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The first thing that hit me wasn’t the cameras or the lights, it was the silence before it all started. I had imagined chaos, people barking orders, the endless shuffle of crew members like in movies about Hollywood, but when I stepped onto the set for my very first porn shoot, everything was strangely quiet. Too quiet. My boots echoed on the polished studio floor, and I suddenly felt every inch of my body like it didn’t quite belong.

The set itself looked surreal. A bed sat in the center of the room, dressed in crisp white sheets that looked too clean to ever be used for what they were about to film. Overhead, mounted lights gleamed down like artificial suns, casting a spotlight on the bed as though it were some sacred altar. Around it, cameras stood on thick tripods, black lenses pointed directly at the center like watchful eyes, unblinking and merciless.

I had read about this moment, fantasized about it even, but now that I was here, the weight of it was pressing down on me harder than I’d expected. My chest felt tight, like I was walking into an exam I hadn’t studied for.

“New guy?”

I turned at the sound of the voice. A man wearing a headset and holding a clipboard gave me a glance, quick, dismissive, like he was checking inventory. I nodded mutely, and he just jerked his thumb toward a chair in the corner.

“Wait there. Talent’ll be here soon.”

Talent. That word caught in my head. I guessed that meant the other actor. The real one. The experienced one. My scene partner.

I sank into the chair, trying not to fidget, but my knees bounced anyway. I looked around, trying to drink everything in. The crew, small but professional, were adjusting equipment, whispering things to each other I couldn’t catch. The air smelled faintly of hot cables, latex, and some kind of sweet body spray that lingered faintly on the bed.

Then, the door opened.

He walked in with the kind of casual confidence that seemed completely out of place in a room so tense. Leather jacket slung carelessly over his shoulder, his shirt unbuttoned just enough to show a hint of chest, jeans hugging his hips like they had been tailored for him. His hair looked like it had been styled without effort, and his eyes, when they flicked toward me, were sharp enough to pin me in place.

This had to be him. The “experienced” one. My co-star.

“Afternoon,” he said to the room at large, his voice smooth, warm. Crew members actually smiled at him when he passed, like he was a celebrity. Maybe he was. I realized I didn’t even know how many films he had under his belt, only that the agency thought pairing me with him would be “a good start.”
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