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    SO THICK 
 
    Annie Calloway retired young. She moved to a quaint northern seaside town where she would never be recognized, and for five blissful years, she wasn’t recognized… until he showed up. 
 
    A business man from the big city is in town to scope out the town’s old shipyard when he sees Annie sipping coffee in a small café. She can instantly tell that he recognizes her. When his face turns dark red, she knows that he’s familiar with her work from her career as the thickest trans adult movie star. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I was at my usual café, getting my usual cup of coffee, sitting at my usual seat by the window, looking out at the quiet small-town road that I found myself loving more and more every day, when I noticed someone who wasn’t so usual: a man, dressed in a suit, in his early thirties, walking into the café and looking around as if he was lost, like an alien that just landed on a strange planet.  
 
    He stepped slowly up to the barista, squinting as he looked at the menu board, as if he was trying to figure out what language it was written in.  
 
    The usuals in the café turned to look at the man. The place became strangely silent, even though the man wasn’t exactly doing anything entirely out of the ordinary; he was just standing there, reading the menu… 
 
    But that’s how things were in that small town. The people who lived there didn’t know outsiders. They probably looked at me the same way when I moved to the town, five years earlier. “Who the hell is that woman?” they almost-certainly wondered. “She’s not from here,” they most-definitely gossiped. And even after five years, I still got the odd glance from people who were surely thinking, “Why did she move here?”  
 
    It was a beautiful little town by the ocean, but it wasn’t a tourist destination. It wasn’t near any big cities and it wasn’t a stop on any highway. In fact, it was at the end of a highway, up on a peninsula that looked out into nothingness except for Greenland. There was a dock with a ship that occasionally did trips out to Greenland and back, but it was rarely to transport people. The town’s population had been the same since 1931, though it was now due for a decline. The average age in that town was 69 years old, somehow up from 65 years just the year before. Every so often, an old person would move into the town—someone who grew up there and moved away for work, now finally retiring to live in that hidden Canadian gem where they would never be found again.  
 
    It wasn’t the kind of town where people went to make a name for themselves, that’s for sure. There was no music scene, no art scene, no startup companies or research firms. And it was definitely not a place where anyone wore a suit unless there was a funeral (even weddings were usually done ‘casually’).  
 
    So naturally, when I saw the thirty-something standing there in his black suit, I wondered what everyone else in that café was wondering: who died?  
 
    The man paused and looked around the café suddenly, probably feeling the awkward gazes of a dozen locals. He forced an awkward smile before clearing his throat and turning back to the menu. “I don’t see lattes on the board,” he said to the barista. “Is that something you can make?” 
 
    I giggled, covering my lips with my hand. Was there a better line to prove the man was from the city? The barista—who had just celebrated her seventieth birthday—narrowed her eyes and tilted her head slightly to one side. “Latte?” she said. “This is a café, not a bar.” Was there a better line to show just how small that town really was? 
 
    The man’s lips parted. “Huh?” he said with a stunned look on his face.  
 
    “They serve alcohol at the bar next door, but it won’t open until eleven,” she said. 
 
    “A latte isn’t alcoholic,” the man said softly, trying hard not to sound like a smug asshole. He put a polite smile on his face. “It’s espresso with steamed milk.”  
 
    “You want a coffee with milk instead of cream?” the barista asked. 
 
    The man was silent for a moment. He looked around the quiet café again and then he looked back at the barista. “Sure. I’ll try that,” he said slowly. While he was waiting for his drink, he took a handkerchief out from his pocket and used it to rub the scuff on his otherwise pristine shoe.  
 
    The man actually looked a bit familiar, like James Rocket, one of my first on-screen partners. I knew it wasn’t James Rocket because James ended up dying from an overdose a few years after I met him. But it had been a long time since I thought about James… That was back when I was still strictly doing bottom scenes for a hundred bucks a day. 
 
    James was a nice guy off camera, but once the director yelled action, he became ruthless. Choking was never in the script, but the moment he was in character, his hands would slip around my throat. The first time I ever did a scene with him, I nearly passed out, and I was taken entirely by surprise when he grabbed me. For a moment, I thought that I’d accidentally signed myself up to star in a snuff film. After I finished sucking his enormous cock, I stood up and he grabbed my throat. He squeezed and spun me around before pinning me down against a table. I squirmed and felt my face turning purple. Then he forced his giant cock into my asshole and pumped me while I fought for air. He didn’t last long, so luckily it was only a minute before the director yelled cut and James released me. “Sorry, darling,” he said with his British accent. “I hope I didn’t hurt you.” He offered me a hand to help me up. I coughed and wheezed, and the production team gave me twenty minutes to compose myself before we went to pick up the scene at the thrusting again, because we needed more footage of me getting rammed. The moment the director yelled action, those hands were around my throat again, and James was grunting while forcing his enormous cock down my hole. 
 
    “Excuse me,” said an old man behind me, making me jump. I was daydreaming—remembering moments from a career that seemed so distant. Sometimes weeks went by where I never thought about those days in front of the camera. Sometimes I would go two or three months without thinking of those times. 
 
    “Yes?” I said politely to the old man. 
 
    “Do you know that man?” the old man whispered, though his ‘whisper’ was about as loud as a normal human’s regular dialogue.  
 
    “No, why?” I said. 
 
    “He’s young like you,” he said. “I figured you were friends.” Then he leaned back and continued sipping his coffee, staring at the newcomer with unwelcoming eyes. The townspeople in the small village of Rigolet weren’t the most welcoming people. They didn’t like change and to them, young people meant change. They looked at me the same way they were now looking at the man. Now, after five years, they were finally starting to relax with me, though I still got the cautious glance. 
 
    And for the longest time, I assumed someone recognized me and told the town who I was. I was almost ready to move, thinking my secret had been let out of the bag, and then I saw them acting the same with every newcomer that came through the town. Even when someone just drove in for gas on their way to the lesser-known hiking trail north of town, they got that same suspicious look. 
 
    Luckily, I don’t think there was a single person in that town that watched porn. The internet connection wasn’t good enough and there weren’t any adult movie stores for many miles. I felt safe there. It was the perfect place to be invisible and enjoy my retirement. In fact, I was so comfortable with the remoteness of that northern retirement village that I was convinced that I would never have to awkwardly sign some weirdo’s DVD ever again, or feign excitement whenever some sweaty man ran up to me and said, “I loved you in that scene with Gunner Thomas!” People loved that damned scene; I couldn’t even watch it. My butthole got sore just thinking about it… 
 
    Since I’d moved to that town, I hadn’t been recognized once, and that’s how I liked it. 
 
    Then, the young man in the suit looked over at me. His gaze met mine, and then his eyes became wide. His lips parted slightly before his cheeks turned dark red. And in that moment, I knew that my long streak of going unrecognized had come to an end. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER II 
 
    His glance didn’t last more than five seconds, but it was enough to make my stomach turn. He looked away suddenly and his coffee was ready. He took it and went outside, to sit at a small open table off the sidewalk. Now, the man seemed tense, and I wasn’t the only one who noticed it.  
 
    The old man behind me tapped me on the shoulder again. “Are you sure you don’t know that man. It seems like he knows you,” he said. I groaned and forced a smile. 
 
    “I really don’t know him,” I said. 
 
    “Well maybe he wants to ask you out on a date,” said the old woman sitting next to the old man. She had a sweet, innocent smile on her face. She had no idea that the man was acting nervous because he’d seen me in an adult film, getting stuffed by record-sized cocks, or possibly some videos of me doing the stuffing of young trans girls, tight biological females, and the occasional biological male.  
 
    “Oh, I’m just fine alone,” I said with a small wink. I sipped my own coffee. Then I looked back at the man. He didn’t seem like he was in a rush to leave. Usually, when strangers came into the town, the left immediately. There was nothing to do there. There were no museums and there were no businesses for any business meetings. But this man wasn’t leaving. He was sitting there, drinking his coffee. He finished his coffee and kept sitting there. And every few minutes, he would look back at me—and me specifically. If I made the mistake of looking into his eyes, he would look away quickly. At one point, I saw him slyly looking at his phone, using his free hand to cover the screen so nobody could see what he was looking at. Then, he looked back at me, and I knew that he was comparing me to my picture. 
 
    Maybe he recognized me, but there was no way that he was a fan. There was no way he was going to do anything. Nine times out of ten, when someone recognized me, they made an effort not to say anything and. They tried hard not to look at me. They kept their mouth shut and made it their number one priority to ensure that their friends were oblivious to the fact that they watched transgender porn in the privacy of their own home.  
 
    I decided to leave the café, even though I usually spent my morning there, watching the sun rise up over the deep Atlantic waters. I would normally go straight from the café to the bar, unless it was the second Wednesday of the month. On the second Wednesday of the month, I went to the post office to pick up my residual cheque: royalties from all of the adult films I’d done. I was only starring in movies for ten years, from the age of eighteen until I was twenty-eight. Now, I was thirty-three and the money was still coming in strong: about four grand every two weeks. Tony, at Black Crystal Films (where I did most of my movies) ensured me that I would be making decent money for the rest of my life, though he was still always trying to pull me out of retirement. “Just one more film, Annie!” he would say. “You can pick your partner. One day in the studio for an easy fifty grand.”  
 
    “I’m done, Tony,” I would always say. “This girl’s taken all she can take.” 
 
    “Then we’ll get you on top,” he would say with a big smirk in his voice, and that’s when I would usually hang up on him.  
 
    As I was leaving that café, the man in the suit spoke. “Beautiful morning,” he said, and then a chill ran down my spine.  
 
    I looked at him slowly and forced a smile. Maybe he didn’t recognize me. I didn’t look the same as I used to. Now, my hair was dark and not bleached platinum blonde. I no longer got lip injections every two months. I stopped wearing fake eyelashes. And, of course, I was now wearing clothes and not just lingerie.  
 
    But if he didn’t recognize me, why did he become so tense when he saw me? Why was he acting so strangely? Maybe he just had a crush on me, like the old lady suggested. Maybe he just wanted to ask me out on a date. “It’s a really nice morning,” I said softly, and then I started to turn away.  
 
    “Wait!” he yelled. And my heart plunged into my gut. Was he going to out me in front of the whole town?  
 
    I turned slowly. “Yes?” I said. An old couple at the table next to him turned to look at me as well. Please don’t say it… Please don’t say it… The people in that town thought that I got my money from ghostwriting gigs. Nobody had any idea where my wealth actually came from, and I wanted it to stay that way.  
 
    “I’m wondering if you could tell me something,” he said.  
 
    I felt sweat forming on the back of my neck. I felt my smile fading. I’d heard the same opening before, back when I lived in Los Angeles. The next line was always something like, ‘Do ever do scenes with fans?’ or ‘Are the cumshots in porn real or is it true they use Pina Colada mix?’ And, by the way—at least in my experience—the cumshots were always real. Some of those guys could really come buckets. That’s had never been one of my special skills, but I did one scene with a tall blonde man once. His cock was big but not bigger than any other porn star. He fucked my ass in a more-or-less vanilla way, and then I finished him with my mouth. Then, seconds before coming, he gripped his cock firmly and grabbed my hair, making me yelp. He held his tip to my forehead and then he burst on my face. He must have shot twenty gushes of thick white cream against my forehead, and each blast rolled down in a different direction. Tony, my producer, insisted that I watch the scene, and I looked like a character in a horror film, being consumed by some cosmic goo.  
 
