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Mistress Sonya has decided it's time for her sissy Peyton to go "all the way" with a man -- and she wants the moment to be captured on camera... professionally!

Through her connections, the well-respected female performer gets her trained sissy a chance to "debut" at the hottest gay adult studio in town, with the famously aggressive male star Shane French.

Shane knows how to make a sissy like Peyton feel right at home... even in a set that looks and smells like a locker room... except, of course, for the two cameras and the bossy director telling Peyton exactly how to show off his slim, half-feminized sissy body!

By the time Shane and his buddy, the equally legendary Devon Carver, have finished with newcomer "Peyton Pump," "she" is going to feel more like a girl than ever before.

And best of all, Mistress Sonya gets to watch!
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Gay for Pay by Kylie Cooper

Wearing pink and white gym shorts, a tank top and running shoes, I walked into two-thirds of a locker room, my heart racing.

It wasn't really two-thirds of a locker room. It was a porn set, and I was about to get fucked on it.

This is how my Mistress had decided I would lose my virginity to men... for profit, her profit, to the roughest, hardest-fucking, best-hung black male porn star in the business: Shane French. I would get fucked by the biggest dick in the gay porn biz, in a scene directed by the legendary Carlo Cameron. His movies get distribution. There was no way I could stay in the closet once this scene hit the streets.

But that was the least of my concerns. I was far more worried about the fact that I was going to take Shane French's dick. I had never done that before. Taken dick, I mean. Not real dick. Only my Mistress's strap-on.

The set certainly smelled like a locker room. And it may as well have been a real locker room; it looked more like one than most locker rooms I'd seen in the real world. And it smelled as much like one as any I'd been in. It had every detail -- even the combination locks on most of the lockers. But those lockers didn't hold gym clothes; the crew used them to stash extra equipment, wardrobes, and props. Behind one of those grey-green doors might hang some perverted assortment of whips, bitch rods, spanking paddles, leather straps, bondage gear, and strap-on dildos.

The one that I twirled randomly and opened -- the combo lock had been jury-rigged by the props department to come open with nothing more than a pull -- held not men's clothes, but panties. The camera was close-in enough that the viewer would be able to get a glimpse inside, if he was watching on a large hi-definition screen. And believe me, the rich fags that pay for Stud Ranch Productions' expensive downloads are definitely the type who can afford HDTVs. They'll bitch about it, too, if the production details aren't up to snuff. That kind of attention to detail in their production values is what makes Stud Ranch the kind of production house praised across the industry -- well, that and the fact that their videos were the hardest around, pairing all-new "virgin" talent like me against big, buffed-out, older, tried-and-true he-man stud stars like Shane French.

That's why I knew that anyone who watched this scene would see that the locker I opened was stuffed with pink panties.

I ran my hand through them. It turned me on. Mistress Sonya had volunteered to let them use her panties. In my locker, there was a month's worth of Sonya's dirty, smelly panties. It excited me to touch them. They were lacy and silky and slutty and hot. And to think, that's how all of this started. Me wanting to have a woman "force" me to wear panties, maybe her panties, or maybe my own, but while she shoved her panties in my face and made me sniff them.

How far I had come since then! I hadn't always wanted to... but a sissy slave doesn't get to say "no" to a Dominant bitch like Mistress Sonya.

Carlo Cameron called "CUT!"

He yelled, "Peyton! That ass of yours looks nice, but you've got to show it off more! Put your foot up on the bench! Arch your back! Point that ass toward the camera! Wiggle a little! And when you run your hands through those fucking panties, worship them! I want to see you fuckin' smell them! I thought you were fuckin' straight, Peyton! Don't you straight pansy sissy fucks love women's panties?"

The whole crew -- all men -- burst out in laughter. My face reddened. I could hear Sonya's laugh, too, joyous and excited, mingling with all of the boys she loved so much. My Mistress loves to be around hot, buffed fags. She loves gay men more than she loves anything.

"Yes, Sir," I told Carlo. "Should I come in again?"

