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I KNOW HER SECRET

Cliff has a special job: colour correcting film footage for major movie studios. He gets access to hard drives filled with cut takes and scenes. In some of that spare footage, major celebrities have wardrobe malfunctions in front of the camera, and Cliff, being an opportunist, can’t help but sell those clips anonymously for thousands of dollars to magazines and websites.

One afternoon, while going through the footage of a major motion picture, Cliff finds a tiny wardrobe malfunction with big consequences: Vanessa Klein, a rising star, accidentally let her big package slip out from under her skirt. It all happened so fast that the cameraman probably didn’t even notice. And on that same hard drive Cliff finds Vanessa’s personal contact information. So rather than going to his usual contacts for his pay-out, this time he tries going right to the source.


CHAPTER I

It was 2013 and I was quite possibly the only guy on the planet with a photo of Jessica Perkins’s tits. And yes, I do mean the Jessica Perkins.

I’d had that photo for almost a year, sitting on my hard drive, begging to be released to the world. I didn’t even show it to my close friends—I couldn’t show it to my close friends or I would jeopardize my chance to make an easy hundred thousand dollars. And yes, that was the going rate for a picture of Jessica Perkins’s titties. She was arguably the most famous actress at the time, after she did that string of blockbuster movies.

Sometimes I wonder if I was the one who ended her career. After that photo got out in 2014, she stopped acting for a few years. When she finally came back, she was just doing indie stuff and people only remembered her as ‘that girl who was in the movie with the green guys’. While she was hiding from the media, her buzz died and that was it for Jessica Perkins. And I was no longer the only person on the planet with a photo of Jessica Perkins’s tits.

But I had plenty more photos in my collection, waiting to be released into the world for the right price. Were they my photos to sell? Technically not. But I had them, and people were offering lots of money, so how could I say no? How could I turn down tens of thousands of dollars for a quick e-mail when I only made about $45,000 per year? It was just business.

It was always a bit awkward when people asked how I afforded such a grand lifestyle with my measly job as a colour timer. It was easy to explain away to friends who didn’t work in the industry. “The pay is really good,” I would lie. But with my friends who did work in the industry—my friends who knew that even the best colour timers in the world don’t make more than about $70,000—explaining my wealth away wasn’t so easy. “A few years ago my rich uncle kneeled over. He left everything to me but never said why,” was my go-to lie when I needed a good one.

I didn’t have any uncles. Both my mom and my dad were only children. But no one had to know that. I couldn’t let people know that I was selling nip-slip photos to dirty websites and gossip rags. Was I really the bad guy? It’s not like I was the one publishing the pictures. And it’s not like I was the one taking the pictures—I wasn’t even technically stealing them—I was just the middleman.

Whenever our office got a new job, a production assistant would come by with the hard drive. Back in the day they used to come by with ten hard drives that needed to be chained together with USB splitters and other fancy gadgets for the time. But that was when the biggest hard drive you could get was 100 GB. By 2018, the production houses were using 50 TB drives that could hold absolutely every little piece of information from even the biggest films—and they could be plugged into even the most ditsy little laptop computer.

It was my job to set up the Davinci file. Davinci was the program we used to colour correct movies. I would name the file and the folders we would use, and then I would import the movie and the EDL list, and then I would go through and make sure all the clips were named and organized nicely so that the senior guys could come in and finish the whole film in just a couple of days. Sometimes, if it was a little indie on a small budget, they would let me colour correct some of the movie. Usually I was just stuck with the administrative monkey work—but they always left me in my own little room to do my work, alone with that hard drive, alone with all of the footage from the set.

It was back in 2013 when I learned how to open the RAW film footage, while I was bored working a night shift. It was actually quite simple: the program was free online, and I learned everything I needed to know from a fifteen minute YouTube tutorial video. That night I found myself going through take after take of the footage, fascinated by the filmmaking process. I wanted to be a filmmaker, so what I was seeing was invaluable—better than any behind the scenes featurette on a DVD disk.

And I found myself admiring Jessica Perkins, the super famous, beautiful young actress. Every guy in the world had a crush on her, and in this particular scene, she was wearing a tiny dress that showed off more cleavage than she’d ever showed in her career. I was watching the takes, hoping she would turn at just the right angle to expose her tits. And then, in take fifteen, she stumbled and the straps of her dress fell over her arms, and her tits were out. Her nipples were being covered by little pasties.

The director shouted “Wardrobe!” and then two little Asian women ran into the frame.

“Can I get a new pair of pasties? I can feel these ones slipping already. And can someone get me a coffee? Where are the PAs on this set? My agent was right—I should have never taken this damned job.” One of the Asian ladies ran off while the other worked behind Jessica, adjusting the straps of her dress. Jessica’s tits were still out.

“Hold the roll,” the director yelled. “Let’s hurry it up with wardrobe. We’re losing our light!”

Then, the most magical thing ever happened. Jessica, who maybe couldn’t hear the director and didn’t know the camera was still rolling, peeled the pasties off of her nipples. Then she cupped her breasts and gave them a little lift, letting them breathe for a moment before they were covered up again. The cameraman reacted quickly, turning the camera away to give Jessica some privacy.

But on a film shoot, nothing is deleted. I had about four and a half seconds of Jessica Perkins’s exposed breasts, in glorious 4K resolution, perfectly in focus, amazingly lit by one of the best cinematographers in the business. I took a series of screenshots and sent them to myself via e-mail. And I knew what I had was valuable. A week later, I saw an ad in the back of a gossip rag. “Have an exciting photo of a star? We want to buy it from you!” I e-mailed the rag asking how much they would pay for a photo of Jessica Perkins’s tits, and they replied, “If it’s a real photo, we would pay a lot.” I decided to wait a year before making my move. I needed that hard drive to get into the hands of many more people before I cashed in, so that there would be too many suspects to investigate.

It was a year later when I e-mailed again. They sent a person to my house, and I spent almost an hour interrogating her before letting her see what I had. I had to make sure she wasn’t going to reveal my name and ruin my career. And I had to make sure she was serious about paying me one hundred thousand dollars. When I showed her the screenshots, her eyes lit up. “It could be Photoshop,” she said.

“I’ve got the video file to prove it,” I said. And that night I was paid one hundred thousand dollars in cash.

The next night, I found myself at work, searching through the newest hard drive that was dropped off by Paramount Pictures. It was an action movie, and there was a scene in the movie where Lauren Fox was wearing the tiniest little skirt with nothing but a thong underneath. I went through take after take after take. And eventually I found what I was looking for. In scene 19, take 9, Lauren sat down to get a pebble out from her shoe, before action was called. Her legs were spread just enough, and her little thong was nudged just enough to the side. Her snatch was only on screen for two seconds, but that’s all I needed.

They shot the film in 6K resolution, so I was able to zoom right in and snap the clearest screenshot imaginable. That photo got me forty thousand dollars.

And then there was the little indie film that came in with a cast of no-names. I wasn’t going to bother searching for hours through the footage, knowing there wouldn’t be any valuable photos, even if I did find some tits or a pussy. But the actress in the film was so stunning, I couldn’t help myself. I ended up scouring for more hours than any other film before, and sure enough, I ended up finding a nice clear shot of her rack while she was adjusting her loose-fitted tank top in one of the film’s later scenes. I saved it for my own personal use, and then a year later, I saw that girl’s face on TV. She was the star of some big director’s new movie, and her name was blowing up. So I didn’t miss my opportunity. I e-mailed a few of my contacts, and they put in their bids. That titty picture was work seventy-five thousand dollars. I used that money for a down payment on a nice big mansion, not too far from where that very girl lived.

By 2018, I had over a million dollars in my bank account. I didn’t just limit by side business to pictures of tits and pussies. Whenever I chanced across a shot of a guy’s cock, I would save that as well, though cocks never got nearly as much money as tits or pussies.

One of my best finds was with a movie called John Cherokee. There was a sex scene in the film, with two famous actors. Now of course everyone knows that sex is fake in movies. They have special underpants that the actors wear, so that their genitals don’t touch each other. But they don’t usually do anything to cover the actress’s tits, so I went searching. And while I was watching take after take of simulated sex, I came across something big. In the third take, the blanket got tugged up when the actress went to fake her orgasm. When that blanket got tugged up, for just a brief second, I could see penetration. The actors had taken off their special garments and they were having real sex on camera. The exposed penetration was so quick, the director didn’t even notice. I don’t even think the camera guy noticed.

I zoomed in as much as I could and I recorded the slip. That little clip got me another seventy thousand dollars—and it was responsible for two divorces. I can’t say that I feel too bad though. Even if they were acting, they were cheating.

The penetration clip was big, but it was in 2018 when I found something even bigger.


CHAPTER II

It was a Monday like any other. I was at work, sipping coffee in the lobby with the other colourists, waiting for an expected delivery from 21st Century Fox. The production assistant was running late, but none of us minded.

Sammy was telling us about his weekend. “I haven’t drank like that since I was a teenager. Seriously—I had my first beer, and then I had a second, and then I just lost track of myself. I lost track of time for a while. My wife tells me that I had ten drinks. Ten—can you believe that?”

“You haven’t had ten drinks since you were a teenager?” asked Alex.

Sammy laughed and shrugged his shoulders. “I’ve never been much of a drinker. But damn, that was Friday night, and I’ve still got a hangover. I took four Tylenols this morning, but of course that did nothing.” He reached into the air to stretch out his arms. “But hey—guess who I saw down at the bar?”

