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    DEEP IN DEBT 
 
    Tyler just lost a massive bet that he can’t afford, and he lost it to the worst person possible: Miles Anthony, the kingpin of a large criminal operation. Miles doesn’t seem to be too worried that Tyler doesn’t have the money. In fact, he’s ecstatic of the idea of Tyler being deep in debt.  
 
    He’s just started a new venture into the world of adult fetish films, and he needs special performers. The only question is, how far does he want Tyler to go before the deep debt is satisfied.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I’d fucked up a number of times in my life, but that night at the Blackwater Casino, I really fucked up. Usually, when I made bets that I couldn’t actually back up, I either won or got thrown out. I’d been thrown out so many times—sometimes even literally thrown out by security guards—that I didn’t even think twice when I made that big bet on that hand I was holding. My left arm was still mostly numb from the night before, when I was thrown out of the Deerfoot Casino, so I figured I would be fine as long as I landed on that same arm—I probably wouldn’t feel anything at all. 
 
    I didn’t think I was going to lose that hand, so I figured I had nothing to worry about. I had a straight flush, king high. The guy I was up against had only played three hands that whole night, so I knew he had something good. But still, I was confident. I don’t think he knew I could sort-of see his cards in the reflection of his dark sunglasses. Well, I could see one card—a king of hearts. I figured he must have a pair of kings, maybe three-of-a-kind at best. Either way, my straight flush, king high would win the pot. 
 
    On our last chance to raise, he pushed another pile of chips towards the centre of the table. I was already all-on, so I was surprised when the dealer didn’t push the chips back towards him. I looked from the man to the dealer, and then I said, “You guys know I’m all-in, right?”  
 
    The dealer just looked at the man, and the man smiled at me, sending a chill down my spine. I should have known I was getting into some serious shit. I could feel the tension in the air—a relentless tension that would linger around me for the next month.  
 
    “If you lose, we can call it debt,” the man said, opening his mouth for the first time that whole night. 
 
    He was a tall man, with a black suit, short black hair, and lots of gold hardware: rings, necklace, earrings, watches (he was wearing three watches on one wrist, as though he needed to know what time it was in three different time zones at all times). His teeth were impeccably white, and when he smiled I could see the shine of his gold fillings. He was obviously wealthy—I just hoped that his wealth wasn’t from winning high-stakes poker games.  
 
    “Debt?” I said.  
 
    I looked at his pile of chips. There were so many, I couldn’t even begin to count. Luckily the dealer had my back. “That’s one million dollars, sir,” he said. 
 
    “I don’t have one million,” I said. “That’s not fair. Isn’t this against the rules?” 
 
    “You might spend the rest of your life paying the debt off,” the mysterious man said. 
 
    “Unlikely. I make less than a tenth of that a year, and I spend it all at the casino.”  
 
    But the man just stared at me, and the dealer didn’t do anything, even though his raise was totally against the rules and unfair in every way possible. I had the guy beat and he was trying to bully me into folding. I would have demanded to see the casino’s manager but I had a weird feeling it would do nothing for me, that this man was above the rules and the dealer knew it and the owner knew it and I knew it. Maybe he was the owner even… 
 
    I considered throwing a fit, I considered folding, and then I considered being a millionaire. If he really did just have three-of-a-kind at best, then I was a few seconds away from winning over a million dollars, more money than I’d ever had in my whole lifetime combined. I could buy a house, pay off all my debts, buy a car, find a nice girl to shower with gifts. I could eat out at my favourite restaurants every night, take vacations I’d always wanted to take… “Fine, I’ll take your dumb bet,” I said. 
 
    “Show your cards, gentlemen,” the dealer said. I took a deep breath. The man was waiting for me, which was also against the rules. The guy who makes the last bet shows his cards first, everyone knows that. But again, this guy, whoever he was, got special treatment. So I bit my tongue and showed my hand. And then I watched the smirk grow on the man’s face. And before he showed his hand, I knew I’d lost. 
 
    And I was right. He had a royal flush. The chances of such a hand were astronomically low. “You cheated!” I said, standing up and pointing at the man. “You pulled those cards out from your sleeve or something.” I turned to the dealer. “Show me the deck. Show this guy that those cards are still in the deck. He’s a cheater. I shouldn’t have to stand for this.” I wasn’t entirely convinced he’d cheated, though I sure was hoping. And while I was calling the man out, I was scanning for exits. I could make a run for it. They didn’t have any of my information on any file or anything.  
 
    There were two guards standing by the main exit, and one by the emergency exit. The one by the emergency exit wasn’t paying much attention, looking towards the stage at the other end of the space where a group of scantily-clad girls were shaking their booties. I could easily push him aside and escape. Then all I would have to do is run—as fast as I could for as long as I could. And then, once I was far enough away, I could hide. 
 
    So I made my dash. And before I was out of earshot of the poker table, I heard the dealer speaking into his walkie-talkie. “We’ve got a runner.” And before I reached that door, the security guard perked up, stepped in front of me, widened his stance, and got ready to grab me. He was about three times my size. I tried to shove him, but he didn’t move, like a heavy boulder. I was finished—done for. The guard dragged me off to a back room while everyone in the place stood and watched in silence.  
 
    Shit.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    They had two guards stand by the room’s only door to make sure I didn’t try to run again. They sat me down at a table, and then the man in the black suit took the seat across from me. The room had no art on the walls, not even paint. It was just a cement room with a little camera in the corner, like an interrogation room in a police department.  
 
    The man still had that smile on his face, that long grin that showed just a glimmer of his shining white teeth. “What’s your name?” he asked me. 
 
    I considered giving him a fake name, or refusing to give my name at all, but I knew deep inside that it was useless, that the sooner I complied, the sooner they would let me go. I was already planning on leaving town, waiting until the next morning and then running down to the bus station, getting on the next Greyhound to a far, far away city. Maybe even Canada. They would never find me in Canada. Right?  
 
    “Tyler,” I said reluctantly. 
 
    “You owe me a lot of money, Tyler,” said the man. 
 
