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TRANS OIL WRESTLING

Jim took out a loan with a shady group of people, and now he needs to pay it off before they come and break his thumbs. So he reaches out to an old school friend who has become very successful since high school.

His friend isn’t willing to loan him money to pay off the loan, but he does give Jim an opportunity. “But only if you’re really desperate,” the friend says. Jim agrees to the opportunity, but doesn’t get any more info. Then, a few nights later, a pair of burly men show up at his door to take him to a strange downtown basement, underneath a parking garage, to be a contestant in a secret underground oil wrestling league, populated mostly by girls with extra parts.


CHAPTER I

I was being led down into a dark basement, beneath an old parking garage. The two men with me hadn’t said a word since they came to my house to pick me up—not since they said, “Are you Jim? Come with us.”

The lights were flickering overhead. There was a peculiar smell that was growing stronger as the sound of cheering became audible. I still had no idea what I’d signed myself up for; I only knew that I was going to leave that building with five hundred dollars. “But don’t worry, it’s nothing illegal,” Danny told me when I met with him to discuss the opportunity.

I needed the money. I didn’t even care if it was something illegal. If I didn’t get that five hundred dollars, then I would end up with two broken thumbs, and maybe a broken leg as well. I was three months overdue on my loan—a loan I took out with some very unsavoury people. I only took the loan out because I was under the impression that I would be getting a bonus at work, but instead I lost my job entirely.

They’d been coming to my house at night, knocking on my door and calling out my name. “You’ve got two more days!” a deep voice shouted out from the other side of my door just the night before at 1:30 AM.

Now it was getting close to 1:30 AM again. Those guys were possibly at my door again now, shouting out, ‘You’ve got twenty-four hours!’ But I was going to get that money in time. I was going to be paid up for a week, and then I would have to find a way to make another five hundred bucks.

“So what exactly is this place?” I asked the two big men walking me down that long staircase.

“It’s a parking garage,” said one man.

“I know that. But what’s with the cheering? We’re obviously not here to park cars—right?”

The men both looked at me and chuckled. One of the men shook his head before reaching for a heavy metal door. “Good luck, buddy,” he said.

He pressed a key into a keyhole and then he pushed the door open. The cheering became loud as a dim light found my face. It took my eyes a moment to focus on the scene inside: a crowd of mostly women yelling and cheering as they looked down at something. I couldn’t see what they were looking at. I could only see their backs as they hopped—and I could see the occasional sliver of what appeared to be a large plastic pool, the kind a parent would buy for their toddlers. Was it a cock fighting league? Was I about to watch some animals kill each other?

I paused as my two escorts walked into the room. I scanned around, suddenly not so sure Danny was telling the truth when he told me that this was totally legal. One of the large men turned to me. “Are you coming?” he asked.

“O—Okay,” I said. I took a hesitant step after taking a deep breath of air into my lungs. I walked around the crowd of cheering women. They were all wet, splattered with water; at least I thought it was water, but upon closer inspection, it was too thick to be water. It was some sort of petroleum substance: maybe lubricant.

My heart stuttered. I suddenly felt cold, even though that parking garage basement was hot and humid. I wiped some cold sweat from the back of my neck, and then I walked around the crowd to see two women wrestling in their bikinis. It was a clumsy wrestling match, and they seemed to be doing more giggling than anything as they tried desperately to grip one another.

Then I saw two cameramen, with cameras on tripods, filming the event. “Oil wrestling?” I said.

“Come on. We’ll get you signed in,” said one of my escorts.

I was confused. How was I going to make five hundred dollars with this? Did they want me standing by the door all night? Did they need someone to serve drinks? I looked at the wrestling women one last time before being led to another room through another metal door.

Now there was a man in a black suit sitting behind an old wooden desk. He was on the phone, speaking what sounded like Russian. He looked up at me and then threw one finger into the air. I paused. He said one last sentence and then he hung up the phone. “Jim, right?” he said without the smallest hint of any accent.

“That’s me,” I said.

“Danny must be a good friend,” he said with a big smile. “We don’t normally take in guys with no experience.”

“Me and Danny go way back—we were in the same English class in high—”

“—That’s very interesting,” he said, cutting me off. “Did he tell you what you’ll be doing today? Please tell me I don’t have to go over everything with you. I have a lot of phone calls to make.”

That cold chill crept down my spine again. I forced a smile. I knew nothing, but I didn’t want to waste the man’s time. I didn’t want to be a disappointment. “More or less,” I said. I figured I could figure out whatever I needed to figure out. There were lots of people around—I could ask them questions.

“Okay, good. I just need you to sign a waiver saying that you agree to be on camera, and that you consent to whatever happens: touching, fluids, penetration, whatever.” He slid a form forward. Then that chill buzzed through my whole body.

I opened my mouth to speak, then I stopped myself. I’d just told him that I knew what I was doing, and now he was looking at me with expectant eyes. I couldn’t let him down now. It sounded like I was going to be getting into the oil ring. I bit my tongue. “Okay. Sure,” I said. I really needed that money. But why was he saying ‘penetration’? Maybe it was a language barrier issue… Though his English seemed perfect.

I grabbed the pen from his desk and I signed the waiver, signing away my rights.

“You’re late,” he said as I slid the form back.

“I am?” I said.

He nodded his head. “The camera team has been set up for twenty minutes. Claire has been in the ring for fifteen. Let’s not waste any more time.” He pulled a thick envelope out from his desk. “Here’s the five hundred. You get two hundred more if you win.” He handed the envelope to one of the burly men at my side, then he pulled a towel out from a nearby shelf. He handed it to the same burly man. “No punching or kicking. Don’t leave my girls with any marks, or that money is coming right back to my desk.”

“O—Okay,” I said. Now I was very confused. Did Danny sign me up to fight a woman named Claire in a pool of oil, while being filmed?

Now I was beginning to think that I was dreaming. Maybe this was all some crazy dream. But when did it start? I could trace my day all the way back to waking up that morning, so if it was a dream, it was an insane eighteen-hour-long dream. Or maybe it was a four-month-long nightmare. Getting fired and taking out that loan with that criminal organization—maybe that was all part of the nightmare.

“Well?” the Russian man said.

“Well?” I replied.

“Are you going to get in there, or what?” He pointed to another door—not the one I came in through.

“What’s through there?” I asked. My voice was so weak that nobody in the room heard my question. One of the burly men walked over to the door and opened it. I noticed the smirk on his face under that flickering office light.

I took a step, froze, and then I managed to take another step.

“Today,” said the Russian man, finally with a noticeable Russian accent. So I walked through the door.

There was no crowd around the pool in this room: just that twelve-foot-wide pool, lots of oil, a single camera man with a camera, and a girl supposedly named Claire.


CHAPTER II

Claire was blonde and short and cute, with big black eyelashes and plump—likely fake—lips. She smiled at me, not looking nervous at all.

“Take off your clothes. Get down to your boxers,” one of my escorts said to me.

I hesitated before stripping down. I wasn’t a big guy, but I was a lot bigger than Claire. She had thin arms and a petite body—though her thighs were possibly thicker than mine, but certainly not with muscle. Pinning her down was going to be easy. Beating her in the wrestling match was going to be simple. But was that really all that was expected of me? I couldn’t forget the Russian man saying the word ‘penetration’, as if there was some sort of sexual expectation. Was Claire expecting me to penetrate her? Were we about to shoot some sort of weird parking garage basement pornography video?