“Who?” I asked.

“Here’s a name you haven’t heard in a while: Jessica Perkins.” My heart stuttered. It always stuttered when I heard that name, as if I still had some lingering guilt over what I did to that poor girl. Though she wasn’t a poor girl. She pulled her top down in front of a rolling camera—all I did was take a screenshot a few months later.

“Oh yeah—a name I haven’t heard in a while but a name I’ll never forget,” said Alex. “You know I had to ground my kid when that picture came out. I went into his room and saw that he’d made it his desktop background picture.”

“You grounded him for that? I’m pretty sure it was my laptop’s background picture for at least a month.” Sammy laughed. “You know, I heard they paid the guy who sold them that picture like a quarter million dollars or something.” I was tempted to correct him, but I kept my mouth shut. “Can you imagine getting a quarter million dollars for a photo? And that hard drive was here in the office. That could have been one of us.” Now I remained very silent, staring down into my coffee cup as if I wasn’t paying any attention at all.

“Maybe it was one of us,” said Alex. I kept my gaze down. “Maybe it was Cliff.” My heart stuttered and then fizzled down into my gut. I looked up and saw Alex staring at me with a serious look on his face. Did he know? Had he known all along?

He cracked a smile and then started to laugh. “I’m just kidding. Don’t look so serious,” he said. And then he turned back to Sammy. “I bet it was the camera guy. Camera guys are always perverts.”

“Amen to that,” I said. My heart was slowly lifting itself back out from my gut.

Finally that front door opened and the production assistant from 21st Century Fox came running in. He was a small guy, probably not a day older than nineteen, with pimples all over his face. “I’m so sorry,” he said, panting for air as if he’d run up forty flights of stairs instead of taking the elevator. “Traffic was terrible, and your elevator is being services.” So he did run up forty flights of stairs. That explained the sweat dribbling down the side of his face.

Sammy grabbed the hard drive for him. “Thanks,” he said before tossing it carelessly onto the counter. He sat back down and continued drinking his coffee. The poorly paid production assistant stared at Sammy with wide eyes, shocked that we weren’t getting started right away. Very few people realize how quickly a team of professional colourists can colour a film. It only takes a day or two with a few highly trained individuals. But productions allocate weeks for the process, assuming each little clip has to be meticulously tinkered with.

The production assistant backed out of the office and began his long trek back down the forty flights of stairs. And God bless his soul.

“What’s this movie called?” Alex asked.

Sammy read the label on the hard drive box. “Dearly Beloved,” he said. “My guess is a rom-com.”

“Or just a rom,” said Alex. “They always want the same thing for roms: overexposed, desaturated, blues in the shadows, pinks in the highlights.”

“Sounds about right,” Sammy said.

I pulled out my phone to search the title of the movie, to see who the stars were—to see if there was anyone worth spending hours scouring the large hard drive for a nip slip shot. And there was one actress, second-billed, who could have been very valuable if there was any sort of wardrobe malfunction on set: Vanessa Klein.

She was a rising star, only twenty-one years old. She hadn’t been in anything huge yet, but a film she’d done recently had gotten some Oscar buzz. Most importantly, she was gorgeous, with big shining eyes and a cute little ski-jump nose. Her hair was long and curly like a country music star, and she had the classic Hollywood smile—a smile that marked her for inevitable fame.

While the guys were talking, I searched to see if she’d ever done any nude scenes in movies. As soon as an actress does a nude scene, nude photos are suddenly worthless. People want to see new material—not something they can get in HD on Netflix or Amazon Prime. But Vanessa Klein had never been nude on camera, and she had no nip slips to speak of on any of the gossip websites. She was clean and tidy, still extremely valuable as far as I was concerned.

“I may as well get started on getting things organized,” I said, grabbing the hard drive and starting towards my colouring suite.

“Oh look at you, go-getter on a Monday morning,” said Sammy with a chuckle.

“I would be in a perky mood all the time too if my uncle gave me a million dollars,” Alex said, rolling his eyes.

I just smiled and slipped into the edit suite, ready to find my next big paycheque.

First, I did a bit of actual work, setting up the files and the folders and getting everything properly imported from Avid, the program in which the film had been cut. I went through and labelled the files as necessary, just in case one of the other guys came in and looked over my shoulder. I didn’t want anyone to come in and see that I’d gotten nothing done after an hour in the colouring suite.

Once I had a believable amount of work done, I scrubbed through the timeline, to see what kind of wardrobes Vanessa and the other actresses wore in the film. There was nothing particularly racy—a few shorter skirts and a cute red bodycon dress. There was a sex scene that couldn’t have been more PG-13, shot in slow motion, lit as a silhouette, about as cliché as you can imagine. And Vanessa was wearing a shirt in the scene, so there wasn’t even a nipple silhouette to work with.

But I was determined to find something.

I exited Davinci and found myself searching through the massive hard drive. Sometimes they gave us hard drives with everything on them—not just footage, but pre-production materials as well. And this drive was no different. I found a folder labelled ‘Pre-Production Costumes’. And in that folder there were multiple other folders, all named after the characters in the movie. I found Vanessa’s folder, labelled ‘Christine Costumes’. The folder was filled with pictures of Vanessa standing in some chick’s apartment, wearing various different outfits—the same outfits that appeared in the film.

One time I found a picture of a famous actress wearing a slightly see-through white tank top in a costumes folder. I sold that photo for five thousand dollars—not a ton of money, but enough for my bathroom renovation.

But none of Vanessa’s pre-production costume pictures were worth anything to me: no nipples or slits or even any side-boob. I had to keep looking.

Alex came into the suite to check on me. “How does the movie look? Should I bring my kids to see it, or is it a piece of crap?” I quickly closed the folders and reopened Davinci.

“It looks okay. About what you would expect,” I said.

He leaned over my shoulder and looked at the screen. I scrubbed him through the timeline.

“Ah, classic slow motion sex scene,” he said. “And they’ve got the rain machine on full-blast for the flashback scenes. Nothing too original, eh?”

“Nothing terribly original, no,” I said. My heart fluttered as I noticed I’d left a folder open. The tab was still showing at the bottom of my screen, with the label ‘Christine Costumes’. I wanted to quickly close it, but I knew if I scrolled my cursor over to it, Alex would definitely notice. So I remained still. “What’s that?” he said.

“What’s what?” I asked, my heart skipping a beat.”

“Down at the bottom.”

He pointed down and my heart started pounding hard into my ribcage. We weren’t supposed to go perusing through the hard drives. There were no set rules against it, but it was just common sense: our job was to colour the film and then be done with it. If Alex saw that I was snooping around, he might realize that I was the one leaking photos to the press.

“That button there. It’s like a circle around a play icon. Is that new?” he asked.

“Oh, yeah,” I said. “It’s to render out a clip. It’s new with the latest update.” My heart finally began to relax.

“Oh, that’s useful. Is there a hotkey for it, too?”

“Yeah. I think it’s shift, control, and R.”

“That’s great news. Good stuff. Alright, well, keep up the good work. Let me know if you need a coffee or anything.”

“Would you get me one if I said I needed one?” I asked.

He shook his head and laughed. “No,” he said. “But you’re still welcome to let me know.” He left the room, leaving me alone with that hard drive, and plenty of folders to continue searching through.


CHAPTER III

It was after lunch when I decided to get all of my real work done. I worked quickly and cut a few corners that no one would ever notice. At 4:00 PM, when Alex came in to ask if the hard drive was ready for him, I told him it wouldn’t be ready until the morning, even though it was perfectly ready in its current state.

“Okay, then I’m going to head home for the night. Don’t stay up too late. It’s just a crappy romance movie—no need to get too crazy with the labels.”

“Alright—have a good night,” I said. And once he was gone and the floor was empty save for me and that hard drive, I got started on the real search. I had to download the program that allowed me to view the RAW unedited footage. I had to download it freshly with every new hard drive, and then I had to delete it before letting anyone use the computer in the colouring suite. I couldn’t let my co-workers know that I was secretly watching clips that weren’t in the movie.

I made myself a nice, strong pot of coffee and I settled in, ready to spend the whole night. It took a long time to go through all of those clips, sometimes scrubbing through a single frame at a time, trying to see if there was a clear frame in between a leg cross. It was tedious work, but sometimes it paid off bigly. Sometimes a long night in that dark colouring suite was worth one hundred thousand dollars.

I focussed my energy on the scenes where Vanessa was wearing short skirts. Her tops were never too revealing, and I could see that the sound guys had her mic clipped to her shirt and not her bra. Sometimes when they clipped the microphones to the bra, they would have to adjust the bra from time to time, and sometimes those adjustments happened while the camera was rolling. But I wasn’t so lucky this time.

There was one scene that particularly caught my interest: a simple scene with Vanessa running up a flight of stairs, away from the bad guy. In the scene, she stumbled halfway up. There were twelve takes of the low-angle shot, taken from the bottom of the steps. I scrubbed through each and every take. And it was on the twelfth take where I caught a glimmer of flesh tone between her lovely smooth legs.

I paused the footage and used the arrow keys on my keyboard to move one frame at a time. I had the footage zoomed in as much as I could. With 6K resolution, you can zoom in almost 10x before you start seeing pixilation.