    The man in the suit stared into my eyes, taking a long moment to figure out how to word his question. 
 
    “I’m actually in a bit of a rush,” I lied, and I started to turn away. 
 
    “Hold on,” he said, and for some reason I paused and looked back at him. He smiled, then said, “How do I get to Connor Avenue from here?” 
 
    My heart fluttered and then my body relaxed. “It’s just down this road here, about six blocks.” 
 
    “Thank you,” he said, still looking into my eyes. But his cheeks were red. There was something off about his demeanor. And why did he single me out? Why didn’t he ask the old couple sitting right next to him? Why didn’t he ask one of the ten people that had walked by since he took his seat?  
 
    I went home and tried not to think too much about him. But I really was scared. I really didn’t want my secret getting out. Some guys had no shame; some guys loved to brag to everyone about how much porn they consumed, no matter how weird their kinks were. I was walking downtown New York City once when a man across the street shouted, “Annie Calloway! Annie Calloway! I’m a big fan! You’ve got the best dick in porn, hands down!” People stopped and stared at me. Some people even gasped. I can still remember my face turning white as I tried to scurry away from the crowd. And the man kept shouting at me. He even tried to catch up to me, shouting at me as he went, as if he was worried that I hadn’t heard him the first dozen times… 
 
    I hated those days. That’s why I moved to a small town where I would never be recognized. I wanted peace and quiet. I wanted to enjoy the scenery and I wanted to be able to go out without worrying people were staring at me and thinking about my scenes. Sometimes, when I lived in LA, I could just tell that men were thinking about my most popular scene when they looked at me.  
 
    It was two years into my career when I was hired to do a threesome scene. It was with Cary Clauson and Peter Porker (great name, right? Not at all…). The director didn’t have a script. “I just want it to be natural,” he said. And it was the first time that I wasn’t supposed to be pretending to be a maid or a schoolgirl or a pizza delivery girl. They even let me pick out my own outfit from the studio’s costume room. I went with a beautiful black teddy underneath a cute white floral dress. The set was a simple living room. We were literally told to stand in the middle of the room, then they rolled the cameras. “Just do what feels natural,” said the director before he yelled, “Action!”  
 
    And it was awkward without lines and without direction. We kind of looked at each other, and then Cary broke the silence by saying, “I just really wish someone would fuck my tiny teen pussy right now.” So Peter walked up to her and they started making out. He reached down and stuck his meaty fingers under her panties, and I just stood there, not sure what to do. 
 
    “Do something, Annie,” the director hushed from behind his monitor. There were four cameras filming simultaneously. I had no idea what to do, or how to get into the action, so I just went behind Cary. I started kissing her neck while Peter ate her face off. She leaned her butt back into my lap and started grinding, and it felt kind of nice. She had a big, soft ass, and she was wearing a cute leopard print skintight dress. I pulled her dress up and dropped to my knees, still not quite sure what to do—but I knew I had to do something. I spread out her butt cheeks and licked her asshole. “Lick my tight teen asshole!” she moaned loudly. She was a terrible over-actor. I assumed the scene was going to be cut. I assumed we were all wasting our time… and they were only paying me one hundred and fifty bucks for the work.  
 
    Cary reached down and spread her cheeks wide, also spreading out her vaginal lips. It would have been fine had she not let a small queef out in my face. I groaned but stayed in the moment. I kept licking her asshole until my saliva was dribbled down her thighs.  
 
    Now, Peter was sticking his big veiny cock into her pussy. He lifted up her thighs and started humping her. She instantly started moaning like she was having an orgasm. And once again, I found myself feeling like the odd girl out, standing next to the couple as they fucked, with their arms around each other. 
 
    “Get in there, Annie!” the director hushed. So I did the only thing I could think to do: I slipped out my erection and I pushed it into Cary’s asshole. She gasped and said, “It’s so fucking thick!”  
 
    I’d never been on ‘top’ before. I’d always been the bottom. No director had ever asked me to be the one doing the penetrating. Even when I did other scenes with girls, it was always strap-ons in my asshole. Occasionally I would get a blowjob, but for the most part, they wanted me getting fucked. Everything changed that day. The scene was so popular; a week later, Tony called me with five new bookings. “They want you on top now,” he said to me.  
 
    After that scene, I was fucking girls in their pussies, their assholes, their mouths… At least once each week, I would tit-fuck a girl and spray my load on her face. It was a bit weird at first. I always thought of myself as a submissive girl. I liked laying on my stomach and getting my anus massaged by a nice piece of meat, but now, people only ever wanted me fucking girls and boys.  
 
    And that scene—the one without the script—was a hit. In a week it had a million views. By the end of the month, it was closing in on one hundred million views. The editor who cut the scene made me the star. Almost every angle was on me: my face, my cock, my small breasts. There were a few shots of Cary Clauson spreading her cheeks to show just how much I’d stretched her out.  
 
    And that was the first time they really let me get erect in a scene. Before that, they always wanted me soft. If I ever started getting hard, the director would call cut. “People want to see cute flaccid cocks on girls, not big erections. Erections are for boys.” But after that day, there was always a fluffer for me on set: a young girl with long eyelashes who would do anything to make me hard before the director called ‘Action!’.  
 
    I shook my head as I poured myself a new cup of coffee, in my little seafront cottage. So many memories were coming back to me now. I hadn’t been in a scene for five years. I hardly ever thought about that life. But now, I couldn’t make those thoughts go away.  
 
    They weren’t bad memories. They were fine memories, for the most part. Most of the scenes I did were pleasant, and the orgasms were mostly real. I made a lot of good friends on those sets, and most of the performers were respectful and kind. It’s not like I didn’t want to be thinking of those memories, but I definitely didn’t want to have my old life back. I liked my new life, by the sea, watching waves and the occasional whale. I liked being a nobody… 
 
    Though maybe I did miss being recognized a little bit. Maybe it was nice when a guy bought me a drink in a bar and said, “Big fan.” Maybe it was kind of nice when a guy blushed and said, “Love your work.” It used to turn me on knowing I’d gotten those guys off, probably more than once. It had been a long time since anybody looked at me with ‘I want to have sex with you so badly’ eyes. Maybe it was time for a trip to the city. Maybe it would be fun to get recognized by a few people, sign a few autographs, make a few boys blush by pecking them on the cheeks.  
 
    I decided to take a shower, and when I was in the shower, more of those old memories came back to me. I remembered an expo I went to, where I was one of the special guests. I went on stage to do a panel with a number of other porn stars, and then the host of the panel dared me to fuck a girl on the stage. I didn’t really want to do it; even though I was a porn star, I still felt awkward about public indecency and being naked in front of people. I trusted my camera team and the directors I worked with. But at that expo, I was in front of four hundred strangers. I didn’t want to look like a coward, so I did it. 
 
    The girl—some slutty porn fan—dropped to her knees and pulled my cock out from my panties. She sucked it in front of everyone. People cheered and I tried not to look at the audience. She got me hard and then she gasped as she stared at it. “It’s… It’s so thick!” She tried to wrap her hand around it but couldn’t. She gasped again. Then the host helped her up to her feet. Two of my porn star friends bent her over while she softly whined, terrified of what was coming.  
 
    It was hard to squish my cock into her untrained pussy. Porn star girls had slits made of elastic—I swear. But to the average girl, my cock was impossible to accept. I guess that was part of what made me popular… 
 
    But I did get it into her after a lot of hard pushing. I could feel her pussy stretching around my girth as she moaned (and maybe she was crying a little bit, but doing a good job of not chickening out). I pumped her slowly as her eyes rolled into the back of her head. She screamed, “Ouch! It’s so thick! Oh my God, it’s so thick!” And she managed to make it to my cumshot. Then she stumbled forward, grabbed her cunt with both of her hands, and she ran off to the bathroom, probably to make sure it wasn’t broken or falling out of her body.  
 
    The crowd cheered for her and they cheered for me.  
 
    But why was I remembering that now, more than five years later, as warm water trickled down my naked body? And now, I was erect. My heavy shaft was standing upright, throbbing. My foreskin was pulled back and my tip was slightly reddened, begging to be stroked.  
 
    Why was I so aroused? Did I really miss those days? It had been so long since I even thought about those old times in the limelight.  
 
    I gripped my cock and closed my eyes. I remembered the first time they put me in a scene with a man, with me on top. 
 
    He was a young man, only eighteen. He was shorter than me, and thinner too. From behind, he looked a bit like a girl. He had a small cock, which was rock hard before we even started rolling. It was his first time doing porn, and as soon as we started interacting, I was realizing it was his first time having sex too. He was nervous and tense. He was an awkward kisser, and he kept whispering, “Sorry.” He was very awkward when the director told him to go onto his knees. He was so hesitant to suck me. He grabbed me with both hands and moaned in a scared sort of way. He pumped me with both of his hands and whispered the same thing they all said: “It’s so thick!”  
 
    The director got fed up with the boy’s nervousness. “Just fuck his face, Annie!” he shouted. I felt guilty doing it, and I knew the boy was scared, but I didn’t want to be in that studio all day. So I backed his head into the wall and held his face in place using both of my hands. I pushed my cock into his mouth and I thrusted in and out of his throat. He gagged and coughed. Then the director commanded me to flip him over. The boy was still catching his breath, now on his stomach. 
 
    “Fuck his brains out, Annie!” shouted the director. So I went in, no condom, pushing my cock hard into his ass. He was tight—tighter than any hole my cock had ever been in before. I don’t think he’d ever been fucked. I don’t think he’d ever even put a dildo into his bum. He screamed and the director shouted, “Great! Love the scream!” I think the director was under the impression the young man was acting. I was nervous, thinking I should stop, but they told me to keep going, so I fucked him against the floor. I pumped him and made his whole body rattle against the ground.  
 
    “I—I think I’m going to come!” the boy said with a strained voice. 
 
    “Hold him up!” the director yelled. So I pulled him up, feeling strangely strong. I wasn’t a very strong girl, but he was just so thin and so short! He was like a doll in my hands. I pulled him up to face the camera, still with my cock in my ass. We were on our knees now, and his shaft was throbbing. Instead of pumping himself, he reached his hands back and put them on my face. Then I watched from over his shoulder as he erupted: blasting cum into the air while he moaned and groaned and trembled all over. His tight anus clenched my shaft, which felt nice, and then he slumped forward, going limp in his own pool of cum. I was pretty sure that he was passed out, but the director was sure it was an act, so he told me to keep fucking him. I ended up coming on his back while he was limp on the ground. For a moment, I was worried he was dead.  
 
    And now, thinking about shooting that scene, I was coming in the shower. I was pulsing streaks of cum against my shower wall—fantasizing about my porn career for the first time in a long, long time.  
 
