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THE FLUFFER


Caleb is handsome, fit, and charming. On the surface, he’s every woman’s dream… but he’s broke, on the verge of homelessness, and unable to find a job because his illegal immigrant parents never had him registered: no birth certificate, social security number—nothing. He’s looking at a lifetime of working under the table for cash, and the prospects are slim.

Until a kind, old man overhears him asking for employment in a hardware store. “I have a job for you,” the old man says with a gentle smile. He gives Caleb an address and tells him to be there in the morning. The last thing Caleb expects is to be holding a microphone for a hardcore adult film shoot.

But money is money…

It’s not a dream job, but it beats scrubbing gas station bathrooms. But the expectations at Caleb’s new job seem to grow by the day. Soon, he’s told that if he wants to keep his job, he needs to take on a new duty: fluffing the talent.


CHAPTER 1
[image: ]


I’d had my share of shitty jobs—some of the worst jobs you can think of.

I've worked as a dishwasher at a greasy spoon diner, cleaning toilets at a rundown gas station, and even spent a summer laying asphalt in the blistering sun. One of the worst, believe it or not, was my brief stint as a door-to-door salesman.

I remember walking through endless neighbourhoods, knocking on doors and trying to sell people things they didn't need. I'd carry around a heavy bag full of cheap, useless crap and try to convince people to buy it. Most of the time, they'd slam the door in my face or tell me to get lost. But every once in a while, I'd get a pity sale from someone who just wanted me to leave them alone.

It was a soul-sucking job that left me feeling empty and hopeless. But I stuck with it for a few months, until I couldn't take it anymore.

See, the problem is that I wasn’t a resident of the country, even though I was born there. My parents were illegals, immigrants from Poland. They birthed me at home, in secret, and they kept me a secret from the government my whole childhood. They were convinced that if they tried to have me registered, they would be deported. I was eighteen when I found out that I didn’t even have a birth certificate or a social security number or anything; I was nobody to that country, and that meant that I couldn’t get a real job, or even a fucking driver’s licence.

So when my parents were actually deported, I was truly fucked. I probably should have just gone back to Poland with them, even though I didn’t speak a lick of Polish.

For three months, I was homeless. I couldn’t rent an apartment because every rental wanted ID. Finally, I was able to find a pot smoker who was willing to rent me his closet for two-hundred bucks a month. The closet was just big enough for a small mattress. I paid cash to live there, of course, and I could only take on jobs that would pay me with cash.

After quitting the door-to-door salesman gig, I got a job cleaning at a Chinese supermarket. The place was infested with rats, and it was my job to make sure the rats weren’t around when the health inspectors were. The owners of the market had me carry out some of the most degrading tasks, like when they made me crawl through a small hole into the damp, mouldy crawl space, so that I could stuff a bug bomb into a cockroach nest. I’ll never forget the feeling of all those tiny legs crawling over me—and then I nearly died from the bug poison getting into my lungs.

So I quit that job and got a new job working with some Mexican illegals. We would stand on the street corner at 6:00 AM together. Random cars would pull up and we would get in without asking questions. Sometimes it was normal work: cleaning up construction sites or helping unload trucks… and sometimes it was downright illegal work, like delivering drugs to clients. We would do whatever we were asked to do, no questions asked.

After the cops busted that crew up, I went in search of a new job, and that new job came to me totally by chance. I was just walking down the road, going shop to shop, asking store owners if they needed help, when a customer at a hardware store overheard me. “You want work?” he asked.

“What do you got?” I asked.

“All you have to do is hold a stick.”

“That’s it?” I asked.

He nodded his head. “I mean, sometimes you have to hold it for a few hours. It can be hard on the arms… but you look like a fit kid. I’m sure you can handle it.”

“It has to be under the table,” I said.

“Obviously,” the man said. “We pay cash at the end of each day.” He handed me a card with a phone number and an address. “Be there tomorrow morning, ready to work.” He was an older man, probably in his late 60s, with a kind face and a gentle smile. He was wearing a faded flannel shirt and worn-out jeans. He seemed like a normal guy. He definitely didn’t seem like the type of guy to be involved in anything illegal or corrupt or amoral.

He didn’t warn me at all what I was about to get into.

I showed up at the house, which was deep in the suburbs. It took me three busses to get there. I was wearing my best flannel shirt, which had a few stains and a few tears. I was wearing my best pair of jeans, which had a rip in one knee and a torn back pocket.

I expected the old man to answer the door, not a topless blonde with perky tits. I froze at the sight of her, but she didn’t even seem to notice the fact that her breasts were out. “You the new boom boy?” she asked with a soft smile.

“You’re naked, lady,” I said, stunned.
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She giggled. “Come on in. Mario will show you where to stand.”

“Stand?” I said. I stuttered and then I cleared my throat. The woman turned around, revealing her bare ass. She walked back into the house, and beyond her I could see two more naked girls. There was a man setting a big camera up on a tripod and another man putting lights up on stands: big lights with white sheets clipped in front of them to soften the shadows in the room.

It took all of ten seconds for me to realize that I’d been hired to help film pornography.

“Tanner’s soft again!” someone shouted. “Where are the fluffers!?”

I couldn't believe what I was seeing. The living room was like something out of a dream, or a nightmare, depending on your perspective. The walls were painted a sickly shade of green, and the furniture was a mishmash of old couches and armchairs, all covered in plastic.

There were lights set up in every corner, casting a harsh, yellow glow over everything. And in the centre of it all was the main attraction: a king-sized bed, covered in satin sheets and fluffy pillows. It was like a shrine to hedonism, a place where all your wildest fantasies could come true.

A very ripped man walked into the room, penis flaccid. He looked left and right, arms akimbo. He had a frustrated look on his face. “Anyone?” he called out. “I’m on in five minutes and I still have to eat something!” He had a thick Boston accent and a tattoo on his arm that said USA FOREVER.

A young woman, no older than eighteen, rushed up to him and dropped to her knees. “I’m sorry, Mr. Reznic. I had to take a phone call.”

“We’re on a tight timeline,” the man growled as the woman gripped his cock and began to massage it. Suddenly, the man was holding a sandwich. He began to eat while the girl jerked him off.

I just stood there, stunned. I’d never seen anything like this before.

“You!” the cameraman yelled from across the room. I slowly looked to see him staring at me. “You the new boom boy?”

“Um,” I said. “I don’t know. Am I?”

“You need to set up your mic. Plug straight into the camera, alright? We don’t have time to sync this stuff in post.”

I rushed over. I’d been thrown into the fire before with new jobs. It had never been this hard to focus though, with so many naked people fluttering around me. There were other cameras being set up in other rooms of the house; they were filming multiple scenes at the same time, producing huge amounts of pornography.

As I picked up my boom pole, I heard a woman having a loud orgasm in the other room. “Fuck yes!” she cried. “Oh, fuck yes! Right there! You’re going to make me squirt! Of fuck! I’m squirting! I’m squirting everywhere! Fuck yes!”

I just stood, pale, overwhelmed. I guess now is a good time to point out that I was still a virgin.

I've never had much luck with women. While I've had my fair share of crushes and fantasies, I've never been able to find anything real. Every attempt at a relationship has ended in disaster, with me walking away feeling even more alone than before.

I remember my first crush, back in middle school. Her name was Emily, and she had long brown hair and a smile that could light up the whole room. I thought about her all the time, dreaming of the day when I'd finally work up the courage to ask her out.

But when I finally did, it was a disaster. She laughed in my face and told me she wasn't interested. I was crushed, my heart shattered into a million pieces.
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And it only got worse from there. In high school, I fell for a girl named Sarah. She was smart and funny and beautiful, and I thought she was the one. But when I told her how I felt, she looked at me like I was crazy and told me she didn't see me that way.
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After school, I had a string of failed attempts at relationships, each one ending in bitterness and resentment. I started to think that maybe there was something wrong with me, that I was cursed to be a perpetual virgin forever. I was skinny in school, but I managed to bulk up after graduation… it didn’t seem to matter. Girls looked at me the same—kind of like how they were looking at me now as I stood holding that microphone on a pole. The naked and half-naked women could all tell that I was out of place there, and they were all wondering how I ended up with that gig.

There was no orientation, no training session. A group of men wearing sunglasses and buttoned-down blouses stormed into the room. “Let’s roll!” one of the men shouted, and then the place became quiet.

“Get that boom in!” someone yelled. I lifted up that microphone and held the mic over the bed, where the camera man was filming. Suddenly, someone yelled, “Action!” and then a young man with big muscles walked into the room. He was humming. He hopped onto the bed and let out a loud sigh of relief. “What a long day at school,” he said.

He closed his eyes, smiled, and then he pulled his shorts down, revealing a very large erection. “God, Chloe was so hot in that dress,” he said. He started jerking himself off. “I want to fuck her so bad, but she would never get with a virgin like me.”

Then, an older woman walked in. She was blonde with big bolt-on tits. On her body was a skintight dress. “Frankie!” she shouted.

The young man gasped. “Sorry, mom!” he cried.

“I told you if I caught you jerking off on my bed again, there would be a punishment!”
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“I’m sorry, mom,” the young man said.

“And what are you doing? You’re not even using lube. You’re going to damage your big, beautiful cock. Let me at least show you how to do it properly, Frankie.” And a moment later, the mother character was on the bed with the young man, squeezing lubricant onto his erection. She jerked him off while staring into his eyes, and then they began to kiss. It was very perverted… but also very cheesy.

I just stood there, stunned, unable to believe that I was on a porn set, watching real, live sex. I watched the woman as she sucked the young man, and then she mounted him and bounced on him before he flipped her over and rammed her against that bed while she moaned and screamed.

My job really was very simple: to hold the microphone over their heads.

The director called cut once they had enough footage of the couple fucking. Then, that young blonde woman rushed into the room and grabbed the man’s hard cock. She began to pump it, twisting her wrist, massaging him. Now, we weren’t filming. I had no idea what was happening.

“Faster, fluffer,” one of the ‘cool’ men in the sunglasses shouted. “We have to flip the set in ten minutes.”

“Okay!” the young girl said. And she pumped faster.

“Okay, okay, I’m ready!” said the young man.

And then everyone rushed back into their positions. “Camera rolling? And action!” shouted the director.

The young man stuck his cock back into his ‘mother’, fucked her for ten seconds, and then he pulled out and sprayed her with cum. He groaned loudly, clenching his long erection as he pulsed long streaks of white goo across her naked mature body.

“And fade to black… and cut!” the director called. He checked his watch. “Alright team, good work. Print it and flip the set. I want to be filming in thirty minutes! No slacking off! Keep up the good work.” He took his friends away to another room to film another scene that was ready to go.

That house was like a porn factory. My heart was racing. My head was spinning. I’d worked a lot of jobs before, but none of them were quite like… that.

“You need to get closer with that mic, son,” said the older camera operator. He had a beard and heavy bags under his eyes. His eyes appeared to be closed, never actually open, with heavy, fluffy eyebrows lurking overtop. Now, he was taking apart his camera, removing a small SIM card from the side, placing it in a plastic container, and then putting a new one in its place. Next, he changed the lens.

“Big scene coming up. You’d better hook up to to the recorder, and get that slate ready.”

“I don’t know what that means,” I said.

He groaned. “Aren’t you a film school kid?”

I shook my head.

“That’s how desperate we are right now, huh?” he groaned. Then, he showed me what he meant. He quickly showed me how to use the recorder, how to hook the boom mic up to it, and how to prepare the slate: the clapboard that was used to sync up the sound with the picture in editing. It was overwhelming in the moment, but all things considered, it was fairly straight forward and easy to catch on. I was ready to film the next scene once the director was back.

That was my new job. It was the weirdest job I’d ever hard, but it was by no means the worst. In fact, it was actually a pretty good gig. The work was easy. The hours were long, so the pay was good. At the end of each day, the old man who hired me would show up and hand out wads of cash. I was shocked when he handed me two-hundred bucks for an eight-hour shift on that first day. “Thanks, kid,” he said.

“No. Thank you,” I said. I’d never made so much in a single day before.

“Just do us all a favour and don’t tell anyone about what we’re doing here. Technically, we need permits for this kind of thing, but that’s just not profitable.”

“I understand,” I said, standing up straight.

He looked me up and down with a smile. “How big are you?”

“How big?” I asked.

“You know, your dick.”

“Oh. I—I don’t know. It’s normal.”

“Hm,” he said. “Show me.”

“I’d, uh, really rather not.”

“Fine,” he said. “I was going to say I could get you in front of the camera with a hot chick. It was just an offer—makes no difference to me. Finding dudes isn’t hard at all. Most of these guys work for free—at least with the amateur stuff. You sure you don’t want fuck a hot blonde on camera?”

“I’m okay,” I said, feeling small and meek and strangely innocent. Innocent wasn’t a feeling that I was used to; I’d been employed as a drug runner before. I’d delivered crystal meth to a prostitute, who OD’d that very night. My innocence was long behind me… at least I thought.

“Just be on time tomorrow,” the old man said. “Be reliable for me and I’ll make it worth your while.”

The next three months was something like a dream… a very strange dream, but a dream nonetheless.


CHAPTER 2
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Iwant to move on with my story, but I’m sure you’d like to hear a few stories from the sets I worked on. I could easily just say, ‘I filmed porn every day for three months,’ but that would be boring, wouldn’t it? Besides, it’s probably important that I tell you a little bit about that old man’s company, and the kind of business that he was up to.

He filmed kink porn: special porn for special audiences. He operated under two dozen different company names, and I have no idea if any of them were actually registered companies or just invented titles that he slapped on the front of his movies.

There was a lot of those ‘incest’ themes. Of course the actors weren’t actually related, but they would often pretend to be brothers and sisters or mothers and sons, sometimes even fathers and daughters. Those were the scenes they had me doing at first, while they figured out if they could trust me. Then, they moved me onto some stranger fare. I’d filmed over one-hundred films before they brought me upstairs.
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Upstairs, the films were a bit kinkier. Upstairs, we filmed lesbian scenes and the odd gay scene. I will admit that being in the room during those gay scenes was a bit uncomfortable. I wasn’t gay and didn’t love to watch a man being dominated by another man. I found myself looking away constantly, though I got burned a few times when my microphone dipped down into the scene. They scolded me and told me if it happened again, I would be out. So I had to watch whatever we were filming.
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I can’t say that the scenes were always ‘hot’… at least not for me. I felt bad for some of the girls that came through that house. Many were professional porn stars who really didn’t seem to care what they were told to film or who they were told to film it with. But some of the girls who came through there were desperate, needing cash, reluctant to part with their innocence.

I watched a man in his eighties with an eighteen-year-old girl, dressed in pigtails and braces. The poor girl cried before the scene, and she cried after it too. She possibly even cried during it, but it’s hard to say for sure because the old man had her smothered with his old, wrinkled body as he thrusted into her.
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And then there was the ‘old man gangbang’ scene that we shot… A similar young girl with pigtails and braces, with five very old men who took turns with her. Watching that scene was soul crushing. I felt terrible at the end of the day when the old man would show up and hand me my cash. There were days that I considered quitting, not wanting to be a part of that industry… but the money was good and the work was easy; how could I turn it down?

“Are you free this weekend?” the old man asked me at the end of that second month.

“Sure. Why?” I asked.

“We’re filming some scenes down at another property. We need a good sound guy that we can trust.” He said it quietly, as if he didn’t want anyone else on the set to hear.

“Okay, sure, whatever.”

He gave me the address. It was far away, in the industrial part of town.

Now, you’ll have to use your imagination to think up what we filmed there, because I can’t promise you that it’s even legal for me to describe it in certain places. Technically, it was all consensual. But in that old warehouse, I saw things that I could have gone my entire life without seeing, things that no living soul should have to witness. Let’s just say that there's a warehouse on the far end of town, a place that most people try to avoid. It's a place of shadows and secrets, a place where the air is thick with the stench of sweat and desperation. This is where they film the dark, taboo scenes, sinful, the kind of stuff that most people wouldn't even dream of.

As I stepped inside, I could feel the weight of the darkness bearing down on me. The walls were black, the floors were slick with God-knows-what, and there was a faint humming sound coming from somewhere deep within the bowels of the building.

The set was unlike anything I had ever seen before. There were cages and chains and whips and ropes, all laid out in a way that made my skin crawl. There were women and men dressed in leather and latex, their faces obscured by masks and hoods. And there was a smell in the air, something musky and primal, that made me feel like I was trespassing in a place where I didn't belong.