    “To be fair, you cheated,” I said. “You can’t bet people out like that. And I’m still not convinced that royal flush was even real. Is this some sort of hidden camera show or something? Some sort of scam? You guys do this all the time?” 
 
    “It’s no scam. I will admit, I got very, very lucky.”  
 
    “No shit,” I said. 
 
    And he smiled again. He looked at the guards, nodded, and they left the room, but I could see their shadows lingering beneath the door. Escape was still out of the cards. “Let’s work out a payment plan.” 
 
    “I told you I would never have the money. So I don’t know what you plan on doing.”  
 
    “I’ll get my money, don’t you worry.” 
 
    “You really won’t, but I’ll entertain your bullshit for five minutes,” I said. My blood was boiling. The dealer never showed me the cards in that deck. He was probably in on the scam, too. I’d heard of this kind of shit happening before. He will probably end up saying, ‘Well how much do you have in your bank account?’ and when I tell him I have less than five thousand, he will just say, ‘Fine, I’ll take all that and you can go.’ And I will jump on the opportunity to be freed from a one-million dollar debt, when in reality, I I’d just been scammed out of five grand.  
 
    “If you don’t have the money, then you’ll work for me until you’ve made me a million dollars.” 
 
    “Yeah, I won’t, but go on,” I said. I leaned back in my chair, crossed my arms, and smiled. I thought I was calling his bluff, hoping to make him crack.  
 
    “If you don’t, I’ll have your arms, legs, fingers, toes, and ribs broken,” he said, now with the straightest face he’d made all night. He took off his suit jacket and pulled up his sleeves, revealing his shining golden wrist watches, all Rolex, encrusted with real diamonds. There was easily a million bucks just on his wrist—and if he could afford that, he could probably afford to have my bones smashed and pulped. So I sat upright, uncrossed my arms, and now he had my real attention.  
 
    “I can call the cops, you know. That’s a threat. And this whole thing is illegal. It’s against the casino rules. Why don’t you just walk away with the money you already took from me and we’ll call it square. Cool?” I said. 
 
    He laughed. He laughed for a while. And then he said, “No.” He stood up and paced the room. “You’re going to work for me, until you’ve made me a million dollars. The only question is, what can I have you do?” He looked at me with narrowed eyes, scanning my body as he scratched his hairless chin. “It won’t take as long as you probably think, you know. I’ve had men work off bigger debts than yours in just a few weeks, you know.”  
 
    I figured he was going to have me running drugs across the border, or shooting someone in a coffee shop parking lot. Still, my plan was to leave town. I had nothing keeping me here anyway, nothing but a crappy apartment and a dead-end job. I needed to find a place with new casinos anyway, seeing as I’d been banned from all the casinos within fifty miles.  
 
    He smiled, showing off those pearly white teeth, and that smile lingered.  
 
    “What?” I said. 
 
    “This is going to be too much fun,” he said. 
 
    “Please, do go on…” 
 
    “You’re quite short for a man. What are you—five-five?” 
 
    “I’m five-seven, thank you very much.”  
 
    “Maybe in lifts,” he said with a chuckle. “And what do you weigh? You can’t possibly weigh more than one-thirty.” 
 
    “I weigh one-fifty.” In reality, I weighed one-thirty, but I wasn’t about to admit that to him. 
 
    He laughed, seeing through my lie. “Okay. Yes, this is perfect.” He pulled out a pen and one of his business cards. He scribbled an address onto the back of the card and said, “Be here tomorrow at noon. I’ll have your first job arranged. And don’t try to leave town. Or there will be repercussions—and I mean that.”  
 
    He walked to the door and opened it. “Well? You can go now,” he said, holding that door open for me, motioning for me to leave. I was slow to get up, slow to walk by him. I wanted to ask him what the job was, but I had a feeling he wasn’t going to tell me. And I had a feeling that the lump in my throat would prevent me from saying anything at all. So I left that casino without another word. No one followed me. The whole way home I had one eye over my shoulder, but I was all alone.  
 
    I looked at his card. Miles Anthony was his name. He had no title, no phone number, no address. Just a name and a logo of a crowned bird holding up a snake. I stuffed the card into my pocket—maybe it would be good to spit my gum into later. I packed my clothes into a sturdy duffle bag, checked the Greyhound bus schedule, and I set my alarm for early the next morning—enough time to get to the bus station and buy a one-way ticket to Atlantic City. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I took the city bus to the bus station. The sun hadn’t come up yet, and the homeless were still snoozing under canopy covers. I was about twenty feet from the door of the bus station when someone grabbed me from behind, covering my mouth with their hand. They pulled me into a nearby alleyway, where three more burly men were waiting for me. One of the men socked me in the gut. It looked like he was about to sock me in the face, so I raised my hands in defence. He grabbed my pinkie finger with a firm grip, and it twisted until there was a loud crack, leaving my finger pointed in the wrong direction. 
 
    I screamed out in pain, horrible jolts of hot scrutiny surging down my arm. Not only was the finger broken, but the broken bone was pressing into a nerve. “Next time it’s the wrist,” one of the men said in a deep voice. They pushed me over, took my wallet, and left me in that alleyway. It was a good twenty minutes before I was able to pick myself up and emerge. The sun was rising now, the homeless were pulling themselves up from their concrete beds. And there I was, trembling, in excruciating pain, my finger twisted out to the side.  
 
    So instead of going into that bus station, I went down a few blocks to the hospital, to get my finger reset and bandaged. “What happened?” the nurse asked. 
 
    I wanted to tell her I’d been mugged, but I was afraid of getting the police involved. I knew they were watching me, and I knew that this Miles Anthony fellow had enough money that he was more powerful than the police. So I forced a smile and said that I’d tripped and fallen over. Resetting the finger hurt almost as much as having it broken. This time I didn’t scream though—I bit down on my tongue and let my eyes fill with tears.  
 
    “You need to rest for the next couple of days while the bone settles,” the doctor told me. “Probably best not to go to work.” 
 