I bent over and slipped my jeans down to the floor.

“Socks too,” said the man next to me. It wasn’t until my socks were off that I noticed the small puddles of lubricant on the cool cement ground, likely from previous wrestling matches.

And now I was beginning to wonder: could I beat her? Was it wrong to overpower her? Did I really need that extra money? Maybe I could allow her to beat me and walk with my five hundred bucks. Then I would be able to sleep comfortably knowing I didn’t beat up some dainty girl.

“Hi,” I said to Claire as I stood in nothing but my boxers, and she stood in nothing but her black bra and black panties.

She didn’t reply. Instead, she just smiled.

I turned to the man on my left. “So we just need to wrestle?” I said. “How do I win? By pinning her?”

“You win by dominating the other person,” he said without looking at me.

“Dominating? So pinning is fine?” I said.

He looked at me. “Didn’t your friend tell you anything?”

I shrugged my shoulders. I was quickly realizing that Danny hadn’t told me much, and I hadn’t told anyone that Danny wasn’t really my friend. Sure, we were buddies back in high school, a whole decade ago, but now we were hardly mutuals. I had him on Facebook and I only talked to him once every few years. He was a successful, busy guy, and I never had much to say to him to relate. He ran multiple businesses, owned multiple cars, and was always posing with beautiful women for his social media photos. I only reached out to him for money, and honestly, I was surprised when he quickly told me about this opportunity to make an easy five hundred bucks.

“I’m sure you’re figure it out,” said the burly man to my right. “Get into the pool.”

Claire walked up to the edge of the pool and offered me her hand. I took it and she gently hoisted me into that slippery pool. I nearly lost my footing immediately. That oil was thick and slippery. She was surprisingly balanced as she walked back over to her side of the pool. Maybe she’d done this many times before.

“Okay, let’s get the cameras rolling!” called out a man from the shadows. I looked over and saw a slight glow on his face as he watched a monitor, probably showing him what the camera was seeing.

“Rolling!” shouted the cameraman.

“Action!” the man in the corner shouted. His voice seemed to echo in that large, dark cement space.

Claire crouched down and assumed a wrestling stance. I hesitated. My heart was pounding. I still had no idea what was happening, and now it was almost over. I crouched down and tried to summon some old acting skills from high school drama class. I took a deep breath and started circling as she started circling. She stared into my eyes with a grin. She had a cute face. I was thinking more and more that I wouldn’t be able to pin her and beat her. I would let her win the extra cash, but I would put on a good show first. I wanted to earn my money, after all.

We got closer together as we circled. I felt goofy, like I was a kid on the playground, playing make-believe. Were they seriously going to pay me big money for this? And why were they filming it? Who was going to watch this?

Suddenly she lunged forward. I opened up my arms to grab her, but the force of her body swept me off of my feet on that slippery surface. It would have been a hard fall, but there was two feet of sticky lubricant to soften my fall. Now she was on top of me as that oil seeped around me. She tried to pin down my arms, but now her hands were slipping on my skin. I let her try for a moment before grabbing her to flip her off of me—which I thought would be easy—but when I tried to grab her, my hands slipped.

That lubricant truly was slippery.

I tried again to grab her, but my hands just slipped all over her. I even accidentally grabbed her breast when I tried to clutch her torso. I froze for a moment, wanting to apologize, but she didn’t seem to mind, or maybe she didn’t notice.

I saw the camera moving around next to me. The cameraman was trying to get a better shot of the action. Was I about to lose because I couldn’t get her off of me?

I was starting to panic—not worried about losing, but worried about not putting on enough of a show to get that money. So I wrapped my arms around her and managed to flip her over. Now I was on top of her. But when I flipped her, I accidentally pulled her bra up and off of her tits. “I’m sorry,” I said, leaning back and expecting her to fix her bra.

But instead, she used the opportunity to slip out from underneath me. She pulled off her bra and tossed it aside, so it wouldn’t be in the way. And now I was distracted by her small, perky breasts. They were nice tits, but fake: I could see the thin scar lines under each one. I felt my face turning red. She pounced on top of me again, this time wrestling me onto my stomach and almost dunking my face in the thick lubricant. I gasped for air just before she pushed on my head, pushing my face into the lubricant. She held me for five seconds before releasing me.

I gasped for air again. She was surprisingly strong for her size—or maybe she was just more used to working in slippery lubricant. Maybe I was going too easy on her.

Though I was still confused as to who was going to watch this. Was there some fetishists out there who liked to watch naked women dominating and being dominated by men in pools of lubricant?

I managed to flip myself over to face her. She tried to grab my shoulders but fell forwards as her hands slipped out. Then I was able to roll over her, pinning her from behind. She tried to squirm forward and I tried to grab her. I couldn’t get a hold on her body, but I managed to get a hold on her panties. I tried pulling her back from her waistband, but they ended up slipping down her legs easily because of the lubricant. “Shit,” I said, now feeling even more embarrassed as she was completely nude. She had a nice ass though—it was hard to look away from.

Then she flipped over and scurried up to her feet, assuming that stance again. That’s when I saw that she wasn’t a she at all: she was a transgender, complete with a semi-erect cock and a perfectly round ball sack. I gasped and froze. My head began swirling with confusion. I started hearing that Russian man’s voice echoing in my brain. ‘Penetration, penetration, penetration.’ Was I the one who was about to be penetrated?

I tried to stand up but I ended up falling back. I couldn’t plant my hands down comfortably anywhere. “Wait,” I said. Then she pounced on top of me, pinning me on my back again. Now I could feel it: her warm cock sliding against my thigh. She reached down and managed to get a few fingers under the waistband of my undies. “Wait,” I said again, but my voice was hardly a whimper.

I needed to act. I needed to get out from her hold, but I couldn’t move; every time I tried to move, my hands would slip out and I would submerge under the lubricant until I could scurry to the surface. She yanked down my undies, exposing my flaccid cock. Then she grabbed it and I gasped. She giggled.

“What are you doing?” I said, feeling that camera moving closer to me. She squeezed my cock hard, making me afraid to move—afraid she would rip it off if I tried to escape. I looked down and saw that she was erect now.

And now I was almost certain that I was having a nightmare. This couldn’t be real. It was too crazy! “Stop!” I said, but she wasn’t stopping. That’s when I remembered seeing the term ‘safe word’ on that contract that I quickly signed. I didn’t see what the actual safe word was, so I couldn’t stop the fight.

I managed to push her off with one good shove. She fall onto her bum. I flipped over onto my hands and knees and tried to make an ungraceful dash for the edge of the pool. I was going to surrender and let her win. I didn’t want her big erection rubbing on me. I didn’t want to go any further with this game—even if it meant surrendering the five hundred dollars.

I got to the edge of the pool, and then she grabbed me from behind, making me fall forward. I clutched the edge of that plastic ring but I couldn’t get a grip as she mounted me from behind. I felt her long, slick shaft sliding up my crack. “No! Please!” I said.