I spent a month filming in that horrible place. I came close to quitting a few times, but the pay was good: double what I made at that suburban home. I’d never had so much cash in my life. I was working every day, earning cash and spending nothing.

The last scene I filmed in that place was between three girls. Two of the girls had the third chained to the floor, legs spread open. They stuffed a thick toy into her rectum—and by thick, I mean thick. The thing was thicker than my bicep and almost as long as my arm. She screamed out in pain, trying to sound like she was having an orgasm—but I could see the tears streaming down her face. I’ll spare you the rest of the details.

Finally, when I was handed my wad of cash, I caved and said, “Is there any way I can go back to doing sound at the house?” I was trying not to break down; I’d seen far too much in that warehouse: scenes that would haunt me in my sleep at night.

The old man stared at me, unimpressed. “It’s hard to find guys who will work here,” he said. “We don’t need another sound guy at the house; that’s an easy position to fill.”

“I just… I think I’ve seen enough here,” I said, trembling. I couldn’t watch another girl being punished like that. I’d seen too many girls leaving that studio to go to the hospital, and I’ll spare you the details as to why.

“You quitting on me?” he asked.

I bit my tongue. “I just don’t think I can work here, on this set. Don’t you have something else?”

“I asked you before. You want to act? You look young. With a bit of makeup we can make you look younger. You can fuck some old ladies.”

My heart fell into the pit of my stomach. “Can’t I just do sound?” I asked with a soft voice.

He groaned. “I told you, brother. We don’t need another sound guy outside of this set.”

He took a deep breath. “There’s another house,” he said. “But we don’t need a sound guy there.”

“There must be something,” I said.
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“You can act,” he said. Then, he paused. His eyes widened and he nodded his head slowly. “There’s one other thing, actually.”

“What is it?” I asked, perking up.

“Well, it might make you uncomfortable. But I have a location where we shoot some special kink stuff. We need a fluffer there.”

“A fluffer?” I said, feeling myself turning red. “I—I don’t think I could do that. Besides, all the other fluffers are hot girls. I’m… not that.”

“You’d be fluffing guys who prefer dudes,” he said. “And some girls too.”

I felt a coldness seeping into my veins. I tried to speak, but now there was a lump in my throat. I’d watched the fluffers many times before. They were always ready to jerk the guys off, getting them hard, bringing them close to orgasm. I didn’t want to touch another man on his penis. I wasn’t gay. But I did need the work, and I did want to get out of that warehouse; my soul couldn’t handle the extreme hardcore content anymore.

“I don’t think I can do it,” I said softly.

“Fine,” the old man said. “Then you’re officially terminated. It was nice working with you, Caleb.” He gave me a pat on the shoulder and then he turned away.

“Wait!” I gasped. I thought of all the money that I’d made. For the first time in my life, I actually had savings. I actually had a decent place to live. I felt like I had some security.

He stopped and stared at me. “What is it?” he asked.

“I—I’ll do it,” I said with a coldness filling my heart. “I’ll do the fluffer thing.”


CHAPTER 3
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Now, perhaps you think that I was losing my mind. Or perhaps you’re thinking that I was, deep-down, a homosexual. But I promise you that I was only attracted to women, and that never changed.

The adult film industry has a way of chipping away at a person’s innocence. My idea of humiliation had morphed over the months. My idea of normal and weird had shifted in a dramatic way. I’d been desensitized to a degree. Watching people fuck was no longer so strange and scary. Whenever there was a relatively vanilla scene happening in front of me, it didn’t feel much different than standing around and watching a baseball game on TV.

So the thought of arousing a man before a shoot wasn’t quite as horrible as it would have been a couple months earlier.

The location was out in the country. I had to catch a ride with the camera guy: a young fellow who drove a sporty convertible. His name was Lars, and he was a Swedish immigrant. He would speak to me in Swedish, as if I could understand him, and then he would roar with laughter, and then he would look at me strangely, wondering why I wasn’t laughing with him.
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As we drove down the winding country road, I couldn't help but marvel at the beauty of the landscape. Rolling hills, verdant fields, and quaint little villages passed by in a blur, each one more picturesque than the last.

And then, as if by magic, we came upon the mansion. It was a three-story English cottage, nestled into the hillside, with a thatched roof and walls of honey-coloured stone. The windows were tall and narrow, and ivy crept up the walls, like a lover seeking entrance.

Lars parked the car and we made my way up the winding path to the front door.

“Nice place,” I said.

“Can you imagine?” said Lars, smiling at me. “Living here? One day, for sure. We just have to keep moving up.” He gave me a playful punch to the elbow. My heart was still pounding hard. I was more nervous than the first day I stepped onto that first porn set. I had no idea if I was going to be able to do my job.
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We walked up to the thick oak door. Lars pushed it open, letting the studio light pour onto our faces.

As I entered the mansion, I was struck by the grandeur of the place. The ceilings were high, the walls were adorned with tapestries, and the floors were made of polished hardwood.

But it wasn't just the beauty of the mansion that took my breath away. It was the sense of history, of a life lived to the fullest, that permeated every corner. It was the smell of old books and leather, the creak of the floorboards underfoot, the whisper of ghosts in the rafters.

I made my way up the staircase, marvelling at the intricate carvings and the stained-glass windows. And when I reached the top floor, I found myself in a room with a view of the countryside that was nothing short of breathtaking.

It was a place of peace and tranquility, a refuge from the hustle and bustle of the world outside.

It was so beautiful, I hardly noticed the scene that was being filmed at that very moment: a well-endowed man fucking a beautiful blonde woman from behind. He was pulling her braids, forcing her head back. I couldn’t believe the size of the man! His cock must have been eleven inches long! And the woman—her body was perfection. Her breasts were natural, large, bouncing perfectly. Her tush jiggled with each deep penetration. Her pouty lips moaned as she gripped the edges of the expensive couch in front of her.
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The film crew was different than what I was used to. Instead of rusty old lights and a single chunky camera, this crew was equipped with high-end gear: a camera that was probably worth over one-hundred thousand dollars, with a lens the size of my head—and there were two cameras, filming simultaneously. Each camera had a crew of three men. The sound guy had a recording box the size of a coffee table, on a cart, with tons of cables and blinking lights. The lights in the room were huge, mounted with soft-boxes and diffusers—not just sheets of paper clipped onto them.

And I have to point out that the actors were beautiful here—not that they weren’t hot at the warehouse or the house in the burbs. These actors were different, looking like movie stars, glowing, with skin like some dermatologist’s wettest fantasy.
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The director seemed far less sleazy, dressed in a suit, watching a personal monitor. There was also a director of photography, a script supervisor, an art director, a props master, half a dozen PAs, three makeup girls, a hair girl, a playback specialist with a huge computer rig, and a stills photographer. I’d never seen such a massive crew of people.

And there weren’t scenes being filmed in every room; everyone was focused on one single scene. One of the PAs rushed over to me to tell me to walk more quietly. At the previous locations, nobody gave a shit if you made noise while they filmed. But here, obtaining perfect sound was vital. This was a high-end production, with a huge budget.

They made me stand still for twenty minutes, until the director called cut. Then, a fluffer girl rushed in to get the man ready for the finale. While she was jerking him off, a man in a suit approached me. “Caleb, right?” he said.

I nodded my head slowly. He smiled. “Let me show you to your office.”

“My office?” I said.

He nodded his head. “Workplace, shop… whatever you want to call it.” He led me down a long hallway to a large room with a nice view of the garden out back. Now, there was a crew setting up cameras and lights in that garden, preparing for the next scene of the day.

“Can I get you anything? Food? Water? Sparkling water?”

“Um, I’m okay,” I said.

“Breakfast? There are a few meals left from the morning catering.”

“Catering?” I said.

He laughed. “We cater three meals a day. Did you eat before you came? You don’t have to do that. We’ll take care of you here.”

My heart lifted up high in my chest. I wasn’t used to this kind of treatment.

The man pointed to a laptop. “That will be your work computer. You can take it home if you need to. We set it up with Netflix and Disney and a few other apps, so you can entertain yourself between scenes. The door there goes to your bathroom. You can use the tub or the shower, or the steam room—it’s all yours while you’re here. And the bed there—feel free to rest whenever you want, as long as you aren’t needed on set.”

“I can sleep here?” I asked.

He nodded his head. “Of course. It’s important you stay rested. You’re an important part of the team here.”

I felt rosy all over, trying not to smile too much. “Thank you,” I said. “Can I, uh… sleep here overnight?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “It’s your office. Do what you want.” Then, he laughed. “In thirty minutes, I’ll send the first actor your way, okay? You know the drill.” He left, but I really didn’t know the drill. I had no idea what I was supposed to do—but now, as I looked around the office, I could see my ‘supplies’. There were dozens of bottles of lubricants and oils. There was a massage table next to the garden window. There was a stack of dirty magazines, and a huge jar of breath mints.

I checked everything out. The bathroom was huge, with a tile floor and modern fixtures. I pressed the button next to the little steam room door, and the glass cube quickly filled with steam. I blushed all over. Was this really all for me? And all they wanted me to do was keep actors aroused?

I looked through drawers and then I found a welcome package: a huge basket filled with chocolates and other goodies, and a card that said, ‘Welcome to the team, Caleb.’ I couldn’t believe the stark difference between this magnificent place and where I’d been working for the past two months.

There was a knock at the door. Before I could respond, the door flew open and a naked man stormed in. “I’m so sorry I’m late,” he said with a gay twang in his voice. “I went to get lunch and time slipped away from me. You can be quick, right? Just the usual stuff for me—it usually works just fine.” He put his hands on his hips and waited for me to service him.

My heart skipped a beat. I had to act fast, even though I really didn’t want to touch another man’s cock.

He was big, even flaccid. He had stubble around his crotch. I stared at him and then I cleared my throat. “Sorry, I’m, uh… new. What exactly do you need from me?”

He stared at me strangely. “Fluff me,” he said. Then he chuckled.

I hesitated, filling up with cold resistance. I really didn’t want to have my first relatively-sexual experience with a man. I stared at his long shaft.

“I know you’re new, but I’m really late. I don’t want to get in shit again.”

“Alright,” I said, biting my tongue. I had no choice; I had to act fast. So I did what I’d seen girls do. I dropped to my knees and I reached out and grabbed his dick with my hand. I tried not to cringe. I tried not to grimace.

“Is there something wrong? Do I smell?” he asked with that gay flare in his voice.

“No,” I said. I tried to put on a smile. “I’m just… tired, and a bit overwhelmed.”

“You need to get me up, man,” he said. “If I’m any later, they’re going to fire my ass.”

I gripped him tight and tried to pull him quickly, but he seemed uncomfortable. It felt dry. I remembered all the lubricants, so I rushed to grab one. I gushed a big glob into my hand and then I coated his shaft. It was too much, now dripping down his thighs. “Shit. Sorry,” I said.

He took a deep breath. He was staring at me, which made it even more awkward.

“Try calling me Daddy. That usually does the trick.”
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I cleared my throat, feeling my face turning red. “Get, uh, hard for me, Daddy,” I said.

“Yeah?” he said, getting into character. He took a few deep breaths. “You want it, baby?”

“Yes, Daddy,” I said, feeling robotic. And now, I could actually feel his shaft beginning to throb. It was almost horrifying enough to make me drop him. But I persevered. “I, uh, want you to get hard for me, Daddy. I want your, uh, cum all over my face, Daddy.” I squeezed him harder and tried desperately not to cringe.

“Fuck,” he growled. And then, within seconds, he had a hard erection. “You’re kind of cute. Are you gay? Please tell me you’re gay. We should do a scene together.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, releasing him. “I like girls.”

“Damn,” he said. “Well… you’re hot. If you ever want to try it with a guy, let me know.” He winked at me. “Mind oiling me up?”

“Oh. Sure,” I said. I rushed to get the massage oil. I squirted it all over his huge shoulders. I had to reach high to get his whole body. I coated him and made him shine, and then the assistant director barged into the room. He paused, looked at the muscular actor’s erect penis, and let out a sigh of relief. “Oh good, you’re ready to go. Come on.”

I followed them both, with a bottle of lubricant in my hand (fluffers always carried lube with them). The scene was outside, in the garden. An insanely beautiful brunette with bangs was waiting there, on a bed covered in flowers. Her breasts were out of this world: round and perky, with erect nipples. Her skin glowed like no woman I’d ever seen before.
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“Fluffer,” the assistant director said to me. “Go make her nipples harder, please. We shoot in thirty seconds, so hurry.”

I rushed over to the beauty and froze in her presence. She looked right into my eyes. I felt like peasant before a goddess, a princess of gods. She smiled and my heart melted. “Is it my nipples?” she asked. “They keep going soft.”

“I’ll, uh, see what I can do,” I said.

“Try massaging them with a bit of oil,” she said. “I prefer coconut, if you have it.”

I knew it was in my room, so I rushed into the house, burst through my office door, and then I sprinted back with coconut oil. With trembling hands, I rubbed it into her breasts, feeling her hard nipples against the palms of my hands.

“Are you nervous?” she asked with her seductive voice.

“N—No,” I said.

“You’re shaking,” she smiled.

“Fluffer!” someone shouted. I turned and saw that the male actor was softening, so I rushed to him and dropped to my knees. I must admit that it was humiliating, jerking a man off in front of two dozen people. It was even more humiliating when I had to say, “Get hard for me, Daddy,” in front of all those people—including that beautiful brunette… But they understood that it was just my job.

The man got rock-hard. He looked into my eyes and smiled. “You sure you’re not gay?”

I knew it was my job to keep him aroused, whether I wanted to or not. “We’ll see after you’re done your shoot,” I said with my best teasing voice. I felt so fake and awkward, flirting with a man… but it made his face light up. It got him excited, and that’s exactly what he needed to stay hard with that beautiful woman.

I stood nearby while he fucked her for thirty minutes on that bed of flowers. It was a vanilla scene—something I was not used to.

Over the past couple of months I’d seen extreme insertions, triple-anal, questionably legal acts between man and beast, and everything in-between—but never a vanilla sex scene, until now. He fucked her in many positions and then the director wanted a cumshot to the face. I got down on my knees and jerked the man off for two minutes while calling him Daddy. Then, when he was ready, he rushed into position. It was quite awkward when the director told me to call out to him while they were filming. “Keep calling him Daddy,” he said, so I stood nearby and said, “Come for me, Daddy.”

Some of the crew members were giggling, but it was just part of the business; I’d been on sets where the girl fluffers had to do the same thing for the male performers.

After the cumshot, I was told that I could take an hour to rest up before I was needed again. While I was in my room, wrapping my head around what had happened, the old man who hired me walked in. “Caleb,” he said. “How are you settling in?”

“It’s… interesting.”

“You’ll get used to it,” he said, waving me off. “That’s the thing with these higher-end stars; most of them are gay. It’s just a reality of the business. A handsome fellow like you—if you refuse to act, then this is the perfect job.”

I blushed, taking in the strange compliment.

“It won’t just be men, Caleb,” he said. “We’re a lot more detailed here. It’s a much broader job than what you’re used to seeing the fluffers do at the warehouse.”

I wanted to ask him what he meant by that, but I was still so overwhelmed.

“You like the office? Everything okay for you here?”

“Yes, sir,” I said.

“Alright. Well, I heard you did a good job with Matthew this morning. The director was saying he actually stayed hard for the whole thing; that’s a first for Matthew.”

I blushed again. “Good,” I said.

“Keep the scenes running smoothly and I’ll make sure you’re paid well.”

I smiled and nodded, and then he left.

Twenty minutes later, there was another knock at my door. “Come in,” I said, perking up. I was half-dreading having to touch another man on the cock, but it really wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be. The actors were all clean. It helped that the men were shaved and smooth all over.

But this wasn’t a man; it was a woman, wearing a skintight bikini. She smiled at me and said, “Are you Caleb?”

“Y—Yes,” I said.

She giggled. “Cool. Nice to meet you. I’m Claire. They need me wet for my next scene. Mind helping me out?”
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“O—Okay,” I said. “You can, uh, use the shower, or the steam room. Or I can drizzle some oil on your body, if you want.”

She giggled again. “Not my skin, silly,” she said. She motioned down to her pussy before shimmying her panties down. Her pussy was smooth, pink, beautiful. I cleared my throat.

“Oh,” I said. “And, uh, how would you like me to… you know…”

“You have a vibrator? If not, you can just massage it. I would do it myself, but I have these nails drying, and they don’t want any paint chips for the closeups. You know how it is.” She showed me her glistening white fingernails.