    But I had to go to work, though I didn’t know what work was. I only had a few hours before my first shift at my mystery job, the address of which was still stuffed in my pocket.  
 
    And without even a couple of dollars for bus fare, it was going to take me my last few hours to walk across town to that address, which was deep in the industrial district. In case the soreness in my hand wasn’t enough, by the time I reached the warehouse that matched the address scribbled on the business card, my legs were as sore as hell, too. I checked my watch before entering the front door. I still had five minutes to kill. So I took a seat on the curb, stretched out my legs, wiped the sweat off of my forehead and the back of my neck. And then I noticed the shining black Rolls Royce parked just around the corner, and I knew Miles was already there. 
 
    I went into the warehouse. There were people walking about, some with tool belts, some with walkie-talkies, all too busy to notice my entrance. Across the big, open space were big, bright lights, on raisers, pointed down at a series of set walls, held up by wooden bracers. It looked like a movie set. I walked around, and I was right. There was the camera on a tripod, aimed at a couch, the walls all painted bright, fun colours. And there was a girl sitting on a chair, getting her makeup done, wearing nothing but a bathrobe. 
 
    And I knew exactly what I was looking at: a porn set. That woman’s hair was too blonde, her lips too plump, her tits too fake to be a regular actress. And I didn’t have to walk much further before I saw the man that was going to fuck her—a hulk of a guy, bulging with muscles. He was butt-naked, and a pretty young woman was on her knees, stroking him off while checking the messages on her phone. Was she a fluffer? I always thought that was just a myth.  
 
    Someone tapped me on the shoulder. It was Miles. “You made it. I heard about your little escape attempt. Let’s hope you don’t make that mistake again,” he said. 
 
    “What is this?” I said. “I mean, I know what it is, but why am I here? You want me to set up a light or something?” 
 
    He grinned. “No. Actually, think you’re going to be quite happy with this whole thing. See that beautiful blonde right there? She’s going to give you a blowjob. Not a bad deal, huh?” 
 
    I looked at the girl again. She smiled and nodded at me, and I forced a smile back. As hot as she was, the whole scene made me terribly uncomfortable. I wasn’t too interested in having sex with strangers, especially on camera, especially in a room full of people. “I’d rather not,” I said. 
 
    “I’m not asking, Tyler,” Miles said. He looked down at my hand, which was bandaged. “You aren’t a musician, are you?” 
 
    “No,” I said. My heart stuttered.  
 
    “Good. Because if you were, losing one finger wouldn’t be the end of the world. Losing all your fingers might be though.” My heart stuttered again, this time throbbing into my ribcage with a cold pressure. “So it’s decided then. You’ll get your dick sucked for our little movie. We’ll say that’s fifty thousand off of your debt.” I was cold and paralyzed all over. I looked again at the beauty in the chair. How bad could it be? She was quite pretty after all, though a bit fake for my taste. “Don’t worry about being recognized,” he said, just as that very thought crossed my mind. “We’ll get you all dolled up, even your own parents won’t recognize you. Speaking of which, we’d better get you ready. We’re going to picture in fifteen minutes.” He waved down the wardrobe girl, who came over, grabbed my arm, and whisked me away before I could think of some way to protest. 
 
    I didn’t have a choice. There was no sense in protesting. Miles wasn’t fucking around with his threats. He didn’t have any sympathy over my broken finger, and he probably wouldn’t have any more sympathy over two broken arms and two broken legs. And assuming he was telling the truth—that I wouldn’t be recognizable—then what did I have to lose?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    Miles was right, there was no way I was going to be recognizable. When they told me to get naked, I wasn’t too surprised (though a bit embarrassed—embarrassment beat the hell out of being dead). I wasn’t that surprised when I was told to close my eyes for makeup. I figured they just needed to powder me up, maybe use a bit of concealer for my blemishes, maybe a tiny bit of eyeliner (I knew they used eyeliner on theatre performers, so the audience could see their eyes better). Though I was surprised when another girl came by and started shaving my legs.  
 
    I tried to think if I’d ever seen hair on men’s legs in porn. I couldn’t think of any instances, though I was generally more focussed on women when I watched pornography. So I just assumed it was part of the business.  
 
    But I clued in that this wasn’t a normal makeover when another girl came by and told me to lean forward. She was holding a bra with thick pads sewn into the cups. I hesitated. “What’s that?” I said. 
 
    “Your tits. Now lean over, please. We’re behind schedule.” 
 
    “My tits?” I managed to say before the lump in my throat was too thick. They went ahead and slipped the bra onto me, ignoring my question. Once the bra was on, she gave the padded cups a good squeeze. The pads were made from some sort of latex or silicone. They had a surprisingly realistic bounce to them. The girl zipped off and came back with a pair of panties, a tank top, and a skirt. “Is she almost done?” a man with a clipboard and a walkie-talkie asked. 
 
    “Almost,” said the makeup artist. She’d been working away for a while now, longer than it should take to do some powder and a bit of eyeliner. There was no mirror for me to look into, but I had a good idea they were trying to make me into a convincing woman. That theory was absolutely confirmed when they came around with the long, brunette wig. They also gave me a pair of glasses, some clip-on earrings, and a choker to hide my Adam’s apple.  
 
    The makeup artist smiled big as she stepped back to view the final product. The wardrobe girl stepped back with her. “Wow, good work,” she said, and they both nodded. My heart was somewhere in the pit of my gut, churning in my stomach acid, pounding somehow in my throat. I was lightheaded. I hadn’t eaten anything that morning, and maybe that was for the best. 
 
    “Stand up,” they said to me, so I stood up. It wasn’t until I was on my feet that I realized they’d put me in a pair of tall heels. I wobbled, caught my balance, and suddenly felt a dozen gazes on me. I looked over. The whole crew was looking my way, waiting for me to get to the set, waiting to start. “Alright, makeup’s done!” 
 
    “Alright everyone, let’s lock it up and get ready for picture!” the guy with the clipboard yelled.  
 