She was wearing red panties, and she had a great ass. As she went to do her mid-steps tumble, her skirt floated upwards, showing off her whole tush. The shot was probably worth five thousand dollars, but I wasn’t sure I wanted to risk my position for a measly five thousand dollars. I wasn’t hurting for cash.

So I kept scrubbing forward. That skirt continued to flutter up, and then her legs parted as she went to catch herself from falling. I was still staring at that perfect ass—her asshole only being covered by the tiniest strip of red lace. I just wanted to bury my face between those glorious cheeks. I wanted to press my tongue into that asshole and make her squirm.

And then I went ahead three more frames and noticed a bit of flesh that seemed out of place. Slipping out from the side of her red panties was what looked like a cock. But it couldn’t have been a cock. It must have been some strange artifacting between frames. Surely Vanessa Klein didn’t have a cock.

I went two frames ahead, and then I got a perfect, clear shot of Vanessa Klein bent over, legs spread, and her cock free from the grasp of her red lacy panties. Her cock hung out one side of that thin red strip and one of her balls hung out the other side. But was it a prosthetic? Could it have been fake? I’d heard of actresses wearing prosthetic cocks before, in order to get into a certain kind of character. But Vanessa wasn’t playing some masculine tomboy. She was supposed to be some hopeless romantic, nail-painting girly girl.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. It simply couldn’t be true.

I remembered there was a beach scene in the film, and in the scene Vanessa was wearing a tight one-piece. I quickly pulled up the footage from that scene and started digging. And it only too thirty minutes before I found a shot of her adjusting her package in her one-piece, shifting her bulge down between her legs. And there were a few more shots where a bit of a bulge was clear when zoomed in nearly ten times. I’d never seen a woman with a bulge like that—so it must have been true: Vanessa Klein had a cock.

I stood up and stepped back from my computer. My heart was pounding. If this was true, then that clip of the cock-slip was probably worth more than any other clip I’d ever sold. But if it wasn’t true, I was potentially playing a dangerous game. If she was just wearing a prosthetic for some strange reason, I didn’t want to start spreading false rumours.

I went to the Internet and searched for scenes from other Vanessa Klein movies. I found a bathing suit scene from a movie she did when she was eighteen. I watched the scene carefully, zooming in as much as I could (which wasn’t much, as the scene was only in 1080p). But even without the magic of 6K footage, I could see a bit of a bulge—a bulge that shouldn’t exist on a woman. So then I searched ‘Is Vanessa Klein transgender?’ but my search turned up nothing—not even ramblings on any conspiracy websites. This was big news—the biggest news I’d ever had.

I saved the video clip of the cock-slip to a thumb drive and I slipped that drive into my pocket. Then I deleted the RAW footage program and I closed down all of the folders I had open in my long night’s search. I had what I needed. I just wasn’t sure what I was going to do with it yet.

I couldn’t just send it to some dirty website. This wasn’t just a nip slip or even an upskirt shot—this was a big deal. This leak would surely change Vanessa’s life. A good chunk of her fan base would turn on her—many people still weren’t down with the whole transgender thing. She would be hounded on the streets by paparazzi. There were probably directors who would choose not to work with her.

But her secret was bound to be revealed sooner or later, was it not? She couldn’t live in the limelight forever trying to hide a bulge like that. And if it was going to inevitably be revealed anyway, why shouldn’t I go ahead and make a hundred thousand dollars or so?

That night I e-mailed a few of my secret contacts. “If I told you that I had proof that a very famous actress is actually a man, how much would you pay for that proof?” I made sure not to mention any names—not even the smallest hint.

I heard back from one of my contacts that night, around 3:00 AM. “That depends on how famous this actress is,” they said.

“Top fifteen on IMDb,” I said.

“If the proof is good, and it’s fresh news, we could pay you one-fifty.” He was talking in thousands. My stomach fluttered. A part of me was hoping he would say something like, ‘We’re not buying that kind of stuff right now’. Then I could have deleted the file and lived happily ever after, without any lingering guilt. But how could I turn down one hundred and fifty thousand dollars?

Within twenty-four hours, I had a slew of new offers from my contacts. There was a black market bidding war going on. The price rose to a quarter million, and that price would only go up once I proved that I wasn’t bluffing.

That price went up that next afternoon. I was working on another film in one of the smaller colouring suites when Alex came in and said, “You should come see this. That chick from that romance movie is on TV.” My heart started pounding. I was worried that someone beat me to the big reveal and the quarter million dollar payout.

But her secret was still safe. Vanessa had just been nominated for an Academy Award for best actress. Her star rating on IMDb had shot up from fifteen to three. My heart was pounding viciously. I’d never been in a position like this before, about to make enough money to live for years. I was already daydreaming about what I could do with the cash: buy a vacation house, put it in savings so I would never have to worry about retirement in my life, buy a yacht, take five years off to travel the world… The possibilities were endless. And all I had to do was out a young transgender woman and ruin her career.


CHAPTER IV

I was sleeping when my doorbell rang. I was slow to wake up. My doorbell almost never rang. I lived in a gated community and they didn’t let solicitors or even Girl Guides in to go door-to-door. The only people who were allowed in were people who lived in the neighbourhood, or people who were on a very elite approved list.

The doorbell rang again, so I dragged myself out of bed. I threw a housecoat over my naked body and shuffled down to the front door. I looked through the peephole and was surprised to see the editor of Star Magazine—one of the magazines I often sold to. I swung the door open and rushed him inside. I couldn’t let anyone see him there. I couldn’t let anyone see the editor of a major gossip magazine at the door of a colourist’s house—then it would be obvious where all of the town’s leaks were coming from.

“What are you doing here?” I asked.

“You didn’t answer my e-mail,” he said.

“What e-mail?”

“The one I sent this morning.”

“What time is it?” I rubbed the sleep out from my eyes.

He showed me his watch. It was only 6:45 AM. “What the hell, man? What’s the big deal? What’s this all about?”

“Everyone’s gossiping about your gossip. We’re all trying to figure out who this star is. You’ve got a good track record for telling the truth. And if you say this girl is on IMDb’s top fifteen, then that only leaves five girls—and none of them look like dudes to me. Show me this proof of yours and I’ll make you a good offer—better than you’ll get from the other guys. I promise.”

“Can’t we do this later?” I asked.

“Every paparazzi is out stalking the five girls in IMDb’s top fifteen, trying to get upskirt shots. One of Ben’s guys even snagged Lady Gaga’s coffee cup while she was at a café last night. He’s getting it DNA tested, to see if there’s male DNA on the rim of the cup. The news is going to break any day now, if it’s true, and you’re going to lose your big opportunity. So what’s it going to be? Are you going to show me what you’ve got?”

“It’s too soon,” I said. “If this gets out now, everyone will know that the leak came from me. The drive has only been in the hands of maybe five guys.”

“A quarter million, if it’s true. We’ll pay in cash. I’ve got the money back at the office now. Just show me the stuff.”

My gut churned. “I was already offered a quarter mil. You’ll have to do better than that if I’m going to risk my whole career.”

“Three hundred—all in cash, all today. We’ll lie and say that our source was someone on set.”

“You know no one will believe that. Her agent is going to go straight to where the hard drive is now—at my office.”

I watched as the short, chubby editor’s eyes glimmered, as if he was suddenly thinking about breaking into my office to steal the hard drive.

“Don’t get any funny ideas. It took me days to find this scoop,” I lied. “If I find out that drive is missing, I’m selling what I have to Ben tonight.”

“Don’t make me beg,” he said to me, clasping his hands tightly together. “Three-fifty. That’s as high as I can go. Besides, what are you even going to do with that much money? Tell everyone that another rich uncle bit the dust? No one’s going to buy that.”

I opened my mouth to reply but words were slow to come out. “H—How do you know about that?” I asked.

“It’s my job to know about stuff like that. We have investigators all over town, twenty-four-seven—all ex-cops. I’ve got them on this case too. Your face is white. Don’t worry, man, I’m not going to throw you under the bus. You’ve been good to me and you’ll always be good to me, even if you don’t sell me this scoop. Don’t get the wrong idea; I’m not trying to blackmail you. I just want you to know—the scoop is going to get out with or without you getting paid.”

“Just give me some time to think about it,” I said, my heart fluttering. He was right that the gossip was going to get out. It was only a matter of time before my contacts figured out which hard drives were at the office, and that would narrow down the list of girls to just Vanessa Klein. But it was just stupid gossip until they found the proof, and the only proof that I was aware of was that single take, where her skirt floats up and her panties get nudged to the side. So the first thing I did when I got into work that morning was delete that clip. I knew the drive we had was just a copy of the main drive that they kept back at the studio, but at least the studio’s drive was in a secure room with twenty-four-hour surveillance.

My heart wouldn’t stop pounding. Had I already ruined Vanessa’s life? Was it pointless to withhold the footage at this point? Or was I being paranoid? Maybe they wouldn’t even bother investigating her, assuming she couldn’t possibly be Hollywood’s secret transgender. I found myself looking at pictures of her. It was even hard for me to believe. She was gorgeous. Her face was perfect and her body was drool inducing. There were entire fan websites filled with men who did nothing but jerk off to pictures of her. I even had to pull up that cock-slip video to remind myself that I didn’t just have a strange dream. But the cock was real—6K video footage doesn’t lie.

I didn’t want to ruin her life, but I also didn’t want to lose the amazing payout that was being offered to me. I could probably run that number up to half a million before the end of the day, if I was so inclined.