“Okay. Just sit down, and, uh, get comfy. I’ll… I’ll make you wet.” I felt red all over as I rushed through drawers, trying to find something to use. I know that I’d seen some sex toys, but I couldn’t remember where.

Finally, I found a whole bin of toys and chargers. I grabbed one and tried the button on it. It buzzed hard, so I rushed it over to her. She spread her legs for me, smiling casually. “Thanks so much,” she said as I gently pressed the toy against her clit.

“Does, uh, that feel okay?” I asked.

She nodded. “It’s nice.” She relaxed into the chair and closed her eyes. “God, I hate this prick that I have to do this scene with.”

I kept my mouth shut. I didn’t want to get involved in any of the drama.

“He’s such a know-it-all. And he fucks like a robot. I don’t know why they hire him so often. I mean—I get that he’s got a huge dick and big muscles… but he’s just toxic. I can’t even remember his stupid name. Oh right, Tony. Tony couldn’t get a girl wet if he had twelve hours and a vibrator.”

I laughed, feeling nervous and awkward and totally out of place. My face was inches from a famous pussy. Her perfect labia was right before me, quivering as I pressed that vibrator against that little bean.

“God, that feels nice,” she said. “Do me a favour and tell me how pretty I am.”

“You’re gorgeous,” I said.

She moaned.

“You’re, uh, super hot, honestly.”

“Fuck,” she moaned, nestling her crotch harder into the vibrator. “Stick a finger in me. Is it wet in there yet?”

I hesitated. I’d never been inside of a woman before—not even with a finger. But I knew I didn’t have much of a choice.

I gently pressed my finger into her and she moaned softly. It was warm—and wet. “I think you’re wet,” I said.

“Wet enough?” she asked.

“I—I don’t know. What’s wet enough?”

“They want me dripping. Just finger me for a minute. Tell me how pretty I am again.”

“You’re really pretty, Claire,” I said. “You’re stunning. You’re one of the prettiest girls I’ve ever seen.”

“Aw, you’re too sweet,” she said.

“It’s true,” I said—and maybe it was. “And your boobs are… amazing.”

She grabbed her bikini top and pulled it down so I could see her naked breasts. “You like them? They’re new.”

“They’re amazing.”

“Fuck,” she moaned. “I like you, Caleb. You’re way better than that last guy. Oh God, and that finger feels good. You’re hitting my G-spot perfectly. Don’t stop.”

I saw a drop of fluid trickling out of her. Now, her lips looked perfectly damp. I wanted to keep fingering her and vibrating her clit.

I fingered her faster. I felt her pussy contracting around my finger. She moaned a sweet sound. “Yes!” she said. “If only Tony felt this good.” She reached down and grabbed my wrist, stopping me. She pulled me away and I stumbled back, blushing all over.

“I’m soaking,” she laughed. “Don’t get so carried away, Caleb.”

“I’m sorry, ma’am,” I said.

“Ew! Don’t call me ma’am. Talk about a boner killer!”

“I’m sorry,” I said, flushing.

“Thanks for getting me wet,” she said.

As she left the room, Tony came in. He grunted as he made his way to the massage table. He grunted loudly as he flopped onto it, on his back, flaccid penis out in the open. “Make it hard, honey,” he said with a deep voice.

I stood there, horrified at what I knew I was about to do. I knew that I didn’t have much time to think about it. My options were simple: get him hard and keep that job and all its perks, or refuse and go look for a new job elsewhere. Seeing as I had nowhere to go, the choice seemed easy.

So I squished some lubricant into my hand and got to work, biting down hard on my tongue so I wouldn’t cringe in front of him.

It turns out that it’s true: the big male players in the adult film industry all prefer men. They struggled to get aroused with their insanely beautiful female costars. It didn’t matter how stunning, how stacked, how curvy the girls were—most of the men just wanted to be touched by another man.

And I have to admit that it felt awfully strange to be arousing men so that they could make it with some of the most insanely beautiful women in the world. But it was definitely awkward.

Tony stared right into my eyes the whole time I massaged blood flow into his thick, veiny penis. “You like that, honey?” he kept asking with his deep, growling voice.

And I had to pretend like I liked it. I had to put on a smile. I had to say awkward things like, “It’s so big,” and, “You have such a nice cock.”

“Want to suck it, honey?” he asked.

“Maybe after,” I said to him—and I found myself saying it to lots of guys that first week, teasing them. They knew that it was just my job. Sure, some of them were hopeful that I was actually gay and would put out later—but none of them got angry when I politely turned them down. “I’m sorry, I’m actually straight,” I would have to say to them.

“You had me fooled,” one man said to me with a chuckle. “Want to fuck anyway?”

“No thanks,” I said politely.

On my third day at that new house, something truly horrifying happened. “Fluffer!” the director yelled near the end of the scene. They needed me to get the actor close to orgasm so he could ejaculate on the beautiful blonde’s face. So I ran in. I dropped to my knees and did my job, gripping him and stroking him while everyone watched and waited patiently. It was business as usual for me—and I was getting used to it… but I made a mistake; I gripped him a bit too tight and stroked a bit too fast.

Well, it was more his fault than mine; he didn’t warn me or try to stop me.

He bellowed out and then suddenly ejaculated onto my face. I was slow to turn my face away, releasing his shaft—but he was in the mood, horny, enjoying the moment. The director screamed. There was a collective sigh from the crew. The cumshot of the scene was ruined—on my face instead of the face of the beautiful blonde actress waiting on the bed.

I finally scrambled away, but that gigantic porn-sized load was already dripping down every inch of my visage.

“I couldn’t help myself,” the porn star chuckled.

The director was furious—at the star and at me. “You just ruined a ten-thousand dollar scene!” he barked. “Now we have to fake it. Goddamn it, someone get the prosthetic and the cum-blaster.”

They retrieved a silicone cock that looked more or less real, and they ran a tube through it, attached to a machine that shot out a cum-like substance. They had to film the ending with an extreme-closeup of the fake penis tip shooting fake cum on the girl’s face. But the director wasn’t happy when he watched the footage back at the playback table. “We can’t use this! This is trash!”

I felt so guilty, like I’d done something wrong—but how was I supposed to know the man was about to cum? I was the one who should have been angry! I had jizz on my face! It was on my lips. I could taste it.

Worse, they now had me jerking the actor off to get him close again. I sat there for thirty minutes jerking him—and doing more than that. “Finger my ass,” he said to me. “It will help.” I put on a rubber glove and fingered him while I jerked him off… but he wasn’t getting close. “I just need a few more minutes,” he said.

The director asked to see my cock. I blushed all over. “Why?” I asked.

“Are you big? Can you just cum on the girl’s face for us?”

There was a ton of pressure. I caved and showed the director my shaft. He thought for a moment and then he asked if I would go and shave to look the part. I didn’t want to do it; I wasn’t a porn star and never wanted to be in porn… but there was a whole crew standing there, staring at their watches, dying to be done for the day.

The pressure got to me. They sent the female fluffer into my office after I was finished shaving. She dropped to her knees and got straight to work, making me gasp. “Oh wow,” she said. “You got hard real fast!” She’d hardly touched me and I was already rock-hard.

I was red all over. I didn’t want to tell her that I was a virgin, and she was the first girl who had ever touched my cock in an intimate way.

A part of me was upset that I was losing my first intimate moments in such a commercial setting. They rushed me out onto the set, put me in place, got the cameras in. The actor who was supposed to be ejaculating on that girl’s face was standing against the wall, arms crossed, grumbling because they docked a thousand dollars off of his pay for the blunder.

I felt so awkward with all eyes on me. The fluffer girl came in and started jerking me off again. She even used her mouth, sucking my shaft, making me tremble all over. The porn star blonde sat in front of me, ready for the moment we were all waiting for. My heart was pounding. She batted her big, thick eyelashes and smiled.

“I can feel it coming,” said the fluffer girl. I’m not sure how she knew, but it was true: I was getting close.

The blonde porn star quickly grabbed my cock from the fluffer. The fluffer darted off the set. “Action!” screamed the director. The cameras moved in. The porn star jerked me sensually. “I want your fat load on my fucking face,” she said in an amazingly sensual voice.
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I groaned. I started to erupt. The porn star gasped, taking the first shot to the nose, the second to the chin, and the third to the lips. Then she leaned in and plunged my ejaculating cock into her mouth and sucked the rest out of me. She opened her mouth to show me the pool of white on her tongue.

My heart was racing.

They quickly shuffled me out and got the male co-star back in to finish out the scene. He pushed his cock into the porn star’s mouth, coating his shaft in my cum. Then, he did something gross: stroking himself with his hand and then licking my cum off of his fingers. The director growled, not impressed with the move.

After he called cut, he pulled me and the male porn star aside and chewed into us. “If you want to have your little relationship, keep it off the set!” he said.

“We’re not in a relationship,” I blushed.

“Whatever you want to call it. Keep it professional or I’ll have you both fired!”

“Yes, sir,” said the porn star. I wanted to ensure that this humiliation would never happen again, so I approached the female fluffer. I asked to talk with her in my office. She came in with a smile on her innocent little rosy face. “What is it, Caleb?”

“You knew when I was going to, uh, cum,” I said. “How could you tell?”

She giggled. “You really are new, huh?”

I blushed and bit my lip.

“I’ll show you. It’s actually easy. Okay, take off your pants.”

I was hesitant, but I wanted to learn. I took my pants off. She squirted some lube into the palm of her hand and dropped to her knees. She got straight to work. I gasped. “You—You don’t have to do this.”

“How can I show you if I don’t?” she asked.

She knew tricks. She twisted her hand in ways that felt so, so good. She would pull from the base to the tip with hard pressure, clenching with a sort of throbbing pattern, and then she would mash my tip with her fingertips, rolling side to side. I did not last more than a minute before I felt the climax approaching.

“Okay,” giggled the fluffer. “So put your hand right on your tip. Grip it tight. Feel that? It is twitching—not throbbing. When you feel this twitching, you have to stop right away.”

I focussed hard, trying to feel what she was feeling. It was twitching, jerking itself gently, but not to the rhythm of my heartbeat. “I feel it,” I said.

“Want me to finish you off while I’m here? I don’t mind,” she giggled.

“No,” I said, stepping back. “That’s okay. You don’t have to do that.”

“I don’t mind,” she said. “It’s, like, two more strokes. Makes no difference to me.”

“I’m okay. Thank you for your help.” I quickly pulled up my pants and she just stared at me strangely.

“Whatever,” she said. “See you tomorrow.” She giggled and skipped off. For her, this really was just a job; she had it worked down to a science. She treated my cock the way a plumber looks at a pipe; it was just work. And I was trying to get into that same mindset. It wasn’t so easy, especially when it came to getting the female stars aroused.


CHAPTER 4
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Ilost my virginity on the first day of my second week on the job. The director wanted the actress wet and warmed up. I’d learned that ‘warmed up’ meant stretched to accommodate the very large male stars that acted in those high-budget porn shoots. I had tools for the job: different sized dildos and lubricants and vibrators; it had always been enough for the previous scenes. Normally, girls would sit there and read magazines or check gossip news on their phones while I got them warmed up.

But one girl, a famous porn star named Billie-Sue, didn’t want me touching her with a dildo. “I’m allergic to latex,” she said. “Silicone, latex—it will make my pussy red and swollen.”

“So, should I just use my fingers?” I asked.

“I hate being fingered,” she said. “Just fuck me. But don’t cum in me. I’m pretty sure I’m ovulating. Alright?”

I stood there, stunned, terrified. She was beautiful—don’t get me wrong. She was way, way, way out of my league. “W—What?” I said.

“Just fuck me,” she said.

She truly was stunning, with long brown hair and perky natural breasts, which were now out because her robe was open. Did I want to fuck her? Of course… but I was a virgin, and I was really hoping that my first time would be with someone special. I’d held onto my virginity for so long… I couldn’t just lose it to someone who was basically a stranger, who was going to turn around and take it from another man a few minutes later.
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But she wasn’t giving me many options. She was already bent over that massage table. “Fuck me, fluffer,” she said. “I’m on a tight schedule.”

“I think I have a latex and silicone-free dildo somewhere here.”

“I hate dildos. They’re cold and dry; it’s like fucking a corpse. Just fuck me. Your cock works, doesn’t it?”

“I—I don’t know if I’m allowed to do that,” I said, my voice cracking.

“Says who?” she asked. “I’m asking you. You’re starting to make me feel self-conscious. I don’t have diseases, fluffer. Just fuck me already.”

She pulled up her robe, exposing her perfect pink pussy. She wriggled her bum in the air, presenting herself, luring me in.

I caved. I gave her what she wanted. I was already erect, which she noticed. She gasped when I penetrated her. “Wow! I wish my fucking co-stars would get this hard.”

I began to thrust into her tight body. She pulled out her phone and began surfing gossip news. I thrusted slowly, trembling all over. I was losing my virginity in the most cold, sterile way possible… but at least it was with a knockout babe.

She checked the time. “We still have a few minutes. C’mon, fluffer. Stretch me. Go deeper than that.”

I pushed in deeper. I felt her getting wetter, warmer. She wasn’t moaning or anything; she was completely silent, just scrolling through her phone.

“Does this feel okay?” I asked.

“It feels fine,” she said casually, without looking away from her news story. “I can’t believe they’re bringing Brandy back for another season. It’s going to be a shit show.” She was reading about some reality show. “Mind going a bit harder? I need to be wet in, like, thirty seconds.”

I tried fucking her harder, but now I was afraid that I was going to cum. I bit down on my tongue and tried to think of non-erotic thoughts. I thought about bills that I owed. I thought about my parents, and if I would ever be able to see them again. I thought about my grandmother, who called me twice a week and thought that I worked as a TV repairman.

But those thoughts weren’t enough. I felt the orgasm coming and I knew holding back was hopeless. I quickly pulled out and turned away, ejaculating all over the floor of my office, which was also my home (I’d been sleeping on the bed every night since arriving at that house).

She looked back and gasped. “Did I just make you cum!?” she said.

“I’m so sorry,” I said.

“Oh my God!” she gasped. “That’s, like, so cute! Do you actually think that I’m pretty, fluffer?”

“Um…” I said. “I mean, yeah… you’re really hot.” I felt my skin turning red.

“I just assumed you were gay like every other guy here,” she laughed. “Aw; that’s so sweet. I honestly can’t remember the last time I made a guy cum. The gay fluffer boys always have to do it for me.” She planted a kiss on my cheek. “Thanks, boo. You successfully made me horny.” She walked out of my office with a confident strut, leaving me swirling.

I was no longer a virgin. A little bit more of my innocence had been stripped away from me.

I didn’t like what this job was doing to me. It was taking something beautiful—sex—and turning it into some cold, factory, sterile business. With each passing day, I was becoming more and more desensitized.

I hated the person that I was becoming. Men would walk into my office, and I would instantly squirt lube into my hand and I would get straight to jerking them off. I would rub their bodies with oil. I would even shave their balls and pubic hair for them.

Some stars needed me to jerk them to completion, so that they would last long in their scenes (usually gay porn scenes). I would milk them and then clean up the mess while they went out to fuck other dudes in the ass.

I felt so dirty, so worthless. I was being paid to perform sex acts, mostly on men—so I was basically a prostitute. I felt so much shame, every time I would have to walk over to the sink and wash cum off of my hands.

The money was good, but this wasn’t a life.

I was living in that house, with no vehicle to take me away, even for a break. They had me working seven days a week. We were all being paid under the table, so the producers didn’t have to follow any labour laws. When I approached the old man who hired me and asked him when I would get time off, he told me, “I can have your position filled by the end of the day by someone who doesn’t mind working every day. It’s not like we have you working crazy hours, Caleb. Some days you only work for two or three hours.”

It was true; the hours were easy. Some days I was done working before noon.

But I had no life outside of that job. Most of the crew members had cars, and homes they would go to when shooting was finished. But me—I was just stuck in that house. There weren’t even busses that went that far out into the country. Sure, I tried to get away, taking long walks down the rural roads… but can you really call that a life outside of work?

I had no friends in that house. Nobody talked unless they were talking about work. A few of the girls talked about gossip news and some of the men talked about nights out at gay clubs… but I couldn’t relate to either group.

There was an aura of shame that lingered in the place. Camera guys, lighting guys, producers, PAs, directors, sound techs… none of them talked. Some didn’t even take off their sunglasses. They all used fake names, even with one another. When a scene was finished, that shame aura was particularly strong and overpowering. People would just clean up their stations without saying a word.

A person needs social interaction in their life… and a person needs to have exposure to prospects of the opposite sex. In that house, my only ‘prospects’ were porn stars and the other fluffer.