    My mind was racing. I had no idea what was happening, what I was supposed to do, what was supposed to happen to me. Miles told me I’d be getting my dick sucked. Was this some tranny fetish porno? Was I the tranny? And who was the muscular guy? Was he going to be in the same scene?  
 
    Had I eaten breakfast, that breakfast would have been all over the studio floor.  
 
    They sat me down on the couch. The cute blonde took the seat next to me. She smiled at me and said, “You look really cute. I wish I had your cheekbones.”  
 
    “Thanks,” I said, but it came out sounding more like a question than anything. 
 
    The clipboard guy came up to us and said, “I’m going to run you through the scene. Listen up. I want to get the whole thing in a few takes so we can all go home early. Got it?”  
 
    I nodded. My ears were ringing. I could hardly hear what he was saying. He said something about me being there to help the blonde with her homework. Then she asks if she can eat my pussy, I say no, but she insists, ends up finding my dick, decides to suck it, and then we’re caught my the boyfriend who is home early from school. The whole plot sounded absurd, as porno plots tend to. And as soon as his hurried explanation of the scene was done, the set was quiet and the cameras were rolling.  
 
    One of the camera assistants held up a slate, made sure it was facing all three cameras (it wasn’t until that moment I realized there was more than one camera), and he clapped it. And then I heard “Action!” and the blonde turned to me and said, “Boy, this homework sure is hard. I don’t think I’m getting it.”  
 
    I opened my mouth to reply, but my heart was beating too hard, so I couldn’t hear my own thoughts. Did I have lines? Was I supposed to say something? 
 
    “Do you think I’ll ever get it?” she asked, looking into my eyes. Though it was hard to look into her eyes with her cleavage bursting out from her tiny white blouse.  
 
    “I think you’ll get it,” I said, trying to do a girl voice. I had no idea whether I sounded alright or completely ridiculous. But no one yelled cut. 
 
    “Maybe I’ll get it after we take a break. I need to give my mind a rest. I can’t seem to focus,” said the cute blonde. 
 
    “Why not?” I asked. I was overly-conscious of my body, my stiff arms, stiff shoulders, stiff everything. I took a deep breath, bit my tongue, wished this whole thing was over and done with so I could forget it ever happened. And then I remembered Miles saying it was only worth fifty thousand dollars. That was a lot of money—a lot of money I would never see. And did that mean I had to do nineteen more of these before we were squared off?  
 
    “Well—I shouldn’t be saying this—but you’re just so pretty. And I can’t stop thinking about eating your pussy.”  
 
    My heart fluttered. “Eating my what?” I said after a long silence, unsure of what else to say. 
 
    “Maybe if I just get it out of my system, I’ll be able to focus.” She reached down for my skirt, started to lift it up. Now my heart was really pounding, inching towards cardiac arrest.  
 
    “That’s not a good idea,” I said. 
 
    “Just relax. I promise it will feel good,” she said. She put her hand on my chest and gently pushed me back. I was trembling—hopefully not enough that the camera could see. She flipped up my skirt and started rubbing my crotch. My forehead was hot, my jaw chattering. There was a beautiful woman between my legs, but it was the last thing I wanted. “Your pussy is so plump. I just want to bury my face in it,” she said. 
 
    “Really?” I said, sounding stupid. 
 
    “Let’s take it back!” the director shouted. “Different line, please!” 
 
    “Your pussy is so plump. I just want to bury my face in it,” the blonde said again without hesitation. 
 
    “I—I don’t know if we should do this,” I said. “Don’t you have a boyfriend?” This line seemed to satisfy the director. 
 
    “He won’t be home for another hour.” She pulled my panties aside and then let out a fake gasp. “That’s one big pussy!” she said, running her fingers along the base of my shaft. “You’ve got a big dick for a lady, Mrs. Kross.” She looked into my eyes and smiled. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I asked, not sure what else to say, again. 
 
    “I’m going to suck you off. And then maybe we can get back to work. I promise I’ll be more focussed after,” she said. And then she leaned forward and she started to suck. And holy shit, did she know how to work a shaft. She bobbed her head up and down elegantly, running her tongue along every inch of my cock, getting me so hard despite the throbbing anxiety that had consumed my whole body. She did this thing with the tip of her tongue, drawing quick circles around the tip of my cock, that made me tremble with euphoria. “You like that, Mrs. Kross?” she said. 
 
    “It feels good,” I said between breaths. Maybe this gig wasn’t so bad after all. 
 
    And then the guy walked onto the set. “Babe, I’m home.” He looked at us. “What the hell is this? You’re cheating on me with your tranny teacher?”  
 
    “I’m sorry,” the blonde said. “I didn’t think you’d be home so early.”  
 
    “You need a good punishment,” he said, and he pulled off his shirt, revealing his oiled and muscular body. He walked forward, already doing away with his belt.  
 
    “Whatever you want, Bobby,” the blonde said. 
 
    “Keep sucking her sissy cock,” said Bobby. So the blonde bent over, ass in the air, with impressive balance in her heels, and she grabbed my cock and continued to suck it. Meanwhile, Bobby had her skirt flipped up, her panties down around her ankles, and he was rubbing her cunt. He slapped her ass, making it jiggle. His cock was out, already hard thanks to the hard work of the fluffer. “I’m going to fuck your little asshole. And then maybe you’ll think twice about cheating on me,” he said. 
 
    “Okay,” she said.  
 
    I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to do, so I just remained still, sitting on that couch, getting my dick sucked. He started to sink his long, thick rod into her asshole and she gasped—this one much more genuine. Her grip on my cock firmed up, so I was fairly sure that reaction was the real thing. “Holy shit,” she said. “You’re so fucking big.”  
 
    “Keep sucking, whore,” Bobby said, so she returned to my cock.  
 
    And while he fucked her in the ass, he looked at me. “Squeeze your tits,” he said to me, so I did. He reached forward and pressed the girl’s head down into my crotch. 
 