I tried again to grab that ledge, but my shaking, lubricated hands couldn’t grip anything. Then I felt her tip press between my cheeks. I gasped and closed my eyes.

Her cock entered into me without any effort, even though I was clenching. My butt was covered in lube and so was her cock. She slid in deep and I screamed out loud as I lost my anal virginity for the small price of five hundred dollars.

She managed to get a solid footing with her cock in my ass. She gripped my arms so I couldn’t move, and then she began to thrust. At least she was well-lubricated, otherwise that sudden penetration probably would have hurt quite a bit.

I could hear her cock squishing in and out from my asshole as she stretched me wide. I bit hard on my tongue and desperately tried to remember that safe word, but I had absolutely no idea what it was. And even worse: this was going to be on the Internet, on some weird porno website.

I closed my eyes as the cameraman came in front of me to film my reaction to being stuffed. I groaned and tried once more to reach for the edge of the pool, but I didn’t have the energy to escape, and it was already too late: she was fucking me with swift, fast thrusts. I could feel her long shaft sliding in and out, rubbing my anal walls with her throbbing veins.

I felt so humiliated and stupid. How could Danny sign me up for this? Was this really worth avoiding a couple of broken thumbs and a broken leg? Did I really need the money that badly?

“Oh God,” I heard her whimper after a minute of trying to squirm away from her. I could feel her slick cock bloating wide, twitching along with her racing heartbeat. I opened my eyes and looked back. At least she was cute. At least she had a petite body and perky tits. It’s not like I was being fucked by some burly drag queen, or some bodybuilder in a wig. Though maybe it wasn’t really any different at the end of the day: it was still a cock in my straight man’s asshole.

She groaned loudly and then I felt a gooey blast inside of my body. I gasped. I felt five more blasts as I went completely still. Then she pulled her long, sticky shaft out from my body, and I felt her load gush out of me, along with all the lubricant she pumped into me. I felt so ashamed as that cum oozed out of me. She stepped over me and raised her hands into the air. Another man walked into the pool and took her hand. “Our undefeated newcomer, Quick Cum Claire, has won another match!” he announced. It was a good nickname: she really did come very quickly.

“And cut!” the director shouted. “Okay, let’s get the pool reset so we can get the next match going! C’mon people, we’re behind schedule.”

One of the burly men gave me a hand up to my feet. He handed me a towel, which I used to wipe as much of that lubricant off as I could. Then he handed me that envelope full of money. “Better luck next time,” he said. He bent over and picked up my soaked undies by the waistband. “Don’t forget these.”

I couldn’t look him in the eye. He’d just watched me getting fucked by a transgender oil wrestler. Everyone in that room had just watched me getting completely dominated and penetrated. They all watched as cum poured out from my hole. I wanted to get out of there. I never wanted to see any of those faces again. I would never take out another stupid loan, ever again.

I slipped into my goopy undies and then I pulled my clothes over my slick body. I felt uncomfortable with lubricant still on my skin, but I wasn’t about to follow Claire over to the shower room. I couldn’t spend another minute in that place, so I made a quick dash for the exit. Nobody stopped me.


CHAPTER III

I went to bed after a very long shower. But even after standing under that hot water, soaping myself a number of times, I swear I could still feel patches of that slick goo on my body. I even nearly slipped a number of times in my shower. That lubricant was hard to wash off.

My bum was a bit uncomfortable—not sore, but uncomfortable. I spent a few good minutes staring at myself in the mirror, trying to wrap my head around what happened. It all happened so fast: one minute I thought I was going to be helping out with some sort of event for the night, and the next moment I was being pinned by an erect transgender.

I wished I could go back in time to get my dignity back, but at least I now had the money that I needed. I planned on delivering it in the morning, to buy myself a week of peace. And then I would have to figure out another way to come up with another five hundred bucks—each week, until my debt was paid off (about six weeks of no missed payments).

I walked over to that envelope after I woke up in the morning. I opened it and made sure it was indeed full of cash, and that I didn’t take a big cock in my ass for nothing. I counted each fifty dollar bill, and sure enough there were ten in total. There was also a card with a long Russian name and a phone number. I assumed it was the Russian man I briefly spoke with—the man who ran the strange underground oil wrestling league.

I tossed the card aside and stuffed the money into my pocket. Then I went to deliver the money. It was a short drive to the place I got my loan, in a sketchy little house two neighbourhoods over. I found out about the place from a guy from work, who was fired a few days after I got my loan, though I have no idea why he was fired. I went up to the door, rang the bell, and then an angry-looking man answered the door. I didn’t recognize him, but he recognized me. “You’d better be here with that money,” he said. I handed him the envelope. He quickly flipped through the bills, and then he looked at me and said, “See you in a week.” He closed the door in my face. And now I was no longer the owner of five hundred dollars.

I was broke, as if the oil wrestling never happened. Now I was really trying to figure out if it was worth it: stripping down and taking that trans girl’s cock in my rear end. I could still feel a bit of soreness back there, but it was my bruised dignity that was truly filling me with an awful nausea.

I needed a drink, so I went to a bar, even though it wasn’t quite noon. I ordered two fingers of whiskey and I tried my best to forget about the previous night. I wanted to convince myself that it was all a nightmare, that it never really happened. It was surreal enough that I felt like I could eventually classify it in my brain as a memory of a nightmare and not actually a real transgression.

It sucked not having that wad of cash anymore. I was only out of the house for an hour earning it, but within minutes it was gone, and it was more money than I’d had in years. It was especially valuable because it was the money I received in exchange for my dignity: my anal virginity and my privacy. Now there was going to be a video of me being fucked in the ass online—probably forever, until some alien race comes along to destroy the planet.

Suddenly I couldn’t stop thinking about the video. Maybe it wasn’t a very popular website. Maybe the video wasn’t good enough to make the site. I wanted to know more. I wanted to know exactly what I’d gotten myself into. So I went home and flipped open my old, crappy laptop. I started searching the Internet to find the video, even though I was sure that it wasn’t up yet (how could they edit it so quickly? Or did it need editing at all?). I searched for an hour before I found a website called ‘TRANS OIL WRESTLING’. I quickly scrolled through it to see if I could spot any familiar sights, and then I froze when I saw the headline of a video: ‘Quick Cum Claire Makes Her Messy Debut’. I could suddenly taste copper in my mouth. I tried to lick my dry lips, and then I clicked on the video.

In the video, she was wrestling with another girl. I skimmed ahead and found out that the other girl was not trans, but a biological female with a proper pussy, which was quickly stuffed by Claire’s cock. The woman moaned and screamed while Claire pumped her from behind before pulling out and coming all over the girl’s back. Normally I would have assumed it was all silly acting, but now I wasn’t so sure. Maybe that girl was like me; maybe she didn’t know what she was getting into and she ended up in a pool of lubricant, being mounted by a trans girl with a slick erection. My heart fluttered before sinking into my stomach.

On the side bar was a picture of Claire. ‘See Claire’s Other Fights!’ the link said, so I clicked it. She only had a handful, all with other women and one with another trans girl. I hesitantly clicked the link with the other trans girl. I skimmed ahead and saw Claire getting penetrated while groaning and straining. The other girl pumped her for a minute before she was able to break free, flip her opponent over, and take over the dominance. I skimmed further ahead, practically watching the video through the slits between my fingers, and that’s when I saw Claire with the other girl’s cock in her hand, squeezing it while pumping her ass. She managed to make the other girl come before she came, so it must have been mutually pleasurable, despite the strained and uncomfortable look on her opponent’s face.