I found myself looking through that hard drive again, trying to find more evidence, still unsure of my own evidence, which would have been good enough for the rest of the world. While I was digging through folders, I came upon a file labelled ‘Contact list’. I clicked into it and found the whole cast and crew, with e-mail addresses and phone numbers. And there was Vanessa’s personal e-mail and her personal phone number.

Maybe I could get the money from her and avoid having to go through the press. Then the world didn’t need to know her secret and I still got a pretty payout.


CHAPTER V

It was a long night, making sure I was treading with careful anonymity. I created a fake e-mail account, and then I realized it could probably be traced back to me by a good team of computer scientists. So I dug an old computer out of storage, installed a series of firewalls and IP blockers and I even bought an expensive VPN, and then I created a new e-mail address. But even with this one I was nervous, knowing the e-mail address wasn’t just at risk of being traced, but it was also at risk of being hacked. So I spent some time trying to mislead any potential hackers, signing up for newsletters and whatnot in the city where my VPN was based.

It was three hours before I felt ready to send an e-mail to Vanessa Klein. I started by attaching a still image from the video clip: her cock hanging out from the side of her tight red panties. And then I wrote a simple message as my heart pounded into my ribcage like a tribal war drum. “Ms. Klein. You don’t know me and you’ve never seen me,” I wrote. “But I’ve come across some information about you that I feel you wouldn’t want getting to the press.” I read back what I’d written and my heart jumped. It already sounded like a ransom letter—and it technically was a ransom letter, but I really didn’t want to scare her. I just wanted to make this a simple transaction.

So I tried to spin the rest of the message in a more positive light. “The reason I’m e-mailing you is, there are some people who want to pay me a lot of money for this video clip—and don’t worry, they don’t know who you are—I would never tell them that. Unless you aren’t willing to pay me what they’re paying—not that I’m blackmailing you. I hope you don’t think that I’m blackmailing you. They’re only offering me about $350,000 for the clip, so all I’m really asking is that you match that. I mean—to you, that’s not really a lot of money. I think I read somewhere that you made almost ten times that on your last movie, and you do at least three movies a year. So it really isn’t a lot to you.” I found myself staring blankly at my screen, realizing I was in fact blackmailing her, no matter how polite I tried to sound.

But as I read my message back, I realized I wasn’t even sounding polite. I was just sounding flustered and idiotic. If I was going to get money from her, I needed to be firm and I needed to accept the fact that I was blackmailing her. So I ended my message by saying, “Either pay me $350,000 in cash, or I’ll be forced to give the clip to one of my contacts.”

I closed my eyes and pressed send, before my sensibilities could catch up with me. I knew that if I thought too much about it, I would never send a message. I could spend all night tinkering with the words, but in the end, all she was going to read was: ‘Pay me money or be revealed to the whole world.’

I didn’t go to sleep that night. I couldn’t pull myself away from my computer. I expected it to ding with a new message at any moment. Once 6:00 AM rolled around and my inbox was still empty, I started to worry that the e-mail I used wasn’t her actual e-mail, and I’d just messaged a photo of Vanessa Klein’s cock to some random person somewhere else in the world. Beads of cold sweat dribbled down the back of my neck. My hands were trembling. When my phone alarm went off, I jumped and nearly shrieked, worried someone had broken into my house to kill me so that clip would never see the light of day.

I had to get ready for work. I brought that old computer into the bathroom while I showered and shaved and brushed my teeth. I left the shower curtain open just enough that I could see my e-mail inbox, which was still unchanged. I nicked myself while shaving because my focus was on that computer screen and not the mirror. I went to work with mismatched socks because I wasn’t paying close enough attention while I was getting dressed.

The first thing Alex said to me was, “You look sick. I hope you’re not sick because I really don’t want to get sick.”

“I’m not sick,” I said, forcing a smile. “I just didn’t get a lot of sleep.”

“Why? Because you were sick? Don’t bring that shit into the office, man.” He kept his distance from me. And it was probably for the best. His fear of catching a cold would keep him out from the editing suite while I closely watched my inbox, waiting for that reply.

And it came around noon, dinging into my inbox. That ding reverberated in my heart and buzzed down my arms and legs. I pulled that laptop close to me and then I quickly opened the message. But before I read it, I swung my head around to make sure the door was closed and no one was suddenly behind me. I was alone, so I went ahead and read the message.

“I would like to meet in person to discuss this matter. Please tell me a public place that works best for you.” That was the entire message. My heart fluttered down into my stomach.

I pressed reply and quickly hammered out a message. “Unfortunately I can’t meet you in person, as it’s very important for my job that my identity remains a secret.” I pressed send and then I nervously awaited her reply—and that reply didn’t come for another six hours.

“I’d much rather meet in person. Why don’t you meet me at the Bluebird Café on 10th street? Be there at 8:30 PM tonight. There’s a table in the back left corner.”

My heart fluttered and I hammered out another quick message. “I really can’t meet in person,” I wrote. But I didn’t get a reply. It was already 7:45 and her chosen café was thirty minutes away. If I was going to make it, I needed to leave.

I didn’t plan on actually meeting her. I just wanted to go down and see if she was there, or if there was a posse of goons waiting to nab whoever sat down at the table in the back left corner.


CHAPTER VI

I sat down in the middle of the café, with a steaming hot mug of coffee. I had another laptop with me—not the one I sent those messages on, but one that I bought back when I thought I wanted to be a screenwriter. Once I was seated, I immediately pulled up an old unfinished screenplay file and I pretended to be working on it. I made sure I was sitting at an angle where I could see that back corner table.

When my clock read 8:30 PM, I sunk down into my seat. I was wearing a ball cap and a pair of cheap reading glasses that my father had left at my house years before. It wasn’t much of a disguise, but I didn’t really need a disguise at all—it’s not like Vanessa knew who she was coming to meet with.

When 8:40 PM rolled around and she wasn’t there, I assumed she’d gotten my last message, telling her I couldn’t meet in person. I slipped out my phone, opened up a private browser, and then I navigated over to my new e-mail address, to check for new messages. But there were none. Suddenly, I felt stupid for opening the e-mail browser up. Now the account could be linked to my phone by the right team of hackers—and Vanessa could certainly afford the right team of hackers.

A woman brushed by me while I was reading through her last message, making sure I was in the right café on the right street. I looked up and realized the woman was headed straight for that table in the back corner. Her curly hair bounced as she walked. She was wearing big sunglasses, but those didn’t help to hide her glowing skin—that glow that only the most famous celebrities seem to have. It was Vanessa Klein.

I quickly stuffed my phone back into my pocket and swung my gaze to my unfinished screenplay. My heart sprung into action and my gut turned. What if she saw my phone screen as she walked by? What if she had undercover men in that café who had been watching me this whole time? I took a deep breath. I could feel my face turning red as familiar beads of cold sweat formed on the back of my neck.

I peeked over my laptop screen at her. She was sitting patiently with a mug of steaming coffee in her hands. She had a slight grin on her face, as if she wasn’t at all worried about her truth being revealed. Her hands weren’t trembling and her shoulders were tensed up to her ears the way mine were. She was totally cool—unnaturally calm.

I looked around slowly at the rest of the café. It was a big space, and surprisingly busy for 8:30 PM on a weekday night. I figured if I sent her a message, she would never know it was from me. I still had her personal phone number written down, which I’d gotten from that same cast and crew contact sheet. So I used my anonymous e-mail account to send a text message to her phone. “I told you that I can’t meet in person,” I wrote. And then I did my best to watch her through my peripheral vision as she reached into her pocket to read the message on her phone.

I took a series of slow, controlled breaths. I figured there were people watching me and everyone else in that café, trying to narrow down the possible suspects. I’m sure I was on the list.

I took my phone out two minutes later and saw that there was a new e-mail, from Vanessa. “So you’re here. Why don’t you come and sit with me? I just want to talk. Don’t worry, I’m here alone.”

I casually wrote back, keeping my phone hidden under the table. I kept an eye on Vanessa, making sure she wasn’t looking my way—though it was hard to tell because of those big, dark sunglasses.

“I can’t reveal my identity,” I wrote back. “If you don’t want me to go to the press with the video I have, we need to agree on a spot where you can drop off the cash—$350,000.”

“I’m not going to give you any money until we meet in person,” she replied.

I took a deep breath. This wasn’t worth the frustration. She wasn’t taking this matter as seriously as I thought she would be, so maybe she just didn’t care that much if her secret got out. I decided to try one last time. “If you don’t care, then I’ll just sell the clip to one of my contacts,” I wrote.

“I do care. I’ll pay you. But first I want to meet you.”

I shook my head and sighed. “Not happening. Last chance—agree to drop the money off somewhere or I go to my contact in the morning.” I didn’t actually plan on going to any of my contacts for another few months, once the hard drive was long gone from our office, and into the hands of many, many more people. I could wait—I was in no rush. And with her Oscar buzz, the price tag would only get bigger.

“If you won’t meet me here in public, then meet me in private—10:00 PM tonight. Set the clip up to go live online tomorrow morning at 6:00 AM. That way you can be sure I don’t do anything to you.” She added her address at the end of the message. And it was an interesting plan: set up a safety just in case she has some hired goon try to kill me. She would be on her best behaviour knowing that I was the only one who could stop the clip from going live.

But with this plan, my identity was still at risk of being revealed.