"Yeah," said Carlo. "Go back out, come back in, and this time, you wiggle. Foot on the bench, back arched, ass out... I want the audience to see that fuckin' whale tail of yours, faggot."

My body trembled with pleasure and humiliation as I heard the famous porn director calling me "faggot." 

The whole crew was still laughing, even as they made me go out and come back in again.

This time, I did it just right.

I wiggled, I stuck my butt out, I showed them my whale tale.

And when I leaned forward to inspect the panties in my locker, I fuckin' worshipped them.

They kept the camera on me as I sniffed the musky scent of my Mistress's pussy. It made my stomach churn, smelling it mingling with the rank smell of the old locker room. Whoever builds the sets at Stud Ranch, I'll say this for them: They'd sure as hell gotten the smell right.

They kept the cameras on my butt for quite a long time as I sniffed those panties.

Then, Carlo gave Shane his cue.

"Hey, buddy," Shane said, his voice rich with seduction. "You didn't lift much out there. You're pretty weak, even for a skinny white boy. What's your name again, buddy?"

I slammed the locker, my face red and hot. 

The words came out all nervous and girly, the "girl-voice" Mistress Sonya had trained me to use when addressing real men.

My voice trembled as I told him, "M-my name's Peyton."

Shane closed in on me, tightening the space between us as he towered over me imposingly. This required a tighter camera angle, and the camera guy moved in to follow us, shooting me over Shane's massive shoulder.

"Yeah? Nice name, pussy. I'm Shane. Maybe you heard about me."

"Um... I think so," I said. "Y-you're that weightlifter guy?"

Shane laughed cruelly, savoring the pleasure of intimidating me.

"You could say that," he growled, talking loudly and articulating clearly for the sound boom that dangled just over our heads. "I lift some weights, and I also lift guys. Bitch like you... you look like the kind of guy who needs to be lifted."

"Wh-what do you mean?"

I asked, my voice quavering.

Shane grinned. "You ever wrestle?"

The part where I acted all intimidated -- that wasn't acting. It was hard not to be intimidated by Shane French. Not only had I watched him fuck a hundred guys on camera, working them over something fierce -- but he was an imposing force. He was huge, muscled, dark-skinned and handsome, I guess, if you're into guys. He wore a pair of black gym shorts and a black muscle top, displaying his huge bulky shoulders and biceps.

I knew his body measurements all too well from the Stud Ranch Productions website. Shane is six-three, two-forty, with a forty-eight-inch chest, twenty-two-inch biceps, and twenty-seven-inch thighs. He had been a competitive weightlifter for real before he got into gay porn. His eyes were brown; his head was shaved; he was of mixed Afro-Caribbean and African-American descent. His skin was a deep chocolate-brown and his features were handsome.

And, perhaps most importantly -- because it was going to go in me, and we both knew it -- his famously huge and famously uncircumcised cock was 12 inches long by 7.5 inches around. Or, if you prefer, 30.5 centimeters long and 19 centimeters in circumference. The centimeter measurements were almost as important to his business as the fact that he was huge and uncircumcised. Stud Ranch, it turns out, has a whole lot of European clients. They like their men uncut.

Shane's profile said he was thirty-six; in reality, I knew from my Mistress, he was closer to forty. Either way, he was close to her age... which meant almost twice mine. I was nineteen. Sonya got off on the age difference between her and me. "I like them innocent," she'd told me on our first date.

My thoughts had never been innocent... but I sure as hell hadn't had much experience when I started to date Sonya. 

Either way, I sure as hell never thought I would find myself pinned against a locker room set in a porn studio by a huge, hard, hot, hung, famous black porn star... about to get fucked by him.

The director, Carlo Cameron, gestured at Shane to do something. Shane nodded in response.

I didn't understand their unspoken language, but it didn't matter. 

Shane knew exactly what to do. He'd introduced many a young twink like me to the pleasures and terrors of gay-for-pay cock.