I couldn’t believe what I was watching. I especially couldn’t believe the view counts on all the videos. Claire’s debut video had 900,150 views. The video was only two weeks old. I suddenly felt sick. Soon that number would pass one million. And maybe one million people would end up watching me with a trans cock in my ass.

What if a friend saw the video? What if it somehow ended up in the hands of my mother or my father? I found myself refreshing the page over and over, waiting for that video to come up. While I was refreshing, I noticed another wrestler who was prominently featured on the website: Betsy Big Loads. In her thumbnail, she was surprisingly cute: brunette, thin, big eyes, raised cheek bones. I knew from her name (and the theme of the website) that she was transgender. My heart started racing as I hovered my mouse over her profile. I clicked and was shocked to see that she had nearly sixty videos uploaded. I clicked on one: a three-way fight between her, another trans girl, and a real female. In the video, the girls flopped around for a few minutes before the real girl managed to pin one of the trans girls. She pressed three of her fingers into the trans chick’s asshole and started pumping. The trans girl moaned and splashed and I found myself looking away once the girl started pushing in more than just a few fingers.

But the girl didn’t end up winning. It was Betsy Big Loads who came in and flipped the girl over before pressing her lubricated cock into the girl’s asshole, making her scream. She violently pumped the girl and then she pulled out, spraying her exhausted body with the source of her nickname: probably half a pint of white, thick cum. I quickly closed the video and went to a blank page to give my heart a break. I took a deep breath.

This was real. This was a real league with real fans and real penetration. And obviously it was making a lot of money if they could just toss five hundred bucks at me for less than ten minutes of work. I saw that they had a few affiliate sites: a straight oil wrestling league, a gay oil wrestling league, a lesbian oil wrestling league, and even a cosplay oil wrestling league. All the setups were the same, filmed in that parking garage basement, with the same big kiddy pools filled with the same goopy jelly.

Maybe I would get lucky. Maybe my video would get posted and then immediately get buried because it was boring. Or maybe the opposite would happen: maybe my video was going to end up going viral for some weird reason: Quick Cum Claire’s first victory over a male opponent. If she ended up becoming one of the site’s big names, then surely her ‘fans’ would watch her old content.

I had to close down the website after refreshing the page a thousand times. I couldn’t stand looking at it anymore. Soon my video would be up and everyone would be watching it.

My heart was racing. Sweat was forming all over my body. I suddenly felt nauseous when I stood up, so I remained sitting—but after a few minutes, even sitting made me sick, so I curled up on my couch and closed my eyes. I could suddenly taste that lubricant: gooey and a bit sweet. Was there still some on my lips? Did I not shower for long enough after I got home?

My head was spinning. I groaned and squirmed and then I jumped up to my feet and sprinted to the bathroom and threw up. After an hour in the bathroom, my appetite was gone even though my body was empty. I couldn’t eat breakfast or lunch or dinner, and then I couldn’t sleep, not being able to go a full ten minutes without running over to my computer to see if the new video was up yet.

And it was at 2:00 AM when the video went up. There I was: my face in the little video thumbnail. I felt dizzy. I nearly fell over. With a shaking hand I clicked on the video and watched through narrowed eyes as my scene began to play out. My heart rate sped up—faster and faster—as that big finale approached. I watched as we rolled around in the pool, and then I watched as she mounted me. Then my heart seemed to stop completely as the cameraman got the perfect shot of her cock sliding into my ass: zoomed in, getting all of the detail.

I looked so submissive when she began to thrust, as if I completely lost hope in winning—but to the audience it probably looked like I was just bending over for her, because that’s what I wanted. I hated to think that people were going to think that I let her beat me because I wanted her inside of me. I wanted to think that people wouldn’t think that—but that’s how it looked, even to me. Why wasn’t I fighting back? Why was I just letting her thrust in and out of me?

I looked up at Claire. She was smirking while fucking me. Her perky tits were bouncing and jiggling with each thrust. She was surprisingly cute. If it wasn’t for that cock, she would have looked like a real girl.

I closed the video and shut my computer down. But it wasn’t long before I reopened it to check the view count. In just an hour, thousands had watched the movie. Thousands of people, all over the world, had watched me getting plugged by a transgender oil wrestler.

“Oh God,” I groaned. That nausea was returning. I closed the computer again and thought about making a dash for the bathroom; I probably would have gone back to the bathroom had there actually been anything left inside of me to throw up.

I was starting to doze off. I had no energy after getting very little sleep the night before and eating no food through the day. I stumbled over to the couch and covered my face with a couch pillow. Then I took a deep breath, and suddenly it was morning.


CHAPTER IV

Ninety thousand views in twenty-four hours. It wasn’t going to break any website records—not even close—but I couldn’t help but imagine ninety thousand people standing in the same area; that’s a lot of people. And surely one of those people had seen me before; maybe they didn’t know me, and maybe they didn’t recognize me, but surely just one of them had walked by me before, or sat next to me on a bus. Surely a handful were from the same city as me—probability said so.

And every time I refreshed the video, that number increased. But luckily, it was slowing down. It was another twenty four hours before it reached 150,000 views, and then another forty-eight hours before it reached 200,000. Then the views almost stopped completely as dozens of new videos appeared on the site, including one with Quick Cum Claire: her first defeat at the hands of another trans girl. I watched her defeat hesitantly, and was shocked by how graphic the fight was. Her opponent managed to pin her down and plunge her cock into Claire’s mouth. Claire squirmed, but ultimately lost the fight after getting flipped over and mounted.

But why was I watching? Why did I care?  How could I even be sure that I wasn’t watching some staged fight? Maybe most of the fights were staged. If they were all real, then the company was certainly toeing a fine line between consent and rape—even with their contracts and safe words.

I went to refresh my own video again, to make sure the views really had slowed to a halt, and then there was a dull knock at my door, making me spring to my feet. I quickly closed my computer screen and quietly approached the peephole. I recognized the thick man standing on the other side of the door: one of the debt collector goons. “Open up, Jim,” he said.

I took a deep breath and tried to remember how long it had been since I paid up. It felt like an anxious lifetime, but just a few quick moments at the same time. I opened the door. “What is it?” I said.

“I’m here for your weekly collection.”

“Has it been a week?” I asked.

“It’s been five days,” he said.

“Well I’ll have the money in two days,” I said.

“Will you really?” he said, rolling his eyes. “Because you’re still two weeks behind, so you technically owe us fifteen hundred. And you know what happens when you get three weeks behind—in two days from now?”

“I know, I know,” I said, remembering the last time I was told that my thumbs would be broken. “I’ll have the money.” But I still had no way of making five hundred bucks in just two days. “I’ll have the money. I’ll bring it to you. No need to come here.”

“Are we going to do this every week, Jim? Because if you fall further behind, we really will make your hands unusable for the rest of your life.”

My heart plunged into my stomach. “I’ll have the money. I’ll get caught up on the payments. Don’t worry about it.”