    I was scared. I really thought that life was behind me, but now I wasn’t so sure. Now, I was only sure that I really needed a drink. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I sat down in my usual bar, in my usual seat, and ordered my usual brand of beer from the usual bartender. From that seat, I had a perfect view of the cove where icebergs sometimes appeared during the winter months. Now, there was a seal playing in the water, popping up and bobbing back down. 
 
    The bartender in that bar was possibly the youngest man in the town: thirty-eight years old, single, but not really my type (the old people were always suggesting we get together). He had a nice smile. He was always wearing plaid shirts and jeans, and he loved talking to me, though he never asked me on a date (thankfully, because I wasn’t interested). I liked being single. I didn’t dream of being in a relationship like most girls, and I really didn’t want the town finding out that I had a cock.  
 
    Nobody knew that I was transgender. I’d spent nearly twenty years of my life perfecting my voice and working on my body so that I would pass as a girl, and now I wanted to keep it that way: I wanted everyone to continue thinking that I was a girl. In that town, I got to live a normal life as a girl. Whenever I lived somewhere that people knew my name, within months, everyone knew that I was trans. As soon as they knew, they would treat me different, like a cancer patient. Whenever there was a story in the news about anything to do with the LGBT community, they would come up to me and ask my opinion. They would say things like, “Isn’t it so hard being trans?” and “Aren’t people so mean?” and “How are you always smiling knowing that there are evil people in the world that want you dead?”  
 
    I would just smile and shrug my shoulders. I’d never met those people outside of internet comments sections. My life wasn’t at all dramatic until those bleeding hearts were shedding tears on my behalf.  
 
    And whenever someone found out that I was trans, they were always trying to set me up. “He’s open to dating trans women!” they would say, as if it was the sign of a truly great man…  
 
    I didn’t want to go through any of that. I didn’t want to talk about being trans with anyone, especially not a partner. I liked being alone if it meant that my life was peaceful and serene. I paid my dues and now I just wanted to relax.  
 
    I was relaxing when the door of that bar opened and the man in the suit came in. He went straight to the bar and took a seat with a deep sigh. “Bud Light, if you have it,” he said to the bartender, and then the bartender looked at him the same way the old people in the café looked at him. There was a long moment of silence before the bartender started to pour the drink: slowly, with that cautious look on his face.  
 
    I really had no idea why the people in that town hated outsiders so much. The bartender gave the man the beer without saying a word, then he came back to me. “So,” he said, suddenly smiling. “Working on a new book?”  
 
    I returned the smile. “Always,” I said, sipping my drink. 
 
    “Want to tell me who it’s for,” he said, leaning over the bar. I could tell that he’d been working out—and I could tell that he wanted me to tell. He had his sleeves pulled up and it almost seemed like was trying to flex his arms. I knew he had the hots for me, and I was happy to entertain him a little bit, mainly because I didn’t want to have to find a new bar to go to.  
 
    “You know I can’t do that,” I said, trying to keep my voice down. The newcomer was sitting about twenty feet away, within earshot. I didn’t want him hearing me talking about my ‘ghostwriting’ gig. I didn’t want him speaking up and saying, ‘Actually, she is a porn star!’  
 
    And the man in the suit looked over. He eyed me before looking back out at the water. My heart skipped a beat.  
 
    The bartender noticed the man looking at me. “You know that guy?” he asked quietly. 
 
    “No,” I smiled. 
 
    “Hm,” he said.  
 
    “What is it?” I asked with a small laugh. 
 
    “I’ve just never seen him before,” the bartender said. He may have been closer to me in age, but the bartender had the same grouchy old person energy that everyone else in the town had. I both loved and hated that attitude. At least it kept the town small and isolated… “So just tell me what you’re working on. I won’t tell anyone.” I could tell that the bartender didn’t actually care what I was working on; he just wanted to chat. He just wanted to be close to me, and I had a feeling he was feeling a bit defensive now that there was another man about his age in the bar.  
 
    “You know I can’t tell you, Roger,” I said with a cute smile. “It’s part of my contract. It’s the reason they hire me.”  
 
    “But c’mon,” he said, and then he stood upright and puffed out his chest, which he’d been working on. “You can tell me. You know I can keep a secret.”  
 
    I sipped my drink. “Maybe on my deathbed, if you’re still around.” I winked and he rolled his eyes. Then he looked over and caught the stranger staring at me again.  
 
    “Can I help you, fella?” Roger asked in a rather standoffish kind of way. 
 
    “What’s that?” the stranger smiled. 
 
    “You just keep looking at her, but she says she doesn’t know you,” Roger said. 
 
    “Roger,” I said, and now he was getting a bit too jealous, embarrassing himself slightly. 
 
    “What? It just seems like you might be making her uncomfortable,” Roger said. 
 
    “I’m not uncomfortable,” I said. 
 
    “Oh. Sorry. I just—I thought I recognized her,” the stranger said. My heart groaned and fell low in my stomach.  
 
    “Well she doesn’t recognize you,” said the bartender with a scowl. 
 
    “Roger!” I said. And then I turned to the man and smiled. “I’m sorry about him. He’s not used to meeting new people. It’s a Rigolet thing.”  
 
    The bartender groaned and he backed away to go wash some dishes. He kept a close eye on me, clearly feeling like the newcomer was trying to steal something that was his. But I wasn’t his. I wasn’t anybody’s—and I wasn’t going to be the stranger’s either.  
 
    “Sorry about that,” I smiled. 
 
    “It’s fine,” he said, sipping his drink. “I saw you down at the café earlier.” 
 
    I nodded my head slowly. Then he stared at me, looking deep into my eyes. “I know you from somewhere,” he said with a small smile. “I’m sure of it. You just look so familiar.”  
 
    “Really?” I said, pressing my lips thin.  
 
    He nodded his head, then he blushed and looked away. “Have you lived here long?” he asked. I was trying to decide if he recognized me or not. He was acting like he knew exactly who I was, but his questions suggested otherwise. Was he putting on an act? If so, why would he say that he recognized me? It seemed like a curious thing to say to a porn star.  
 
    “About five years,” I said.  
 
    “That long? Really?” And again, there was something curious about that way he said it, as if he was insinuating something else. 
 
    I bit down on my tongue. “So why are you in town?” I asked. 
 
    “Business,” he said, looking away suddenly and taking a sip from his drink. 
 
    “What kind of business? There’s the drug store, this bar, the café, and the farmer’s market.” I laughed. “Those are the businesses here.”  
 
    “Oh, something boring,” he said.  
 
    “We don’t normally get people doing business up here,” I said.  
 
    “Is that so?” he asked, looking at me curiously from over his glass of beer.  
 
    It was killing me. Did he recognize me or not? Why did he keep looking at me? Was it because I was the only woman under the age of sixty in the whole town? And what was with the moment earlier, when I saw him looking at his phone before blushing all over? Was that just something unrelated? Was I making something out of nothing?  
 
    Then he looked at me again with that curious tilted grin. “I really think I know you from somewhere. Did you go to school in Halifax?” he asked. 
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    “Did you go to university in Quebec?” he asked. 
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    “Hm,” he said. 
 
    Was he playing dumb? He was so sure that he knew me. And now, I felt the urge to tease him, though I wasn’t sure why. It’s not like I wanted him figuring out who I was; I wanted my identity to remain safe, and teasing him was probably the worst thing I could do to ensure my identity remained a secret.  
 
    But it had been so long since I’d flirted with a fan. It had been so long since a man pulled out a phone to snap a photo of me. It had been so long since someone awkwardly came up to me and asked if they could see my cock while their face turned dark red.  
 
    “Maybe I do know you,” I said, widening my eyes. 
 
    “Really?” he said, leaning forward slightly. 
 
    “Were you the guy at that bar in New York,” I said softly. “We were both a bit drunk and then we went up to your room, and you had those handcuffs.” 
 
    His eyes became wide and he shook his head. “Oh no,” he said. “I—I’ve never been to New York. That was someone else.”  
 
    “Oh,” I said with a giggle. “Maybe it was. You’re right.”  
 
    “But I do know you from somewhere. It’s going to kill me,” he said.  
 
    I bit down on my tongue and kept reminding myself that it was good that he had no idea who I was. But I really just couldn’t help myself. For some strange reason, I just really wanted another taste of that fame that I once had, even though I didn’t really love it when I had it. Maybe I didn’t appreciate it when I had it. Maybe now, five years later, I had some real time to reflect on that life. Maybe I had it better than I realized. 
 
    I mean—I was paid amazingly. Not at first, no, but after a couple of years, I was making a few thousand bucks for each shoot. Then, after my third year, I started getting a piece of the pie: a few percentage points of each video I did; it was part of my contract. By the end of my fifth year, I was making close to $400,000 per year. I ran the numbers and figured I would make decent money off of my old films for at least a decade or two, and that seemed like more than enough to retire on. 
 
    And there was more to the career than the money. I won’t lie: the sex was often quite good. I liked getting pumped by some of the biggest, most ripped guys in the country. And I really liked being on top too. The orgasms were nice, I got to wear cute outfits, and I had a fanbase of people who actually loved me.  
 
    The man in the suit was taking a sip from his beer. With the beer going into his mouth, he turned to look at me. He smiled, and then he froze suddenly. His eyes became wide and he suddenly spat beer, covering his mouth a half second too late. I winced away and wiped beer off of my face.  
 
    “I’m so sorry!” he said. “I just—I, uh… the beer went down the wrong hole. I’m sorry.” He handed me a napkin, but I already had one. 
 
    “It’s fine. It happens,” I said. But I knew what really happened: he figured it out. Now, he knew who I was. Now, he realized who he was looking at. And now, the tension in that bar was awkward. He became silent. He looked forward with a dazed look, parted lips and all.  
 
    I cleared my throat and tried to go back to minding my business. He looked over at me again, to see if it was true. Then he looked away quickly when I turned to look at him. “Is everything alright?” I asked, hoping to kill some of that tension.  
 
    “Yep!” he said suddenly. His voice cracked as he said it.  
 
    “So, uh, you were telling me what kind of work you do,” I said, hoping to get his mind off of the porn movies that were now playing in his head. He was probably imagining that famous scene, where I was anally destroying that young woman, while Peter Porker stuffed her pussy. We both came at the same time, pulling out at the same time. Our cum flooded down her legs at the same time, and someone turned that moment into a ‘gif’ and it became popularly used on websites like Reddit and 4Chan.  
 
    He cleared his throat. “Like I said, boring work,” he said. “And you? I mean—actually, I think, uh, you already told me. Sorry. I’m just thinking about work. Lots on my mind.” He laughed nervously and went back to looking at the water. It was probably my cue to leave him alone, but that strange desire to tease him kept coming back.  
 
    “You really do recognize me, don’t you?” I asked quietly, biting my bottom lip. 
 
    He turned to me slowly. “Huh?” he said. “Um, I don’t know. Maybe.”  
 
    “Are you a… fan?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh,” he said. His face was white now. He bit his bottom lip and just couldn’t look into my eyes. “I guess I’ve, uh, seen some stuff.”  
 
    I smiled. I remembered all those adult conventions I went to. I remembered how fun it was, teasing young fans, making them blush while everyone wanted to take my picture. Those were good days… 
 
    “Do you have a favorite?” I asked, looking up to make sure the bartender wasn’t coming close.  
 