Candy was the fluffer’s name, though it wasn’t her real name. I never knew her real name. Everyone knew me as Caleb, but probably assumed that was a fake name too.

Candy was cute. And I’ll admit that I related to her more than anyone else, because we had the same job, she was about my age, and from time to time, we would chat. She was spunky, often wearing her hair in pigtails. She would wear denim overalls, or sometimes pyjama onesies that a young kid might wear. But sometimes, with the straight male stars, she would change into super skimpy lingerie to try to get them aroused. She would giggle constantly, even when she was jerking men off.
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She’d been doing the job for a long time. She had no boundaries. So it was hard to consider her as a potential girlfriend when I would occasionally look over and see her bent over for a massive, muscular man who was using her tight pussy to get himself aroused for a scene. To her, it was just business, but to me, it just made her seem… like a whore. I suppose I couldn’t really judge, as I would occasionally have to arouse the female stars in similar ways.

Still, Candy seemed to like me. She liked that our live were relatable, so she tried to create a relationship the only way she knew how to: with sex. She came into my room after hours one evening, wearing the tight lingerie that one of the porn stars wore earlier that day. It looked good on her—I won’t lie. She had her hair in pigtails, and she was giggling. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“I thought we could fuck… for fun!” she said. And then she jumped into my arms. Her energy was high—too high for me. She kissed me and then pulled away to giggle. “Do you like me, Caleb?”

“Um, sure,” I said.

It didn’t help that she smelled a bit like cologne, probably rubbed onto her from one of the male porn stars. She leaned in to kiss me again.

“I like you,” she said with beaming eyes. “We should get to know each other. Want me to suck your cock?”

I was frozen, shocked, not sure what to say to her. She got right down to business, pulling out my shaft and sucking it. She moaned. “You get hard so fast,” she giggled. “That’s such a nice change from the actors.” She sucked me and pumped me, using all of those tips and tricks that she’d showed to me over the weeks I’d been living and working in that porn factory house. It felt good, but it also felt so… professional.

“I don’t know if we should be doing this,” I said.

“Why not?”

Somehow, being physically intimate seemed less intimate than just sitting around and chatting. I guess that’s what working in a porn factory does to a person. “Would you rather just get right to fucking? Fine by me!” she shimmied her panties down and jumped into my arms again. She wriggled her bum down, standing my cock up with her fist until my tip was pushing into her lubricated cunt. She held on tight to my shoulders and bounced herself off of my lap, giggling wildly. I held her firmly so she wouldn’t fall. I caved and enjoyed the sex… but it was far from intimate.

I came inside of her and she had one or two orgasms—possibly fake. Then, she giggled and cleaned herself up. She asked if I wanted to hang out, and I agreed, so we went up to the big entertainment room, which wasn’t being used. We sat together for the next hour, but we had nothing to say.
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And that was just the way it was in that house; nobody ever had anything to say. Personal lives remained private. The only thing anyone knew in that house was sex.


CHAPTER 5
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It was a Friday evening when there was a knock at my door. I wasn’t expecting anyone and work was finished for the day. We shot six different scenes earlier in the day, and I was tired and ready to rest. My wrist was sore from one particular man who was struggling to get into the mood; I must have jerked him off for two hours before he was ready for the creampie scene…

Now, standing at my door was a freckled young blonde with beaming eyes. She stood there with a nervous look on her face, saying nothing as I stood and waited for her to say something.

I didn’t recognize her, but I could tell that she was an actress; she was wearing one of the white robes that all of the girl performers wore around the house. “Can I help you with something?”

“Are you the guy fluffer?” she asked. “I mean—the guy who does fluffing? They sent me to the girl fluffer, but, uh, that’s not really so much my thing.”

“You need a fluffer?” I asked curiously.
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“We’re filming a test scene upstairs,” she said. “I mean—I think that’s what they called it: a test scene. I don’t know. I’m new here. And, uh… they told me to see the fluffer. Is that you?”

“They need you wet for the test scene?” I asked, letting out a sigh. I thought that I was done for the day—but sometimes this happened. They were often shooting ‘test scenes’ upstairs. Sometimes that was just the producers convincing young women to sleep with them, and sometimes they really were testing girls out to see if they were worthy of being in an actual scene.

“Um,” she said, lingering in the doorway. “I guess just hard.”

“Hard?” I said. “Okay. I have a few different tricks for that. Some girls prefer I use my hands, others prefer the nipple stimulators. They can be a bit intense though. I’ll show you what they look like.”

“Not my nipples,” she said, blushing.

“Oh,” I said. “They want that swollen pussy look? They’ve been asking for that a lot lately. Alright; I have a thing for that. It pinches a bit, but it usually works just fine.”

“No,” she said. “My, uh, penis. I’m… trans.”

“Oh.” I froze.

She opened up her robe for a second to show me her long flaccid penis, and my heart skipped a beat. I’d seen a lot over the past three months. I’d seen four penises crammed into a single hole. I’d seen illegal things with animals. I’d seen men in their nineties with girls who weren’t old enough to drink in most provinces. I’d filmed scat scenes, pissing scenes, fisting scenes, and even pregnant milking scenes. I watched a ninety-year-old man suck milk from a nursing porn star’s breasts… But strangely, I’d never seen a beautiful, convincing young woman with a penis.

“It, uh, works like normal?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said. “I normally don’t have a problem getting it up, but, uh… I guess it’s just stage fright. This is my first time. I’ve never done anything like this before. They want me to be with a woman, and… well, I’m not that attracted to women usually—nothing against the girl upstairs; she’s lovely. It’s just… not my thing.”

“No worries,” I said before clearing my throat. “That’s why I’m employed here.” I put on an awkward smile. “Just relax on the couch and I’ll get everything working for you.”

“Thanks,” she said. She put down her little purse. She walked over to the couch and shed her white robe, revealing her curvy figure, squished into an amazing pink bodysuit. There was a hole made in the bodysuit for her cock, so now, her flaccid penis was hanging out in the open. She covered it with her hands, reddening all over as she waited while I fetched the lubricant.

“I’m so sorry,” she said softly. “Were you sleeping?”

“No,” I said. “I wasn’t doing anything. Any allergies?”

“Not that I know of,” I said.

“Some girls are sensitive to the spermicidal stuff.” I walked over and took my position on my knees, between her legs. I had to push her thighs open and gently move her hands away from her cock. She looked away, reddening even more, “Oh God,” she whispered. “This is so embarrassing.”

“Don’t sweat it. It’s my job.” I looked at her shaft. My heart skipped a beat. I couldn’t believe such a thing was attached to such a woman. It threw a wrench into my brain. My mind refused to compute what I was seeing. I cleared my throat again, reminding myself it was just a job.

I squished some lube into the palm of my hand and rubbed my hands together to warm it up. I gently took her flaccid member and began to massage. I could feel that she was tense all over; part of my job was getting the talent to relax. “Just take a deep breath,” I smiled. “You’re going to do just fine.”

Her bodysuit was so pink that it threw a pink glow into her hair, making her hair appear pink. She cautiously opened her legs wider and closed her eyes. She bit her lip. “I’ve never really been with a stranger like this before.”
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“It’s weird at first, but you get used to it,” I said.

“I just really need the money, and—oh wow, you’re, uh, good at that.” She took a deep breath in as I began to use one of the techniques Candy showed me, twisting and pulling at the same time, stretching her shaft towards me, pulling her foreskin tight towards the centre of my chest.

I smiled. My head was still spinning. When I looked down, I could see a thick, hardening cock, which belonged to a man. But tilting my gaze up, there was a beautiful blonde woman.

“So they have you doing a scene with a girl?” I asked.

She nodded her head, pressing her lips thin. “Yeah. I’ve never really been with a girl before,” she said. “I mean—I’m a lesbian, I guess. Transbian, I think some people call it. Oh my God, that feels… okay. Wow. You’re, uh, good at this.”

She was getting hard… and big. Her cock appeared to be a normal size when it was flaccid, but now it was growing, stretching, reaching a length that I just did not anticipate. She was just as big as the male porn stars, but her body weighed half. She was slender, with curves, but she couldn’t have weighed more than 110 pounds.

I jerked her fasted, twisting and pulling: all of the tricks in the book. Now, she was throbbing: rock hard.

“I think you’re ready,” I said, letting go of her.

She remained still, grasping the couch with both hands, eyes wide, panting slightly.

“T—That’s it?” she asked.

“Is that all you need?” I asked. “Did they want you oiled up or anything?”

“Uh—I… um… I don’t know. I don’t think so.”

“I’ll come upstairs with you and bring a kit,” I said.

She sat there, stunned, apparently struggling to come to terms with what had just happened. She looked down at her cock and stuttered before saying, “It’s so hard.”

“If it gets soft, I can get it back up before you shoot,” I said, rinsing my hands at the sink. I grabbed my little pouch that contained various lubricants, a vibrator, a dildo, portable nipple vibrators, and sanitary supplies like wipes and creams. I accompanied the nervous trans girl up the winding staircase, down the hall, to the large room where they were getting ready to film that trans-on-girl scene.

I was struck by the sheer amount of pink in the room. The walls were a soft shade of bubblegum, the curtains were a darker shade of fuchsia, and the bed was a riot of hot pink sheets and pillows.

The room was lit with a soft, warm glow, the kind of light that makes everything look more beautiful and inviting. And in the centre of it all was the bed, a veritable throne of desire, adorned with satin sheets and plush pillows.

The crew was small, but focused. There was the director, a wiry man with a keen eye and a quick wit. There was the camera operator, a woman with long, dark hair and an artist's touch.

The makeup girl took the trans chick aside and fixed up her blush. It was a minute later when I was asked to get her rock-hard again. It didn’t take long: a few pumped and a gentle tip-massage.

Then, I stood with the rest of the crew while the filming started.

The trans girl was nervous. “Try to relax, Harper,” said the director.

Harper, with her big erect cock, took a deep breath and tried to stop herself from trembling. They had her paired with an absolute knockout: a black-haired asian girl with enormous breasts and a fat butt. The scene cut the fat, going straight into a blowjob. The asian girl sucked the trans girl’s large penis with her hands and knees planted firmly on the bed.

“Moan a little bit, Harper,” the director said. “Remember: you’re enjoying this.”
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Next, they made Harper suck the asian girl’s nipples while the asian girl fingered herself. It was a typical lesbian scene—but that large, erect penis made it hard to look away from. It was so… fascinating. I simply could not wrap my head around how that was possible.

They had to pause filming so that I could rush in and get Harper hard again. I jerked her for about thirty seconds, and then I zipped out so they could keep the scene going. Harper kept apologizing. She was dark red and starting to sweat. Her hands were trembling. This was her introduction to pornography. This was the beginning of the stripping of her innocence; I was already more than three months into the destruction of my innocence.

The asian girl got onto her hands and knees. Harper was behind her. The asian girl reached back with both hands and pulled her pussy open, making it gape. Harper just sat there, frozen. Then, the director shouted at her to fuck the porn star.
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After a tense moment, Harper did it: she pressed her thick penis into the asian girl’s tight cunt. Harper closed her eyes. For a moment, she looked so ashamed, so devastated. It wasn’t a sexy look, but the crew didn’t seem to notice or care; they still moved in for their naughty closeups.

“Fuck her lights out!” the director shouted.
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And now I felt wrong as I watched. The look on Harper’s face made the whole scene feel tense and wrong.

Harper even shed a single tear at one point while she was ramming the Asian’s girl’s tight pussy.

The director had her switch holes, anally penetrating the asian girl. The asian girl cried out loud as Harper used every last inch.

The fucking went on for thirty minutes. Harper was struggling to cum, but the director was happy to use the time to film from various angles, getting many closeups—especially of that thick cock sliding in and out. This particular film was about that trans penis, which was impressive to everyone in the room.

“Fluffer!” the director yelled when he was finally ready for the cumshot. I rushed in and did my job, jerking her off. Her cock was coated with a thick, clear fluid: real discharge from the female actress. I’d come to know the fluids of women over the past month, and that particular fluid only existed when a woman was genuinely aroused. I looked over at the asian girl and saw that she was blushing. I think those orgasms—at least a few of them—were very real. Real orgasms were rare on porn shoots…

I twisted and jerked and massaged her tip until I felt that twitching. “Good luck,” I smiled, but she struggled to return the smile. She crammed her cock back into the asian girl and pumped a few times before pulling out for the messy cumshot: a pearl-necklace style ending, with cum all over her neck and chest and breasts.

Pleased, the director called cut and told everyone to head off and enjoy the rest of the evening. I skirted off, feeling awkward in that room. Sure, I normally felt a little bit awkward at the end of a shoot, like everyone in the room, but that tension was different. This was Harper’s first porn shoot, and it didn’t seem like something she wanted to be doing. She was so red with shame, so flushed with humiliation. I felt bad for her as she appeared to be holding back tears. I didn’t want to be around to see anymore.

I went to my room and cleaned my hands at the sink. The smell of Harper’s perfume was still on me: a unique scent that was actually quite pleasant. I towelled off my hands and turned towards my TV. I was going to turn in for the night, and then there was a knock at the door.

“Come in,” I called out.

Harped stepped in slowly. Her eyes were red. She sniffled and then caught her breath. “I, uh, think I left my bag in here,” she said softly. She looked around and then spied it next to the couch. “I’m sorry to bother you.”

“It’s no bother,” I said, watching her carefully. “Are you, uh, okay?”

She nodded her head and snatched up her purse. “Thanks for your help today.”

“No problem,” I said. I watched her sniffling as she went to the door.

“You sure you’re okay?”
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She nodded her head, and then she was gone. I had a feeling that I wasn’t going to see her again. I’d seen many girls perform their first and last porn scenes in the same day; the business definitely wasn’t for everyone. Clearly, it wasn’t for Harper. I knew that shame that was on her face all too well. Now, she would probably live with that shame for a long, long time before she finally forgot about it.

But it turned out that Harper and I had more in common than I realized. I went out an hour later, to get some fresh air, and I saw her standing there, at the end of the driveway, pacing back and forth, still sniffling.

I watched her for a minute before approaching her. She turned to me and then wiped her eyes. She quickly turned away.

“What’s up?” I asked.

“My, uh, ride isn’t showing up,” she said.

“Oh,” I said. “Are you able to call them?”

“I tried.”

“You could call a cab,” I said.

She smiled sadly. “I, uh, can’t afford that. I think I’m just stuck waiting until I can get my friend on the phone.”

“You’re welcome to wait inside,” I said.

“I don’t know if I want to be in there right now,” she said, sniffling again.

I nodded my head slowly. “First time on set, huh?”

She nodded her head. “First time for a lot of things,” she said softly.

I paused for a moment before realizing that she was talking about her virginity. “That was your… first time?” I asked.

She nodded her head slowly. “I needed the money,” she said. “And now they’re not even going to pay me.”

“What? Why not?”

“They said they don’t pay for test shoots. They told me that I would have to sign on for a real shoot, and then I can start getting paid.” She wiped her eyes. “But I can’t do that again. That was so… humiliating.”

“You did good. I don’t think you have anything to be embarrassed about.”

“That’s kind of you to say, but that was hell,” she said. “I’m not a porn star. I don’t know what I was thinking. They told me they would pay me. They even picked me up and drove me out here.” She wiped her eyes again. “Oh God, what was I thinking?”

A cold wind picked up. I couldn’t believe that she was enduring the cold in her tiny outfit. She didn’t even have a coat on, and she had no idea how long she was going to be waiting. “Come wait inside,” I said. “You can take a shower and rest for a bit while you wait for your ride.”

She stared at me, clearly considering the offer. She hesitated for a moment, pressing her lips thin. Then, she took a deep breath. “I just… don’t know if I can go back in there.”

“It’s up to you,” I said.

She caved. After a minute of pondering, she decided to follow me back to the house. She kept her head down. Her cheeks were red. She went straight into my bathroom and closed the door, getting straight into the shower, probably desperate to clean the pussy discharge off of her cock—and all of the girly sweat that got on her when she was fucking the asian porn star.

I just sat in my room, listening to the sound of running water as I tried to focus on my TV. She took a long shower. She must have been standing under that water for forty minutes. It didn’t bother me; I wasn’t paying for the electric bill.

I had just finished making some tea when Harper emerged from the shower, wrapped in a towel. She looked different somehow, more vulnerable and raw than I had ever seen her before.

"Thanks for letting me use your shower," she said, her voice soft and hoarse.