He stared into my eyes for a long minute, and then he shrugged his shoulders and shook his head. “I really don’t like breaking thumbs, so please figure it out.” He turned around and walked away, leaving me feeling cold on that doorstep, even though I was standing in direct sunlight.

I went back into my house and I locked my front door. Then I looked down at my hands and saw that they were shaking. How the hell was I going to make five hundred bucks in less than forty-eight hours? I looked around my apartment, and that’s when I spotted that card that had been included in the wad of cash: the card with the long Russian name.

I went to the bathroom and stared at myself in the mirror for a long moment. Then I bit my tongue and shook my head. I needed the money, so I made the call.

Nobody answered and there was no option to leave a message. Feeling defeated, I went to put my phone down on the counter, and then it rang. I picked it up. “Hello?” I said.

“Who is this?” his familiar voice said.

“This is Jim—from the other night.”

“Jim?” he said. “I’m afraid I don’t know a Jim.”

I paused for a moment. “I—uh—wrestled Claire, and—uh—lost.”

“So what do you want?” he asked.

“I need money,” I said.

“I’m not a bank,” he said. “If you want money, go to a bank.”

“I was thinking that—um—maybe I could wrestle again, for another five hundred dollars.”

“Do you think this is a charity?” he said.

“I’m sorry. I just thought… Danny told me that I could make some money with you, so I thought—”

“Danny?” he said. “You know Danny?”

“He’s my friend,” I said, even though it wasn’t entirely true.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” he said. “For Danny, I can bring you in. But look—I do a lot of favours for Danny. I owe Danny. But I’m still running a business here, and the reality is, people want to see more than what you gave us the other day. That was a five minute scene and there really wasn’t much to it. It hasn’t been our worst video, but it’s definitely one of our bottom clips. If I’m going to bring you in, you need to give us more.”

“O—Okay,” I said. I was having a hard time understanding him because of the ringing in my ears.

“You need to give us longer fights, and if you could try to win, that would be ideal. You see—people like seeing our girls dominating guys, but they really want to see our girls getting dominated. Does that make sense?”

“You want me to… uh… dominate a girl?” I said.

“That would be better for ratings. But we don’t stage our fights, so you actually have to do it. And if you give us another lousy video—and by the way, we almost didn’t publish that video—then I won’t be picking up your calls. Got it?”

I nodded my head as if he could see me. “Okay,” I said. “I understand.” But it didn’t really matter because I had no intention of doing this again. After I got my next five hundred bucks, I was going to set myself straight. I was going to find a proper job and convince a bank to give me a proper loan to pay off my illegal loan.

“We’ll see you next week, maybe Wednesday night. Someone will pick you up, like last time.”

“No,” I said. “I—I need the money sooner. Can’t we do it tomorrow maybe?”

“Sooner?” he said. “We have a full slate. We can do next week. That’s me doing you a favour.”

“Please,” I said. “I really need the money now.”

“I told you: I’m not a bank. We’ll have someone pick you up on Wednesday. But I’ll tell you what. If someone drops out on me sooner, I’ll have you picked up sooner.”

“Okay,” I said softly, feeling defeated. I’d signed myself up for another oil wrestling match but I still had no way of paying my weekly debt. “Thank you.”

He hung up the phone. I fell onto my couch and sighed heavily. Then, after ten minutes of sulking, I went to my computer and desperately tried to find some last minute handyman work, even though I was a terrible handyman and didn’t own any tools. I figured I could lie my way through a bit of work—at least enough to get some money. Maybe I could ask for money up front and then return it on Wednesday, after I got my oil wrestling payout.

But I couldn’t find anything on any website. I tried posting on Facebook and I tried making posts on various free websites. “Will do any work for money,” I wrote, but I got no takers.

I was pretty sure that I was doomed. It was late, so I crawled into bed. I closed my eyes and started to doze off, prepared to spend the whole night in some nightmare or another. Then suddenly, there was a dull pounding at my door.

Were they back to remind me that I only had a bit over twenty-four hours left to pay up? Or were they just coming to break my thumbs, knowing I wasn’t going to make my weekly payment? I sat up slowly. The fist pounded the door again. My stomach groaned and I stood up slowly. I approached the door, wearing nothing but boxers. The fist pounded the door again. I looked through the peephole and saw the burly figure.

Maybe I just needed to get the thumb breaking over with. Maybe they would leave me alone and let the debt remain unpaid if I just let them break my thumbs. I sighed, hesitated, and then I opened the door.


CHAPTER V

Standing on my doorstep was one of the Russian man’s employees, not one of the loan shark goons. He looked down at me and said, “Your fight is in twenty minutes. Let’s go.”

I stood for a moment, unable to think of anything to say back. It seemed like a gift from God, and a curse at the same time. I didn’t want to get into the ring again, but I needed that money more than ever before. “What are you waiting for? Let’s go,” he said. “It’s my ass if you’re late.”

“Can I, uh, just put on some clothes?” I asked.

He shook his head. “There’s no time for that. Our guy cancelled last minute. The girl is already waiting. Dmitry is going to be furious if we don’t get there right now—so come on. Let’s move.” He turned around and started towards his black SUV. So I just followed, wearing nothing but my boxer shorts. It was a cold night. I wrapped my arms around myself and tried not to shiver.

Just like on the night of my first fight, everything was happening so fast. I hadn’t even closed the passenger door yet before we sped off down the road, tires squealing, probably waking a few people up at 1:30 AM. The man kept checking the time on his watch. “Shit,” he mumbled under his breath.

He sped through the quiet, empty city streets, back to that downtown parking garage. He came to a quick stop in that alleyway. “C’mon, let’s go,” he said, hopping out of the car. I felt suddenly vulnerable as I opened my door and looked down at that cold alley ground. I probably should have at least put on some shoes. I carefully stepped out, praying I wasn’t about to step on some used needle.

“What are you waiting for?” he called out. “Let’s go!” He pushed his key into that heavy metal door and pushed it open. I swear I could already smell the musty basement and the sweet-tinged lubricant.

We went down the stairs quickly. It was tough keeping up with him as he bounded down the stairs, sometimes skipping three steps at a time. The stairs were a bit slippery, probably from lube being tracked in and out of that oil wrestling league basement—so I clutched the rail as I tried to calm down my racing heart.

How did I end up here again? How did one little loan turn into this? A small amount of debt had flipped my life upside down completely. A couple of weeks ago, I was a normal person expecting a bonus at work. Now, I was a competitor in an underground transgender oil wrestling league.

The man led me through that first room where a fight was already underway, between two men. I only looked over for a quick second to see that one man was already winning, penetrating his opponent while pinning him hard to the edge of that pool. It looked uncomfortable and unnatural, so I quickly looked away, worried the sight would worsen my already tedious anxiety. We went through the Russian man’s office. The Russian man looked up at us. “I got here as quickly as I could,” my escort said.

“Don’t waste any more time,” said the Russian man, letting his accent slip again. “Get him in the ring. We have a schedule to uphold.” Then he looked at me. “Do me a favour and win. If we publish another video of you losing, people will start to think this whole thing is rigged—and that’s not good for business.”