Before I could send a message back, Vanessa was finished her coffee and on her way out the door. I tried sending another message. “I really don’t want to meet in person,” I wrote.

“Get over it,” she wrote back. And then I found myself back in my car, headed towards her address, as it was only twenty minutes away from 10:00 PM.


CHAPTER VII

Her house wasn’t too far away from mine—just a single gated community over. I pulled my car up to the gate and then I found myself staring at the little machine that would connect me with Vanessa, so I could get the gate open.

I didn’t have the clip set to publish in eight hours, but I didn’t plan on telling Vanessa that. I still wasn’t sure that I wasn’t being set up. I could have been driving into a trap. But a part of me was sure that Vanessa wouldn’t dare risk it. Her entire career could be ruined if the world learned that she was a transgender. She would lose a lot more than just $350,000. So maybe she wasn’t lying. Maybe she was alone, and maybe she just wanted to talk in person so that she could properly convince me not to go to the press with that clip. Because it would be easy enough for me to take her money and then go straight to the press to double up. Thinking about that possibility now, it was hard to resist entertaining the idea: $700,000 in a matter of days…

I hesitantly punched Vanessa’s address into the terminal at the gate. And then a robotic voice said, “Please wait while we connect you.” I stared at the speaker box and the little microphone above it. Then I looked up and noticed the camera pointed directly at my face. I was still wearing my ball cap and reading glasses, but that camera already had more than enough information for a team of investigators to figure out my identity.

That speaker box never crackled with Vanessa’s voice. Instead, there was a loud beep and then the gates opened up, allowing me into the very expensive neighbourhood where every second house belonged to a celebrity, and the others belonged to the mega rich who wanted to live close to celebrities.

I found myself driving down those quiet streets, between massive mansions, towards the home of the woman who would either ruin my whole career and reputation, or make me very, very rich.

Her driveway was long and impressive, with a glowing fountain at its centre. I drove past a Lamborghini and a Ferrari and then I found myself a spot by her front door. I made sure that I parked in a way that I could make a clean and easy escape if necessary. I was slow getting out of my car, tipping my hat down in front of my face, knowing there were cameras recording my every move. I stepped up her front steps and then I looked up and saw that she was standing in her doorway with a smile on her face. My heart skipped a beat and my legs trembled, but I did my best not to show any fear.

“I had a feeling it was you,” she said.

And then I felt the colour drain from my face. I opened my mouth to reply, but I was too afraid to speak, too afraid to reveal my voice as if my identity hadn’t already been compromised.

“Of all the people in that café, you looked the most suspicious,” she said. “Come on in and have a drink with me. Let’s talk about your little clip.” She went inside and left her front door open, letting the warm light from inside bleed out onto her impressive cobblestone driveway.

The inside of her house was just as impressive, and about what you would expect from an A-list Hollywood superstar. There were statues and vases and very large original paintings by famous artists, and rugs that were worth more than my car—which wasn’t a cheap car, by the way.

Vanessa was standing across the large room, at a bar that was fully stocked as if she was expecting a party of five hundred thirsty friends. The shelves of liquor went up far higher than she could reach, and I couldn’t see a ladder anywhere in sight so I could only assume the top few shelves were just there for decoration. “What do you drink?” she asked.

“Maybe just whiskey. And I’m not here to blackmail you, by the way. I’m not a blackmailer.”

“Then what are you here to do then?”

“Well, it’s really very complicated and quite a long story. But I don’t want to sell that clip to the press. I really don’t. But they’re offering me a lot of money. So I’m kind of stuck between a rock and a hard place, you know? They’re making this my problem, just because I was the one who found that clip. I really hope you don’t think I’m blackmailing you.” I kept my distance and I made sure to scan the room constantly, making sure goons weren’t about to jump me or shoot me.

“So they’re making you blackmail me? Is that what you’re saying?”

I was silent, trying to get control over my pounding heart. “I just need to make a living. And I can’t just do nothing with what I’ve got.”

“Got it. So you are blackmailing me,” she said as she walked a whiskey over to me. I took it and took a quick sip before considering the possibility that she’d put something in the drink: something to knock me out or even kill me.

“I guess if you want to call it that. But I’m not doing it because I hate you. I just figured you wouldn’t mind paying what the other people are offering. It’s probably nothing to you. I mean—look at this place. You could sell one of those cars out there and that would more than cover what I’m asking.”

“Don’t you want to know if it’s true?” she said, grinning.

I stuttered. “If what’s true? That you’re rich?”

“That I’ve got a cock.” She was staring into my eyes, still with that sly grin.

I cleared my throat. “I mean—I’ve seen the video clip. I know what I saw.”

“What if it’s fake? What if someone put it there? You know, it’s amazing what they can do with visual effects.”

I laughed. “To be honest, I’m not all that impressed with what they can do with visual effects.” I took a step back from her carefully. I didn’t feel comfortable within arm’s reach. “I stare at footage for a living—I know the difference between real and computer generated.”

“So you’re working on the movie?” she asked. “Are you the editor? You don’t look like an editor—maybe you work in the sound department. Or a colourist—if I had to guess, I would guess that you’re a colourist. Ah-ha! Look at your face. You aren’t good at hiding your emotions. No offense, but if I were you, I wouldn’t look into a career in acting.”

“I’m not a colourist,” I said. But my voice was far from convincing.

“I bet you could get in a lot of trouble if your boss found out you were doing this,” she said, walking around me with that drink in her hand. She was wearing tall white heels—probably also worth more than my car. Even the way the shoes clicked on the marble floors sounded expensive. “You’re really risking a lot for a few hundred grand. Are you into drugs? Have some gambling debts that need paid off?”

I shook my head. “I’m just an opportunist. That’s all. Now let’s figure this deal out. If you pay the price, I promise I’ll delete the clip and you’ll never hear about this again—not until someone else finds another clip—that much is out of my control.”

“I don’t have the money you want, so we’re going to have to figure out another deal.” She took a long sip from her drink.

I laughed and shook my head. “You don’t actually expect me to believe that, do you? Look at this place. Look at your cars. I’m not an idiot.”

“The cars are loaners. They’re owned by my publicist’s company. The house too, and everything you see here—including that drink in your hand. It’s all owned by my publicist’s company.”

I wasn’t buying it. “You were paid fifteen million dollars for your last movie. It’s public news. You aren’t fooling me.”

“After taxes I made nine million. And then I had to pay my publicist, my agent, and my manager—they each took ten percent, leaving me with just under six million.”

“Do you hear that?” I asked, looking around. “I think that’s the sound of the world’s tiniest violin. You do three movies a year.”

“I’ve only ever done three big studio movies. The rest of the movies I’ve done, I did for free. Some of them I even financed. I can show you my bank account. I have less than a million dollars in savings. That’s a fact.”

I watched her as she took another long sip from her drink. “Okay, well, what do you want me to say? In that case, I’ll just delete the clip and move on with my life. I’ll forget that I was ever offered $350,000. I’ll just go back to work, making ten grand a year more than people on welfare. That’s what you’re telling me?”

She took a step closer to me and looked into my eyes. It was hard to believe that she was actually a man. Staring into those eyes, I wasn’t sure I believed it at all. And that grin on her face only made it harder to accept.

“Look,” I said. “I’ve got to go because I’ve got work in the morning. And if I don’t show up for time, I lose my job, and then I can’t afford to live in my crappy studio apartment. So either you have the money for me, or I’m going to one of my contacts.”

“One of your contacts?” she asked, still with that grin. “You’ve got lots of contacts? You do this a lot?”

My heart fizzled down into my stomach and I felt my face turning red. “I mean—one of the people who contacted me about this whole thing. Don’t try to put words in my mouth. Do you have the money or not?” I looked back to make sure the door was within escaping distance.

“I don’t have the money,” she said. She started walking around me. “But I can get it—probably in a couple of months. I’m being considered for this upcoming Tarantino movie. If I get the role, then I’ll have your cash. But I won’t know for a while still.”

“Not good enough,” I said. It was probably true that it was just a matter of time before my contacts discovered for themselves that Vanessa had a cock dangling between her legs.

“Maybe I can tide you over until then—give you something worth more than money,” she said, stopping behind me. She put her drink down on a little side table and then she reached her hands around my body, placing them on my chest. I became tense and cold all over. Her hands were small and soft—not at all like they belonged to a man—and she smelled so nice, like money and cinnamon and flowers.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“I’m making sure you don’t have any recording devices on you. I wouldn’t want to give you something you could actually blackmail me with.” I could hear that grin in her voice. She could probably feel my heart pounding—and she could probably hear it too. She moved her hands down, checking my whole torso for devices in a strangely sensual way. And then she ducked down and checked my legs. She pulled my phone out from my pocket and then she turned it on to make sure it wasn’t set to record—and then she placed it next to her drink on the little side table.

“I’m not recording any of this,” I said as she brought her hands back up. She cupped my butt cheeks, making me even more tense, and then she reached around and slipped her fingers under my ball sack. I perked up and took in a sharp breath of air, but for some reason I didn’t push her hands away—even though I knew they were male hands.

She didn’t move them away. Instead, she fondled my cock. “You’re big,” she said. “You could do porn with a cock like this.”

My face was burning hot. “I really need to go.”

“Just let me suck your cock,” she said, “and then I’ll get your money in a month. Deal?” It was hard not to push her away from me with a vicious shove, knowing that she was a man and that her cock was only an inch away from my ass, separated only by a couple thin layers of fabric. But it was hard to decline her offer with the sensual way she was rubbing my package. It felt good—too good.