"Of course," I replied, my heart pounding in my chest. I hadn’t forgotten what I’d seen between those legs. I knew that she’d been born a man… but it was hard to believe it as I stared at her now. Her face looked so amazingly feminine… But there were no surgery scars, no signs of modification.

We sat in silence for a moment, sipping our tea and lost in our own thoughts. But then, Harper spoke up.

"I'm sorry about earlier," she said, her voice catching in her throat. "I just...I didn't expect it to be like that. It was my first shoot, and I don't think I want to do it again."

I could see the pain and embarrassment in her eyes, and it broke my heart. “I felt the same way after my first day. But, like you, I just needed the cash.”

“It’s different,” she said softly. “Being in front of the camera. I mean—I’m not saying it’s not bad being in your position. But whether I like it or not, that movie is going to be online forever. I’ll always be wondering if my family has seen it—because they’ll never tell me.”

“They made me go in front of the camera once,” I said, and then I told her the story of the actor unloading on my face without warning.

“Oh my God,” she said. “Okay… that sounds bad.”

“But it’s not always bad,” I said. “You get used to the shameful stuff. Everyone here knows that it’s just for money.”

“And for you, the only people who know you’re doing this are the people here. When the film goes live online, I have to deal with the whole world. I’m sorry… I’m not trying to play the victim. I guess I just didn’t think any of this through—and now I’m stuck here. I assumed they were going to drive me home when they told me they would pick me up. It’s almost like they don’t want me to leave.”

"Why don't you stay the night?" I said, my voice low and gentle. "You can wait for your ride, and we can talk more if you want."

Harper looked at me, her eyes shining with gratitude. I couldn't help but feel my heart skip a beat. She was still wrapped in a towel, but something about the way she moved, the way she carried herself, made my heart race.

I gave her my bed. “They come in and change the sheets every day, just like a hotel.”

“Do you live here?” she asked me.

“Kind of,” I said. “I mean—I haven’t gone home in a month and nobody has said anything. I’ve stopped paying for my place in town. So… yeah, I guess I just live here.”

“And they feed you and everything?”

I nodded my head. “They’ll feed you too. In the morning, we can just go to the kitchen and grab a meal. They have a twenty-four-seven caterer working here. Midnight snacks—whatever you want.”

Her eyes glowed for a moment. That’s when I noticed that her lips appeared to be dry. Her skin seemed tight to her bones, showing years of questionable nutrition. I wondered if she was homeless; there was no question that she was living in poverty, pushed into this gig by extreme desperation.

“Where do you live?” I asked her.

“Downtown,” she said.

“Where downtown… if you don’t mind my asking.”
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She stared at me blankly for a long moment before saying, “In an apartment.” But I could just tell that it wasn’t quite true. Maybe there was some truth to it; maybe she lived at an apartment, sleeping in the alley, in the cover of a garage door awning. Her clothes were tattered, used before she even owned them.

“Stay the night and then I can help you figure out a ride into town tomorrow,” I said. “I’ve been meaning to get to town myself. Maybe I can share a ride with you.”

She smiled. After that, I gave her some space, making myself a bed on the couch in the room and turning away from her as I tried to get some sleep. But sleeping was hard with the sound of her sniffling, holding back tears, struggling with the reality of what she’d done.


CHAPTER 6
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It was a light day of shooting, as Saturdays usually were. The directors and producers didn’t want to spend their weekends on set, so weekends always felt like ‘bare minimum’ days.

Harper stayed in my room while I filmed my two morning scenes. I had to fluff two men, who I’d fluffed many times before—one for a gay scene and one for a straight gangbang scene. It was 11:00 AM when I was finished and found Harper in my room, wearing the same clothes she’d been wearing the day before. I had a feeling that she didn’t own much else, so I had the idea of scoring her an outfit that was newer and cleaner than anything she had.

“There’s a huge room down the hall with tons of outfits,” I said. “I’m pretty sure most of the clothes are retires. I, uh, know it’s weird to take stuff from porn shoots… but I swear half of that stuff has never been touched. I doubt they would notice it missing.”

She was hesitant, but not resistant. She went with me to that huge wardrobe room and looked through the outfits with me. Sure, it was all sexy, but it wasn’t necessarily all whorish. There were some short dresses in the mix that could pass as cute summer attire, and short skirts that just covered the whole bum. “Take a few things,” I said. “They really won’t notice any of this stuff missing.”

She smiled and thanked me.

“Don’t thank me,” I laughed. “I’m just a mooch here. I didn’t buy any of this stuff.”

But I knew that they wouldn’t care. The producers who ran that house had money. All day, expensive luxury cars would pull up and drive off. Producers would walk in wearing fur coats worth more than every dollar I’d made in my life. I once saw a director accidentally break a pair of sunglasses, and he hardly flinched. He gave a PA his credit card and ordered him to go buy him another pair; I saw the receipt: $8,500.

They would end their days with bottles of champagne worth $1,000. They would drink half the bottle and then leave the rest on the counter, forgotten, the way a little kid might forget his half-finished juice box.

“This is nothing to them,” I said, eyeing the tag that was still on one piece of lingerie. It was an $80 piece—pennies to these ultra-rich porn moguls.

Harper picked out a small blue dress and slipped into it. It looked adorable on her petite body, and the slightly-flared short skirt impressively hid the bulge that got her that test shoot. She stood in front of the mirror, blushing at the sight of herself. I watched her closely, watching her eyes as she scanned her own body. I could tell it had been a long time since she’d seen herself like that.
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“They have makeup too,” I said. “If you want to snag some. More than you could believe.” I’d seen the makeup room a few times before; it was like a whole makeup store, packed to the brim with supplies. I took her there next.

Harper blushed when she sauntered into the room.

“Take whatever you need. It’s the least they can do if they’re not paying you,” I said.

She took a few things: eyeliner, an eyeshadow pallet, and a tube of concealer. She was modest, not fully comfortable ‘stealing’, even though she really was owed after what she’d done. They called it a test shoot, but they were still going to publish that film…

I walked her out to the end of that long driveway so she could catch her ride. “Thank you for being so nice to me, Caleb,” she said softly.

“Don’t mention it.”

She looked into my eyes and smiled. I was sad that she was leaving, sad that I would probably never see her again. My original plan was to go downtown with her, but as we were leaving, one of the producers spotted me. “We’re filming in an hour. Be available,” he had said to me. So my plans of leaving were squashed.

“I guess this is goodbye,” I said.

“I guess so.”

I wanted to ask her for her information, but I had a feeling she didn’t want to be at all tied to anything to do with that porn experience.

We kept standing there. She kept checking her phone. Suddenly, something seemed off… and it was only a few minutes before she got a message. “What the hell?” she whispered.

“What’s wrong?”

“My friend said she can’t make it,” she groaned. She threw her head back. “She said she was stopped and her car was impounded! Oh God, what are the chances?”

So while she tried to arrange another ride, she returned to my room. I had to work, and I must admit that it was a bit embarrassing working while Harper sat in the corner, trying to find a friend who could pick her up, far out in the country. I looked up and saw her looking at me as I jerked a man’s long, thick cock. I blushed and looked away, and then the actor asked me to call him Daddy. It was hard to produce those words with Harper watching, but I didn’t want to be rude and kick Harper out.

It got even weirder later in the day when they sent a woman to my room: the same actress that claimed to be allergic to latex: the woman who took my virginity. She wanted me to get her warmed up using my cock, so I did it with Harper in the corner, blushing and pretending not to care or notice.

Then, around 4:00 PM, the old man who hired me walked in and saw Harper there. “Weren’t you in a test shoot yesterday?” he said to her.

She nodded her head slowly. “I haven’t been able to find a ride home,” she said softly.

“I’m sure you guys can get her back to town, right?” I said to the old man.

He just stared at me. “We don’t have a chauffeur on staff,” he said bluntly. “And all of the PAs have already left for the day. I’d love to help you out… but—no offence: you aren’t an employee here.”

She turned white and pressed her lips thin. “I’ll find someone to get me tonight. I promise,” she said.

Then, the old man eyed her blue dress. For a moment, it almost seemed like he could tell that she’d nabbed it from the closet. Now, Harper was turning red. “You’re a tranny, right?” the old man said to her.

“I’m trans,” she replied softly.

“Right,” he said. “The test scene was pretty good. I saw it. You know, we had a girl cancel on us tomorrow. We have an open slot. Maybe we can shoot a scene with you. Since you’re already here, it could be a good way to make a few bucks.”

Harper froze. Her eyes glazed over as she considered the offer being presented to her. And it really did seem like she was considering it, after the trauma that she went through the day before.

“A thousand dollars. Shooting will take about an hour,” the old man said. “We’ll get you with Kevin. He’s a vet with the weird content.”

“Weird content?” Harper asked shyly.

The old man motioned towards Harper’s crotch, insinuating that her cock was ‘weird’. Harper just blushed, humiliated. “Think about it,” he said. “Let me know in the next hour. If you want to do it, I can get a room set up for you for the night. Then we don’t have to worry about you being late tomorrow.”

Harper was silent. The old man left.

I looked at Harper and saw that she was now lost, dazed, apparently in a mental struggle. “Are you going to do it?” I asked her after a few silent minutes.

“I don’t know,” she said. “A thousand dollars… that’s a lot of cash.”

“I know Kevin. He’s, uh, a nice guy,” I said.

“Really?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “He’s gay. He, uh, likes me a lot.” I laughed. “I mean—if you’re going to do it, I would say that he’s a good guy to start with…” I felt so awkward discussing it with her. I could tell that it was ravaging her soul.


CHAPTER 7
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The next day, I stood by and watched as Kevin fucked Harper in the ass. She screamed, shedding a tear, as he used every inch of his ten-inch shaft to plunge deep into her body. They had me slip in a few times, to fluff both Harper and Kevin. “Are you okay?” I whispered to Harper during one of those short intermissions.

She wiped a tear from her eye. “It just hurts,” she said. “He’s… really big.”

“You’re almost done,” I said.

It was hard to watch the finale: Kevin pinning Harper to a wall and forcing himself fully into her before filling her with his thick, creamy seed. The cameras got in close for the pull-out, watching as that thick cream poured out of Harper’s red, swollen hole. As soon as the director called it a wrap, Harper was gone, to her room, to get cleaned up, and to cry.

I found her an hour later. She was pale, but she had an envelope: cash. They paid her, as promised. “Are they going to drive you home?” I asked.

She looked into my eyes, producing a weak smile. “Well, they told me if I stay, I can shoot another scene tomorrow. I mean… I figured I’m already here. I’ve already… done it twice now. What do I have to lose at this point?”

She took a step and gasped, in pain. Her bum was sore, and it was understandable. “You have to let me warm you up tomorrow,” I said. “If you don’t warm up properly, you can do some serious damage. I know it seems weird, but it’s important. I mean—it’s why I have a job.” I had to explain what ‘warm up’ meant. She told me that she didn’t know much about any of this.

“I only saw porn for the first time a couple of years ago. My parents managed to keep it away from me. I just feel… so out of place here. But the money is good.”

“The money is good,” I said. I didn’t show her, but I had a bag filled with cash. They paid me at the end of each day of shooting, and I didn’t have a bank account, so all of that cash just got stuffed into a bag. I hadn’t counted it in a while, but there was easily fifteen thousand dollars in that bag.

“I don’t spend anything as long as I’m here,” I said. “So it’s all into savings.”

I could see Harper’s eyes flashing. She was tempted by the same temptress that kept me in that house. “I don’t think anyone here really likes the work. But the money… it’s worth staying for.”

Harper didn’t make a decision right then. She needed time to think. She went and had another shower. Then, she walked through the huge garden of that property. I saw her from my window, but I decided to leave her alone. She seemed like she needed alone time to process.

I didn’t catch up with her until later that night, around 8:00 PM, when I went to the kitchen to get some dinner. She was there doing the same thing, eating for the first time in days. “I think I’ll stay for another day,” she said.

I smiled. I was happy to have a friend there; she was the closest thing to a friend that I had in that house. I just felt like I could relate to her plight more than I could with anyone else.

At the same time, I felt bad that the lure of cash was pulling her into this soul-sucking business, taking her innocence away, the way it took mine away.

Before her shoot the next morning, I helped her to prepare. She showed up ninety minutes before her call time. She was red with humiliation as she stripped down and climbed onto my massage table. “They told me the actor is big,” she said softly.

“Who are you with today?” I asked.

“Ryan. I think that’s his name.”

“Oh yeah,” I said. “He’s really big. We’ll, uh, work up to it.”

I started with a small dildo, pushing it in softly with lots of lube. I gently pumped it until I could feel her muscles relaxing. I had a small heating plate that the dildos sat on; the warmth helped to force muscles relax.

I worked my way up, from a four-inch cock to a five-inch cock, and then to a six-inch cock. She started to squirm a bit, groaning. “This is so embarrassing,” she said.

“It’s not,” I said. “It’s just business. That’s how everyone here sees it.”

She covered her face with both of her hands as I moved onto the seven-inch dildo, which was considerably thicker. I squirted more lube than I would with experienced performers. I pumped slowly and took my time, making sure she was relaxed and warming up properly.

“Ouch,” she said a few times. Her anus was still a bit red and swollen from the day before. Her cock was a bit red too from being tugged and grabbed by Kevin when the director told Kevin to perform a ‘wrap-around’. I helped to soothe her cock with a gentle oil that softened up her skin. She got hard while I was applying it.

Then, her face turned red and she apologized profusely. “It’s just… the touching.”

I laughed. “Don’t be embarrassed,” I said. “It’s my job to get stars hard.”

She really was starting to relax. I helped by giving her a massage: rubbing my hands into her back so that her tension would go away. It wasn’t something I’d done before for any other performers, but I felt bad for Harper. I didn’t mind going the extra mile to ensure that she was calm.

Her shoot went better that morning. She was able to ‘act’ out a prolonged orgasm while Ryan took her from behind. She wasn’t sore, and she was beginning to handle the humiliation of being filmed while being dominated and fucked.
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I still felt awkward watching as the large man rattled her petite body. He really ravaged her, as per the director’s instruction. He pinned her to a bed and fucked her so hard that the whole bed rattled six feet across the hardwood floors. He pulled out and sprayed her pretty hair with his thick cum.

She was a mess after the shoot. She went to her room to get cleaned up, and to be alone while she wrapped her head around the abuse and humiliation. I caught up with her later, after I filled a few more scenes.

She had her own room now. They had her slated to film all week. She had become a resident of that house, just like me, just like the other thirty people who lived there—twenty of whom were performers.

Then, there was the other house on the property, about half a mile down a private road and nestled in the woods. I didn’t even know about that house until my second month at the residence: it was another film set, another home filled with performers—many of whom lived there full-time, like me. They had their own kitchen, their own swimming pool, their own walking paths. I was sent to film there one day when their resident fluffer was ill. I recognized a few of the stars: guys and girls who travelled back and forth between the homes.

I was stunned to see so many familiar faces: so many people living on that property, just like me. It was like a porn-studio commune. About a mile away, on the same plot of land, they’d started building what looked like a barn, but I found out that it was actually a large studio building, with a sound stage, where they planned to make more sets, so they could film even more.

The old man who hired me had said many times that they didn’t have chauffeurs, but that wasn’t the truth. I’d seen drivers pulling up and leaving, often. In fact, it seemed like they had half a dozen drivers employed full-time, taking producers and directors and sometimes even some of the bigger stars. But nobody ever offered us rides.

If we asked for a day off, or even an afternoon off, we would get scolded. They would remind us that we were expendable. If we asked for a ride to town, they would tell us to arrange our own rides… but finding a ride was strangely impossible.

Sure, I was able to get away a couple of times. I caught a ride with three porn star girls who were going to the mall; they took me with them. I would have told Harper to come, but she ended up being called in for some re-shoots, so she was busy. The girls made sure that I made it back to the country house with them after we were done at the mall; it was my first appearance in civilization in months…

Another time I was able to get to town for a hockey game. The producers bought a whole row of tickets. Harper made it out to that one, but we didn’t see the whole game. With ten minutes left, we were told we had to get back to the house, so we were crammed back into the large black SUVs and taken away. We left in such a hurry that people started speculating that something had gone wrong. Some theories were made, but I didn’t know what to think. I just assumed they wanted us out before the crowds started leaving and the parking lot became a zoo.

But the strangest thing about living at that property was the police…

If we tried to arrange a ride, whoever was coming to get us would always end up being pulled over, their car impounded for one reason or another. After the second time it happened, it seemed like a crazy coincidence. After the fourth time, it seemed downright suspicious. It was even more suspicious when the cab company told me that our location was black-listed. “We don’t pick up or drop off in that area.”