    He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know,” he said nervously. I moved over two seats so that I was right next to him. He was wearing cologne, which smelled nice. I was wearing perfume, and I could see his nostrils flaring as he smelled it. Then I saw his skin flush as a small whimper escaped his lips. “I’m not like a big porn guy,” he whispered to me. “It’s like, a once-a-month thing for me.” He forced an awkward toothy smile. 
 
    But he was handsome. He didn’t seem like the usual kind of guy to recognize me. He actually looked a bit like Randy DeAngelo, one of the partners I had in many films: short dark hair, even dark stubble, nice build, not too meaty. “What’s your name?” I asked him. 
 
    “Lawrence,” he said.  
 
    “You’re cute, Lawrence,” I said, and then I realized I was talking with that bubbly voice that I used to use in films and with fans. I hadn’t used that voice in years—but it came back so naturally! I even found myself injecting the flirty, bubbly mannerisms, getting right back into a character that I hadn’t used in half a decade. I bit my bottom lip and I pushed out my booty, arching my back as I leaned forward. “Don’t be embarrassed. I’m flattered,” I said. 
 
    Then he looked into my eyes. He laughed with a nervous laugh before saying, “Well, you were good at what you did.” And it was interesting to hear him acknowledge that I was done working. For a guy who only watched porn once a month, he sure had a good idea of who was active and who wasn’t.  
 
    “I’ve thought about making another movie,” I said. “I don’t know, something for the fans. Maybe something with a fan.” And then I winked. I loved watching his face turn red. Oh, how I missed teasing fans! “Relax, Lawrence. I’m just trying to make you blush.” 
 
    “You’re good at that,” he said.  
 
    “Well it was kind of my job,” I whispered. “Just do me a favor. There isn’t a single person in this town who knows me and I’d like it to stay that way. You can keep a secret, right?” 
 
    “Sure. Sure—of course. No problem,” he said. And then he accidentally spilled a bit of beer onto his lap as he tried to take a sip. He gasped and grabbed a napkin. He patted his lap awkwardly, and that’s when I noticed the bulge. I couldn’t help but giggle. He was erect from my teasing.  
 
    I was having more fun teasing him than I was expecting. I felt naughty, and I couldn’t remember the last time I actually felt naughty. Even when I was doing the old porn gig, I never really felt ‘naughty’. It always felt like business, even with the fans. I hadn’t felt like I was doing something risky and taboo since the first few films that I did—and then maybe again when I first started sticking my cock into holes, instead of the other way around. 
 
    Those first few films were scary, but exhilarating. Sure, I got a rush when I showed up on set, nervous and still a virgin. I’ll never forget my second ever film, where it was just me and a very ripped man, whose name I can’t recall. It was a low-budget thing, shot in the director’s basement while his parents were away for work. The bed was a mattress on the floor.  
 
    The jacked man put me down on the bed and pressed himself on top of me, sucking on my neck while he fondled my body with his big, meaty hands. He was so heavy; I couldn’t move. I could feel all of his muscles flexing against me, and I could feel his nervous sweat rubbing on my skin.  
 
    And then, I felt his big dick throbbing in his pants. “Let’s make our way to the blowjob,” the director whispered. He was also the cameraman, and the sound guy, and the AD. He came in close with the camera. There were no cuts during that shoot. My partner sat up and pulled his dick out from his jeans. I looked at it with a gasp. I was just eighteen, only three years into my transition. I had braces at the time, and my hair was dyed jet black at the time. I was going through a bit of an emo phase. 
 
    He grabbed my hair and pulled my head down. He forced his thick meat into my mouth and made me suck him. The director went behind me and got low, getting some shots of me sucking with my flaccid cock dangling in the foreground. He took me by surprise when he reached out and grabbed my dick, squeezing it and moaning, becoming part of the scene himself. Then he let go and came back around to get shots of me sucking cock.  
 
    “Okay, now transition into fucking her,” he whispered. So my large partner flipped me around, keeping me on my knees. He mounted me like a dog, with his cock dripping with lubricant that he squeezed from a cheap tube. Then he fucked me raw, and the director made sure to get close once he was finished. “Can you make the cum squirt out?” the director asked. “Make it shoot out far if you can!” I couldn’t, but I tried. I was too stretched to do anything besides letting it fall out of me, running down my thighs and my shaved ball sack.  
 
    “Are you okay?” Lawrence asked me, bringing me out from my daydream. 
 
    “Huh?” I said, shaking my head. “I’m fine. I just—I’ve been having a lot of memories today. Sorry. Did you say something?” 
 
    He smiled and shook his head. “I was just asking if this is where you live now.” 
 
    “Oh,” I said. “Yes. I live here. Though I don’t really want anyone knowing, so don’t go posting it on any forum.” 
 
    He smiled. “Of course not,” he said. He took another sip from his drink. I did the same. I could see him looking down at my body as I looked away. In the reflection in front of me, I saw him look down at my lap.  
 
    He ordered another drink. 
 
    “So tell me what you do,” I said. “I know you said it’s boring, but sometimes boring is kind of hot.” I leaned forward and pushed my lips out, making myself look more like a typical slut. I really did miss those days of getting everything so easily, just by acting like a whore… It was fun, but I liked my nice, normal, calm like more than anything. I suppose you can’t have your cake and eat it too… 
 
    “It’s really not that interesting,” he said.  
 
    “Just tell me,” I said. 
 
    “Okay, fine,” he said with a smile. “I work in international trade—mostly imports, occasionally exports. Sometimes domestic.”  
 
    “That can be fun,” I said. “I bet you do a lot of travelling. A lot of lonely nights in hotels with only a phonebook to keep you entertained?” I winked. 
 
    He grinned. “Well it’s mostly just small towns like this one,” he said.  
 
    “Are there a lot of small-town baby Lawrences that you don’t want to know about?” I winked again. 
 
    He shook his head. “I doubt it,” he said.  
 
    “I just visit towns, process valuations and assessments, and then I go to the next town. Like I said: boring stuff,” he said.  
 
    “Everything’s boring once it gets repetitive,” I said. “Believe me.”  
 
    “Oh, I doubt your job was ever boring,” he said, shying his face away. 
 
    “Why do you think that?” I asked. 
 
    He bit down on his lip. “I mean—I’ve seen a few of them. I can’t say you looked bored.”  
 
    “Maybe I’m just a great actress,” I said. 
 
    “Maybe,” he said, nodding his head. “Well if so, you might deserve an Oscar.” 
 
    “Oh, Lawrence, you’re so sweet.” 
 
    Finally, the bartender came back out from the kitchen. He saw me sitting next to Lawrence and his face turned red. He pressed his lips thin and forced a weird smile. “He’s not giving you a hard time, is he, Annie?”  
 
    I shook my head.  
 
    Then the man looked at me. He smiled and waited for the bartender to meander out of earshot before saying, “Annie? That’s not just a stage name?” 
 
    “When I started, I wasn’t smart enough to use a stage name. Well—my last name isn’t Divine. That much was fake. But looking back on it, I probably should have gone with something like Candy or Lola.”  
 
    He laughed. “So your real name is Annie,” he said. “Who would have guessed.”  
 
    “Keep it a secret now,” I said with another wink.  
 
    Then he turned and put his hand on my thigh. “Do you want to come swing by my motel, Annie?” he asked, turning a darker shade of red than the Canadian flag on the wall.  
 
    I bit hard on my tongue. I gently picked up his hand and moved it. “I think I gave you the wrong idea, Lawrence,” I said. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said. “I—I didn’t mean it like that. I just thought… I don’t know what I thought.” 
 
    Apparently, I’d gotten carried away. I got a bit too flirty with the guy. It was fun, but I wasn’t exactly looking to have sex with a stranger. I liked being flirty and naughty and kinky, but that’s not who I really was. That was all just an act that was fun to reprise from time to time—and it had been so long. Hell, a part of me wanted to take him up on his offer. I wanted to go back to his place and give him the hard fucking that I would give to a trained professional in a studio in California. Sex like that wasn’t normal. Normal people weren’t used to it. It was harder and faster than normal—rougher and louder. But we were trained for it… Well, maybe not classically trained in some special school, but we were used to it. When I was just starting out as a bottom, I would spend hours the night before a shoot getting myself stretched and nimble.  
 
    It wasn’t just holes getting stretched; it was legs and arms and torsos and necks. Sometimes, to get that perfect shot, a leg needed to be moved up and out the way. Sometimes, to stay down in a perfect position, it meant rolling onto your neck while a tall man plunged down into you.  
 
    There was one unforgettable shoot with a fancy European director. He had won some awards for some dramatic erotic films, and he wanted to do a film starring two trans girls. I was cast alongside Hilary Fonda. It started out as softcore stuff: we gently kissed and rubbed each other. I squeezed her breasts and she sucked my nipples. Then we sucked each other, sixty-nine-style. Her cock was small and cute. I sucked it until she came in my mouth, then the director wanted me to gently spit her cum onto my own chest, so I did. 
 
    “Now rub it into her,” he told Jane in his thick French accent. So Jane used her hands to rub it. “With your breasts!” So she pressed her chest against me and rubbed the cum. “Now lick it,” he said, so she licked it. It wasn’t anything out of the ordinary, until he told her to bend over. “Head on the floor, ass in the air.”  
 
    Jane bent over.  
 
    “Now stick your erection in her, Annie,” he said. So I did. It was a bit of an awkward position. He wanted me to stand above her, aiming my cock straight down, which wasn’t easy with an erection. Sure, it looked hot on the monitor, but it hurt. My cock was being bent down more than it was meant to go, and every time I started bending forward, he would snap at me: “Stand upright! Squat your cock into her ass!”  
 
    And then it got harder. He made me lean back so he could get the camera directly above the action. He wanted a shot down my chest, straight down, which meant me leaning far back to make room for the camera man. I wasn’t sure my cock could bend like that, and it was going into Jane at a curious angle. “It hurts a little bit,” she said—and for a professional porn star to complain, that meant it hurt a lot.  
 
    “Don’t stop,” said the director. 
 
    It was uncomfortable. Not quite as uncomfortable as how he wanted me to come. 
 
    He made Jane stand up. He made her get an erection, which she put into my ass while I was standing on my head. It sounds so silly—and it looked silly too. He made Jane jerk me off until I was coming downwards, onto my own face. Then, he made me bury my face into her butt cheeks. “Try to fuck her with your nose,” he said, but it didn’t feel right and it didn’t really work. The film was only seen by a couple thousand people—and that was probably for the best.  
 
    “Are you okay?” Lawrence asked with a squinted look. His cheeks were still red from his awkward rejection, and now mine were turning red as I pushed away those old memories of being in front of the camera.  
 
    “I’m fine,” I said. “Just lots on my mind today. I should, uh, probably get going.”  
 
    “Well, I’m going to be here all weekend,” he said. “Maybe early into next week too. You should give me your number. Maybe we can meet up again.”  
 
    “I’m sure I’ll see you around,” I said. “It’s not an easy place to hide.”  
 