My body shuddered but I remained unmoved. Her hand slipped down the front of my pants and onto my bare cock. She grabbed it gently and began to massage the length of my shaft. “I’ll take that as a deal,” she said. “Let’s shake on it.” She giggled before giving my cock a gentle shake.

“I—I really have to be going,” I said. I couldn’t wrap my head around what was happening. A transgender was stroking my bare cock. A man was stroking my bare cock. But also, Vanessa Klein, one of the most famous women on the planet, was stroking my bare cock. And goddamnit, it felt good.

She took a step closer to me, pressing her pelvis against my bum and her tits against my back. She got a better grip on my cock, which she managed to wrestle out from my pants. I was already hard, getting harder with record speed. I looked down and watched as she pulled back my foreskin and rubbed my bulbous tip. “I can’t believe how big you are,” she said, teasing my length with the tips of her fingers.

My lips parted to reply, but I had nothing to say. So I just stood there and remained silent. She continued to work my shaft, tightening her grip, pumping a little bit faster. I trembled all over as warm euphoria began to fill my body and tickle my bones. “Faster,” I said. She pumped me faster. “Faster,” I said again. And now she was beating me off with purpose and drive and determination.

Her lips hovered next to my ear. “You’re so hard,” she whispered. I drew a long, cool breath of air into my lungs. “I want you to come for me. I want you to come all over my brand new marble floor. And then I want you to make me lick it all up.”

“Okay,” I whimpered. I wasn’t too far away from coming. The tip of my cock was tingling and my legs were shaking. I took another deep breath in and then I closed my eyes. And that’s when I could feel a hard bulge growing against my bum—pushing through her dress and against the back of my jeans. She was either playing a joke on me or she was springing an erection. And I could see both of her hands—one was wrapped around my cock at the other was fondling my ball sack. So the bulge must have been an erection.

But it didn’t stop me. It didn’t take me out of the moment. I clenched hard but couldn’t stop the eruption of cum that ended up on her marble floor. She squeezed out the last drop from my rod and then she walked around me and got down on her hands and knees. I stared down at her, my heart pounding and body trembling. “Well?” she said without looking at me. So I sunk down to my knees and I grabbed the back of her head. I pushed her head down to the floor and made her lick up my cum. I rubbed her nose in it and then I even used my fingers to wipe a glob off of her cheek and into her mouth.

She stood up and I saw that huge erect bulge in her dress. She reached up her skirt and tucked it properly into her panties. The bulge was still there but hardly noticeable now. “I’ll see you in a month,” she said before licking her lips.

I didn’t know how to respond. I wasn’t even sure what had just happened—if it was real or just a wild dream. So I simply turned around and left, getting into my car without looking back.


CHAPTER VIII

When I woke up the next morning, I couldn’t figure out if my strange romp with Vanessa Klein had been real or just some vivid dream. I wouldn’t have believed it if I couldn’t still smell Vanessa’s expensive perfume on the shirt that I’d worn to her house—the shirt that was now on the top of my laundry bin. So it was real: I really got a handjob from one of the biggest celebrities in Hollywood—a girl who was possibly going to win an Oscar and star in a Tarantino movie. And it was also true that I’d gotten a handjob from a transgender—a biological male.

I spent most of that morning staring in the mirror, trying to figure out why I didn’t stop her. I should have just left as soon as she said she wasn’t going to pay up. I should have just gone to one of my contacts like I usually did, and left the stars out of the equation. Now I had nothing to show for one of the biggest scoops I’d ever come across—nothing but a state of confusion.

I knew her secret, but now she knew my secret. She knew that I was a colourist and she knew that I was working on her movie. All she had to do was go to our company website and she would see my picture with my name, and she could tell my boss that I was out blackmailing celebrities. I would be without a job—and without a career—before lunchtime.

I was nervous walking into the office, worried the news had already reached my boss. I stepped through the door slowly, and then I paused as everyone turned to look at me. The room became silent and my heart jumped up into my throat. “What is it?” I asked. My voice was hoarse as if I’d spent the whole previous night screaming at the top of my lungs.

“What is what?” Alex asked, holding his steaming coffee in his hands.

A wave of relief washed over me as the men looked back at one another and continued talking. I acted as casual as possible as I sauntered over to the coffee maker to pour myself a coffee.

“So you were busy last night, huh?” said Sammy. I looked back and realized he was talking to me.

“Busy?” I said. And my heart found itself back in my throat, pounding ferociously.

“Did you blackmail her or something?”

Now my heart was in my stomach, fizzling away in my stomach acid. “W-What?” I said.

“We got a call from Vanessa Klein’s agent.” He stood up and walked towards me. My body became tense, ready to be grabbed by the collar and shouted at. But instead he walked by me and grabbed the coffee pot, to top himself off. “Apparently Vanessa wants to come by and watch you work. Apparently you ran into her last night and chatted her up pretty good.”

I remained frozen, still unsure of what was happening. “I did?” I said.

He laughed. “I don’t know, that’s what the agent said. And apparently you lied to her and said that you were the one colouring the movie. I don’t blame you though—I probably would have said the same thing in your position. And honestly, I don’t mind if you want to take a crack at colouring it. Just don’t fuck it up,” he said. “She’ll be here at noon.”

My legs were on the verge of collapsing in on themselves. I wasn’t sure if my racing heart could race any longer. Sooner or later it was going to come to a crashing halt. Alex walked over to me and gave me a firm pat on the back. “Good job,” he said. “We could use some celebrity exposure around here.” He went to the coffee pot and topped himself up.

I excused myself to use the bathroom, and once I was in the bathroom stall, I tried to throw up. I knew the nausea wasn’t going to go away unless I threw up—but I could only gag and cough. Vanessa was teasing me. She was coming by to make my life miserable. She probably wanted to be in the room when my boss found out that I’d been selling private clips to the media. She probably wanted to see my face when I was fired. Was what I’d been doing illegal? Would she bring the police with her? Would I spend time in prison?

I don’t know why I couldn’t throw up. I splashed some cold water on my face and then I took the elevator down to the first floor where there was a pharmacy. I bought some Pepto-Bismol and some extra-strength Advil. They didn’t have anything for anxiety unfortunately.

That morning, I was like a hero to all of my co-workers. They were so oblivious to what was really happening. And I wasn’t sure how to play along. I knew Vanessa was just setting me up, so I knew that the more I played along, the more embarrassing the inevitable humiliation would be. But what other choice did I have? If I didn’t play along, they would realize that something was up. I couldn’t let them think that something was up in the off chance that Vanessa wasn’t trying to set me up for an embarrassing failure.

I was in the colouring suite at noon when there was a knock at the door. I was expecting it to be Alex, telling me that Vanessa was waiting for me in the lobby. So I took a deep breath and I wiped the cold sweat off of my forehead. There was a second knock, which was strange. Usually Alex would just let himself in after a few seconds. “Come in,” I called out. And then I watched as Vanessa slipped into the colouring suite.

“Well look at you,” she said with that familiar grin. And then she looked up at the screen. “And look at me. So I called it—you really are the colourist and you’re working on my movie.”

I sprung to my feet. “Come sit down,” I said, wanting her as far away from the door as possible. The room was mostly soundproofed, but I had a feeling Alex and the other guys were probably listening at the door.

“This is where you work all day? There aren’t any windows. Doesn’t that make you crazy? I heard that people can go crazy if they don’t have windows.”

“It’s important that there’s no glare on the screen while we’re colouring, and that the room is completely neutral with eighteen-percent grey walls.”

“I guess there’s more to it than I thought,” she said, taking a seat. She was wearing a tiny dress that seemed even tinier once she was seated with her legs crossed. It was shocking to think that someone hiding a cock could get away with such a short dress. But damn, did that dress ever make her legs look good.

I cleared my throat. “It’s not a good idea for you to be here,” I said quietly.

“Why’s that?”

“Because there are people who know that I have that clip—people who run websites and magazines. They don’t know it’s you in the clip, but they’re out doing everything they can to figure that out.”

“Well it’s just stupid gossip until they get that clip, and you won’t let that happen, right?”

A shiver ran down my spine. “I can try, but I can’t make any promises.”

“Oh, sure you can. Don’t sell yourself so short.” I watched as she reached down and adjusted her tits in the tiny top of her dress. She wasn’t wearing a bra, so I could see her nipples poking out.

I cleared my throat again. “So are those from, like, hormones, or are they implants?” I asked with the quietest voice I could muster.

She smiled. “They’re implants. Want to feel them? I think they feel pretty real, but it’s hard to know for sure. No one ever tells me what they really think, but I feel like you’ll be honest with me.” She stood up and walked over and my heart skipped a beat. She bent down and I could see right down the top of her dress. I could see her perky nipples and the perfect curvature of her rack. I reached up slowly and noticed my hands were trembling. I cupped the breasts gently and was shocked by how real they felt. “Well?” she said.

“They feel real to me,” I said.

“They weren’t cheap.”

I took another deep breath. “Why are you doing this?” I said.

“Doing what?”

“Ruining my career. I told you that I didn’t have a choice. If you want to go after someone, go after the people who want to publish your clip. I’m just a middleman. If you get me fired, I’m screwed. I don’t have millions of dollars like you.”