“Come on,” my escort said, opening that second door. I hesitated, knowing I had one last chance to turn away. What was worse, wrestling a trans woman to the ground and sticking my cock inside of her, or getting my thumbs broken? Maybe I could just leave town. Maybe I could go live in the woods for the next few years, and then move to some other city with some other name. How bad could living in the woods be? Would it be worse than having to fuck a trans woman?

I looked through the door and saw the girl waiting for me. She had long brown hair and big shining eyes. She was smaller than me, but I knew that didn’t mean much. She had large breasts pushing against a tight white top. And her short shorts didn’t fully cover her round ass. At least she was cute. She was even my type—if it wasn’t for the cock that I knew she owned.

And how was I supposed to get hard? How was I going to get it up to stick it inside of her? Would they give me the money if I ended up losing?

“Come on!” shouted my escort, before the Russian man had a chance to.

So I went through that door. I walked towards that girl, who was now stretching and preparing to take me on in that pool of oil.

“Roll the cameras!” yelled the director before I even stepped into the pool. “Are they rolling? Action!”

“Today, Gigantic Georgia will try to defend her five fight winning streak,” announced a nearby announcer. My heart fluttered. “Will she be able to extend her perfect record against male opponents?” It wasn’t a statistic that I wanted to hear, especially because I wasn’t entirely sure if I was going to get paid if I lost.

I looked down her body. She was fit, but thin. Her breasts were perfect: braless, with her nipples pushing hard against that tight white top. I looked down at her shorts and that’s when I noticed the tip of her cock, dangling down against her left leg. Did she know it was out? Was that part of her persona? My God, it was so big! It was nearly halfway down her thigh, and she was flaccid.

My lips parted and I looked back at the door. Maybe I really did need to leave.

“And here we go. Wrestlers ready? And fight!”

Georgia couched down into her action position. My head started spinning. I realized in that moment, as she began to approach me, that I never asked about the safe word.

“Hold on,” I said to her, but she ignored me, lunging at me. I jumped to the side, nearly slipping. I managed to dodge her attack. She fell down into the oil, giving me a perfect opportunity to attack, but instead I remained still, looking down at her as she awkwardly rushed onto her hands and knees, now soaked in lubricant.

I knew that I needed to fight her. I knew that I needed to get those shorts off and I needed to make myself hard and I needed to stick it in her—but how was I going to do it? How could I do any of it? I didn’t even know her, and I was straight! I liked women, and she was technically male—at least biologically speaking.

She rose to her feet and looked at me with a strange look, probably confused as to why I didn’t act when I had the chance. But that moment of silence only lasted a moment. She pounced towards me, and this time I was too slow to react. She wrapped her arms around me and took me down to the ground. Lubricant splashed in every direction as my body submerged. Now I could feel her big breasts rubbing against my chest as she tried to pin me. I tried to push her off, but now that my skin was all slippery (and hers too) I couldn’t get a proper hold on her. I felt her hand reach down to pull down my boxers. “No,” I said. The thought of winning wasn’t a great one—but the thought of losing was worse. I didn’t want to be penetrated again—not by that big cock, which I could now feel throbbing against my thigh. It was warm and I swear it was getting hard. Did that mean that she was aroused? Did she get off on wrestling men to the ground?

I couldn’t get a grip on her slippery skin, but I did managed to grab her top. I yanked hard to the side, pulling her off of me, and ripping her shirt. I was tempted to apologize, but I had a feeling she didn’t care. As she squirmed to recover, I knew I had to act. So I pounced on top of her, sitting down on her lower back and using my hands to keep her down. I didn’t push too hard, not wanting to drown her in the oil.

She squirmed but I had her pinned under my bodyweight. She groaned and kicked, but didn’t manage to get out. I knew I needed to do something. I needed to put on a good show so that they wouldn’t withhold the five hundred dollars I needed to save my thumbs. So I reached down and grabbed her white top. I pulled it up while she fought. I managed to pull it off completely with a bit of work.

But now I felt even more awkward, having just wrestled a girl’s top off. 

There was a silence as she continued to squirm, trying to get out from underneath me. I looked down at her shorts. I knew I needed to take them off if I was going to attempt to win. I still wasn’t sure if I really wanted to win, but I knew I needed to keep the opportunity open. So I reached down and started to shimmy her shorts down. I had to stand up slightly to get them down to her thighs. Then she suddenly sprung to life, flipping herself over and exposing her breasts and her large cock. But because her shorts were around her knees, she couldn’t stand up. She started kicking her legs, trying to get the shorts off. But I knew I couldn’t let her get up to her feet. I had to keep my advantage of being on top, so while those shorts were around her ankles, I sat back down on her. I looked down at her oiled body, glistening as her tits jiggled on her chest. I could feel her cock underneath my ass. I closed my eyes for a moment, trying to remind myself that this was all for the money. She reached up to grab me and I instinctively grabbed both of her wrists, holding her in place. She wasn’t nearly as strong as Quick Cum Claire.

Now I was looking into her eyes, trying to decide what to do next. I had the advantage. I was in control. I couldn’t waste any more time. I looked down at her large breasts, which jiggled like the real thing, even though I knew they were most likely implants. As long as I kept her large cock covered, she looked like a girl: a beautiful, naked girl. And I knew that I could have sex with a girl for five hundred dollars—plus the winning bonus. And if she was on her stomach, I knew I wouldn’t be able to see that large cock.

So I flipped her over with relative ease. I used one hand to pull down my boxer shorts, exposing my own cock. And then I remembered that view count; sure, there were only five or six people in that dark cement room, but hundreds of thousands of people would be watching what the camera was now seeing.

My heart stuttered. I needed that money.

So I clenched my cock and began to massage it, hoping to get it hard. I had a hard time believing I would be able to get myself erect under the circumstances. But her whole body was amazing—despite that one piece that I couldn’t see, but I could feel. She was curvy. She was soft. I used my free hand to pull her ass cheeks apart, so I could see that glistening asshole. I looked down and saw that my cock was almost fully erect. Maybe I could do this after all. Maybe I would be able to win this battle.

She was still fighting, but my bodyweight was more than she could overpower. I pressed my cock down between her butt cheeks. I stroked up and down until my tip found that puckering hole. Then she suddenly stopped fighting, as if she actually wanted it. And maybe I wasn’t overpowering her as much as I thought. Maybe she wanted to lose. Maybe she wanted me to fuck her.

I started pushing into her. I felt her hole clench, and then I felt it release, allowing me to slip inside. She gasped. My heart fluttered. Maybe winning was a reality. Maybe I would leave with more money than I thought. I grabbed her firmly by the hips and I pressed in further. And then I paused as I remembered that she was a biological male. I was currently sticking my cock into a man’s asshole. It didn’t matter how many hormones she took or how many surgeries she underwent—that asshole was no different now than when she was a male.

I felt her hole clench around my shaft. I saw the camera moving in closer to get a good shot of the penetration. I closed my eyes for a moment. I needed that money. So I gripped her as firmly as I could and I pushed my cock deeper into her body. She gasped again before letting a cute whimper slip out from her lips. At least her noises were feminine. All of her little groans and whimpers sounded like they belonged to a woman. And her back had that nice feminine curve. Her hair was long. And I hadn’t forgotten those breasts. In fact, I now wanted to feel those breasts, just to get that feminine image back into my mind. I bent forward and reached around her, cupping both of her breasts with my hands. Then she suddenly pushed back like an angry bull, tossing me off of her. I fell down onto my back, no longer with my cock inside of her ass.