    He smiled, looking rejected once again, and then he took the last sip from his second—or maybe it was his third—beer. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    When I got home, those old memories started coming back again. I had no idea why this man was bringing back so many memories. Maybe it was his look: that pretty-boy face with his stubbly cheeks. I fucked many guys who looked just like him. In a way, it was that quintessential ‘guy who gets fucked in a trans porn movie’ look. His case wasn’t helped by the fact he actually seemed to want me to fuck him.  
 
    And he got me thinking about the industry. He got me thinking about all those old movies. So I decided to hop onto my computer, to see what the industry was looking like after five years. I hadn’t watched a porn film since quitting. The idea of watching one hadn’t crossed my mind. But now, I was strangely curious and the urge to see something naughty was strong. I went to one of those old sites that used to feature me prominently. 
 
    I was expecting to see a whole new interface and fancy new features. I was expecting to see tons of new hot content and some new super cute girls on the front page… 
 
    And my expectations weren’t far off. The site had been totally designed since I last visited five years earlier. There were thousands and thousands of new videos, now posted in 4K resolution. But the girl on the landing page wasn’t new—she was me.  
 
    I blushed. Why were they still featuring me? I hadn’t been in a new video in half a decade. At least that’s what I thought… 
 
    A previously unreleased movie featuring myself had been uploaded just a few days earlier, and it had already accumulated 800,000 views. “Damn,” I said. I didn’t recognize the image: me in a tight black one-piece, with bunny ears on my head. I clicked the video, which was titled ‘Never Before Seen Annie Calloway Film!’. Then, it started coming back to me. 
 
    It was from early in my career, before I was a ‘household name’ by porn standards. I’d forgotten about the shoot: a two-day shoot in a small house near Los Angeles. I was now remembering showing up for the shoot, feeling a bit nervous because I didn’t know what to expect. It was my first shoot with a big production company, and I was shocked when I showed up at the address to see that it was just a house. 
 
    There was a pool in the back, and that’s where the main part of the shoot was done. They did my makeup in the upstairs bathroom, and then they got me dressed like a knock-off Playboy Bunny in the master bedroom.  
 
    My partner was another trans girl, who was quite popular at the time: Amy Longhouse. They put Amy in a matching bunny costume, complete with white cotton tail, perky black ears, black collar, and white cuffs. She was a nice girl, laughing a lot and spending all of her time by the snack table.  
 
    She was a but chubby—chubbier than I’d seen her in films before, and that was my first time meeting her. She offered me a chocolate bar, and I told her, “I don’t usually have an appetite before a shoot.” 
 
    She laughed and proceeded to eat that chocolate bar. “My doctor switched me to new hormones two months ago. They make my voice way better—but my God, do they ever make me hungry!” She wasn’t fat (yet), but she was soft, and most of the weight was going to her thighs. “Ready to be bunnies together?” she asked with big, shining eyes. She was one of the few stars that I met during my career that was actually excited about every shoot. That excitement was endearing.  
 
    They brought us both out to the pool. We started filming and the director told us to sit by the pool to deliver our lines. The script was bad—and that’s probably why the film was never released. Or maybe there were some copyright issues with the dialogue (I’m sure Playboy didn’t approve). “I sure do love being a Playboy Bunny,” I said with a smile. 
 
    “Isn’t it the best?” said Amy, playfully kicking her legs in the water. “And it’s so great that they started letting shemale’s like us in!” That was the actual line in the script.  
 
    “And it’s so great that they just let us suck each other off all day,” I said, delivering my line. We had to retake that scene a few times because crewmembers kept giggling in the background, ruining the audio.  
 
    Before we started the sexy stuff, the director called cut and told us to take a fifteen-minute break. He went to call the producers while Amy zipped back over to the snack table. I stayed by the pool, going over my last few lines, which weren’t hard to memorize. I had a feeling the director was on the phone, complaining about the poor script, which seemed like it had been written in fifteen minutes by some intern.  
 
    Finally, he came back and said, “Let’s just skip to the hot stuff.”  
 
    We started with cock sucking. I sucked Amy’s long, smooth cock and then she sucked mine for a few minutes. We went to retake my sucking scene because the director had some new inspiration. “Amy,” he said. “Wrap your fat thighs around Annie’s head, and really pull her face into your cock.”  
 
    Amy looked angry that the director had just called her thighs ‘fat’, but she bit her tongue. We redid the scene and Amy squeezed my head with her thighs, forcing her cock down into my throat. I sucked her for five minutes, then the director called cut again. We took another long break, then the director came back. “Okay,” he said. “We’re going to go off-script. Instead of starting with anal, I want to try something different. Amy and Annie, I want both of you to jerk off onto a carrot—the same carrot. Whoever comes last gets the carrot in the ass. Maybe you can deliver a line first, like, ‘Whoever comes last gets it in the ass!’, and make it sound like this is a game you two play all the time.”  
 
    It was a bit weird. We both stood there jerking off, tilting our tips against an orange carrot. I came first. Amy came ten long minutes later. Apparently, her new hormones made it difficult to orgasm. So I bent Amy over, picked her outfit out from her plump ass cheeks, and then I crammed the cum-soaked carrot into her ass. I pumped her and the carrot gushed. Cum billowed down her butt crack and dripped off of her ball sack. The director told me to pump her until she came again, but Amy wasn’t able to come twice in a day with her new pills. So I pumped until my arm was sore and the carrot was starting to become mushy.  
 
    The director sighed and left the poolside again. He was gone for twenty minutes and then he came back with a new idea. He wanted me to fist Amy. 
 
    Amy was furious. She got into a screaming match with the director. The director said, “I can’t do anything with this movie! You’re giving me nothing to work with!”  
 
    And Amy said, “I’m not taking a fist in my asshole! Why don’t you take a fist in your asshole!?”  
 
    “It was on your approval list, so if you want to be paid, you will do it!”  
 
    And they kept fighting. Amy ended up calling her agent, and then she started screaming at her agent. Apparently, she had no idea that her agent signed her up for ‘fisting’. Then, after disappearing for an hour in the master bathroom, she came down to the pool with a red face. “Let’s get it over with,” she hushed. And then the director called action. 
 
    I didn’t feel good about it. I even whispered, “Sorry about this,” before I started to push my fingers into her tight asshole. She wanted the money more than she wanted her dignity.  
 
    Neighbors were now standing up and watching from over the tall fence. At least six strangers were watching me as I twisted my hand from side to side until I managed to get my fist into her tight asshole. Then I started to gently pump while she did her best to moan.  
 
    “Use your other hand to jerk her off,” the director told me. So I jerked her off while I fisted her. Amazingly, I got her to come a second time, so it must have felt pretty good. But Amy’s hole never fully recovered from that scene.  
 
    A month later, she called me. “My career is over because of that fucking scene! My asshole is permanently stretched out. I need to go in for a fucking surgery next month, and then I can’t do any penetrations for a year. I’m going to fucking sue that piece of shit director!”  
 
    Now, in my oceanfront cottage, I was watching that scene, using a hotspot on my phone. I watched my younger self fisting that tense, strained porn star. I was quite surprised by just how much of my arm I got into her. Half of my wrist was up her ass! It was no wonder she had to get asshole-tightening surgery afterwards… 
 
    I blushed and turned the movie off, but not before eyeing the view count again. I couldn’t believe there was still demand for content featuring me.  
 
    I shut my computer down and went for a walk down the water. There was a cute beach about ten minutes from my house. It was a bit chilly out, but I needed the fresh air. Now, I had a bunch of curious ideas in my head, and I wasn’t hoping to entertain any of them. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER V 
 
    The next morning, I woke up to a knocking at my door. The sound scared me out of my bed. I didn’t get visitors often. I never gave away my address—not even to the locals. It’s not that I didn’t trust anybody, but I knew that it was a precaution I had to take if I wanted to stay hidden for as long as humanly possible. 
 
    I approached the door slowly, wearing a sheer pink nightie that I’d recently ordered online. It was sheer enough that I had to cover my breasts as I pulled the door open a crack to see an old woman. “Can I help you?” I asked.  
 
    “We need you downtown,” she said. I vaguely recognized the old lady. She was a regular at the café. But I’d never talked to her before, aside from polite hellos.  
 
    “Why?” I asked. 
 
    “We’re protesting and we need everyone,” she said.  
 
    “What are we protesting?” I asked. 
 
    And then she looked at me with a scorn, as if I was in no place to ask. That town had a bit of a hivemind complex: if you weren’t on the same page, then you weren’t welcome there. The people were perfectly pleasant to you, as long as you had all of the same priorities as them. 
 
    The woman didn’t answer. She just stared at me, and then I realized that she probably didn’t even know what the protest was for. She probably never even thought to ask. The last time there was a protest in that town, three years earlier, it was to stop the local gas station from changing its name from PetroCan to Petro-Canada. The locals were worried the new sign would ‘disturb the aesthetic of the street.’  
 
    “I guess I’ll be right down,” I said with a smile. The woman looked down at my outfit with another small scorn.  
 
    To someone who didn’t live in that town, the woman’s attitude would have probably come across as rude and inhospitable. But I’d lived there long enough to know that the people were just like that. They meant well for the most part. They didn’t like change and they were slow to adapt. It’s part of the reason I wanted to live there, because that attitude kept the town small and isolated.  
 
    I put on a small black dress and some sandals, which had straps crisscrossing up my calves. I left my hair messy, tying it into a loose ponytail, and then I put on a touch of mascara before heading out to the ‘protest’. I wasn’t expecting much: a dozen boomers quietly gathered to rant about something with the town mayor watching from across the street. So I was shocked to see at least one hundred people, mostly old, but not entirely. There were young families, and there were even some people my age: male and female. I vaguely recognized most of the people there, and I was almost sure that every person from that town was gathered in the street in front of the city hall.  
 
    There was even a woman with a megaphone, throwing her fist into the air while shouting, “This is our town! We will not let them take it over!”  
 
    And then the townspeople cheered and clapped before the woman repeated herself, getting the crowd even more amped up.  
 
    “What’s going on?” I asked the man standing next to me.  
 
    “The town just sold the shipyard to some big American company,” he said.  
 
    Then I saw the woman waving the sign that said, “No Petron-X in our town!” I was vaguely familiar with the company: a massive oil shipping company that was based in the USA but did business mostly overseas.  
 
    And it didn’t seem like the biggest deal in the world. The shipyard wasn’t enormous—only big enough to accommodate a couple of ships at a time. Maybe the business would be good for the town. That town needed money, after all. The roads were worn down and the parks hadn’t been updated since 1962. Though I could see why the town was upset. They were upset when I bought my cottage, and this was about ten thousand times more relevant to their lives.  
 
    The crowd got angrier and angrier, until the mayor took the megaphone from the woman and tried to calm people down. But that just made the angrier, naturally. They shouted at him until he said, “It’s out of my control!”  
 
    “How is it out of your control!?” someone shouted. “You signed the deal!”  
 
    “That shipyard has been on the market for ten years!” he said. “The city can’t afford to maintain it. We had to sell it. This was the topic of townhall meetings for months, ten years ago. We all agreed to sell it.”  
 