Rough sex on camera with skinny white boys half his age was Shane French's specialty.

Shane French crowded in closer to me so the camera could get us both in close-up.

 At another gesture from Carlo, Camera Two -- the shoulder-mounted rig -- came in close. The camera guy's name was... Jeff, I think. I have to admit, he was pretty cute. He had a nice body. I wondered briefly if he moonlighted as an "actor" here, too.

Jeff came in real close. He got a tight shot while Camera One -- mounted on a tripod -- panned up with Jeff just out of the frame, taking in my body and Shane's from my pink sneakers to my tight shorts and then up to my narrow chest against Shane's broad one, and Shane's mountain of dark flesh towering high over me. 

Shane leaned in close so Jeff could capture the imposing tightness of the space between us. The audience loves that shit.

Shane was hard and aggressive, intimidating. He was almost touching me -- but not quite. Yet. He was practically pinning me against the wall of lockers without even making contact.

I reacted like I would have in real life. I acted intimidated.

It would have been hard not to be intimidated by Shane French. I had jerked off to his movies for months, now, on Mistress Sonya's orders. She had commanded me to watch Shane's scenes from the Black Cock White Twink series and get hard and jerk off -- and Sonya watched every moment with me, to make sure I was getting hard as I watched "girls" like me being held down, spanked, worked over and fucked.

She always had her cane with her, ready in case I started to lose my hard-on. After a few months of what Sonya liked to call "fag training," I popped a boner just looking at pictures of Shane.

I was hard now, in fact. Humiliatingly hard.

And Sonya was there to see it. She was out behind the bright banks of studio lights.

In fact, when I glanced over, I could just barely see her silhouette in the cavernous darkness of the Stud Ranch studio. She sat in one of those folding director's chairs, ironically enough, while Carlo was the one up on his feet, circling kinetically, gesturing wildly to Camera One, Camera Two, plus the sound guy Mike, the lighting guy Dave, and one guy I knew only as Lube Boy. 

My eyes were dazzled by the lights. I knew I shouldn't be looking off camera, but I couldn't resist looking to my Mistress for encouragement.

I can't be sure, but I think I caught the glimpse of a Cheshire-Cat smile, there in the darkness. Was Sonya pleased with me, so far? I hoped so.

Shane noticed my attention was wandering, so he improvised. He did what he'd do if he really were roughing up some sissy twink in a locker room.

He slapped my face.

He did it hard. It got my attention, all right.

I stared at him, stunned and trembling.

Shane barked: "Hey! I'm talking to you, bitch. I asked you a question. You wrestle?"

Shane's big, muscled body was pressed up against me, now, pinning me to the lockers.

I trembled. "Um, I don’t -- I've never -- I mean, in high school--"

"Stop!" Carlo barked. He glared at me. "Peyton, you did not wrestle in high school."

"Oh, I said nervously. "Right. Um... From the top?"

"Fucking just say it," growled Carlo.

"Keep rolling!" he barked at the cameraman -- Jeff, was it? -- who obeyed, keeping his camera trained close on my face.

High school was one of the things Stud Ranch's legal team told them they shouldn't say. "College" was better, so that's what the line was in the "script" they'd given me. I'd just forgotten. I really wrestled in high school... that's why.

I said the line again, with greater confidence: "I mean... I wrestled in college," I said.

"Nothing like that," Shane growled, grabbing me by the hip with his right hand, shoving his left hand into my long, girly hair. 

Shane, like I said, is six-three and like two-forty, most of it muscle. I'm just five-four and so skinny, now, that you can see my ribs. The many hard daily workouts that Sonya puts me through are designed to trim me down, tone me up, tighten me, not bulk me up. She doesn't make me work out so I look like a guy, or so that I'm strong like a guy. She keeps me working out, dieting, running, and all of that... so that I'm more like a girl.