“Why not?” I said.

“It’s been marked as off-limits.”

“But why?” I asked.

“I don’t have that information available to me.”

It almost seemed like we were prisoners and we didn’t even realize it.

It was a warm summer morning and I was told I had the day off, so I went for a walk. I decided to walk beyond the property, and it was only ten minutes before a black SUV pulled up next to me. “Everyone’s looking for you,” said the man behind the wheel. “They need a fluffer for a shoot.” He drove me back, but there was no shoot—not for another two hours, and the star of the shoot was confused when I walked in. “I asked for a girl fluffer,” he said.

“There must have been some confusion,” said the assistant director. But I was half-sure that they just panicked when they saw me leave the property, and they scrambled to bring me back. It was almost like there were things they didn’t want the outside world knowing…

Harper caught onto the suspicious activity faster than me. She came into my room one day and asked me to walk in the garden with her. I agreed, even though I was just an hour away from shooting. In the garden, she told me that she’d discovered cameras and microphones hidden in her room. “They’re listening to me,” she said. She was pale, eyes wide.

I told her that she was surely mistaken, but then we went back to my room and she pointed out a few items. “Look closely at them,” she said. The little clock did seem to have a little lens in the middle of it—and then there was the potted plant, which had little jewels all over it—but one of the jewels looked like a little camera lens.

I pulled the fake plant out of the pot and saw the wires running down a little hole, into the wall. My heart skipped a beat and fell into the pit of my stomach. I didn’t know anything about hidden cameras, but I was pretty sure I was looking at one.

I didn’t know what to think about any of this. Why would they be spying on us? Were they just making sure that we weren’t stealing? Were they nanny cams?

I felt sick, but I had no idea how to process any of it.

A man came into the room. “Caleb, we need you at the other house,” he said. “Our fluffer just quit over there and we need someone to sub in quickly. Someone will bring your stuff over for you.”

I assumed he meant that someone would bring over a few supplies for me… but an hour after I got to the other house, someone arrived with all of my things: my clothes, my bag with my money, and even my toiletries. After filming a fairly tame lesbian scene, they showed me to a nice room upstairs in that large mansion. “You can live here for now,” the man said to me.

“But I liked my room at the other house,” I said, stunned.

“We need you here now,” he said. “This is where we film the high-end stuff.” He had a big smile on his face. “The pay is better here. Between you and me, the food is better too.”

I was stunned. In an instant, I’d been swept away. Was it because they saw me finding the cameras? I wanted to ask him, but I could tell that it wasn’t something he would tell me; maybe it wasn’t even something he knew about. “Take an hour to rest and then we’ll film some blacked stuff later. Big stars coming to the set today. Should be fun.” He smiled and then he left me in my new room.

I was struck by the grandeur of the place. The walls were made of ancient stone, rough-hewn and cold to the touch. The windows were tall and narrow, the glass so thick that it distorted the light outside.

But even as I marvelled at the beauty of the room, I couldn't shake the feeling that something was wrong. The company made it seem like this was a simple upgrade, but this was more than an upgrade. It was a palace, a fortress of wealth and power that seemed to loom over me like a dark cloud.

And as I lay in my bed, staring up at the vaulted ceiling and listening to the sound of my own breathing, I couldn't help but wonder what kind of shady business was going on beneath the surface. What kind of secrets were hidden behind these stone walls, these tall windows that seemed to stare out at the world with a sense of pride and superiority.

I tried to push these thoughts from my mind, tried to focus on the beauty of the place and the opportunities that lay ahead. But something nagged at me, a sense of unease that refused to go away.

Later that evening, as I drifted off to sleep, my mind was filled with questions and doubts. Was this really an upgrade, or was it just another way for the company to keep me under their thumb? What kind of dark secrets lay hidden in this palace of stone and glass?

The next morning, I woke up early and began hiking back to the old house, so I could touch base with Harper, to tell her that I’d been moved. It all happened so fast and I never had a chance to get any closure after that tense moment where she showed me the hidden cameras.

As I walked along the winding path that led away from the mansion, I felt a hand on my shoulder. I turned to see an old security guard, his face lined with age and experience, his eyes dark and wary.
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"Sorry son," he said, his voice gruff and commanding. "You can't go any further than this. It's not safe."

I tried to protest, tried to explain that I was just exploring the property, but the old man wouldn't have it. He was firm and resolute, his hand like a vice on my shoulder.

“What do you mean, not safe?”

“Lots of coyotes out right now. We’re dealing with them. It’s better you stay inside until we have them under control.”

“Coyotes?” I said, stunned. “I’m just walking to the other house.”

“Later,” he said firmly. "You don't want to go wandering off into the wilderness," he said, his eyes flickering with a hint of something I couldn't quite place. "There are things out there that you don't want to see. Things that could hurt you."

I didn't know what to make of his words, but there was something about the way he spoke, the way he looked at me, that made me feel uneasy. Like I was being watched, like I was in danger.

And so, reluctantly, I turned back, my footsteps heavy and slow.

As I prepared for my next film shoot, I couldn't shake the feeling that I was trapped. Trapped in a world of desire and debauchery, a world where I had sold my soul for a few pieces of silver.

I felt tense and nervous, like a prisoner waiting for his sentence to be handed down. The mansion, with its ancient stone walls and imposing windows, felt like a fortress of solitude, a place where the rules of the world didn't apply.

And as I looked in the mirror, adjusting my belt and straightening my collar, I couldn't help but feel like a fraud. A pretender, playing a role that I just loathed. I hated that the job had taken my innocence from me, made me completely numb to the idea of sex. Now, it was almost impossible to think of sex as something romantic.

But then, a knock came at my door, and I knew that it was time to face my fears. Time to step out into the unknown, to embrace the world of sin and desire that had become my life.

And so, with a heavy heart and a sense of foreboding, I made my way to the set. The pink decor and plush pillows, the soft lights and inviting ambiance, all seemed like a trap, a snare waiting to ensnare me.

But I had no choice. I was a prisoner of desire—not my own desire, but the desires of strangers on the internet, who were willing to consume endless amounts of pornography—a slave to the world of sex and beauty that had taken hold of me.

I massaged the penis of a endowed black man. He put his fingers into my hair and groaned until all ten of his inches were hard and stiff. “I’ll pay you five thousand dollars if you let me fuck you tonight,” he whispered to me.

And to be honest, I considered it. I wasn’t gay and I dreaded the idea of being penetrated, but every day, my boundaries were chipped down. It almost felt like I was being groomed into thinking that this life of senseless fucking was perfectly normal.

Five-thousand dollars is a lot of money.

When I was fluffing him between scenes, he told me he would pay me even more if I got dressed like a girl for him. “I love sissies,” he growled to me. “You, in a dress… I would make you my little bitch.” I think it was just his way of getting into the mood for filming, to make sure he was as hard as he could be. Maybe it wasn’t a real offer; I would never find out, because I politely turned him down after the shoot.

Later that day, we filmed a short film with the ‘Queen of Squirting’. They flew her in from LA, and paired her with a very endowed man. As he pumped her, she gushed fluid in every direction. My job was to keep her hydrated, rushing her water bottles between shots. She chugged so much water, and then she gushed like a broken fire hydrants. The whole room was soaking by the end of the hour: female ejaculation dripping down every wall, every piece of furniture, every camera, and every crew member.

They had us film until it was dark. Then, I tried to slip out again, to see Harper at the other house, but they told me I couldn’t go. “They’re filming important scenes in there right now,” a PA said to me when I was about fifty yards away. “Fully locked down for sound. Come back in a few hours.”

So I tried again a few hours later. Now, it was past midnight, but the PA was still there. “Still recording. Try later.”

I was starting to wonder if I was paranoid, or if the company was trying to keep me away from Harper. Was Harper even still there? Or had they dealt with her after she discovered the cameras?

The next day, I finally got into that house, but she wasn’t there. Her room was locked. “Looking for someone?” asked a staff member.

“Harper,” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know her,” he said. After I described her, he told me that he was pretty sure that she was off of the property for a shoot. “She’ll probably be back tonight.”

But when I returned that night, after a long day of work, she wasn’t back. “She’s still out,” the same man said to me. “Want me to leave a message for her?”

I wrote a message telling her that I wanted to see her, but I had a feeling the note was going to end up straight in the trash. They didn’t want us together. They were working hard to keep us apart.

And maybe you’re thinking that I was just starting to lose my mind, starting to slip into a state of extreme paranoia; but I tested my theory and got the same results every time. Over the next week, I would attempt leaving at different points in the day, and someone always came to stop me, always with a new reason why I couldn’t leave. “They want to reshoot some scenes from the new DVD launch.” “They’re fumigating the house so you can’t be down there right now.” “The producers have requested that you stay on standby; they might be shooting soon.” But if I stayed in the house, nothing would happen. If I was sitting in my room, it seemed like nothing was ever happening on that property.

It was a weekday evening when a huge crew came to the property to install a huge iron fence across the middle of the property. They built a little house next to the gate, and there was an employee there to decide who could get in and out. This new fence made going for walks tricky, unless I just wanted to walk around the back hundred acres of that huge plot of land.

The fence kept me from the house near the road; it kept me further from civilization. It made that compound truly feel like a prison. Sometimes they would let me through the gate, but usually they had an excuse to keep me close to the grand house. If they did let me through, it was always when Harper was away or busy, unable to see me for whatever reason.

And then there were the cameras that I found in my room. I had to be careful while looking for them. I acted casual as I sauntered through the room, inspecting objects out of the corner of my eye. I located three small camera lenses inside of objects: one in a plant, one in a book, and one in a painting. They were watching me.

I found small cameras elsewhere on the property, including one in a fake rock, one in a tree, and one on a lamppost.

They were definitely spying on me—maybe all of us.

The others were prisoners too, but they didn’t seem to notice or care. I tried to gather some information. Speaking to one porn star woman named Felicity (she had super long blonde hair and huge stiff breasts), I found out that she’d been there for four years. She giggled when I asked her if they let her leave often. “I used to think it was weird that they wanted me to stay here all the time, but then they took me downtown and I was nearly raped and killed by some gang guys; I’m happy to just stay here where it’s safe.”
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It was a shocking story—especially shocking because two other girls had the same exact experience, but at different times. Nicole told me that when the production drove her to her apartment in the city, two masked men broke in and held her down and raped her. She shed a tear telling me the story. Lola told me that a man put a gun to her head when she went to a music concert in the city, and then he forced himself on her anally while his masked friend filmed the whole thing. All of the girls had scary stories of being in the city, so they were happy to be there in what they called ‘paradise’.

But I couldn’t help but wonder if those tragedies were staged, to scare them, to make them want to live on that porn production compound.

They said that the huge fence was built because they were having problems with burglars, but I’d never heard of anyone breaking onto that property. There were a dozen guards on staff at all times; how could anyone break in?

It had been almost a month since I’d seen Harper, but I wasn’t forgetting about her. I was starting to truly worry about her. I’d gone to the house a few times just to learn that she was filming at the warehouse—and I knew that they filmed terrible things at that warehouse. I knew Harper well enough to know that she would never be okay filming the scenes that I’d seen them film there.

I asked the old man who seemed to run the facility, “Would it be possible for me to set up a time to see Harper?” I figured if it was scheduled and arranged through the company, there was hope—even if it was a spied-on conversation.

“Harper?” he said. “The trans performer? Were you two acquainted?” He had a fake-obliviousness in his voice, making me think that he was playing a game with me. He glared into my eyes, seemingly without blinking.

“She’s a good friend,” I said. “I haven’t talked to her in a while.”

“What do you want to talk to her about?” he asked—as if it was any of his business. Did I seriously need to get permission to speak to a friend? What was he afraid of me saying? Or was he afraid that she would say something to me?

“I just want to catch up with her.”

“Do you like her?” he asked with a grin. “She’s quite cute—I mean, for a trans girl. That’s not my thing.”

I felt myself blushing. “I just really want to see her. I’ve been trying to see her, but I guess our schedules aren’t lining up. I thought maybe you could help me out.”

“There’s not much I can do. She’s busy. She’s choosing to work every day. She filmed forty scenes in the last month—one of our most productive newbies—and one of our biggest new draws. People love her big, fat dick—and she came cum like crazy. People love watching her big, fat dick unloading buckets of thick cum.” He laughed.

I felt uneasy. It didn’t sound quite right. Harper hated the industry when I left her—but now she was filming more than a scene a day?

“I just really want to see her. I tried to see her last night, but the gate was locked and there was no employee there to open it.”

“Really? That’s odd,” he said, still with that fake obliviousness. He was up to something. He was keeping me from Harper. “Well, if you really want to get off to her, just look her up online. Harper Perry. You’ll see her profile and links to all her videos.”

So that night, I looked her up, to see if it was true: if she’d really been filming that much. And I was shocked to see her in so many video, with so many men, so many women. She’d been in gang bangs, double-anal scenes, triple-anal scenes, spit-roast scenes, bukkake scenes. They had scenes where she ejaculated into a glass and drank her own cum…

But in every scene, she had a scared, distant look in her eyes. She looked out of place, missing that glow that I knew about her.

Were they forcing her to film these scenes?

The next day, when the old man came back to visit the set that I was working on (a scene between three girls with very large breast implants), he approached and said, “You know, Caleb, if you really want to see Harper… there is a way.”

“What’s that?” I asked, perking up.

“I can book you in with a scene with her,” he said.

“Sure,” I said. I assumed he meant with me as the fluffer—something I was totally used to at this point.

“No,” he laughed. “You would perform. You, on your hands and knees, her on top. The pay would be good; a thousand bucks for the scene.”

My heart skipped a beat. I couldn’t be seen in a porno! Especially a porno where I was being railed by a trans woman’s big, fat cock.

But it was an opportunity. I did want to see her.

“I—I’ll think about it,” I said, stuttering. My heart was down in the pit of my stomach.

I couldn’t do it… but there was no other way to see her.

Near the end of that shoot, I approached the producer’s monitor. There, he had a clipboard with the week’s shooting schedule on it. I saw Harper’s name a few times, next to names that I recognized. I had a new idea now: to get someone else to send her a message for me.

I needed to know that Harper was okay.


CHAPTER 8
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Lola was a petite girl with a cute face and a bubbly personality. She was friendly and easy to talk to, but it was clear that she wasn't the sharpest tool in the shed.

Lola had undergone several plastic surgeries, which gave her a very exaggerated and artificial appearance. Her lips were unnaturally puffy, and her breasts were so large that they seemed to defy gravity. Despite this, Lola seemed to enjoy showing off her body, and she was always eager to please the crew and her co-stars. I once saw her giving one of the gaffers a blowjob, just because she wanted to thank him for working overtime on one of her scenes. She even let the young man cum on her face. She’d offered to suck me off on more than one occasional, always with a sweet, giggling smile on her face. She wasn’t offended when I turned her down.
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Although Lola wasn't very intelligent, she had a certain charm that was hard to resist. She had a sweet, innocent demeanour that made her seem almost childlike at times. She would often giggle at jokes that weren't particularly funny, or get confused by simple instructions.
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Despite her ditziness, Lola seemed to have a crush on me. She would often giggle and blush whenever I talked to her, and she would go out of her way to be near me on set. Although I appreciated the attention, I knew that it was probably just part of her job to make her co-stars feel comfortable. But one time, she walked up to me and pulled down her top. “Do you like my new implants, Caleb?” she asked me. “Could you feel them and tell me if they’re realistic or not?” It was the bluntest flirting imaginable. She was always asking me to drink with her after a long day on set; we lived in that house together, but I always declined. I’d tried hanging out with the porn stars before, but it was always awkward.

After filming the next day, I asked her if she would come and chat with me in my room. I knew I had to be careful what I said, because I knew the microphones were always listening, relaying information to whoever was keeping that facility under tight wraps.

She was late to show up at my room. I told her to come right after filming. I figured she went to have a shower, to wash off the cum from the six cum-shots she received during the scene.

It was three hours before she showed up, clad in lingerie, hair done up, makeup perfect. She leaned in the doorway and pouted her puffy lips. “Hi Caleb,” she said in a flirty voice. “You wanted to see me?” She ran her fingers up her body in a slutty, flirty way, making her dress rise up just enough to show me that she wasn’t wearing panties. Her little shaved pussy gleamed in the evening glow of my room’s lamplight. Then, she stepped in and closed the door behind her.

I guess she thought that I was inviting her to a booty call.

She walked towards me, filling my nostrils with the same perfume they gave to all of the adult stars in the house. I will admit that it was an arousing scent, reminding me of the lingerie stores in the mall.