    “We didn’t agree to sell it to Petron-X!” someone shouted, and then the crowd started hollering again.  
 
    “Well actually, you did,” the mayor said through the borrowed megaphone. “You all agreed to have the shipyard listed privately. There were no stipulations in the agreement. When the deal came in, I had to sign it, because that’s what we voted on.” 
 
    People booed. Then someone walked over to me and said, “You know he got a cut of the deal. Two percent of the sale and he gets to be on the Petron-X board in Canada. He took the paycheque.” I think the man had noticed that I wasn’t hollering like everyone else, and he thought the tidbit of information would get me worked up. But it wasn’t anything I wasn’t used to. I was used to living in big cities, and people just assumed politicians were all bent.  
 
    Then, the crowd really started booing when Lawrence stepped up from the crowd, wearing his black suit. His hair was slicked back and he had a shy smile on his face. “Hello everybody. Could I please have a minute to speak?” Someone threw a shoe at him, but missed by a good three feet. Lawrence looked a bit scared, which was surprising, seeing as most of the angry protesters were nearly triple his age. “I’m with Petron-X Mobil,” he said, and the crowd booed some more. “I just want to assure you all that this will be a positive change for your town, and you may not even notice a difference at all.” 
 
    “Fuck this guy,” mumbled the woman next to me, shaking her head.  
 
    The town wasn’t exactly giving him a chance to say his bit. And it’s not like it was his idea. It’s not like he was in charge of picking which towns to set up business. He was just a representative. He was just doing what he was paid to do.  
 
    “I just was to assure you all that we have high standards. We follow all regulations, and we even have our own set of stringent regulations, which supersede any federal and provincial regulations…” 
 
    “He thinks he can woo us all with big words,” said another woman near me. “We should chase him out of this town!”  
 
    And for some reason, people kept looking at me, probably wondering why I wasn’t shouting obscenities with them. I just didn’t care too much. It meant a few more ships coming in and out—maybe big tankers, but maybe they would be cool to watch. It meant a bit more traffic—maybe a few more people moving in to manage the local business dealings. And maybe it meant there would be a bit of industry in the town—probably not a big enough change to notice on a day-to-day basis, so I really didn’t care.  
 
    As long as my identity was safe, I didn’t care.  
 
    Then, Lawrence’s gaze found me in the crowd. He stopped for a moment and smiled, and now I wanted to chew him out. Now I wanted to strangle him, because now, everyone was turning to look at me. I shied back. I smiled at all of my neighbors as they scowled at me.  
 
    Then, Lawrence blushed and looked back down at his feet. “I’ll take your questions. Petron-X is an open company. We don’t hide things. We’re transparent, and I’m here to put your minds at ease, so please, ask whatever you’d like.” 
 
    So people took turns asking him condescending questions like, “How do you sleep at night?” and, “How much money are you making from this deal?” and, “How much do they pay you to lie to people like this?” He answered the questions for thirty long minutes, and then he stepped off the stage. That’s when glares turned back to me. Nobody forgot that look he gave me; that look was going to haunt me for the rest of my life.  
 
    I played it cool. I smiled and said, “Man, screw these guys, huh?” Then I awkwardly left that protest and went back home. I stayed at home until I couldn’t stand the fact that my fridge was empty, so I went to the bar to get a bite to eat and a lot to drink. It would have been the perfect escape had he not been there…

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I was just getting my drink from the usual bartender when Lawrence took the seat next to me. “Oh, this seat is taken,” I said, pointing at the windbreaker that was on the chair.  
 
    “I know. It’s my seat,” he said with a laugh. “I got this jacket last week. Like it?” Now, he wasn’t wearing a suit. His hair was a bit messy, intentionally so, as if he’d taken a shower after the press conference, and emerged from his motel room trying to look more ‘relatable’.  
 
    I sipped my drink and tried not to look over at him. People were already turning to look at us. I could already hear the whispering: people suggesting that I was somehow in on his little scheme to take over our town. “You’re going to get me killed,” I said. 
 
    “Your town is more resistant than I was expecting,” he said. 
 
    “I wish you would have told me that you were going to sell us out,” I said.  
 
    “Sell you out? Your shipyard was for sale,” he said. “And for a great price. We just put in an offer and it was instantly accepted. You really can’t be mad at me. And don’t worry—I see this all the time. People are salty and they protest and then they dig up a bunch of articles about oil spills. Maybe there will be a few hit pieces in the newspaper—and then we’ll start operations and you will all realize it’s not a big deal and life will go back to normal. God forbid we bring some work to the town…” 
 
    “I’m not disagreeing with you,” I said. “I don’t care one way or another. But I don’t want people thinking that I like you.” I smiled at him. “Because you get to leave after this weekend. I’m stuck here.”  
 
    “And like I said, once we start working, people will stop caring about any of this drama. Don’t worry, Annie, I see it all the time. If it makes you feel any better, I’ll buy your drinks.” 
 
    The bartender was nearby when he said it, so I called him over. “What’s up? Beer okay?” 
 
    “I’ll take a double of the black label scotch,” I said with a smile.  
 
    “Really?” he said. 
 
    “He’s paying,” I said.  
 
    Then Lawrence smiled. He wasn’t fazed, even though I was ordering a sixty-dollar drink. “Seriously, get whatever you want,” he said.  
 
    “You really are making a ton of money on this, aren’t you?” I said. 
 
    “I make fine money,” he said. “Enough about me. Let’s talk about you.”  
 
    “What about me?” I said.  
 
    “Seen any good movies lately?” he asked. The bartender slid my drink to me and then he wandered off, leaving me alone with Lawrence.  
 
    “Is that your best conversation starter?” I asked. 
 
    “Don’t you like movies?” he said. “Everyone likes movies.”  
 
    “Okay,” I said. “I saw a new one, just yesterday.” 
 
    “Which one?”  
 
    “It was about two girls,” I said. “They both come on a carrot, then one of the girls sticks the carrot into the other girl’s ass before fisting her, making her come again.” 
 
    Lawrence nearly spat out his drink. He turned red all over. “Oh,” he said. “I think I saw that one too.”  
 
    “No kidding,” I said. “Are you sure about that? Because it’s new.”  
 
    “Are the girls dressed like bunnies?” he asked. 
 
    “You really are a fan, huh?” I said.  
 
    “What can I say? I think you’re cute.”  
 
    “Normally my fans aren’t quite so brazen,” I said. “I can usually spot a fan: a guy who won’t look into my eyes, who gets completely flustered when I open my mouth. But you seem to like it when we talk about my past.” 
 
    “I guess I’m not like other guys,” he said with a confident grin.  
 
    My drink was strong, but delicious. I couldn’t remember the last time I had good scotch. They used to doll it out at parties in LA and New York. I would show up at the club and I wouldn’t have to pay a dime. Men would buy me drinks, producers would buy me drinks… and then, of course, there was tons of blow being passed around.  
 
    And those parties went down every night. I must have gone to over a thousand during my career: getting pampered with the finest booze known to man. And then I moved to that remote village, where a nice glass of scotch was nearly a hundred bucks because of the cost to import the stuff. So I pretty much stuck to cheap red wine and light beer.  
 
    It was strong liquor, but it went down smooth like water. In an attempt to get a reaction out of Lawrence, I finished the drink and ordered another. “Still on him,” I said. But Lawrence really didn’t flinch, making me think that he really was quite wealthy.  
 
    “So once you leave on Monday,” I said. “Will you ever be back here?”  
 
    “Maybe,” he said. “Once every few years, if there’s any need for a press conference.”  
 
    “I see,” I said. 
 
    “What do you see?” 
 
    “I see why you want me so badly.” 
 
    “Who says I want you so badly?” he asked. 
 
    “You’re sitting right next to my usual spot. By the looks of it, you’ve been here all afternoon, waiting for me. Why else would you be here?” 
 
    “What else am I going to do?” he said.  
 
    “Well at some point you went home to watch that movie, because it’s a new release,” I grinned. 
 
    “I had some down time last night,” he blushed.  
 
    “Down time; that’s cute,” I said. “But let’s just face it. I’ve seen it before. Like I said, I’ve dealt with fans before. I know how they usually act, and I know how they act when there aren’t any consequences. The thought of fucking a trans porn star is terrifying. It’s not something you would ever consider if it was in your hometown. But here, in another country, where you will never be again—in a place that doesn’t even have high speed internet—you can do anything, and history won’t record it, as if it never happened. Here, you can fuck a trans porn star. You can lie to hundreds of people. You can do anything with a smile on your face, because here doesn’t exist where you’re going on Monday, right?”  
 
    He stared into my eyes. “You think so highly of me,” he said sarcastically.  
 
    I smiled. “I’m giving you a bit of the benefit of the doubt.” 
 
    “How’s that?” he said. 
 
    “I said you wanted to fuck me, but something tells me you’re looking to take it, so to speak.” 
 
    Now he was turning that familiar shade of red. “Why don’t we have a few more drinks and see where things go?”  
 
    Now, the place was starting to get busier. Locals saw me sitting with him. They scowled at me and gossiped at their tables. I didn’t think too much of it, until I got up to use the bathroom, and then I saw a middle-aged woman showing another woman a picture on her phone. It was a picture of me, dressed like a Playboy Bunny. It was a promotional photo from that new release—probably the first image that came up on Google when my name was searched. 
 
    I kept walking, pretending like I saw nothing. Then, in the bathroom, I nearly had a full meltdown. Somehow, my secret had been leaked. How did it happen? Who spilled the beans? The town was already sharing the news. Soon, everyone would know—or maybe they already knew.  
 
    My quaint isolation was coming to an end, and I had a feeling that it was all Lawrence’s fault. Maybe he didn’t leak my secret, but he certainly wasn’t helping. He made the town mad at me. He gave the town a reason to dig up dirt on me. Or maybe it was dirt on him. Now, they could take a photo of us dining together and post it alongside a photo of me sticking my arm up Amy Longhouse’s asshole. It wouldn’t be good for Lawrence’s career, though I suppose he could just say that we were just seated next to one another. It’s not like his company was going to fire him for sitting next to an ex-porn star.  
 
    When I emerged from the bathroom, Lawrence was still there. He looked at me with a smile. There was a third glass of scotch waiting for me. I was already dizzy and feeling light. I probably didn’t need more booze, but I needed something to take the edge off. I hated that everyone was finding out who I was. I could feel them looking at me. Even the bartender, who had spent the last five years fawning over me, was now looking at me with a certain distaste. “I think I have to leave, Lawrence.” 
 
    “What?” he said. “Now? It’s so early. Why not just stay for a while?”  
 
    “You seem like a fine fellow,” I said. “But let’s face it, you wouldn’t be talking to me if this wasn’t a place you would never return to.”  
 
    “You keep saying that,” he said. “But what makes you think it’s true?”  
 
    “You’re too relaxed.” 
 
    “Isn’t that a good thing?” he said.  
 
    “You know you can just deny any accusations that we were together. Even right now, sitting with me at the bar, you feel comfortable knowing that there isn’t a single person in this town with a camera phone.”  
 
    He shrugged his shoulders with an innocent smile. “I hadn’t thought about it,” he said. 
 