Or in this context, a twink

Shane handled me like I was a rag doll. He spun me around easily, shoved me against the hard cold grey-green metal of the locker. He pulled my hair, grabbed my white boxer-briefs, and pulled them down just like that... like it was nothing. His arms were so long he could pull my lacy thong all the way down to the middle of my smooth-shaved thighs without even bending down.

He didn't even comment on the fact that I was wearing panties under my gym shorts. He didn't need to.

When Shane had my butt naked, both cameras zoomed in on it from different angles.

I felt my face flushing hot and red as Shane grabbed my smooth-shaved butt, manhandling it. He groped it roughly, feeling my cheeks, parting them, holding them open so Jeff on Camera Two could get a nice close-up of my smooth, hairless crack with its perfect pink rosebud.

Shane gave a murmur of approval.

He brought his hand up to his face. He spat on his fingers, four or five times, getting them all slicked up with lube. Then he put his hand back down there, shoved it between my cheeks, and rammed two fingers up in my hole.

I cried out.

"Ow!" I said. It was in the script, but Shane was so rough about how hard and deep he shoved his fingers in me that I sure as hell didn't have to be acting.

"Shut up, bitch," Shane said. "You fuckin' want it. You ever been fucked back there?"

"No, Sir," I whimpered. Again, in the script, but it's almost exactly what I'd have said anyway.

My head reeled; embarrassingly enough, filthy thoughts ran through my brain.

My whole body felt flushed with hot blood, as I recalled all the times that Sonya had made me jerk off to Shane's cock ramming into some tight, tender young hole. I'd gotten so used to seeing it that it was one of my go-to fantasies, even though, in the fantasy, I was always "dressed," of course. I wanted dick only when I was a girl.

But as the legendary Shane French fingerfucked my virgin ass roughly, I felt like a girl -- I felt more like a girl than I ever had just wearing lipstick and earrings and teasing my hair out and putting on lingerie and a really tight dress.

When he handled me roughly like this, I felt like a real girl.

Shane gave a laughing kind of snarl.

"You're a virgin, huh? I love popping cherries. This cunt of yours feels nice and tight." He kept ramming his fingers into me, making me squirm, whimper, writhe and go crazy. I cried out with each stroke, emitting pathetic, girly whimpers.

Shane's basso profundo, rumbled out over the sound of my weak, soft voice.

Shane growled:

"Your pussy's tight now, bitch... but I'm gonna stretch it out real wide. I'm gonna open your cunt-ass up, bitch. What's your name again?"

I moaned, "P-P-P-Peyton, Sir!"

Again, the "Sir" was in the script, but I would have said it in any event, probably. It just came naturally. "Peyton Pump" was the name that Sonya had chosen for me. I objected to it, in fact. I whined a lot about it. Sonya said she liked it, and I was keeping it. "Peyton" could be a girls' name or a boys' name. "That way, if I ever feminize you all the way, you won't need to change your porn name, get it?"

Shane's fingers popped out of my asshole. He drew his hand back and started to spank me.

I gasped as his hand smacked my ass. He pounded harder with each stroke, reddening my smooth-waxed cheeks swiftly.

Every hard blow he gave my cheeks made a strange mixture of pleasure, pain and submission rumble through my body... deep into my flesh... into my bones.

Shane spanked me harder and harder, picking up the pace as he pulled my hair and kicked my legs open till I was forced to bend over and spread my legs, shoving my ass nice and high for the camera.

He spun me around again, shoving my ass up high toward the camera. He was so big, his arms were so long, and I was so much smaller than him that he could just easily reach down and hold my butt open for the camera, exposing my crack completely.

Shane shoved his dick in my face.

"Suck it," he said.

He didn't need to have told me. I was already groping his shorts down, pulling them down past his dick until his giant cock popped out, full and hard, ready.

The smell of it overwhelmed me. I felt waves of fear as I realized that I was really going to go through with this. Shane French was really going to fuck me.

And I was about to suck his big dick.

When he reached down to pull back his foreskin and expose his glistening cockhead, I could smell ass on his fingers.