It took a moment to realize that I was no longer winning the fight. Now she was on her feet and I was still on my back. I looked up at her with wide, frightened eyes, and then she fell down on me, using her legs to push my legs apart. She pinned my wrists to the bottom of the pool, and now I was the one thrashing and trying to push her off of me. I looked down and saw that she was erect. Her cock was enormous, stretching beyond her belly button. It was as thick as her wrist, and her tip was nearly the size of her own clenched fist: like a third arm sticking out from between her legs.

I shook my head quickly but couldn’t must up any words. I was suddenly desperate for that safe word.

She didn’t have to grab her erection. She was able to aim it by moving her hips, sliding that tip down from my ball sack. “Please,” I managed to say, but it hardly came out as a whimper—she probably didn’t even hear it. I felt her tip press against my hole. I felt my skin turning cold. All of the muscles in my body were tensing up.

She pushed forward. Even though her cock was thick and massive, it didn’t seem to matter. There was so much gooey lubricant that there was nothing stopping that cock from entering my body. I gasped and clenched as her veiny log sunk into my body. Maybe I wasn’t going to win. Maybe I was going to leave that basement with nothing except for shame and humiliation.

She pushed in deep, stretching me wide. I tried so hard to clench, to stop her from going any deeper, but nothing could stop her. She had a grin on her face. Her breasts looked amazing dangling before me, but that didn’t stop the embarrassment from setting in.

I tried to turn my face away from the camera that was moving in to get my reaction. Georgia didn’t get the entirety of her footlong cock inside of me before she started thrusting. It didn’t hurt, thanks to all of the lubricant, but it didn’t feel quite right. I could feel my body stretching in ways that it wasn’t meant to stretch. I looked down at my stomach and I swear I could see a small lump on my abdomen every time she pushed in. I closed my eyes and let my head fall back.

And then I remembered that I desperately needed that money. I couldn’t let her win, even though she was moments away from winning. I needed to do everything I could to turn the tide of that battle. So with a loud grunt, using my hands and feet, I managed to push her off, sending her back against the edge of the pool. I felt bad when she grunted painfully, but I didn’t have any other choice. I scrambled up to my feet, now feeling strangely empty in my ass. I pounced on top of her and desperately tried to pin her wrists with my hands and her legs with my knees. After thirty seconds of awkward struggle, I got her pinned, and then I used her own technique to get my cock into her ass, aiming with my hips until my tip was touching her hole. I penetrated her quickly and started thrusting. She quickly started moaning, as if she liked it.

But now we were fucking missionary-style, so I could see her massive erection on her abdomen. No matter where I looked, it was always in my line of sight. I couldn’t let it deter me. I had to keep my focus on her breasts so that I could come. I had to watch them bounce and jiggle as she submitted to me. I was actually going to win! I was going to come inside of a transgender girl to earn more than five hundred dollars!

I thrusted for a good two minutes before she went completely limp and her moaning turned into pleasurable screaming. Her eyes closed and her head tilted back. Then my gaze started to drift down, from her breasts to that throbbing cock. It was harder now than ever: throbbing intensely as her tip tried to touch the bottoms of her breasts. I couldn’t look away—it was so mesmerizing.

Suddenly her body tensed up. Her face turned red and she said, “Oh my God!” I looked down just as her cock began to spray herself with her creamy load. My eyes widened. Was she really coming? Did I make her cum just by fucking her in the ass?

The sight was horrifying and amazing at the same time. It was a reminder that I wasn’t fucking a biological woman, but at the same time, it was strangely comforting to know that she was enjoying the fucking.

My skin tingled and a hot wave pulsed through me. I groaned and then I couldn’t hold back: I came inside of her, filling her with my hot load. I felt her asshole contract around my shaft, as if she was desperate to keep me inside, to make sure there wasn’t a drop of wasted cum.

“We have a winner!” the announcer shouted. And then he stepped into the ring to grab my hand. He pulled me up to my feet moments after the final gush entered her body. Then he lifted my hand into the air. The camera came in close to my face before panning down to my cock, which now had a drop of cum dangling from it.

The next ten minutes rushed by quickly. The director shouted cut, my escort pulled me aside and I put my boxers back on. Then he pulled me up those stairs and opened the car door for me before handing me a thick envelope. “I need to get you dropped off so I can go pick up the next fighter,” he said.

“O—Okay,” I said. My cock was still half-erect. My heart was still pounding with post-fight adrenaline. I wanted to find Georgia to apologize, though I wasn’t sure for what. But they were in such a rush that I didn’t get the opportunity. Ten minutes later, I was back in my apartment, now holding a thick wad of cash—enough to pay for two weeks of my debt.

I went to the mirror and looked at myself. I was shocked to see a big grin on my face, even though I knew the video was going to be more humiliating than the one before it. Georgia had a bigger following than Claire, and the video supposedly had more of what the show’s audience wanted. Soon, hundreds of thousands would be watching me getting both fucked by a hung trans girl, and me fucking a hung trans girl. And surely it was just a matter of time before that video ended up before the eyes of someone that knew me.


CHAPTER VI

I took that money straight to the loan shark in the morning. He counted all of it and then he looked at me with a smile. “You’re still a week behind, but it looks like you’re on the right track.”

I smiled and bit my tongue. “I’ll be paid off in no time,” I said. And it was true: that morning, I’d gotten an e-mail from a potential employer that I’d contacted a couple of weeks before. They had an employee quit and they needed an immediate replacement. They were willing to bring me on without even an interview, just based on my resume. I was going to start in a day, and the pay was great—even better than my last job.

Things were suddenly looking up for me. It almost seemed like my month from hell was suddenly over and now I was in for a month of bliss. I knew that I could pay off all of my debt by the end of the month if I did a good job of saving up my money, which meant no more worrying about broken thumbs. And to make matters even better, I woke up to a notice in my mailbox, saying that the city had rezoned my neighbourhood to allow for two story houses. It was big news, because it meant investors would soon be paying big money to buy houses like mine, which I bought years ago for almost nothing.

So of course I had a big smile on my face as I walked away from the loan shark’s house. I hopped into my little car and I puttered off towards the mall, to buy myself a couple of new shirts to wear to my new job.

The day was going perfectly. I found some great deals on some great shirts, a cute girl started flirting with me in one of the stores (I got her phone number), and I had one of the best lunches of my life at a little restaurant next to the mall. Then, as I was walking towards my car to go home, my blissful day came to an abrupt end.

I looked to my left and saw a man staring at me. He was alone—a middle-aged man with glasses. I forced a smile and said, “Hey there. Do you need something?”

And then he kept on staring at me. He looked around and took a few steps closer to me. Now I was starting to freak out, thinking he was some lunatic who was about to stab me to steal the shirts I’d just purchased at the mall.

“Hey man,” I said. “What’s up?” I took a step back.

“Hey,” he finally said. He looked around again to make sure nobody was within earshot. “What was she like?”

“Huh?” I said. Now my heart was pounding hard.

“Claire. She’s my favourite. What was she like?”