    He was cheeky. He wanted to fool around with me, maybe just so he could say he’d fucked a porn star. And if that’s what he wanted so badly, maybe that’s what I would give him. Maybe I would give him exactly what he was asking for, and then I would see if he really was a man of his word. I leaned close to him and put my lips near his ear. “I’ll fuck you if you want me to.”  
 
    He bit his lip and smiled. “I’d like to be on top too,” he said, as if we were making a business deal. 
 
    “No, I’m on top,” I said. “That’s the deal.” 
 
    “Okay,” he said, swallowing the lump in his throat. “Deal.”  
 
    “Well that’s not the whole deal,” I said. “That wouldn’t be much of a deal for me, would it?” I giggled, covering my lips. I was already starting to slip back into my old porn character. Maybe it was the liquor, or maybe it was just the excitement of being naughty for the first time in years. Hell, I hadn’t even had a sexual partner since my retirement. I had a few little flings: dates that led to kissing and one date that ended with me giving a guy a blowjob. It would have been sex, but I made him come too fast, and then he cried because he was embarrassed that he came so fast, and the tears were a pretty big turnoff.  
 
    “What else?” Lawrence said.  
 
    “You’ll let me film it,” I said.  
 
    “Film it?” he said, turning pale.  
 
    “Anything wrong with that?” I said. 
 
    He smiled nervously. “You want it for your private collection?” 
 
    “No,” I said. “I’ll post it online. Or maybe I’ll give it to my old producer. He’ll be thrilled.”  
 
    “Hell no!” he said suddenly, shaking his head. “My career will really be over if I end up on some porn site.”  
 
    I giggled, covering my lips. “I’ll blur your face. You don’t have any tattoos, do you? Nobody will know it’s you. Well, it will be pretty obvious to people who know you, but you won’t get fired over it, as long as you deny that it’s you.” 
 
    “It’s not worth the risk,” he said. 
 
    Then I gasped. “Excuse me! You don’t think I’m worth the risk? Well then, I’m definitely not fooling around with you. That was my offer for you.” 
 
    The next ten minutes was relatively quiet. He tried a few times to start up some small talk, asking about the weather in the town, asking about how winters were, asking about what my other hobbies were. Then, he just couldn’t take it anymore. “Fine,” he said, biting down on his tongue. He wasn’t looking into my eyes. 
 
    “Fine?” I said. 
 
    “Fine, you can film me. You can blur my face,” he said. “I would prefer that you don’t publish the video, but I’ll consent to being filmed. If it is published—and again, I will ask that you try not to publish it—then blur my face.”  
 
    I smiled and bit down on my lip. “Isn’t horniness a funny thing?” I asked. 
 
    “Why’s that?” he said. 
 
    “Well, you’re agreeing to do something that could completely ruin your social life, but you want to get off so badly that you don’t even care.” I giggled again, covering my lips with my fingers. 
 
    He blushed. Then, he was paying the tab. He slipped me his room number on a napkin and then he left after saying, “Wait thirty minutes before coming by.” 
 
    “It will take me longer than that to get my camera stuff packed up.” And I really did own all my own gear. A couple of us trans porn stars had our own little startup for a while. We shot our own movies and sold them to websites and made a good chunk of money.  
 
    One ended up being really popular. It was a silly movie, but it was pretty hot. We got three young men and three young women—aspiring porn stars—to stand in a line with a blindfold. Then, me and two other established stars (all male-to-female trans) took turns rolling a die. The ‘subjects’ each had a number, from 1-6. We had to fuck whoever we rolled. 
 
    A young Asian girl, only eighteen, was assigned number six, and all three of us rolled her the first time. Her poor pussy was so red once it was my turn for her. It was a bit awkward sticking my cock in her cum-filled hole. The cum of the previous girls gushed out of her as my tip pushed in. In fact, it gushed so hard that it got onto the camera lens, so the rest of that scene was filmed with a big white glob on the bottom right corner. She kept gushing cum as I pumped her. 
 
    The feeling of fucking a recently-used hole is a weird one, a bit like fucking a jar of jam. It’s so gooey and warm, and so drippy and wet. And whenever I would pull out, long strands of thick cream would connect her pussy with my shimmering shaft.  
 
    I came in that same hole, and then we all took turns rolling again for a second round. This time, we all rolled on the same boy. People in the comments thought it was staged, but it really wasn’t. We were going for an authentic vibe, and the coincidence was too hard for some people to believe. We made a real mess of the boy’s asshole. And when I went third, I made him come from all of the prostate stimulation. He screamed the same thing the girl screamed when I put it in him: “It’s so thick!” And his poor hole really did look stretched when I was done with him.  
 
    We’d already paid the other four wannabe porn stars for the shoot, so we ended the day of shooting with an orgy. It didn’t exactly make sense with our ‘game show’ story, but it made for a good scene (which was downloaded over two million times). One of the boys fucked another boy. We all fucked the girls. And then the boys fucked the girls…  
 
    Long story short, I owned some camera gear: lenses, bodies, tripods, and sound equipment. I had everything I needed. I just had to dust it all off and stuff it into a big bag.  
 
    He was staying at the town’s only motel. It was a quiet place, and it seemed like he was the only one checked in. When I pulled up, his light was on. I parked my car around the corner, just in case the townspeople decided to come by and make a stink. I took my heavy camera bag and then I went to the door. He opened it before I could knock. “Come in,” he said with a hurried voice.  
 
    “You okay, Lawrence?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m fine,” he said. “Why?” 
 
    “You seem tense,” I said. 
 
    “Just come on in,” he said, waving me in. So I went into his room. The place was clean. The curtains were closed. He had the air conditioner on, and the hum was a bit distracting. “Turn that off,” I said. 
 
    “It gets really hot really fast,” he said. 
 
    “Good,” I said. “Sweat is one of the best lubricants.” He shuddered all over, as if he was just realizing that this was actually happening.  
 
    I had a robe on over my outfit. It was a special outfit that I dug out of storage, just for him. Before I took off the robe, I put on the ears. “I was so happy to see that I still had this,” I said, then I slipped the robe off of my shoulders, revealing that bunny costume: the same one I wore in that latest video. He gasped and his eyes became wide. His gaze moved down slowly to the large flaccid bulge between my legs. I watched his lips part as a sort of whimper slipped out. 
 
    “Don’t be scared, Lawrence,” I giggled. “I’m a professional.”  
 
    Then I bent down to start setting up the camera gear. Since we wouldn’t have a cameraman, I needed to set up three different cameras at different angles. “This will take me about ten minutes. Why don’t you get yourself undressed?”  
 
    “And you’re sure you want to film this?” he asked softly.  
 
    “I’m sure,” I said. “I’m definitely sure.” I giggled again. 
 
    He groaned and squirmed. Then, he walked over to the wall and started to undress. He undressed slowly, taking his time as if he was still trying to give himself some time to reconsider. He watched me as I bent over to set up the cameras, pulling up the tripods and screwing on the lenses. I heard him moan softly when I bent down to pick up an SD card for one camera.  
 
    I checked the card to see if there was anything on it. Amazingly, there was an old scene still on it! I watched a few seconds of it and giggled. “I forgot about this shoot,” I said. It was the last film I did with our little independent company.  
 
    It was me and a sissy boy. He was dressed in a skirt, stockings, and tight satin gloves. His bare chest was thin and hairless. It was a simple scene; I was the babysitter and I caught him trying on his sister’s clothes. Then, I went to make him feel like a ‘real woman’, forcing him to suck my cock before bending him over.  
 
    The performer (I can’t remember his name) was nervous. Those nerves weren’t an act. He even cried before we started shooting. “You don’t have to do this,” I told him.  
 
    “I want to,” he said. “But… But I’m a virgin.” 
 
    My heart fluttered. “Are you sure this is how you want to… lose your virginity?” I asked. 
 
    He nodded his head. “I’m just nervous, that’s all.”  
 
    So I tried to be gentle with him. I held him softly with my hands and I pumped him slowly while he cried out, “It’s so fucking thick!” The cameraman came in close to get a closeup of the boy’s asshole, stretched wide around my bulging girth. The boy tried hard to impress me and the girl directing. He pushed his skirted bum down hard, until his cheeks were pressed into my pelvis. Then he screamed out. I could feel his anal walls throbbing. Then, the director shouted, “Come around and get his front!” And I didn’t realize until after the shoot that he was coming. Cum was blasting into his skirt and pouring down his thighs. 
 
    And amazingly, it wasn’t the only hands-free cumshot he made during the scene. I started pumping him and then he went limp. I had to use all my strength to hold up his small, sissy body. And then he screamed out again. This time, the cameraman was there to capture it: cum spewing out from his cock. He got the camera lens and the cameraman’s legs. Then I pulled out, rolled him over, and came on his sissy chest. He used his hands to smear the cum all over his erect nipples.  
 
    The movie wasn’t a hit, but I enjoyed it. And now, I felt a bit bad deleting the shot off of that card, knowing there was only a heavily edited version floating around on the internet, and the original file was probably on some hard drive is some porn star’s basement somewhere else in the world.  
 
    When I looked back at Lawrence, he was naked. He was using two hands to cover his cock. “Why are you covering yourself?” I giggled. “It’s not like I’m not going to see you.” 
 
    He nodded his head slowly, blushed, and then removed his hands. He was much bigger than I was expecting: big enough that I almost wanted to ask him to be on top, just so I could have some extra fun. But I wasn’t there to be fucked. I was there to do the fucking. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    I had all the cameras up and rolling. Then I turned to Lawrence. He had his arms crossed. He was a fit guy: nice abs, good pecs, great biceps. But now, he looked nervous. He looked so small and sheepish, hellishly aware of all the filming cameras in the room. “And you’re for sure going to blur my face, right?” he said.  
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Maybe I will, maybe I won’t,” I said, biting my bottom lip. Then I walked up to him. I put my hands on his shoulders. Then, I felt a tingle that I hadn’t felt in a long time. It was a bout of excitement: venturing into taboo territory. I’d done a lot of films without feeling that tingling. I’d even done films where I stuck my cock into a woman’s asshole with two other trans girls: triple penetration, one hole. Even then, I didn’t feel that tingling.  
 
    And I didn’t feel that tingling when I did the BDSM film, where I was tied to a table and whipped on the back, thighs, and ass. They stuck long toys into my body, but I didn’t feel that taboo tingling. I didn’t even feel that tingling when I was on that stage at that convention, stretching that poor girl’s pussy in front of that crowd. 
 
    But now, I felt nervous. I felt naughty and a little bit evil. “Kiss my body, Lawrence,” I said with a grin. He was slow to react, slow to lean forward and press his lips against my skin. I put my arms around his head and hugged him close. He kissed my neck and my collarbone. His hands slid up my sides and he squeezed gently. He was a strong man, but I was about to make him feel more submissive than he’d ever felt in his life.  
 
    He worked his way down, cupping my breasts and squeezing them. He pulled down my top, enough to expose my nipples, and then he sucked. “They—They’re real,” he whispered. 
 
    “What? You think I have fake tits just because I’m a porn star?” I said, then I giggled. He turned dark red. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I wasn’t trying to offend you,” he said. 
 