“Whoa, calm down. What are you on about? I’m not here to ruin you. I’m here to watch you work. I’ve always wondered how movies get coloured. I think it’s so interesting.”

I wasn’t buying it. I knew she was setting me up, I just didn’t know how yet. Maybe she was trying to get me to admit to blackmailing her. Maybe she had a recording device on her. She had her hair tied up into a fancy bun—maybe there was a little camera in that bun. “Show me the recorder. Take it out,” I said.

She stared at me with a half-smile. “What recorder?” she asked. “I haven’t owned a recorder since the third grade.”

“Very funny. Show me how you’re recording me right now. You’re not going to get any admission out of me. I’m not blackmailing you. I want that on the record.”

She shook her head. “You think I’m wired? Go ahead and frisk me. Find the wire.”

My heart bounced, but I needed to call her bluff. She was up to something. First, I checked her little purse, which had nothing but a few credit cards and her phone. I checked her phone to make sure it wasn’t set to record—and it wasn’t. So if she was recording, she was recording with something attached to her body.

I carefully reached out and placed both of my hands on her sides. I knew what wireless microphones felt like—I was constantly trying to hide them with artificial shadows while colour correcting movies. I ran my hands down her smooth, curvy sides, and then I reached around her back. Usually the microphone is attached to a small transmitter box, which they often attached to girls’ bra straps. But Vanessa wasn’t wearing a bra, and there were no little boxes.

But I kept exploring. I reached down around her waist and then I went down to her shoes. I could find nothing. And then I realized she might be hiding something at her package, where she knew I wouldn’t check. She knew I wouldn’t want to touch her cock or balls—but I had to check. I couldn’t let her leave that suite with a recording that could end my career.

I looked into her eyes. “Go ahead,” she said. “Check between my legs. I don’t mind. Just don’t be mad when you like it.”

I felt my face becoming warm as I looked back down at her crotch, covered only by the thinnest satin skirt. I reached a hand up. I ran my fingertips over her smooth skin until I found the lacy bulge of her panties. I slipped my fingers awkwardly under that bulge, making sure to check all the crevices, and then I slipped my fingers around her shaft, in case a thin microphone had been taped to her cock. But there was nothing.

“I told you I was clean,” she said.

“I had to make sure,” I replied with my voice cracking.

“But I was recording last night,” she said with a smile.

I was silent for a moment as that comment sunk in. “You’re lying,” I said.

She reached out and grabbed her phone. She pressed a few buttons and then I heard my own voice: “I’m just an opportunist. That’s all. Now let’s figure this deal out. If you pay the price, I promise I’ll delete the clip and you’ll never hear about this again.” A coldness overtook my whole body.

“Now I can take this recording to your boss, or you can pay me $350,000. What’ll it be?” she slowly crossed her legs, revealing that red lacy package for a brief second.

“I don’t have that kind of money. You know that,” I said through clenched teeth. I felt sick. I wanted to go back in time and never look for that damned clip. I wish I never discovered her secret.

“But you must have that kind of money. I had one of my people look into you. Apparently you’ve got a pretty nice house in a pretty nice neighbourhood. Word on the street is that you had a super rich uncle kick the bucket, but my guy couldn’t find anything about any uncle of yours—so I’m assuming that money came from clips like the one you have of me. Am I right?”

I was backed into a corner, desperate for any excuse that would come to my mind—but no excuses came. I was stuck. I had to pay up. But I really didn’t want to. $350,000 was almost half of my bank account. I risked so much making that money. I couldn’t just give it to someone who didn’t need it—someone who already had millions and millions more on the way. “I don’t have it,” I lied.

“Well maybe we can make a bit of deal. Maybe you can do something else for me in the meantime. For starters, you got me pretty excited when you played with my cock a minute ago.”

It was a good thing that I was sitting because my legs were now trembling violently. “What are you asking for?”

“Maybe you could suck me for a bit—make me come. It’s the least you could do after what I did for you yesterday.”

“I’m not gay,” I said, louder than my voice should have gotten. I quickly looked back at the door to make sure there were no shadows lingering in the slit underneath.

“I’m not a man,” she said. “Those are your options: lose your job, pay the money, or suck me off.”

My heart was pounding. I looked down at her crotch and found myself wondering: how bad could it be? It was just another part of her body, no different than her arms or her legs. I’m sure it was clean and it probably smelled just as nice as the rest of her. It would be over in a matter of minutes, and then I could delete that clip and send her on her way—pretend like this whole thing never happened.

I shook my head and I got down on my knees, in front of the super-famous Vanessa Klein. “Let’s get this over with,” I said, reaching up for her skirt.


CHAPTER IX

I gently pulled up her skirt and found myself staring at her lacy bulge. It was dark in that room, so I couldn’t make out too much detail—and maybe that was for the best. I found myself looked over at the door constantly, worried Alex or one of the other guys was about to bust in at any moment. Sadly, the doors weren’t equipped with locks. But I was fairly confident the guys would knock before coming in, with Vanessa there.

I slipped a single finger under that tight lacy strip of fabric and I pulled it aside, letting Vanessa’s cock and balls flop out. It took her shaft a few seconds to unfurl after having been stuffed into a tight lacy dungeon for the past few hours at least.

The cock wasn’t nearly as intimidating as I was expecting, even though it was big. It helped that she was all shaved and that she smelled like roses, even between her legs. I carefully slipped two fingers underneath her cock and lifted it up. It was surprisingly heavy, and remarkably smooth. I gently pulled back her foreskin and watched as her slick tip emerged. I knew she wanted me to suck her off, but I wasn’t sure how to start—and I still wasn’t sure I really wanted to do it. Maybe paying the money would have been better. Maybe getting fired wasn’t such a bad option.

“It’s not going to bite,” she said, looking down at me with red cheeks. I was surprised to see that her cheeks were red. Was she feeling vulnerable? She was always so confident, always with that smirk on her face, even when I was threatening to out her to the whole world. I didn’t realize she was capable of feeling vulnerable.

I took a deep breath and leaned forward. I lifted her limp cock up and slipped it into my mouth. There wasn’t any bad taste, like I was half-expecting. Though my heart wouldn’t stop pounding and my mind wouldn’t stop spinning. I knew that I was sucking a cock, which was something I never wanted to find myself doing.

I just kept reminding myself: ‘It’s either this or pay nearly half a million dollars.’ So I slipped that cock in further, letting it slide along my tongue. At least she was beautiful. At least she made an extremely convincing woman. At least her fingers felt feminine as they massaged my scalp.

Suddenly, I could feel throbbing. After a few bobs of the head, I could feel her cock becoming longer and thicker and harder. I could feel the emergence of veins, pressing firmly against the tight skin of her shaft. I could feel her tip swelling and becoming more round. She was getting an erection in my mouth. I suddenly had the urge to gag, but I held that urge back. If she was getting hard, then she was on her way towards ejaculating, and I was on my way towards being finished with this whole nightmare.

I could suddenly taste a bout of sweetness dribbling out onto my tongue. It was pre-cum, and it tasted surprisingly good. I sucked it down and swallowed it and I kept sucking. Now her cock was too big to fully fit into my mouth, so I used my hand to stroke what wouldn’t fit. She was hard now—as hard as a long chunk of wood. It was hard to bend her, so I just let the tip of her cock press against the roof of my mouth. I gagged every time her hard tip plunged down my throat, but I managed not to choke or throw up at all.

“You’re good at this,” she said. Her legs trembled momentarily, and then her knees pressed in against my arms. I kept stroking and sucking. I was getting closer—I was almost done, almost free from her blackmail. And sucking cock wasn’t nearly as bad as I thought it would be. It was actually kind of fun in a strange way. It was exciting to think that I was drawing a beautiful celebrity closer and closer to an orgasm. I was about to make her explode—me—the poorly paid colourist. So many men would probably kill to be in my position, on my knees, sucking off one of the most famous women on the planet.

“I’m going to come,” she said with a strained voice. “I want you to swallow all of it—don’t let any fall out. Don’t waste it. Oh God, it’s coming. Don’t stop—please don’t stop.” My heart started pounding. I didn’t know what to expect. I’d never tasted cum before. What if I couldn’t swallow it? What if I gagged and spat it all up? Would she still let me off the hook? Would she delete that audio recording on her phone?

She clutched my hair tight and pulled my face in firmly against her pelvis. And then she started to unload, shooting her hot goo against the back of my throat. She groaned and squirmed while I struggled to breathe. I coughed and choked and gagged, but she wouldn’t let up. Some of her cum dribbled out from my mouth and down my chin, but I managed to swallow the rest of it.

Then she pulled back and looked down at my face. “You missed some,” she said, reaching down and wiping the cum off of my chin and into my mouth. It was a little bit sour, but I liked the taste, so it wasn’t hard to swallow. “Good boy,” she said, bending over and planting a kiss on my forehead. “Now let’s get back to colouring. I just find it so fascinating.” She settled back into her seat and crossed her legs casually as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened.


CHAPTER X

I went home that night with no idea of what had happened. I knew that I’d gotten a handjob from Vanessa Klein, and I knew that I’d sucked her off. But I wasn’t sure where that left us. Was I still supposed to expect the $350,000 in return for the clip? Or was she still expecting $350,000 from me in exchange for the damning audio file? Or were we just even now? Was she going to delete that file and was I supposed to delete the clip?