    She was gagging on my cock now, her saliva running down my balls, pooling at my ass. The scene was rougher than I’d expected. I looked over at the large crew. They were all watching. I had to look away. The anxiety was too much. I tried to pretend like it was just the three of us, like there weren’t any cameras filming, like the scene wasn’t going to end up on the internet for everyone to watch. But that didn’t help much. 
 
    The blonde surfaced for a breath of air. “I love the way your cock feels in my ass, Bobby,” she said, stroking me now with her hand. I tried to hold back, but I couldn’t. I was no pornstar. I was just a regular guy. I’d slept with a few girls in my life, no one as hot as her, and definitely no one who knew how to work a shaft like she did. So I came on her face, taking her by surprise. She shut her eyes and winced away. “What the fuck!” she shouted. She let go of my dick, but I kept coming.  
 
    She couldn’t open her eyes because my load was all over her eyelids. 
 
    “Lick it up, Cassie!” the director shouted. She sighed, wiped my cum off of her face, and brought it to her tongue.  
 
    “Mm, I love the way your cum tastes.” 
 
    “I’m going to come in your asshole, babe,” Bobby said, and then he grunted loudly, sunk his fingertips into her hips, and he came. When he pulled out, his giant load fell out and splatted on the studio floor.  
 
    “I guess we should get back to my homework now, huh?” she said as Bobby spread her ass cheeks wide for the camera.  
 
    “Cut!” the director called out.  
 
    The blonde looked at me, no longer smiling. “A little warning next time would be nice,” she said, and she stormed off of the set.  
 
    And my first job was over and done with, just like that, in less than an hour. But I still had a long way to go. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I expected to get a phone call the next day, even though Miles didn’t know my number. I figured, with his incredible wealth and apparent power, he could easily get a hold of my phone number. He must have known where I lived, as he had those goons follow me to the bus station the day before. But there was no phone call, no knocks at the door. Presumably there would be another job—I still had a lot of debt to pay off, and my part-time minimum wage gig wasn’t going to get me there. 
 
    So I figured it might be another day or two. But a whole week went by, and I heard nothing from Miles. Two weeks went by—still nothing. I searched his name, wondering if maybe he’d been arrested in connection to some illegal gang activity. His name brought up no results. Maybe he’d forgotten about me, I considered. Maybe the $950,000 I owed him was a measly sum compared to what other people owed him. Maybe he made that much money in a single day. Maybe he was bored of me.  
 
    It was three weeks after the porn shoot when there was finally a knock at my door. It was Miles, with three burly men in black suits standing behind him. I’d just built up the hope that I was off the hook. That hope was now burning away in the pit of my gut. “Good, you’re home. I’ve got your second job for you. We shoot in two hours, so we’d better get moving. Come on.”  
 
    I faltered in the doorway, a cold paralysis overtaking me. But I went along, saying nothing. What could I say? Those men were begging for Miles to make the command, to break my thumbs, to put me in a wheelchair for the rest of my life. I didn’t want to give them the opportunity. 
 
    We went back down to that same warehouse, but this time it was much darker inside. Only a single spotlight beamed down on a long table. “Your last movie was a hit. It’s been watched almost five million times in two weeks. You’re making me a lot of money, Tyler,” he said. “People want more of you, so we’re going to give them more.”  
 
    I looked at the table, noticing the handcuffs that were tied to the table legs. “What’s the plot of this one?” I asked, wavering, my gut now full of nausea. It was an ominous scene. The backdrop was a fake grungy brick wall. The floor was all stained and dirty. This wasn’t the cutesy high-spirited porno that we’d shot a few weeks before.  
 
    Miles smiled. “First, let me say you’re getting paid a lot more. Well, I should say you’re paying off a lot more of your debt. I’m thinking two-hundred thousand. That brings you down to… Seven-hundred and fifty thousand, is that right?” 
 
    I shrugged, my vision starting to blur, my mind spinning.  
 
    “I have a client who reached out to me. He saw your video and he really wanted to… be with you. He’s paying a lot of money, and he’s a very loyal client of mine. I’m not about to let down a client. You understand this, right? If you want, we can put one hundred and fifty towards your debt and you can keep fifty. I mean, you’ve got to live too, right? My guys tell me that you’re basically living in squalor.”  
 
    “Okay,” I said with a trembling voice. I saw the makeup girl getting her kit ready next to the wardrobe girl, who was holding up a lacy piece of red lingerie. There were no pornstars around—no muscular hunks, no blonde babes with fake titties.  
 
    “He’s going to fuck you in the ass, Tyler. But try not to worry about it. It won’t be so bad. You’ll be nice and lubricated, and again, no one will recognize you. You’ve already got a good audience—a huge demand for more works. Now let’s get you ready.” 
 
    “Wait, wait, wait. No one’s fucking me in the ass, okay? I’m not okay with this. Isn’t there, like, some construction gig I can work for the next decade or something?”  
 
    Miles’s guards all stepped forward in unison. One of them began to roll up his sleeves. “I’m not forcing you to do it, but you probably won’t like the alternative.” I looked at the men. Their hands were all scared and weathered from a lifetime of beatings. What was one more? “Okay, okay, fine,” I said. I wanted to throw up, but I couldn’t.  
 
    They brought me over to the makeup girl, who got going right away. They worked efficiently, getting me shaved, dressed, and dolled up all at once. The wardrobe girl sunk to her knees behind me. I thought she was just adjusting my lingerie panties, and then I felt her fingers slide up my ass. I jumped. “Hold still!” she said. She had a big wad of lubricant on her gloved fingers.  
 
    My God, I thought, Miles wasn’t kidding. They really were going to fuck me in the ass. I did my best to stand still while she stuck her gloved fingers up my asshole. Her fingers were uncomfortable enough. Soon I would have the throbbing cock of a strange man in my asshole.  
 