    “I’m screwing with you, Lawrence,” I said. “They’re fake. They’re just really well done. Keep sucking them. I didn’t tell you to stop.” So he kept sucking them. I turned slightly, making sure we were open to the camera. I reached down between his legs and felt his cock, which was already throbbing and mostly erect. I clenched him. “You aren’t supposed to be hard yet, Lawrence,” I giggled.  
 
    “Why not?” he asked. 
 
    “When you’re performing, you don’t get hard until after the penetration scene,” I said. “That’s customary. Though I suppose I’ll take it as a compliment.” 
 
    “Oh,” he said awkwardly, pressing his lips thin.  
 
    “It’s fine. I would be hard with me too.” I giggled. “Now you can drop to your knees and you can suck my cock.”  
 
    “Maybe you could suck my cock,” he said with a grin. 
 
    “I don’t suck submissive cocks,” I said, then I pushed on his shoulders and he submitted to me, dropping to his knees. I spread my legs for him, making it easy for him to dig out my long, flaccid member. He was slow and nervous, sticking his fingers into my outfit and gasping when he felt it. 
 
    He paused for a moment. “Go ahead, Lawrence,” I said. 
 
    “Are you going to bleep out my name?” he asked. 
 
    I giggled. “No. But I won’t use your last name,” I said. And at this point, he was too committed to being submissive to argue. He just turned pale and looked down at my crotch, just as he pulled my member out from my outfit. He gasped again.  
 
    “Now suck it, slave boy,” I giggled.  
 
    He was so white—white enough to make me think he’d never sucked a cock before. This was his first time with a trans girl, and it was his first time on the receiving end. His blushing cheeks were cute. His nervous eyes made me giggle. I was curious to see if he could get me hard with his untrained tongue.  
 
    “Here we go,” he whispered, and then he lifted up my cock and started sucking. He bobbed his head slightly, and groaned as he got used to the feeling of a warm piece of living meat in his mouth. He groaned again, pressing his lips firmly around my girth. He really was sucking.  
 
    “Stroke it, honey,” I said. He took his hand and clenched me by the base. He pumped as he sucked, and it actually felt kind of nice. His sloppy tongue was pleasant. He kept licking my tip before making his lips tight, then he would squirm slightly. And I could see that he was stiff: fully erect, embarrassed that he was loving it as much as he was.  
 
    He was getting me hard. That nervous tingling came back. It had been a long time since I’d been erect on camera. It had been a long time since I’d been dolled up for the camera. Now, I was getting all of the same anxieties I got when I first started out: what if I came too fast? What if I couldn’t come at all? What if I didn’t look hot in the finished product? What if this just turned into some amateur bodies-mashing-together garbage? What if people I knew in real life saw the video?  
 
    And those anxieties should have made me scared, but instead, they fueled me. They made me excited and rejuvenated. I felt like I was coming out of retirement. I felt like I was finally appreciating the career that I had for so long.  
 
    He pulled his mouth back for air and then gasped at my cock. “It’s… It’s so thick,” he said. 
 
    And I missed hearing that: ‘It’s so thick.’ Everyone said it when they saw my cock, even if they’d seen it a hundred times on the Internet. Because it was thick; I had one of the thickest cocks in porn, wider than a can of pop, thicker than the average girl’s wrist. One girl told me that being fucked by me felt like being fisted.  
 
    My cock was long too, but people rarely commented on my length. Apparently, my girth was more remarkable. And to be fair, I’d never taken anything so thick in my own asshole. I even did a double penetration scene near the start of my career: two men mounting me at the same time. But that wasn’t as thick as my cock, which was about as thick as three well-endowed shafts pushed together.  
 
    “Is it fake?” I was often asked. I don’t think you can buy a working fake cock with all the money in the world, but maybe there was some industry for that in some South American country… 
 
    “It’s real,” I would always say. 
 
    And now, Lawrence looked frightened. He stared at my towering shaft with worried eyes and parted lips.  
 
    “I’m going to fuck you with it, Lawrence,” I said with a smile. “Bend over your bed.” 
 
    “Are you sure it won’t hurt?” he said. 
 
    “I never said that,” I said, shaking my head.  
 
    “Won’t it stretch me out?” he said.  
 
    “It might,” I said. “Most people rebound.” I giggled. 
 
    His face was bone-white. I put my hands on his sides and turned him around. Then I bent him over. He was submissive, not fighting back. I used both of my hands to spread his muscular ass cheeks. “You really are tight,” I said. “It may not even go in!” I gave him a tease with my pointer finger, sticking it deep into him suddenly. He clenched hard and yelped. I just giggled. Maybe it was mean, but I was a bit drunk.  
 
    I slapped my throbbing erection between his butt cheeks and gently thrusted up and down, sizing him up like a snake sizing up its prey. I leaned forward and spat, landing a perfect hit on his hole. I mashed the spit against his hole with my tip. Now, it really did seem unlikely that I would get that shaft inside of him. His asshole was in virgin condition. Even the ‘virgins’ I fucked in my career had some experience with dildos. But it really looked like Lawrence had never taken anything up the ass but my finger before. 
 
    “Hold on tight,” I said. I began to push. I groaned and strained. My cock kept sliding away just before penetrating. He was clenched hard and unable to relax. I tried slapping his ass a few times. I tried pumping him with one finger, and then two, just to get him to stop clenching.  
 
    Then I tried another old trick that I remembered: a trick we used on nervous boys and girls who couldn’t stop clenching. I reached around and grabbed his cock (if he’d been a girl, I would have gently pinched her clit). I squeezed his tip and mashed it between my fingers, making him tense up all over, almost screaming out, ‘Ouch!’ And then, when I let go, his whole body relaxed, and that gave me a two second window to push it into him—and it worked. 
 
    It always worked. 
 
    I giggled and he gasped. Now, he had one inch of thick cock in his butt. Now, he could clench all he wanted. I just needed to use force to go deeper into his body. That’s what I did. 
 
    His legs trembled and shook. He moaned loud like a farm animal. I could literally watch beads of sweat forming on his back, tricking down his neck. 
 
    I couldn’t even imagine how nervous he was—maybe even more nervous than my first time on a set. But he wanted it—he wanted it so badly that he was willing to be on camera, risking his career and his reputation. He wanted my cock so badly.  
 
    So I gave it to him. I pushed deep into his body until I had nothing left to push into him. Then, holding him firmly by the hips, I began to thrust into him. I pumped his tiny hole until it wasn’t so tiny anymore. I had to get a leg up on the bed to get a better angle into his body.  
 
    And it wasn’t long before he moaned, “Oh God, I’m coming!” And then I saw the cum running down the motel sheets, dripping down onto the old motel rug. I smirked. I wasn’t done with him. 
 
    I’d done it before and I wanted to do it again: I wanted to make him come a second time. So I kept thrusting. I kept him pinned and I kept my leg up to give me that perfect angle. I kept ramming him, plunging my cock far into his body. He was totally limp now, like a ragdoll. And it wasn’t long before he was moaning again. I reached around to feel his cock, which was hard again—and slicked with his gooey cum.  
 
    “Do you like it, baby?” I asked. 
 
    “I like it!” he yelled. 
 
    “Tell me how much you fucking like it!” 
 
    “I love it! I love it so fucking much!” he moaned. His fingers curled against the bed sheets. He cried out, and then I heard the dripping. He was coming again. I smiled, and then I felt the pulsing euphoria. There was no need to cut while I went and stroked myself in the bathroom. There was no need for a fluffer. His tight hole was all I needed. 
 
    I came inside of him, because I knew that’s what he wanted. I pumped him full of warm cum: a thick, heavy load that started to gush out before I even pulled out. I awkwardly reached back and grabbed one of the cameras. I took it off the tripod quickly before I pulled out of him. I zoomed right in on his hole as it gaped open and flushed out my load.  
 
    And he looked satisfied—and drained. He couldn’t move. He stayed slumped on the bed, properly fucked and placated.  
 
    “It… was so thick,” he said. 
 
    “That’s what makes it fun,” I giggled. Then I slapped him on the bum and kissed him on the head. “You aren’t so bad, Lawrence.”  
 
    He managed to turn his face to me, smiling. “I hope that was okay for you.” 
 
    I smiled. “Have a good flight on Monday,” I said. Then I packed up my gear and I took off, headed back to my cottage. 
 
    I loved that cottage. I loved that town. 
 
    But I knew things were about to change—and not because of the big oil company that was setting up shop at the old shipyard. My identity had gotten out, and I found out how the next morning. 
 
    Apparently, the motel manager thought it would be a good idea to ‘spy’ on his customer, to provide some dirt for the protestors to use. Even he was against the town becoming any more popular than it was, and he managed the local motel… Not the brightest fellow. 
 
    So he broke into Lawrence’s room while Lawrence was out. He went on Lawrence’s computer and downloaded his search history. He found the porn video of me in that bunny outfit, with the carrot, and he sent it to some of the old ladies organizing the protest. He bragged about it and word got back to Lawrence. Lawrence sued him for quite a bit of money later.  
 
    But by the morning, the whole town knew what I did to make my money. There were people outside of my house holding a sign that read, “No whores in our town!” 
 
    I decided not to put out the video of me with Lawrence, though I did decide to do something naughty. I called up one of my retired friends and my old producer. “We should do a new video,” I said. “We can film it here, in my town.” It wasn’t even a week before my producer was out, along with two camera teams, a sound team, an editor, and my new co-star. We filmed a scene out in the open, on my property: me fucking one of my best friends: a beautiful trans blonde. It was so nice to see her, and to catch up. Her fans had also been begging her to come out of retirement.  
 
    People came to watch with scowls on their faces. Little did they know, I was planning on shooting lots of videos in that town. In fact, I was going to put that town on the map. 
 
    “This place is amazing,” said my friend when our scene was done. She wiped the cum off of her cheeks. “Are houses cheap?”  
 
    “They sure are. You can have a place on the water for a tenth of what you would pay anywhere on the California coast,” I smiled.  
 
    “Maybe I’ll move,” she said. 
 
    “The town would love that,” I said.  
 
    Sure, it was a bit of a ‘fuck you’ to the old folks who refused to accept any change, who acted like they owned that piece of the world and nobody was allowed near it. It wasn’t entirely malicious though. It was nice to get back into the industry, to make some extra cash, and to see some old faces: friends I hadn’t seen in so long. I forgot how much I liked some of those guys and girls.  
 
    It was super cheap to film there, and it wasn’t long before some other production companies caught on. It was only a month later when the motel was fully booked out by a Swedish production: Viking Girls Squirt 6. They brought in nine girls who could fill entire pint glasses with squirt. They invited me to the set to watch.  
 
    And Lawrence was right: the town adapted. They learned to love the extra money that the productions were bringing in. They didn’t complain when they were able to afford to fix the old roads. They didn’t complain when they updated the old library and brought in thousands of new books. They even stopped scowling at me when I went to get my usual cup of coffee in the morning. I think they secretly liked me, and I think there were at least a few of them that had started watching my content. I could always spot a fan.  
 
    THE END  
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