She put her hands on my shoulders and stared into my eyes. “Don’t be nervous, Caleb,” she giggled. “You can do whatever you want to me. I won’t judge.”

“O—Okay,” I said, suddenly flustered. I was quickly forgetting my plan.

She giggled. “Seriously, Caleb. Don’t be shy. A guy once begged me to take a shit on his chest. I don’t judge. It was actually kind of fun.”

I tried to push that thought out from my mind, even though I saw plenty of that at that warehouse. “I, uh, actually just wanted to ask a favour,” I said.

“What is it?” she asked. “Anything for the best fluffer in the business.” She moved her hands down my chest and found my penis. She grabbed it and squeezed, making me gasp. “You’re big. I see why all the guys like you.” She giggled again. “And I can see why Georgio wants you to act so badly.”

“Who’s Georgio?” I asked.

She looked at me strangely. “He owns the company,” she said. “I see you talking to him all the time. You know, the old guy.”

I’d never known his name, and I wasn’t convinced Georgio was his real name.

“Well, I have a friend living at the other house: a performer. I’ve been trying to talk to her for a while, but our, uh, schedules never line up. I was hoping you could send her a message for me.”

“Why are you whispering, Caleb?” she said. “I can hardly hear you.” She leaned in close. “What are you saying?”

I eyed one of the little cameras for a split second. She looked to see what I was looking at. Then, she leaned in and kissed me, taking me by surprise. I tried to pull away, but she held my head before pulling my face down to her neck. “Whisper, but make it look like you’re kissing,” she said with the softest whisper.

Did she know about the cameras?

“I’ve been trying to see a girl named Harper,” I whispered, pretending to kiss her neck.

“Oh God, that feels good,” she moaned loudly. She took my hand and pushed it against her breast. Then, she went back to whispering. “That’s the new trans girl, right? I did a scene with her. Her cock feels amazing.”

“Right,” I said. “I’m worried about her.”

“Why?” she replied.

“I don’t think she wants to be here. I—I think they’re keeping her here.” I was afraid that Lola was an informant, and she was going to rat on me. But a small part of me was convinced that I could trust her. I had no reason to think I could trust her… but I was hanging onto that little piece of hope.

“They’re keeping us all here,” she whispered with a small giggle.

I paused for a moment. She came up to kiss me on the lips, continuing that ‘act’. But the actions were real. Next, she went to suck on my earlobe. “If they’re not letting you see her, there’s a reason,” she said.

“Is she in danger?” I asked when I went to suck on her earlobe.

“They might be forcing her to do things she doesn’t want to do,” she said. “Hardcore stuff. Maybe illegal stuff… Stuff with animals.”

I shook my head, pushing those horrible thoughts away.

“It’s how they break you. They put you in the worst of it until you’re totally desensitized to the regular stuff. When you come back to filming normal, legal scenes, it seems like… paradise. I spent a year filming in that warehouse. I didn’t mind most of it… it breaks a lot of girls though.”

My skin felt cold.

“Luckily for your girlfriend, she’s got that big dick, so they’re probably afraid of losing her. They’re probably going relatively easy on her. I spent three weeks in the hospital after one of the scenes they made me do, with an autumn gourd in my ass. I have a fucking mesh lining down there now. It still feels good though, if you want to fuck me in the ass.” She smiled, glaring into my eyes.

“She’s not my girlfriend,” I said, blushing all over. “I just don’t want her getting hurt. And, uh, I’m sorry about your ass.”

“It’s okay,” she said. “They paid for butt cheek implants as an apology.” She spun me around and then fell onto her back, on the bed. She spread open her legs. “Fuck me, Caleb.”

I froze. She eyed me with an intense look, as if to say, ‘Do it, because they’re watching and we don’t want them to be suspicious.’ So, reluctantly, I dropped my pants. I wasn’t hard, so when I approached her, she reached out and gripped my cock and began massaging it. “Kiss me,” she said. When I went in to kiss, we kept whispering.

“How can I save her?” I asked.

“Only she can save herself,” she said. “It’s not your job to save us girls.”

“But they’re taking advantage of her desperation.”

“Yes, just like they did to me, and I’m sure they’ve done to you.”

“Well, we’ve all made enough money now. We can run away. I’ll take her with me.”

“They won’t let you leave with that money. It will disappear the second they realize you’re going. Do you know how many times this place has been ‘broken into’? They stage break-ins, and crooks come in and steal cash from the rooms of the people who are trying to get out. It’s how they keep you here. You want my advice, Caleb? Let her stay. After a few more months of doing the rough stuff, they’ll move her here. You’ll see her again. You can suck her fat dick every night, taste her sweet cum. You can sleep together and cuddle like the cutest couple in the world. And then just do your jobs during the day. They’ll take care of you here, as long as you don’t rock the boat.”

She had my cock hard now. She took it and pulled it to her wet hole. “I—I don’t want to do this right now,” I said.

“You have to,” she said. “Or they’ll get suspicious.” She pushed me into her and let out a long, loud gasp.

She put her lips my by ear again. “The only way you’re going to see her is if you do a scene with her,” she said. “Otherwise, you’ll be waiting for her to finish her trial at the warehouse.”

Chills ran down my spine.

Lola contracted her pussy and began to hump me, gripping me firmly with her arms, wrapped around me, nails digging into my skin. “We could do a scene together,” she whispered. “It would be fun. You, me, maybe a couple other girls. If you’re okay with it, I’ll pitch it to Georgio.”

“I—I don’t think we should do that,” I said.

“Whatever,” she said. Then she yelled out, “Oh God, Caleb, your cock feels so fucking good in my pussy! Fuck! Right there! Fuck my horny little pussy! Oh God, can you still feel Jeremy’s cum sloshing around in there?”

I tried not to shudder, because I could feel something warm and gooey that was more than just the usual female discharge. She’d taken a big load from one of the male stars earlier. I looked down and confirmed, seeing that slimy coating of white slicked up the length of my hardened shaft.

She pulled my head back down. “I’ll talk to Harper tomorrow,” she whispered. “I’ll tell her that you love her.”

My heart skipped a beat. “I—I don’t.”

She put her hand on my mouth. Then, she winked. “I think it’s cute,” she said. “Now fuck me as if I were her.” She pushed me back and flipped herself over, spreading her knees wide and perking her bum high in the air.
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Knowing the cameras were watching, I finished the job. I railed Lola hard from behind and unloaded inside of her creamy pussy. “I’ll let you know what she says,” she whispered into my ear on her way out of my room.


CHAPTER 9
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Iinformed Georgio that I would do it: I would do a scene with Harper. He was thrilled, grinning from ear to ear. “I’ll have it arranged. I think we have an open slot on Monday with Harper, but I’ll double-check before I confirm anything.”

That night, a man came to my bedroom door. He was holding a box, and inside of that box was a ‘porn star kit’. It contained a penis pump, and instructions to pump six times per day so that my cock would be even larger come showtime. There was a bag of cocaine—possibly crack, but it was hard to tell, as I’d never experimented with anything but a bit of pot before. There was a set of dumbbells with adjustable weight, and instructions on a thirty-minute program to run through an hour before my shoot, to ensure my muscles were bulging. There was Viagra (strange, since we had fluffers). There were snacks and a pamphlet that said which foods to avoid. There was a jug of something called Loader’s Milk. It was some sort of creamy smoothie that was supposed to make you cum 50-80% bigger loads. There were pills that claimed to do the same thing. Pineapple juice to make my cum more palatable for the other performer. There were inspirational DVDs for me to watch, so I could learn how to fake an orgasm. Finally, there was heroin, for ‘post-performance anxiety’, according to the little sticky note.

I avoided most of it, not wanting to let them tamper with my body. I hesitantly tried out the penis pump and was shocked when it actually added half an inch to my erection for the next few hours.

I couldn’t believe that they were giving us hard, illegal drugs, trying to turn us into drug addicts, to keep us dependent on them entirely. I was afraid that they would know that I wasn’t using the products they’d given me, so I pretended to drink that Loader’s Milk, and I pretended to smoke the crack with the little glass pipe; I did it all in the bathroom, while carefully letting it fall into the sink. The Viagra pills went down the drain, along with that baggie of heroin.

I didn’t even drink the pineapple juice, worried it was laced with something (the seal had been tampered with).

A man came to my door. “Ready to shoot?” he asked.

“As ready as I’ll ever be.”

He walked up to me and dropped to his knees, throwing my robe open and reaching for my cock. “Whoa!” I said.

“You’re soft,” he said. “Oh. Would you prefer a girl to fluff you?”

“I—I can fluff myself. Thanks,” I blushed.

He paused, looking at me with a bit of resentment. I knew that feeling; there were a few performers who didn’t need to be fluffed in that house, and I always felt awkward when I was on those shoots: standing there, feeling like I had nothing to do.

Awkwardly, I let the man oil me. Then, he led me to the set, which was back at the old house. It was weird being in that house again, for the first time in over a month. It was weird seeing all of those familiar faces, smiling at me, waving at me. “We missed you!” Claire said to me. “If you stick around later, we can have some fun. I’m so excited to see you performing!”

“Nice to see you too, Claire,” I said, and then I turned to see her: Harper.

Harper was getting her makeup touched up. She turned her gaze to see me, and she froze. We both froze. I swear I could hear her heart pounding from across the room. She pushed her lips together, evening out her lipstick, and then she stood up. She looked around before approaching me.
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As he got closer, I noticed that she looked… older. She looked tired. Her hair didn’t seem as soft. Her skin didn’t glow the way it used to. Her eyes weren’t nearly as vibrant. At first, I thought that she wasn’t happy to see me—and then she threw her arms around me. “They won’t let me see you,” she whispered in my ear.

“I’m here now,” I replied. It felt so good to feel her against me: her warm body pressed firmly against mine. I wanted to kiss her so badly. I’s spent weeks fantasizing about this moment… under better circumstances, of course.

“They won’t let me leave,” she whispered. I felt her hands trembling against my body. She didn’t have to tell me what she’d seen, what she’d been forced to do; I just knew. Everything I’d seen in that warehouse—she’d lived it. And maybe I was going to live it too, now that I was a ‘performer’. Maybe it was my turn to go through it all, the way she was going through it. “I tried to leave. They won’t let me leave.”

“I’ll get you out of here.”

“Is everyone set to go?” the assistant director shouted. “Let’s get started! Quit wasting time! I want everyone in first positions now!”

Harper walked over to the bed. Then, the director buzzed over to me and told me the scene: a simple ‘catching my step-sister masturbating and then wanting to join in’ scene. I took a deep breath, trying to calm my trembling. Then, Claire grabbed my cock and began to stroke me. I gasped. I’d forgotten how skilled she was with her twists and tugs.

I let out a soft moan and perked up—and a moment, later, I had a raging erection. “You’re bigger,” she giggled. “Pills or the pump? Or both?”

“Uh… the pump,” I said.

“That’s hot,” she said. “I can’t wait to feel it.” She winked at me and then she zipped off. The whole thing happened in a whirlwind. Before I knew it, the lights were beaming on us and the director was yelling action.

It felt like a dream. Those stage lights made everyone invisible—everyone except for Harper on that bed. It was quiet now, as if we were alone together.

She was sprawled on the bed, cock in her fist. She had her head back and she was stroking herself, moaning a fake orgasm. “Oh, fuck, that feels so fucking good.”
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I began to approach. My body felt strangely heavy. My legs felt weak. I wobbled as a bout of lightheadedness swept over me. Her eyes opened. Her head rolled to the side. Her gaze found me. She let out a convincing little gasp. She quickly covered herself with her blankets. “What are you doing home?” she asked. Her acting had improved. She knew that scenes were done with quicker if she was professional and on-point.

“I just got home,” I said. My voice sounded stiff, but they kept rolling.

“How long have you been standing there?” she gasped.

“I just walked in,” I said.

“Why are you staring at me like that?”

“Because, you’re, uh… hot.”

“I knew you wanted to fuck me!” she said. Her porn voice was different from her usual voice. She had a higher pitch: a sort of squeaky tone that all the porn actresses used.

The scene went on like this. I will admit that I got more comfortable. I was just happy to see her again, to be near her, to be touching her.

But I wasn’t quite prepared for what came next.

You see, that company had been perfecting their assets, and Harper was one of their assets. She made them a lot of money, so they sunk money into her. Her breasts had been augmented. The scars were healed, small, but the breasts were still a bit firm. She had injections in her lips, and maybe fat sucked from her stomach and pumped into her ass. Her cock was bigger than I remembered it; at least two or three inches bigger: daily pumping, pills, and probably some illegal substance or surgery. I could not believe the size of it.

So I was intimidated when we were kissing, and she reached to push it into me. I was supposed to pretend to like it—but when her tip penetrated me, I cried out with pain. I’d never been stretched like that before. I’d never had a fat, throbbing cock pushing into my butthole before. And she kept pushing. She knew she couldn’t go too slow or they would make us restart. She knew restarting meant angry crew-members and sometimes even docked pay.

So I just had to bite my tongue and take it. She pushed deeper and deeper. The cameras filmed my public humiliation. They came in close and made sure to document my tight anus being stretched to oblivion.

Then, she began to thrust into me. The pain was intense for a minute, but then the numbness came—and then the numbness began to fade into something much more beautiful. I looked into her eyes and she looked into mine. She held me in place and thrusted hard into me.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “That—That feels good.”

“You’re so tight,” she whispered.

She fucked me for five minutes before flipping me over, as per direction. She pushed me onto my stomach and mounted me, pushing into me. I screamed out as she began to fuck me jockey-style. I felt every inch of that monster cock pushing through me, pushing towards my throat, between my lungs.

“Roll him over!” a disembodied voice yelled, reminding me that we were being filmed, that we were being watched. It was all happening so fast… but I wasn’t doing anything. My job was to just be submissive, to let her have her way with me.

When she penetrated me again, with me on my back, I felt something different: a tingle, deep inside of me. It grew and grew with every penetration. Suddenly, I was moaning, uncontrollably. I was rolling my head from side to side. I bit hard on my tongue. My gaze caught sight of her bouncing breasts—and that did me in. I ejaculated all over myself, without having once touched myself.

The cameras moved in fast. They caught every second of me spoiling my own chest. Harper acted fast, wiping my cum all over my chest and then forcing me to lick it off the palms of her hands.

And then I felt her climax—no fluffer necessary. She unloaded inside of me, gasping loudly—and then she pulled out after a few bursts to make more of a mess of my chest.

It seemed like it all happened so fast, so I was shocked to find out we were fucking for twenty-five minutes. The director was thrilled. He was so happy, he insisted on showing me some of the dailies, though I was a bit shocked to see Harper behind me, penetrating me with her arm-sized cock. “This is going to do so well,” he said to me with a grin.

I eyed Harper and she eyed me. She waved me over to talk to her, but before I could get to her, a hand grabbed me by the shoulder and spun me around. I didn’t recognize the man, but he was dressed like the other producers. “We need you on set at the other property.”

“Now?” I said. “I—I need time to, uh… clean up. I need to… I just filmed.”

“They requested a male fluffer.”

“There’s one here,” I said, looking around, but he was already gone.

“He was taken to another shoot,” the man said. “Come on. I’ll drive you over.”

“No,” I said. I looked back at Harper, and she was already being pulled away by another producer. They didn’t want us to be together.

I caught myself reaching out to her, even though she was across the room. Her big lashes batted and I saw her tearing up. I knew they were taking her to the warehouse, and there was nothing I could do about it.

They took me to the car. There, Georgio was waiting for me in the backseat. “I didn’t see the dailies, but I heard you were amazing,” he smiled. “We’ll see how the scene fares. If it’s good, we’ll get you into some more scenes. Would you do gay stuff? The pay is better.”

“I just want to see Harper,” I said, heart pounding. I was just with her; I was so close to her. But somehow, it felt like we didn’t even get a chance.

“Harper is busy,” he said to me with a dark look.

“I don’t care. I need to see her,” I said firmly.

“Caleb… She’s an employee here. And so are you. This isn’t Fantasy Island. This isn’t spring break camp. While you’re here, you’re working.”

“But you won’t let me leave!” I yelled.

“You’re free to leave! Just leave!” he snapped back.

“No one will take me home!” I said, clenching my hands into tight fists. He eyed my fists and then scowled, looking into my eyes.

“It’s not our job to chauffeur you around. You want to leave, get a cab, or walk.”

“Cabs won’t come here,” I growled. “And I know you guys had something to do with that.”