    “Let’s lock it up and go for picture!” the director shouted, and they hustled me over to that table. I didn’t need help in the high heels this time. I remembered how to walk in them and was able to get to the table on my own. I caught my own reflection along the way. I actually looked pretty good. At first, I thought I was seeing another woman, someone who would be in the scene with me, and then I recognized my outfit, and of course I noticed the synchronized movements. I reached up and cupped my fake breasts, giving them a shake, watching them bounce in my reflection. I did the same with my ass cheeks. Those weren’t fake, but damn, did they look good. Who knew I had such a great ass?  
 
    And the lingerie they’d picked out for me looked fantastic. The red lace accentuated curves I didn’t know I had, made my waist look so thin, my hips so curvy. I looked like I belonged on the cover of some fashion magazine.  
 
    I should have been crippled with terror, but I felt surprisingly good—happy that I was unrecognizable, and even happier that I was sexy. Was Miles telling the truth? Did I really have a hungry audience who loved my first video?  
 
    I pushed the thoughts away. Why was I so proud of the fact horny men liked the way I looked when dressed as a woman? The thought alone should have made me shudder, should have made me nauseous. Maybe the constant anxiety I’d been subjected to since losing that big bet was finally starting to poison my mind.  
 
    “Get up on the table, darling,” the director called out. It was strange being called ‘darling’, as if I was a real girl. “Thank you, beautiful. Can we get some powder on that ass?” 
 
    The makeup girl came up behind me and brushed my ass with powder. “I wish I had your ass,” she said with a little smile. The comment shouldn’t have made me smile, but I smiled anyway, warmth rushing into my cheeks.  
 
    “Alright, her asshole is all lubed up?” the director asked. 
 
    “Affirmative!” the wardrobe girl shouted.  
 
    “And we’re happy with the lighting? Camera’s ready? Sound’s ready?” A long boom microphone now hovered five feet above my head. “Already, get the slate in there and let’s get this scene in the bag.” Before the slate was raised above my head, one of the set assistants came by to do up my handcuffs.  
 
    And then I heard “Action!” and the room became silent, save for the heavy footsteps of the man approaching behind me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I tried to look back at him, but I was pinned too awkwardly on my stomach on that table, so I couldn’t see much. I was able to see a vague reflection in front of me: me on that table with my wrists cuffed to the corners, my legs dangling towards the floor. It was a thin table, metallic, and bolted to the ground. In the reflection I could just make out the bulge of my cock, poking out below the surface of the table. And I could sort of make out the man approaching me from behind— 
 
    He was a larger man, probably twice my size, but not with muscle. He appeared to be balding, but it was hard to tell because he was wearing a mask. His arms were hairy. My heart started pounding into that metallic table. I could hear it reverberating, and I could feel it, too.  
 
    The man stopped behind me, carefully put his hands on my bare ass cheeks, and he squeezed, letting out a little groan. He gave my ass a good, firm shake, and then he spanked me. It hurt, but I managed not to yelp. I just wanted it over and done with as soon as possible.  
 
    He explored my body with his hands, bending over me, running his hands up my sides, reaching around to cup my fake breasts. It wasn’t too horrible until he had his hand on the side of my face, one of his hairy fingers in my mouth. I shut my eyes tight and let him do it. “Suck it, baby,” he said with a deep voice. So reluctantly, I sucked his fish-hook finger.  
 
    He rubbed his crotch between my legs, letting out another long groan. He still had his pants on, but I could feel his throbbing erection. He was already rock-hard, excited, ready to fuck. At least I knew it would be fast. “Tell me how badly you want it, baby,” he said. 
 
    So I bit my tongue and said, “I want it so badly. Give it to me.” I kept my eyes shut as his hands started making their way south again, back onto my butt for another squeeze, and then between my legs. He fondled my cock through my panties, rubbing my length, groaning again. I opened my eyes for a brief moment, long enough to see him sinking to his knees, rubbing his nose against my panty-clad cock. I could feel his hot breath on my exposed thighs.  
 
    I wish I would have never agreed to that stupid bet. I wish I would have let Miles take all of my money. At least I would still have my dignity.  
 
    The burly man fished my cock out, letting it fall out. I could see it dangling in the reflection, only for a few seconds before it was in his mouth. His mouth was warm—almost hot—and wet. He sucked like he’d been waiting his whole life to suck that cock. And I just remained still, tense. I wasn’t getting hard. How could I get hard? Not only was he not a woman, he wasn’t an expert like the blonde from a few weeks before. He was sloppy, sucking away like he was trying to pull an apple through a straw. His tongue was everywhere. At one point he even got my whole ball sack in his mouth.  
 
    “Get it up, beautiful!” the director called out.  
 
    And I realized this wasn’t going to end until I got it up—and maybe not even until I got off. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I tried to imagine the blonde from the last shoot, but with the sound of the burly man slurping my rod, I couldn’t do it. But the image of myself came into my mind—my own reflection in that red lingerie. I pictured my own jiggly ass, my own long, smooth legs, my own shining eyes. I imagined myself reaching down between my legs, stroking between my legs, biting my bottom lip as euphoria took hold. 
 
    In my mind, I moved aside the thin strip of my panties from my crotch, revealing a plump, wet pussy. I started to rub it, pushing my fingers in deeper and deeper. A jolt buzzed through my body. I let out a soft moan. 
 
    And when I opened my eyes, I could see my erection beneath that table, the man trying his best to suck it off, but the angle was just too awkward now. So he settled with taking it in his fist and pumping it. It felt pretty good, as long as I kept my eyes on myself, on my beautiful eyes, my glossy lips. I couldn’t believe how beautiful they’d made me. I was curious now to see my other movie, with Big Bobby and the hot blonde. Was I this hot? Was that why so many people loved the video?  
 
    “Alright, let’s move on,” the director shouted, so my date stood up, gave my ass another slap, and then he let his pants fall to the ground, his cock springing free. He was big—much bigger than I’d anticipated. I’d figured, he wasn’t a pornstar and he was paying big money for this sex, he probably didn’t have much to work with. But boy, was I wrong. He was hung like a damn horse, his cock nearly touching his sternum. It was about to be touching mine, from the inside.  
 
