimidated. He was almost a foot taller than Luke, with arms as thick as Luke’s legs, and stubble that could strip paint off of furniture.

Luke’s lips parted, but he struggled to push words out. He couldn’t even remember the words he was told to say. He bit down on his tongue and felt his legs beginning to tremble. And then he remembered. “Now it’s my turn to fix your pipe,” he said in his practised girly voice. He took a step towards the man and caught a whiff of his cologne, which smelled like a mix of sawdust and rye. Luke hesitated, and then reached for the man’s belt. He accidentally brushed the man’s abs, which were pressing through his tight white t-shirt. The abs were hard, like a sheet of metal, but Luke tried not to let that throw him off.

He tugged the belt away and then he reached for the man’s fly. The man just stood there staring down at Luke’s face, making him feel increasingly intimidated. Luke closed his eyes and took a deep breath before tugging down the man’s pants. And that’s when Luke opened his eyes to see why the man had a career in pornography: his cock was nearly ten inches long, and almost two inches thick. He’d recently shaved away his pubic hair, but there was already an even layer of stubble across his pelvis, just like the harsh stubble on his face.

Luke didn’t know what to do, so he just stared at it with parted lips. Was it already erect or was it going to get longer and thicker? Was he really expected to take the beast in his ass?

The man slipped two fingers under Luke’s chin and tilted his head up. Then, he went in for the kiss, rubbing his stubble against Luke’s face. Luke had to strain to kiss back. He tried not to gag as the man gently pressed his tongue through his lips. In that moment, Luke realized he never even asked about pay. He had no idea if he was making two hundred bucks or ten thousand bucks. Hopefully it would be closer to the latter…

Luke reached down reluctantly. He slipped his fingers around the man’s warm shaft and began to stroke it. He squeezed tight and kept his focus around the man’s tip, knowing that would tease him closer to an orgasm—and this experience wouldn’t end until the man had an orgasm.

The man pushed Luke back, onto the couch. Then he stepped forward and grabbed Luke’s head with both hands, pulling it in towards his crotch. Luke could see the throbbing veins. The man’s tip was slowly exposing itself as his foreskin pulled back. He was getting bigger. The man pulled Luke’s head even closer. That bulbous tip pressed against Luke’s lips and then ricocheted to the side. Luke couldn’t keep his lips pressed closed forever. There was a camera pointed right at him, and the people watching on the other side of that lens were expecting a blowjob.

So Luke opened his mouth, and then cock went in. With his eyes closed, he tried to imagine Elle standing in front of him, with her cock in his mouth. He pictured her sweet face and her stunning eyes. He imagined her fingers running through his hair. And with this mental image, he was able to suck the man until he was rock hard. His cock was nearly a foot in length, and now it was destined for Luke’s asshole.

The man used his impressive strength to lift Luke up and reposition him on the couch so that he was bent over with his asshole at the perfect height. He flipped up the skirt of Luke’s dress and then he ripped Luke’s panties off, tearing them at the hip. Luke’s heart fluttered. The man reached between Luke’s legs and grabbed Luke’s cock. His cock seemed so small in the man’s enormous, muscular hand. He massaged it and then he pulled it back through Luke’s thighs and sucked the tip for a moment. Luke just tried to imagine Elle sucking his tip from behind.

And then it was game time. The man got his throbbing erection pressed against Luke’s tiny hole. He slapped Luke on the ass and then said, “I hope you don’t spring a leak.” Luke wasn’t sure what it meant, if it even meant anything at all. He just closed his eyes and took a deep breath, and then he felt that thick rod pressing into his backside. The muscular man grunted and groaned. Luke could feel that huge cock pressing up against his sternum. It seemed impossible, but somehow the man was managing.

“Oh yeah,” the man groaned. “You’re so fucking tight.”

“Hey!” said another man. “What are you doing with my girlfriend?”