I wrapped my hand around his foreskin, pulling it back the way he had shown me. I'd seen it so many times on the videos Sonya makes me jerk off to... it was easy to know what to do.

I felt the presence of Camera Two, and Jeff, the cute camera guy with the good body, zooming in close. Jeff captured my first taste of real dick.

I had sucked Sonya's strap-on before, but... this was different.

This was a real cock.

After today, I'd be a cocksucker. As of right now, I was a cocksucker.

The word felt intensely meaningful... and scary. Cocksucker. That's what I was, now, just like Mistress Sonya had promised.

Shane's dick tasted musky and salty. I felt my body responding. I won't say I wanted to suck it, exactly, but... oh, what's the point? Mistress Sonya had trained me to want it. She'd made me into a cocksucking sissy.

I got real intimate with Shane's cock, slurping and drooling as I bobbed up on it.

Shane didn't just stand there and let me do my thing. That wasn't his style. He liked to get real rough with the boys he broke in.

Well, Shane got real rough with me. He pulled my hair, slapped my face, pulled my mouth off him to slap his hard dick across my face, so hard that it stunned me. The huge uncut thing was as big as a fucking police baton... I felt like I'd taken a roundhouse punch to the face every time Shane dick-slapped me. The thing was every bit as big as his "stats" on the Stud Ranch Productions website claimed. Twelve inches long, and six around.

He pushed my face down on it, choking me, making me gag, making me drool. Thick ropes of spit ran out of my mouth, onto the floor, over his balls. His nuts were shaved, too, but the rest of him was hairy. I could feel the soft, coiled fur of his thighs against my face when he finally got me to choke down his dick, all the way to the balls. I felt my tight throat stretching painfully as he pulled my hair and started to fuck my face.

Meanwhile, he reached down to shove his fingers back up in my ass. He would pump me with two or three fingers, stretching me painfully, and then pull out and give me a few dozen hard spanks till I writhed all over while he held me down on his dick, filling my throat with it. Each blow of Shane's heavy hand on my smooth butt would send a hot, hard undulation of pain through my smooth, slim, small body.

When he finished spanking my ass again, then he'd shove his fingers back up in me, or maybe he'd just hold my cheeks open wide so the Camera Two could get a tight shot of my butthole -- a ripe pink starfish, ready for violation.

Through it all, Shane kept up a steady stream of invective, ordering me around and giving the running commentary that he was famous for. He'd hold my face down on his dick while he said:

"Choke on that cock, bitch." "Suck that shit down." "Wiggle that ass, bitch." "I'm gonna break you in right." "That's it, bitch, drool like a cunt. That pretty face of yours is just a wet fuckin' pussy, ain't it?"

I was not proud of everything I felt. The filthy, abusive things Shane said while he fucked me changed me inside. His cruel words and harsh voice did things to me. Humiliating things.

Shane French's dirty talk was the best in the business... better than any guy in any straight porn I used to jerk off to back before Sonya forbade it. Shane had the filthiest mouth in the porn world, and he made me feel exactly like Sonya knew he would.

He made me feel like a girl.

I felt so much like a girl, in fact, that I knew just what to do when Devon Carver entered the set.

I'd known he was coming, of course... it was right there in the script. Devon had been hanging back, waiting for his cue, wearing a white terrycloth robe over his red gym shorts.

But I was so fucking involved with choking down Shane French's giant dick and getting my ass spanked, fingered and held open for the camera that I'd forgotten this was a two-on-one scene. Two big black guys on one little white twink. I was about to get spit-roasted.

"Hey, Shane, buddy, what you doin'?"

"What does it look like I'm doing, Devon? I'm breaking in the new sissy twink cocksucker. She already deep-throats like a real bitch... why don't you try her?"

"Don't mind if I do," Devon said, pulling his shorts down. His giant, hard dick popped out, bouncing and jutting right toward me. Shane pulled me off of him. His huge dick came free with a pop. Ropes of drool ran down from my mouth over my chin and onto the floor of the "gym."