I found myself pacing in my living room, looking around at all of the things that I wouldn’t own if it wasn’t for my sneaky little side business—all of the things I would lose if I was caught. The entire house would be the first to go, and then my car. I would have to move into a small apartment, which meant I would have to get rid of ninety percent of my things. I would have to cancel my cable subscription, and all of my individual sports subscriptions—you basically need to be a millionaire these days to be able to afford any of that. And then what would I be left with? Nothing.

A new hard drive came into the office the next morning. It was another big blockbuster, another film staring a budding actress. And I wasn’t behind my desk for ten minutes before I saw what kind of outfits they had her in: little bikinis, lingerie, and the tiniest dresses you can buy without going to specialty stores for strippers. I quickly navigated over to the other folders on the hard drive, and sure enough, they had all of the pre-production content there, including the wardrobe pictures. And in that folder I found pictures of that cute little actresses in the skimpiest lingerie—outfits that never made the cut, probably because they were too racy. Those photos were probably worth at least a few thousand dollars.

And after a bit more digging I found a whole folder of behind the scenes footage. I went through the footage for an hour and hardly skimmed the surface. I had so much material to work with—surely I would find something worth at least twenty or thirty grand.

But then I hesitated. Had I not learned my lesson? Had I not already been given a lucky second chance? Did I not deserve to be in prison? How much more of this could I get away with?

Then, strangely, I found myself searching an old name on Google: Jessica Perkins, my first victim. There weren’t any new news stories on her. The newest I could find was two months old, a story about how she was being admitted into a rehab facility. I suddenly felt sick. Did I do that to her? Of course I did. She was probably a more-or-less normal girl before the whole world saw nude pictures of her. And then she probably had to face her family after that. I couldn’t even imagine how disappointed her father was in her. It wasn’t so crazy to think that I was the one who drove her to drugs.

And then I searched for Lauren Fox, and the first article I found was about the pussy shot that I’d leaked. The article was literally about how her career went downhill after that day.

Who did I think I was? Why did I think I had the right to ruin the careers of these girls?

I pulled my personal computer out from my messenger bag. I opened up the folder where that clip of Vanessa Klein was hiding, and then I deleted it. I didn’t want to be responsible for ruining another life. It wasn’t Vanessa’s fault that I only made around fifty grand a year. It wasn’t her fault that my boss wasn’t paying me more. Hell, it wasn’t even my boss’ fault—that’s just what newbie colourists get paid.

I sent Vanessa a message, straight to her phone. “I deleted the clip. I deleted it off the hard drive too.” And even though I’d just lost out on the biggest payday of my entire life, I felt good about myself. I felt like for the first time in a very long time, I wasn’t a loser. I wasn’t some slimy little prick, making money by ruining peoples’ lives.

I finished the work I needed to finish with the newest hard drive and I passed it over to Alex. “It’s all yours now,” I said.

“That was quick,” he said.

“I’m trying out a new workflow. I think I’m going to be a lot quicker from now on.” And I was a lot quicker. I just did my job and I never looked into the hard drives that ended up on my desk—no further than I had to. And my bosses took notice. It wasn’t even three weeks later when I found myself with a big raise, and a promotion.

I was an official colourist with the company. I got to grade a feature all by myself for the first time ever. It was a small movie, but it was a big step in the right direction. And I started thinking of ways I could make even more money, building a colouring rig at my home so that I could take on private clients with small indie films and passion projects. Things were going well for me. I was making money—almost six-figures and climbing—with no guilt attached.

And then, one month after I deleted that clip, Vanessa Klein came into the office. She locked her gaze with mine as I was sipping my coffee and then a smirk came onto her face. “So it’s been a month,” she said.

Alex and Sammy were both in the room, staring at the super celebrity with glowing eyes. And I realized she was there to ruin my career with that audio clip—revenge for blackmailing her a month before. She said that she would do it unless I paid up, and I guess she meant it.

“Can I talk with you in private?” I asked. And I wasn’t sure that she would go into a private room with me to discuss the matter. I had a feeling she was there for the humiliation, and the humiliation would work best with all of my co-workers standing around me.

“Sure,” she said to my surprise. So we slipped into my colouring suite.

“Your name is on the door. That’s new,” she said, running her finger along my nameplate.

“As of last week,” I said.

“If only they knew what you are really up to in here,” she said with that trademark Hollywood grin.

“I’m done with that. I really did delete your clip, and lots of other clips—believe me. I probably had a million dollars worth of pictures and clips on my computer. They’re all gone.”

“Did I give you a good scare?” she asked.

“I didn’t delete it all because I was scared.”

“Well that’s nice to hear. I didn’t come here because I want your money, so you can take a breath and relax.” And it was relieving to hear, even though I didn’t fully believe her.

“So why are you here?” I asked.

“I just wanted to let you know that I got that role in that Tarantino movie. We start filming in two weeks, in Spain.”

“That sounds like fun,” I said. I watched her closely, still not convinced she wasn’t recording our conversation.

“It will be fun,” she said.

The room became silent. “Is that all you came to tell me?” I asked. “You can check my whole computer for that clip—I really did delete it.”

She shook her head and laughed. “I believe you,” she said. “I came because, well…” Her cheeks suddenly turned a shade of dark red. “I was about to have some fun at my house last night. I was all alone and I got this new dildo. I tried it out, and it just didn’t feel quite right. It was cold—and there’s nothing worse than something cold up there, if you know what I mean. It’s like having sex with a corpse. And then I went to try again this morning and I just couldn’t get into the mood. And then I remembered that you had a big, hot cock, and I thought: instead of masturbating alone like a loser, maybe I could swing by and you could clean me out with that big warm cock of yours.” She bit down on her bottom lip as her cheeks turned even redder.

Then she stood up straight, turned around, bent over, and pulled up her skirt, revealing the thin strip of black covering her puckering asshole. And I was hypnotized, drawn in like a moth towards light. How could I say no to such a beautiful woman? And that’s all I could see her as, even though I knew her truth. It didn’t matter. That cock was just another part of her body—no different to me than had there been a dripping pussy between her legs.

I reached down and fished that cock out from her panties, letting it hang down while I unzipped my fly. I gently felt her soft butt cheeks and then I squeezed them, making them red, digging in my nails. She didn’t flinch. She just wagged her bum like a horny little dog. My cock was getting hard fast—it wouldn’t be long before I was hard enough to stick it into her.

But I still had some time, so I sunk to my knees and spread her cheeks wide. I bent forward and pressed my lips to her hole and I started licking. Her asshole was perfect. I was able to press my tongue in deep and feel around her anal walls. She squirmed slightly and then let a little giggle slip. “How does it taste?” she asked with a shy voice.

“Great,” I said. I loved the feeling of her round butt cheeks hugging my face. I got my tongue in as deep as possible and I squirmed it around, getting her moist and ready. I was rock-hard now, but I wanted to taste her tight hole for a minute longer.

I reached around and grabbed her cock. It was pulsing and warm and it fit perfectly into my grip. I tugged it up and down, feeling it grow and harden. I pulled it back, between her legs, so her tip was just under her puckering hole—and then I licked both. She giggled again.

“I’m going to fuck you so hard,” I said. My face felt hot—my whole body felt hot. I’d never been so charged up in my life. I sprung to my feet and then I rubbed the tip of my dick up and down the crevice of her butt, mopping up some of my warm saliva. “Ready?” I asked.

“I’ve been ready all morning,” she said. So I pressed my tip against her hole, I pushed, and a moment later, I penetrated. I sunk in deeper and deeper and it wasn’t long before she was groaning and her legs were trebling. I’m not sure how she managed to stand upright in those tiny heels, but she did a good job. I could feel her anal walls throbbing against my cock, begging me to go deeper. So I kept plunging in further until my pelvis was firmly pressed against her soft tush. Then I started pumping her with my raging erection.

She moaned and I just hoped the room was soundproofed enough so Alex and Sammy wouldn’t hear. I slapped her ass with my pelvis and watched as it turned redder and redder. I reached around and got a good grip on her solid rod. I pumped it aggressively, desperate to make her cum. I had to get her off quickly because I knew I wasn’t going to last long in that tight, warm butthole.

“Oh God,” she moaned, gripping the edge of my colouring table firmly.

“You’re so tight,” I said through clenched teeth.

“You’re so big,” she said. I loved the way her puckering hole felt along my rod. I couldn’t get enough. I wanted more—I needed more. I reached down with my free hand and pressed two fingers into her asshole along with my cock. I wanted to stretch her out. I wanted to make her scream at the top of her lungs.

She covered her own mouth with her hand to muffle her scream, which was probably for the best. She squirmed and then I felt her cock pulsing. I looked over her shoulder and saw that she was coating my desk with her white goo. Finally, I didn’t have to hold on any longer. I released everything I had and filled her tight hole with my specimen, and then I stumbled back and fell into a chair, out of breath. Her asshole was still agape with my cumshot dribbling out. She looked back at me and giggled.

“You’re cute,” I said between breaths.

“You’re big.” And there was that big grin that I was growing to love more and more. “You know, my bed at home is pretty big. If you wanted to sleep in it with me, there’s more than enough room for both of us.”

My heart sprung up high in my chest. I said, “Sounds great,” before I even thought about the fact that she was a millionaire, or the fact that she wasn’t even a biological woman. None of that mattered to me. I just liked her—regardless of what she had between her legs and regardless of what she had in her bank account.

THE END
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