“You’ve lost your mind, Caleb. Smarten up. Don’t meddle with business that you don’t understand.”

“I want out. I can’t do this anymore. Let me see Harper. You can’t just keep her here as a… sex slave!”

“She’s an employee. Now, we’re going to take you back to your room so you can get some rest and wake up with a clear head. You don’t want to make any regrettable decisions right now, Caleb. I’ll pretend like this conversation never happened.”

The tension was intense. I was at a loss for words. He knew I couldn’t put up a fight; I had nowhere to go. If I left that facility, then I was homeless…

But I did have that money… until that night.

I was sleeping when I felt something press against the back of my head. “Move and you’re dead,” a growling voice said. I rolled over, terrified, and he threatened me again.

Three men with masks were in my room. They all had guns. They were filling bags, stealing everything from laptops to artwork on the walls. They kept their guns drawn, taking out haul after haul—and then they were gone in a flash. I screamed for help, damn-near pissing myself.

My porn coworkers rushed into the room and looked around the place. Soon, police arrived on the property and the place was swarming with flashing lights. The producers came in to see what the fuss was about. I had to give a detailed report, though I didn’t have much to say. “They all had masks on. I—I didn’t see any of their faces.”

They cleared that room out, taking everything but the bed sheets. And with them, they took my bag of hard-earned cash: months of work, gone in an instant.

I had nothing left. And I knew that it was staged. I knew Georgio set it all up to send a message, to remind me that he owned me, that there was no escaping that place—unless I wanted to face his wrath.

If I managed to leave, it meant being homeless, poor, helpless.

And they were going to keep me from Harper no matter how many strings they had to pull.

Later that afternoon, a man in a black suit showed up at my door and told me that a male star had dropped out of a shoot because of the flu. “Can you fill in? The pay is $2,500.”

I knew that the other option was to be kicked to the curb, and that meant that I would have zero chance of seeing Harper ever again—so I agreed to do the shoot.

It was a gay shoot, with three other men. A bit of my soul was sucked away from me as they held me down, with cameras close to my face. They forced themselves into me as I cried out. They made me suck them. They ejaculated on my body, on my face, in my mouth.

Georgio was testing me, to see how badly I wanted to stay; apparently, I was passing his test—or failing it, depending on how you looked at it…

I was doomed to be his sex slave forever, with the rest of them.

And to reward me that night, Georgio had a girl sent to my room: one of the new girls. She had a tight, beautiful body, with a short brunette bob. She came up to my bed and crawled on top of me. “You can do whatever you want to me,” she said with a soft voice, smiling, showing off her cute freckles. Her eyes were wide and unblinking, like she was lost in a trance, lost in the beauty and desire that surrounded her.
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Her skin was smooth and unblemished, her lips full and inviting. And as she moved, it was like watching a dancer in slow motion, every movement precise and calculated, every gesture a work of art.

I felt myself getting lost in her beauty, lost in the way that she seemed to move through the world like she was in a dream. It was like she was under a spell, like she was hypnotized by the world of desire and beauty that surrounded her.

She slipped down and pulled my shorts down with her. She began to suck me, and I had to push her back. “I don’t want this right now,” I said.

“Fine,” she said with a monotone voice. Then she pulled her panties down, letting her long, flaccid cock fall out.

I knew that Georgio set this up. He was now trying to bribe me into staying. He assumed that I liked girls with cocks because I liked Harper. And I will admit that I was lost in a trance for a moment, watching as her long shaft throbbed, beginning to reach for the ceiling. “Suck me, Caleb,” she said softly. “Make me cum in your mouth.”

“I—I can’t,” I said. But I felt the pull of temptation.

“Then let me fuck you.”

“I can’t,” I said firmly.

“Then you can just enjoy the show, okay?” She stood up on my bed suddenly and took her cock. She began to jerk herself off, moaning loudly. “Oh God,” she said.

“Stop that,” I said.

“It feels so good,” she said. With her free hand, she reached around and pushed a finger into her asshole. She began to pump herself while she jerked herself off.

I got up and ran out of the room. I was beginning to sweat. I was shaking all over. They were trying so hard to corrupt me, to drive me insane.

It was dark out now. It was hard to see in the hallway, but I didn’t want to turn on the lights. I just had to get out of there. I didn’t have a plan, but I knew that it was time to act; I knew that this was my last hope to get out of there, and to get Harper out.

It was better to have no plan. That company was always a step ahead; they always seemed to know when I was planning, so it seemed correct to think that they couldn’t stop me if I had no plan… right? I turned and pushed a door open. One of the porn-star girls gasped and covered her big breasts. She looked like she’d been admiring herself in the mirror. “Sorry,” I said in a frantic sweat, and then I snatched her phone from her dresser. My phone had been stolen in the burglary.

I kept making my way down the hallway. Now, the girl was yelling after me. “Where are you going, Caleb!?”

I rushed fast, turning down corner. I quickly dialled 911 before eyeing the security office. I pushed the door open and saw all of the car keys hanging on the wall. The guard was out—likely doing rounds.

Behind me, down the hall, I head that brunette whispering into a phone, “He’s gone crazy or something. I can’t stop him.”

She was alerting the people in charge. I had to move fast. I snatch a random set of keys and then continued towards the parking pad.

“Stop!” a voice called out behind me. I turned to see a guard running towards me. So I started running, sprinting to the front door. I threw open that door and pressed the alarm button on that key.

A black Lexus came to life, chirping to let me know where it was. I ran as fast as I could. Now, another guard was running towards me from the far field. “Stop him!” cried the guard behind me as he threw open the door.

But I was faster. I started that car and put it in reverse. I slammed on the gas and shot backwards, fishtailing left and right until the car spun around and I threw it into drive.

They had that iron gate shut, so I braced for impact, not slowing down. I crashed through those bars, mangling the gate and the car—but now I was on the other-side, puttering with half of the car’s undercarriage dragging behind me.

“What’s your emergency?” the voice called on the phone.

“I was kidnapped!” I screamed. “Me and everyone here!”

“Calm down, sir,” the voice said. “Please just tell us where you are.”

“I hardly know. Uh, west of town, about forty miles west, down Rural Road 64. It’s a big house.” I tried to describe it, pressing the gas. But the car was slowing, coughing, clunking. A car was coming up behind me now: the guards catching up to me. I jumped out and ran on foot, now with Harper’s house in sight.

I sprinted, gasping for air. “Please!” I said. “Help! They’s chasing me!”

“Stop! a guard screamed at me.

“Cruisers are on their way. We have your location. Please try to remain calm and safe, sir. Is anyone there armed?”

“Yes!” I cried.

By some miracle, I made it to the house before they caught me, and before the guard inside the house could make it to lock the door—but it was close. He was reaching for the lock when I threw the door open. Then, he tried to grab me, but I was faster: pouncing on him and knocking him back. He tried to reach for his gun, but I fought it away from him just as he fired. The loud bang echoed and stung my eardrums.

“Shots fired,” said the voice on the phone, which was now on the floor. The guard looked at it, pale in the face. I managed to scramble to my feet, grabbing that gun, turning it on him. “Don’t move!” I screamed. He threw his arms up and turned white. I stumbled back, to the stairs. Then, I began screaming for her.

“Caleb!?” I heard her scream back. I rushed down the hallway and saw her there, with a man in a suit. The man jumped in front of Harper and threw his arms wide. “Stop, Caleb!” he cried out. “The police are on their way to arrest you now. You can just go and get slapped with some destruction of property charges, or you can go away for life for murder.”

“Get away from her,” I said. “You can’t keep her as your slave!”

“You’ve lost your mind, Caleb. Harper is an employee here. She’s happy here.”

“You’re a liar!” I said. “You’re evil! All of you! This whole place is just… evil! Now give her to me. Come on, Harper. I’m getting you out of here.”

She was crying, sniffling like she was when I first met her.

“W—What’s wrong?” I asked, trembling. I spun around as a guard ran up the stairs. I fired a warning shot, making him stumble back.

“He’s fucking crazy!” the guard shouted. Then I spun back to Harper and the man ‘protecting’ her.

“Harper, come with me.”

“The police are going to arrest you, Caleb. There’s no escaping this.”

“Good!” I snapped. “I’ll be safe with them, away from you psychos!”

I heard the sirens. The flashing lights filled the windows. I rushed over to Harper, aiming the gun at the man’s head. He cowered to the ground, letting me take Harper by the hand. Then, someone fired a shot; it grazed my leg, making me scream out in pain. I fell down, spun around, and fired shots down the dark hallway. Harper retreated into her room, and I scrambled to follow, getting inside and locking the door.

Harper was hysteric now, weeping into her hands. “What’s happening?” she asked.

“We’re getting out of here,” I said. “Get your money, before they take it.”

She paused, and then she followed the command. She grabbed her bag of money from under the bed. Then, we went to the window and saw the police cars piling up outside. I waved to them. “We’re up here!” I screamed. “Get us out of here!”

There was a thirty minute standoff while police swarmed the building and tried to figure out what was happening. Apparently, the people in charge of that facility had phoned the police after me, and told them that I was going postal. The police, of course, weren’t taking chances. They arrested me aggressively, along with two of the guards. They took Harper into custody as well, and then we all spent the rest of the night and the next day in questioning.”

I had no idea what was happening while I was locked, alone, in that cold, damp room. The room was small and cramped, the walls made of concrete and steel, the air thick with the smell of dampness and decay.

The fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, casting an eerie glow over the room. The table was hard and unforgiving, the chair uncomfortable and rigid.

I could feel the weight of the room pressing down on me, the weight of the law and the justice system, the weight of the world itself. And as I waited for the officer to arrive, I couldn't help but feel like a criminal, like someone who had done something wrong, something that warranted this kind of treatment.

The room was devoid of any humanity, any warmth or comfort. It was a place of fear and uncertainty, a place where the truth was forced out of people, where the law was upheld at any cost.

I could only pray they were doing their due-diligence. I spent forty-eight hours in that room, not sure what was happening outside, but I found out later. Here’s a brief summary of events:

First, my statement had apparently matched a curious statement they’d received a year earlier from someone who claimed to have been a prisoner of the same property. They thought that person was insane, but now they were curious, so they felt like my statement warranted a full raid. When they arrived to raid the facility, the producers were destroying evidence in a bonfire. This made the police even more suspicious, so they took a number of porn stars into custody, for questioning, and they received a few more alarming statements that made them dig deeper.

[image: Raid]


The full raid took twenty-hours. They tore all of the houses on that property up and ended up finding evidence of literal kidnapping, evidence of hiring rapists to attack porn stars in alleyways, evidence of hiring burglars and even hitmen. They found tapes that contained illegal pornography, involving animals, involving underaged individuals. I won’t bog your conscious down with too many details, but it was enough for them to arrest over two dozen individuals.

They also found cash—close to a billion dollars in cash, along with a billion dollars in counterfeit cash, printed in a secret room at the facility. That fake cash was given to the stars as payment. In the rooms of the stars, they found hidden bags filled with fake payments.

And they found something very horrible and despicable—something so awful, I don’t even want to tell you about it. I’ll just say that there was a building on the property with a basement that was something like a torture chamber, and it’s where they kept people like me and Harper, who asked too many questions. They found girls in there that had been there for almost a decade.

So, of course I was released. I had to make statements and I had to testify at a few trials. But I was given my freedom. I was also paid a bit of cash to land on my feet. We moved to a new city, four hours away. Harper came with me.

As I looked around our new apartment, I couldn't help but feel a sense of peace and contentment. The walls were painted a warm, inviting shade of beige, the furniture comfortable and homey.

Harper sat on the couch, her eyes bright with happiness, her smile wide and radiant. It was hard to believe that just a few short months ago, we had been trapped in the world of adult entertainment, prisoners of our the desires of the world’s most depraved people…
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But now, we were free. Free to live our lives on our own terms, free to explore the world without fear or shame. And as I looked at Harper, I knew that I had found my true partner, my soulmate.

We spent our days exploring the city, visiting museums and art galleries, enjoying the simple pleasures of life. And at night, we would sit on the couch together, watching old movies and laughing at each other's jokes.

The world of porn seemed like a distant memory, a nightmare that we had both escaped. But it had taught us something important, something that we would carry with us for the rest of our lives.

It had taught us that we were stronger than we ever thought possible, that we could overcome any obstacle, any challenge that life threw our way. And it had taught us that love and connection were more important than anything else in the world.

When I looked at Harper, I couldn't help but feel a sense of awe and wonder. She had transformed before my very eyes, from a shy and uncertain young woman to a radiant and confident force of nature.

Her skin was glowing, her eyes bright and full of life. She walked with a sense of purpose and confidence, her short blonde bob haircut framing her face like a halo of light.

She had found herself, had discovered who she truly was, and it showed in every aspect of her life. She was happier than I had ever seen her, more fulfilled, more alive.

Gone was the uncertainty and fear that had once haunted her. In its place was a sense of peace and contentment, a sense of belonging in a world that had once felt foreign and strange.

And as we walked through the park together, her hand in mine, I knew that I was truly blessed to be with her. To share in her journey of self-discovery, to watch as she blossomed into the person she was always meant to be.

Sure, those videos were all still out there. People even occasionally recognized Harper on the streets. They would giggle and blush and make comments, but every life has scars; those moments just reminded us of what we’d survived—together, and on our own.

The world was full of possibilities now, full of wonder and magic. And with Harper by my side, I knew that we could conquer anything, overcome any obstacle that life threw our way.
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As I held Harper's hand, feeling the warmth of her touch, I knew that I was truly blessed. Blessed to have found her, blessed to have escaped the prison of the porn industry, and blessed to be alive in a world full of wonder and possibility.

THE END


HARPER’S MOVIE POSTERS


In just a few months, Harper managed to star in a large number of films. Many were never released after police raided multiple residences owned by that porn company. Those seized videos have only been seen by a few police officers, a judge, a jury, and a few lawyers.

However, Harper managed to create an avid fanbase during her stint in the porn industry, and some of her biggest admirers managed to track down a few of the covers for these movies—in Lyrobia.

Note: Unfortunately, text on these covers has yet to be translated from Lyrobian.
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English Film Title: ‘Wait Until You See It’.
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English Film Title: ‘Thick Desires’.
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English Film Title: ‘Pleasing Ms. Thick’.
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English Film Title: ‘The Big Fuck: In One Hole, Out the Other’.
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English Film Title: ‘Cream Pie’.
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English Film Title: ‘FILLED!’

Harper ended up returning to the adult entertainment industry, but this time on her own terms: creating her own content, with her boo and nobody else. Sure, she’s selling the content to strangers—and maybe that makes her a ‘whore’, but she’s not ashamed of what she does. After all, she’s good at it.

Want to see some of her content? Well, you’ll have to go onto Nikki Crescent’s Patreon page to see the uncensored stuff.


FIND ME ON PATREON!


I really hope that you’re enjoying my work! I’ve been fortunate enough to make this my full-time job for the past couple of years, though it hasn’t been easy. There’s a lot of financial uncertainty as a full-time self-published writer.

I would feel tremendously blessed if you would venture on over to my Patreon page and consider supporting me there. I think you will be excited by what I have to offer: a community, free book chapters, pictures, contests, commissions, free stories, advanced releases, and much more. It’s the only way to get your hands on these exclusive titles:

THE PUNISHMENT

FORCED

TWINS

LORI’S LAST FUCK

THE GIRL TWIN (A Full-Length Novel)

TRANS CAM WHORE

GETTING READY FOR PROM

DUBIOUS CONSENT

PETRA’S FRISKY PHOTOSHOOT

JILLIAN’S 14 INCHES

THREE WISHES

HIS BIGGEST FAN

TRUTH OR DARE

ONLY GIRLS GET A RIDE

WEREWOMAN

ROOMMATE DARES

GETTING THE JOB

MASSEUSE

HIS NEW GIRLFRIEND

CHEER FOR THE TEAM

SWAPPED BY A GENIE

SHAMELESS SHEMALE

GENDER SWAP ON TOP

And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee?

Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me:

https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent


THE TRANS GODDESS MAGAZINE


Looking for something a little more NSFW? Well, some things simply aren’t allowed on Amazon. The Trans Goddess Magazine was launched in June of 2023, available to members of the Hung Tier on Nikki’s Patreon.
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https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent


NEWSLETTER
KEEPING UP WITH NIKKI CRESCENT


JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!

Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW!

Can’t open the link? Copy and paste this link into your browser:

http://eepurl.com/O3CKz


ABOUT THE AUTHOR
NIKKI CRESCENT
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Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance.

Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over two hundred and fifty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over.
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