Shane turned me around, effortlessly, and shoved me forward, forcing me to bend over the wooden bench between the two rows of lockers.

With my ass in the air and my legs spread around the bench, my hands gripping the polished wood, I felt completely vulnerable.

After Shane kicked off his shorts so he was completely naked except for his gym shoes, I felt more like a girl than ever.

Shane hawked and spat, hawked and spat, the warm droplets hitting my butthole. He smeared them around with the tip of his cock.

Meanwhile, Devon came in, straddled the bench, grabbed my hair, slapped my face, and shoved his dick into my mouth.

I knew just what to do. I started sucking.

I started giving Devon exactly what I'd just given Shane.

Carlo barked out a few orders, while the action continued.

He called in a Lube Guy, who had a rubber glove on and wasn't shy about shoving two fingers up my hole. I took a breather from choking down Devon's giant dick while the Lube Guy rammed three fingers into me, sliming wet lube up inside me and smearing some more on Shane French's huge, hard, famous dick.

Devon didn't like me taking a break. Neither did Carlo. Camera Two was focused on my face, capturing every moment of my oral humiliation. Devon smacked my face with his heavy dick, telling me he wanted me sucking it. He wanted me sucking now. He made that abundantly clear with the aggressive way he cock-slapped me. 

I went back to doing what I was supposed to be doing. I did what I'd done to Shane. I gave Devon all of my throat. I opened wide and let my throat open up. It had been well-trained by my Mistress's strap-on.

I swallowed Devon's huge rod down to the balls. I fucked my face rhythmically onto Devon's big black dick.

If anything, Devon was rougher with my face than Shane had been. He gave me plenty of dick-slaps; he seemed to enjoy them almost as much as he enjoyed fucking my face.

Each cock-slaps sent a humiliating wave of warmth through my body.

I don't know how to explain what happened as I surrendered to Shane's cock, but... something in me really changed. I guess I just felt like a girl. 

I was playing a twink, just like Mistress Sonya insisted, just like the market demanded... but they'd let me sniff all those panties in the locker, so I guess it was okay with the guys who'd beat off to this scene if I was a straight faggot pansy.

In my heart, I was the same sissy Mistress Sonya had taught to take her big brown dick up my ass -- she always chooses a chocolate-brown dick, always exquisitely realistic, and always huge. She usually made me take it while I was wearing lipstick, and eyeliner, and something girly. Often white stockings and a baby doll nightie, with my hair in pony tails with pink bows. That was her favorite way to dress me. Like a hot little coquettish slut.

That's how I felt, now... like a little coquette, helpless at the aggression of a real man. It felt frighteningly comfortable to let Shane take the lead.

Shane's dick was even bigger than Mistress's, though. Shane's dick was huge. 

So things got uncomfortable real quick, even after I started to give myself over to his control.

I cried out as it stretched me.

At first, Shane's giant cock wouldn't go in.

He laughed when he felt how tight I was.

"You really are a fuckin' virgin," he growled. "That is one tight fuckin' cherry."

"P-Please, Sir!" I gasped. "Please be gentle!"

"Don't you worry," Shane chuckled. "I'll pop that cherry. I'll make it hurt... but you'll like it by the time I'm done. I'm gonna go real slow for you, Peyton... at first. But you'll get a pounding before you walk outta here.

True to his word, Shane took his time with my first penetration. I guessed it was not really because he was being tender of kind to me. It was because he seemed to enjoy making hot skinny shaved little white boy twinks like me squirm.

Well, I squirmed for him, all right.

I went crazy as he forced my tight ass to open for him. It really did feel like he was popping my cherry... breaking my hymen... taking my virginity.

It felt that way physically, because he was so huge that my boy-pussy had to stretch to accommodate it. But I felt like a virgin emotionally, too... because however many times I had taken my girlfriend's dick up my ass, it was not flesh-and-blood.

Shane's big dick was real. I really was getting fucked for the first time.

It made me feel more like a girl than ever.