    He pressed his warm tip up to my lubed-up hole. I shut my eyes again, taking a deep breath, trying to imagine something else—anything else. And then I felt him penetrate. I tried to clench to stop it, but he powered through, sinking deeper and deeper, groaning louder and louder with every extra inch that he conquered.  
 
    I couldn’t believe how deep he was. I’d never been penetrated before, and I didn’t even know an ass could fit so much cock. His rod must have been pretty damn close to my lungs. Seeing as I was unable to take a breath in, maybe he was pushing on my lungs even. Before he started pumping me, he reached down and grabbed my cock, fondling it, stroking it, and eventually pumping it. He was obsessed with it, more interested in playing  with it than fucking me in the ass.  
 
    But he went ahead and did both. Once he got a rhythm going, he started pumping my cock to the same rhythm. It hurt like a sonofabitch at first, but soon that pain went away—I was either going numb, or I was getting used to it. It felt kind of nice, even, almost euphoric, but the thought of being fucked by a big hairy man made that euphoria subside almost instantly. Still, he had me rock-hard, and the more he stroked me off, the more I realized he really was going to make me come.  
 
    My face became red. I was about to come in front of all those cameras, all those crewmembers, and Miles. People were going to watch a gross, hairy rich guy getting me off. How embarrassing! But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t stop it. The more I tried to stop it, to will it away, the closer I came to coming. “Oh fuck, I’m going to come,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah, baby, come for me. Come for me. Do it!” he said with loud grunts. He came down harder and harder. His slapping pelvis was making my ass red. I tried to reach out for something to hold onto, but my wrists were tied. I ended up squirming, descending into utter euphoria, and then I came, my cock unloading all over the studio floor. “Shit!” I screamed. 
 
    And then I felt him shudder, his nails digging into my skin. Was he about to come inside of me? 
 
    Yep. 
 
    He unloaded. I felt the hot rush of his load filling me deep. He slammed his whole body into me, making sure to get every last inch inside. It was a strange feeling, but not as strange as the feeling that came after, when he stepped back and I felt it all rushing down to my asshole. I tried to hold it back, but it started to dribble out on its own, splatting against the floor. It was a big load—a big load from a big guy.  
 
    And then it was over. The director yelled, “Cut!” and one of the set assistants ran over to unlock my cuffs. By the time I was out of hair and makeup, Miles was gone, already off to some more important affair. And I knew he would be back for me, for another movie shoot. I just had no idea when.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    The hype was real. It was a few nights later when curiosity got the better of me, and I found myself on a trans-fetish porn site, scrolling through pages and pages of videos, looking for that recognizable set, that pretty blonde, and of course, myself. I found the video, and I didn’t have to dig too deep. It was in the ‘most popular’ section, listed as ‘currently trending’. There were millions of views, thousands of comments, and a stellar rating. 
 
    ‘Kyla Kross gets sucked by her horny student’ was the name of the video. I suppose that meant I was Kyla Kross. I actually didn’t mind the name. I watched the video, hesitantly at first. I thought I was going to see myself as a bumbling mess, but I was surprisingly hot. My line deliveries weren’t even half bad, and the camera made my cock look huge. I loved the way my cheeks turned red when the hot blonde started licking my shaft, and the audience seemed to agree. “So cute when her cheeks turn red,” said one top-rated commenter. I loved reading through the comments. 
 
    I jumped when I heard the mail slot clink. I quickly turned down the volume on my computer and looked back at the door. There was an envelope on the ground. I went to pick it up. It was from Miles. Inside was a cheque for fifty thousand, and a bill that showed a remaining debt of eight-hundred thousand. I had a long way to go, but at least none of my bones were broken (my finger had been healed for a week already). At least I was still breathing.  
 
    And as I stood with that cheque, I got a peculiar idea.  
 
    I went to my computer again and looked at that video, with its many, many millions of views. There were ads all over that website. Someone was making a boatload of money with that video, with all that ad revenue. I decided to look into how much money a porn video can make. According to one website, ten thousand views is about equivalent to five-hundred dollars in the pornographic content creator’s pocket. I made fifty-thousand for that shoot (that all went to my debt). With over ten million views, based on my math, that meant the video had already made Miles half a million dollars, and counting.  
 
    And how hard could it be to make a video? The last one I’d starred in had one light, one camera. How much could it possibly cost to hire a small crew for a day? A couple grand? I had fifty grand in my hand right now, and I already had the audience. Kyla Kross was in demand. It would be stupid to let Miles take all the credit for the work I was doing.  
 
    I knew I probably had a couple of weeks at least until Miles was knocking on my door again, wanting me to do another shoot. So I decided to beat him to it. I went and cashed that cheque, went straight to the mall to buy some outfits, some shoes, some makeup. And as soon as I got home, I started looking into hiring myself a small crew. I didn’t need a big fancy studio like Miles had. I just needed my apartment.  
 
    With Miles, it took an hour to shoot a single scene that had probably made him half a million dollars. So if I hired a crew for a day, what was stopping me from shooting five scenes? What about ten scenes? I just needed to find some people willing to sleep with me, which wouldn’t be too hard. I didn’t have the money to find too many women—I found out quickly that women generally want to be paid, whereas most men are just horny and looking for any excuse to fuck. I found six guys who loved the idea of fucking me—two had even seen my first video online—and I found two girls who were down to fool around for five thousand each. I found my crew on a classifieds website. They advertised themselves as a group of friends willing to shoot anything. They were trying to pay their way through film school. I gave them a call, asking if they would be willing to shoot a day of transgender pornography. There was a long silence before the guy asked, “For how much?” 
 
    “Five grand,” I said. 
 
    “Sure,” he said, and he couldn’t have said it faster.  
 
    The production was slated for that Saturday. The crew arrived early Saturday morning with their cameras and lights and sound mixers and microphones—all borrowed from their film school. While they lit my living room for the scene, I made sure there was a convenient stack of towels, a table with drinks, and another table with snacks, just like I’d seen at Miles’s studio.  
 