Luke looked over and saw an equally ripped man standing near the doorway. The camera turned on him as Luke’s heart fluttered down to where the man’s cock was. He’d forgotten about the second man. “Shit,” he muttered under his breath, hoping the camera wouldn’t catch it.

“Hey man, I’m just doing what she asked me to do. There’s enough room for both of us here,” said the plumber. The dialogue was painfully cheesy, but that was the last thing on Luke’s mind. He didn’t even hear the rest of their stupid conversation as his ears began to ring.

It was only a moment later when the new man was in front of him, with his cock out, expecting a blowjob. So Luke opened wide and another massive cock went into his mouth. The plumber started thrusting, stretching Luke out, massaging his anal walls. The man up front started thrusting, pushing his cock down Luke’s throat. He was little more than a sex doll with a heartbeat. And then the man up front said something that made a glimmer of warmth glow in Luke’s chest. “My God, you’re fucking sexy.”

Maybe it was just a stupid porno one-liner, but it made Luke remember why he was there. It made him remember why he was being paid tons of money. He was sexy. Thousands—and maybe even millions of people would watch this video and jerk themselves off to the sight of Luke being stuffed. Lots of them would probably even fantasize later about the thought of Luke, wishing they could have him, wishing he was their girlfriend. And it felt good in a strange way. It was nice to be wanted by men—and not just men, but producers, too. Luke was being paid hefty sums of money because he was wanted. And is it so wrong to feel wanted?

The man behind Luke groaned and then pulled his massive cock out. He slapped it down on Luke’s tailbone and then he began to unload all over Luke’s back. The other man was quick to fill Luke’s tight hole. He started thrusting quickly, pumping Luke as if he was on a mission. Luke strained and groaned and kept the image of Elle in his mind. And it was only a minute later when the cameraman was down on the ground, filming Luke’s incredible cumshot. One of the men picked Luke’s cum off the couch and then wiped it all over his body and face. Luke didn’t mind. He knew that impressive cumshot was part of his draw. At least he had a draw. He wasn’t just another slave clone, mindlessly filling out tedious paperwork day after day.

The second man came inside of Luke, filling him up deeply. It was a strange feeling, especially once the man stumbled back and the cum started pouring out. The cameraman got up close, documenting the dribbling cum.

Luke looked back to smile for the camera, and then he noticed a familiar face standing against the wall: Elle had come to watch. She smiled at Luke, and then the producer called out, “Cut!” The two men gave Luke a nice pat on the back. One of them helped Luke up to his feet. “Good work today,” he said with a smile, before heading off to get changed.

Elle stepped up. “Look at you,” she said. “What is this, your third shoot this week?”

“I think so,” Luke said. His legs were still wobbling, and his asshole was sore. He stared into Elle’s beautiful eyes, and he suddenly felt terrible about chewing her out in the shower the other day. “Look—the other day—I didn’t mean—”

She laughed and put a finger against his lips. “I know,” she said. “I knew it was just a matter of time before you got it. And maybe you still don’t fully get it, but you will—I promise.”

The producer came up and handed Luke a wad of cash. It was thick and heavy. “How much is this?” he asked.

“Twelve grand. Isn’t that what we agreed on?”

“Um, yeah, I guess so,” Luke said. He stared at the amazing wad of money, and then he heard Elle laughing.

“It’s not all about the money, you know,” she said.

“I know,” Luke said. “Believe me—I know.” And then he felt that smile overtaking his face. He felt so silly, but he really was starting to get it. It wasn’t about the money and it wasn’t about the sex. It was about feeling sexy and wanted—finally fitting in.

“I have to say,” Elle said, “I was a bit jealous watching that scene.”

“Don’t be jealous. My ass is going to be sore for a week,” said Luke.

“No, not jealous about that—jealous that I wasn’t the one who got to be with you today.”

“Well maybe you’d like to join me in the shower. You can have me there, as long as you’re gentle. I want to be able to walk tomorrow.”

“Deal,” she said before cracking a big smile. She reached down and took Luke by the hand.

THE END
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