#

It took the legendary Shane French a good thirty minutes to get his enormous dick all the way up my ass.

That's how fuckin' big his cock is.

There were times when I thought I would not be able to take it.

Shane made sure I did take it.

Still, in some ways he was gentle... or, at least, determined. He knew how to break a hot young white boy in, and he did everything just right.

There were times that I begged him to slow down... and he did.

But he never gave up total control of my ass.

When he slowed down, Shane did not ease up on me. He'd pause in his thrusting, and pull back so his giant cock didn't stretch my ass for a few moments.

But he'd go on smacking my ass and physically dominating me.

He'd pull my hair and say things like:

"I'll slow down a little, Peyton, but don't expect me to fuckin' stop. You're taking this dick, bitch. Even if you weren't getting paid, I'd never pass up a chance at a cherry. If there's one thing I like, it's fuckin' popping fag sissy cherries. You got a real nice, real tight one. It's mine, Peyton. I'm gonna be your first dick."

That kind of talk would make shudders of humiliated pleasure go through me. My Mistress had trained me too well. I was a total submissive girl, now, even if I wouldn't admit it. I craved cock. I wanted to be treated like this, to be worked over by a big hard black stud who would not take "no" for an answer.

I had to give Shane French my ass... I had to give him my cherry. I had to give Shane my virginity. And I knew, even if I didn't give it up like a good little bitch, he would take it. 

I wanted him to.

That's why I was finally able to relax and take it... because Shane knew how to "break" a boy like me. Shane French knew how to break me and make me a girl.

He stretched out my hole with the patience of an expert, which he was. Shane French was a man who had done this to hundreds of twinks on camera.

When Shane finally had his famously huge and uncut cock buried all the way in me right to the balls, he let Camera Two come in real close.

Camera Two got some lingering footage of my smooth, pale cheeks curving around his dark shaft, my tortured butthole forced open around his incredible girth.

Then he started to fuck me.

As he thrust, Shane reached down around my slender body and grabbed my hard cock. He abused it viciously. He started out raking it painfully with his fingernails. Then he moved on to grabbing my balls, tugging and pulling on them, twisting them, making me squeal as he used my nuts as a handhold to ram his huge cock into my tight asshole again and again.

Shane finally settled into a rhythm, slapping and smacking my cock and balls for the Camera Two stayed in close for a time, capturing my embarrassingly rock-hard dick while Shane milked beads of pre-cum out of it. They grew into sticky, glistening strings.

Thicker strings, these of drool, ran from my chin to the tiled floor of the "gym". Camera Number One captured them flawlessly. At least, they did whenever Devon Carver would let me off his dick long enough to try catching my breath.

Usually, then, he would pull my hair, slap my face, whack his cock across my pale pink sissy cheeks -- pink with degradation, as I gave myself up to total surrender by these two black studs.

At one point, I saw Mistress Sonya had moved in much, much closer than before. She was no longer a silhouette deep in the darkness of the Stud Ranch Productions warehouse studio, hidden by the shadows and the swirling action of the lighting, sound, camera, and lube guys.

She was no longer reduced to a bright-edged black silhouette against the banks of studio lighting, her radiant corona sending desire across the smelly space and into my slim, smooth, vulnerable body.

Now, my Goddess was visible to me, and that made me want to get fucked all the more.

She was my Mistress Sonya, watching me.

She was here on the set of a gay porno movie for just one reason: to see me get fucked, double-fucked, spit-roasted, fucked from both ends, humiliated by cock, my virginity taken not just by two huge, hard, rough black men, but by two famous porn stars whose dicks I'd jerked off to as they pounded tight white sissy holes just like mine.

I could see the glow of pride on my Mistress's face. I knew that I had pleased her. By my unwanted faggotry, I'd given her the pleasure she wanted most. She had made me a cockwhore. Whether she made me a fag or a girl didn't matter... All I knew was... I wanted cock.

"I think we're ready for the pop shot," growled Carlo.