    I’d done my own makeup before the crew had arrived. I’d spent the latter half of the week practising, and I must say that I was pretty good. I loved the way I looked when I went thick with the eyeliner. And I loved my lips crimson red.  
 
    My outfit for the first scene was a schoolgirl costume I’d found at a lingerie store. “Is this for your girlfriend or something?” the store clerk asked me. 
 
    “No, it’s for me,” I said. “For a porn shoot I’m doing. I’m Kyla Kross. Look me up,” I said. I was surprisingly unembarrassed. Besides, it was a little bit of free advertising for me. Maybe he would go online and watch some of my videos.  
 
    I’d also bought an array of toys: dildos, vibrators, strap-ons. I had no specific plans for the scenes. I figured I would just have everything on standby and we would go wild with the cameras rolling. And that’s exactly what we did. 
 
    My first scene was with a cute little brunette, who couldn’t have been taller than five feet. We kissed a little bit, and then I found myself between her legs, eating her out. She got really wet really fast, her fingers in my hair. It was nice not having anyone shouting commands. It was all organic, and we took it nice and slow. I could edit it down later, but I wanted it to feel natural.  
 
    I made the little brunette come. She squirted a little bit on my face, but I didn’t mind. Then she told me to get on my hands and knees. She ate out my asshole, and then went to town with a dildo. I have to say, it felt pretty amazing. It wasn’t long before I was rock-hard, and less than a minute after she started to pump my dick, I came all over my living room floor.  
 
    For my next scene, I was with a man. When he showed up, I thought he looked kind of nerdy. And then, mid-scene when he took off his shirt and glasses, I realized he was secretly a hunk. He had huge muscles that I couldn’t help but feel with my hands. He bent me over and fucked me in the ass after fucking my face. He came on my butt after slapping it red.  
 
    And then there was the threesome: two guys and me. I sucked one guy while he fucked me from behind, and then we capped that scene off with two cocks in my ass at once. It hurt a bit at first, and then it felt like heaven—pure bliss. I came a second time, without either of the men even touching my cock.  
 
    The rest of that afternoon was spent sucking and fucking, coming and squirting, spanking and tugging. I lost count of how many loads I took, how many on my body, how many in my ass, and how many I swallowed. After the final scene, my legs were wobbling and my ass was sore, but I had the biggest, goofiest grin on my face. My student crew left me the footage, which I got to work on as soon as I was out of the shower.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    It was three weeks later when Miles came to my door with his guards. He had a smile on his face, showing enough teeth to emit a glimmer. “Ready for another shoot?” he asked. “Another client of mine would like to have a go at you. Now, he’s an older man, so you’ll have to go easy on him. He wasn’t entirely specific as to what he wanted, so I would say prepare for the worst. But we’ll make it worth your while—say, anther two-hundred and fifty thousand?”  
 
    “I think I’ll pass,” I said. 
 
    “Pass?” he said. His guards stepped forward.  
 
    I had the cheque waiting by the door—a cheque for eight-hundred thousand dollars. It was almost the entire amount that I’d made off of my series of videos, but I wasn’t too broken up about giving it away to get out of debt. I knew I would make more, after all. I handed him the cheque and he stared at it, his grin disappearing. “What the hell is this?” 
 
    “It’s a cheque,” I said. 
 
    “It’s fake. It’s probably going to bounce,” he said. 
 
    “It’s real. Go ahead and take it to the bank. Consider my debt paid off. And tell your old guy friend to go fuck himself instead.”  
 
    “Where did you get the money? You’re a liar,” he said, taking a step into my apartment, raising his hand into a fist. His guards stepped by him, towards me. 
 
    “Right now you’re trespassing. And if you touch me, that’s assault. By my count, that’s three offences, after you include the fraud from your little casino cheat. I imagine you’ll be looking at jail time,” I said, now with a grin of my own. I loved the way his face looked, suddenly red, steaming, his eyes narrowed, one of them twitching.  
 
    “If this cheque bounces, I’m going to have you killed,” he said. “Do you know who my client is? Do you have any idea who you’re letting down right now?” 
 
    “I don’t give a shit. Why don’t you put on a little skirt and let him fuck you in the ass? I can lend you one, if you’d like.”  
 
    “I don’t understand this,” he said, looking at the cheque again. 
 
    “Well don’t hurt yourself. I have stuff to do. See you around.” I closed the door in his face, my heart pounding with pride in myself. And it was true, I did have things to do. I was in the middle of planning a big shoot—a feature length movie that I would star in. I already had some of the hottest stars attached to the project. Kyla Kross was quickly becoming one of the biggest names in porn. I guess I had Miles to thank for that, but I would never admit that aloud.  
 
    In fact, I wanted to get a little bit of revenge. It was a few days later when I sent a lawyer to his house, to let him know he was being sued for ten million dollars. I figured that was about how much he’d made from my first two videos. He never had me sign any contracts or releases. A few weeks later, more of his performers caught wind of the lawsuit and wanted a piece of the action. “I didn’t sign a release either,” the cute blonde from my first film told me on the phone. She ended up suing him for a million bucks.  
 
    After our court date, which I won, Miles came up to me in the street. “I can’t afford to pay you,” he said. “Not after I’ve paid my lawyers. Please don’t make me pay you.” His eyes were wet and glowing with defeat. And it was the sweetest sight I’d ever seen. 
 
    “Maybe I can loan you some money,” I said. I had many millions from my own movies now. “But then you’ll be in debt to me, and you’ll have to do whatever I want you do to.” 
 
    His eyes became wide and he faltered. “No,” he said, knowing exactly what I was getting at. 
 
    “Fine, then enjoy being in debt to everyone else.”  
 
    As I started walking away, he ran towards me. “No, no. Okay fine! Give me the money to pay for my lawsuits. I’ll do whatever you want.”  
 
    I looked him up and down and tried to imagine him in a cute little skirt, maybe some white stockings, and a pair of black heels. He had a nice slender body—I was pretty sure he could pull it off. The only question was, could he handle a big, hard cock in his ass? If not, he would quickly learn to.  
 
    THE END 
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