"I know this little bitch is ready," Shane snarled, smacking my ass harder than ever. "She's been jacking her cock the whole time."

With a wave of embarrassment, I realized it was true. My slim hand was wrapped around my long, slender cock... and Camera Two had been capturing it the whole time.

I hadn't even known I'd been doing it. I had just been so fucking turned on that I needed to touch my little clit. I had to. I had no more choice in that than I had in letting Shane fuck me. That's how intensely I craved cock in both of my holes. I just had to jack off... or, rather, jill off. My dick was no more a dick than Mistress Sonya's clit was. And she got to wear real dicks all the time... strapping cock on to fuck me up the ass.

What I was doing was rubbing my clit... just like a horny little straight girl does when her boyfriend fucks her in the ass.

That's how we cum, you see.

Shane asked the director:

"How do you want her?"

Just like that... "her." He kept calling me "her." It made my cock pulse with excitement. With his much, much bigger dick shoved up inside me -- and Devon's down my throat -- I felt more like a "she" than I ever had.

On her knees, in front of both of you," Carlo said. "Right here, right over the drain. It makes cleanup easier."

Shane pulled his huge dick out of my ass, reached around, grabbed both my wrists. He had to pull my hand away from my own cock. Devon helped him out with his hand in my long, bleach-blonde hair. The two of them manhandled me over to the open space. The tripod-mounted Camera One tracked us and zoomed in.

Soon, I was down on my knees, feeling the bite of the tiles against my sensitive knees, while both cameras caught me from different angles.

When Shane and Devon shoved their dicks in my face, I did not even think about what I was doing. It came naturally. I didn't care that Shane's cock had just come out of my tight virgin ass... hell, I liked it. I wanted his dick with my ass-taste all over it.

I felt like such a huge little horny faggot sissy porno slut to realize that I craved this ass-to-mouth humiliation.

"Oh, yeah," sighed Carlo. "She likes that. I didn't even have to tell her. I didn't even have to ask."

It was true. I'd just started to gobble down Shane's big cock, aroused by the taste of my own virgin innards.

I pumped my glistening wet mouth up and down on his shaft, relishing the flavor of total humiliation -- the flavor of my own ass, which still pulsed and throbbed with the stretching pain and its long, hard, deep pounding.

Only one thing would make this even hotter.

I wanted lipstick on my hot lips while the camera caught them gliding up and down on Shane's dirty dick.

"Pop shot!" cried Carlo. "Move it along!"

I pulled back just in time to take both Devon and Shane's hot loads all over my face. I had my mouth open wide; lots of their cum shot onto my tongue. More of it ran down my face onto my smooth-shaved body.

Camera Two captured their faces of pleasure as both of them finished.

When my face was thoroughly glazed with their huge loads, I was pushed back till my smooth sissy ass touched the heels of my gym shoes -- the only things I was wearing.

"One more," said Carlo.

Camera Two was aimed at my dick.

"Come on, Peyton," Carlo said. "We don't have all day! Pop shot, Peyton! Now!"

I grabbed my hand and began to jerk off my hard cock. I was so turned on that it didn't take long at all; hot spunk spewed out, all over my hand. The camera got every glisten and glimmer...

When my fingers were covered with my own cum, I brought them up to my mouth.

I started to lick my fingers clean.

The camera did a long, slow fade of me eating my own cum off of my fingers like a good little bitch.

"Cut!" called Carlo. 

I went on licking my fingers. There was still cum on them.

"Very nice, Peyton," said Carlo with pleasure. "You've got a long career ahead of you, my friend."

Behind him, I saw my Mistress, my beloved Mistress Sonya, beaming in pleasure as she surveyed her domain... me.

She watched me with pleasure. She looked at the cum glistening all over me, and she knew she had possessed me more by making me give in to my sissy cock-craving than she ever could have by just fucking me with her strap-on.

She'd made me turn gay for pay... and I loved her for it.

I was hers. Completely and totally.

And, now, she had the proof... on video.

Nothing would ever be the same.
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