My heart stopped for a long moment. I felt the colour draining from my face. My tongue was becoming numb. “What?” I said.

“Claire,” he said again. “I’ve been a fan since she was introduced. What’s she like? Is she nice in real life? Do you film here in town?” He took another step closer to me. I stumbled back.

“I have to go,” I said. I scurried into my car and quickly fired up the engine and sped off. My heart wouldn’t stop pounding. How did he recognize me so easily? Was the new video even up yet, or did he just recognize me from my video with Claire? And if they were expecting way more views with this newest fight, would I end up being recognized way more easily?

“Oh God,” I muttered to myself.

When I got home, I tried calling the Russian, but he didn’t pick up. I wanted to beg him not to put up the video. I wanted to tell him I would pay his money back as soon as I got my first paycheque—I would even pay Georgia, as long as that video stayed offline.

I called again and again. I couldn’t have that video go up, or my future would be ruined.

Finally, after ten attempts, I got through to him. “What the hell do you want?” he asked.

“That video we shot yesterday,” I said. “It can’t go up. Please don’t put it up.”

“Why not?”

“I just don’t want it up,” I said. “I’ll pay you back. I’ll pay Georgia too—and the camera guy. How much? Fifteen hundred for everyone?”

He was silent for a moment. “Georgia was paid three grand for the fight. We pay our girls much more than our boys—a good, convincing trans girl is hard to find, so we have to pay them well. Our camera man makes five hundred per fight, and then the editing—which is done—is another thousand. So the total cost of what we’ve already paid is around five thousand dollars. But that’s not what you would have to pay for that video to stay offline. That video will make us about fifty thousand dollars, so that’s the amount I would need you to pay—at the very least.”

“F—Fifty thousand dollars?” I said.

“Do you have that kind of money? Something tells me that you don’t, seeing as you were just here grovelling for cash.”

I was suddenly speechless. Was he really going to make that much cash off of my video?

“Well? Do you?” he asked.

“No, sir,” I said. And I knew that I would never have that kind of money. I didn’t want to go through being in debt to scary people again—maybe they even used the same loan shark that I’d been stuck with for months. “It’s okay. Forget that I called.”

“I’ve already forgotten,” he said, and then he hung up on me. Now my whole body was tingling. It wasn’t even an hour before I found myself on that website, refreshing the page over and over until my movie popped up.

And it wasn’t long after it popped up before the views started pouring in, much faster than in my first video with Claire.

I knew that my reputation was doomed.


CHAPTER VII

The paranoia didn’t go away. Day after day, I would catch people looking at me—usually men, usually from across large spaces. There was one man in my new office who couldn’t seem to help himself; I caught him looking at me a dozen times just on my first day.

I was too afraid to ask him why he kept looking at me. I tried to convince myself that he was just interested because I was new to the office, and that particular office supposedly had the same crew of employees for many years. I was the first ‘new guy’ in almost half a decade.

But it seemed inevitable that he knew, especially once that video passed two million views in just a week. Two million people—that was the entire population of my province! And how many of those people were from my province? I knew there was at least one because I met him in a parking lot. Surely there were many more.

I stopped going out, unable to handle the anxiety of people looking over at me. I tried to calm myself down by reminding myself that, if they recognized me, it meant that they were online watching strange transgender oil wrestling pornography; they couldn’t really judge me—and maybe that’s why nobody was approaching me or reaching out to my friends or family members.

But still, it seemed like it was only a matter of time.

I was getting very little sleep, constantly checking my social media pages, expecting to see that first message: ‘Jim, what the hell is this!?’ It was just a matter of time. That video was getting about a thousand views every hour, and it had been up for over a week.

It was 3:00 AM on a Tuesday night and I was wide-awake, staring at my ceiling, wishing I could get into a time machine and choose a pair of broken thumbs over this horrible anxiety and humiliation. I hardly used my thumbs anyway—I was more of a single finger typer, and I hadn’t played the piano in almost ten years.

I started dozing off around 3:30 AM, but I didn’t fall asleep before there was a heavy pounding at my door. I froze in my bed and listened carefully, suddenly worried that I’d missed a payment on my debt. The person knocked again without even waiting a full ten seconds.

I sat up. My heart started pounding. I was sure that I paid my weekly debt. I was almost caught up on my payments. Why wouldn’t they leave me alone?

I got up and slipped into a t-shirt and a pair of sweatpants while the pounding continued. Then I went to the peephole and saw the burly silhouette of a tall man before opening the door a crack. “Let’s go,” said the man. I didn’t recognize him.

“Go where?” I said.

“You’re scheduled to fight in forty minutes,” he said. “So let’s go.”

“Fight?” I said. “What fight? You mean an oil wrestling fight?”

“That’s right,” he said. “Let’s go.”

“But I didn’t ask to do another fight. I don’t need the money. I’m fine now.”

The man just stared at me.

“So you can go,” I said. “But thanks for the opportunity.”

I tried to close the door, but he stopped it with his foot. “No, you’re coming with me. That’s not how this works.”

“What do you mean, it’s not how this works?” I said.

“When you signed that contract, you agreed to participate in a full season, or until Dmitry decided to pull you from the roster.”

“A full season? What are you talking about?” I said.

“You can’t just win a fight and then drop out,” he said. “That would screw up the whole schedule. You need to finish the season.”

“B—But I don’t want to,” I said.

“Too bad. That’s what you agreed to. Now come on, before you get my ass in trouble.” He turned around and started towards his car. I remained still, beginning to tremble. I didn’t want to end up worried about my life or my thumbs again. I knew I had no choice. I knew that I signed that contract.

But there was something tingling inside of me—something worse than the fear and anxiety. It was excitement. I caught myself trying not to smile as I thought about betting back into the ring with another beautiful trans girl. Over the past week, those peculiar fantasies had drifted into my head. Every time I decided to rub one out in the shower, Claire’s beautiful face came into my mind, and it wasn’t long before Georgia’s gigantic cock slipped into my head as well.

I knew it wasn’t normal to fantasize about trans girls, but I didn’t feel so bad about it knowing that there were millions of other people in the world who obviously had similar fantasies—why else were they watching those videos?

And it was hard no to fantasize after feeling them: feeling those long shafts inside of my body, and feeling their tight holes around my own cock. They had soft skin and perfect breasts. They were curvy, just like real girls.

I slipped into the car with my new escort, and we instantly started speeding off towards that parking garage.

“Who will I be fighting?” I asked.

“Betsy,” he said without looking back at me.

I bit my tongue to stop the smile from coming onto my face. Why was I so excited? Why did I care who I was fighting? Where was this suddenly giddiness coming from? I tried to remind myself that I was straight, and that I didn’t actually want to fuck or get fucked by a trans girl—but it didn’t seem to matter how hard I tried, because deep down, I knew that it was what I wanted.

I followed the escort down the stairs and past the first ring, where a couple of lesbians were fighting with strap-on dildos. I went into Dmitry’s office and signed a quick form before finding myself face-to-face with Betsy Big Loads. I’d watched a few of her videos online. She was a good fighter with a killer body. Her big breasts were amazing, the way they bounced and jiggled when she moved—even now as she warmed up by doing a few jumps in her little bikini. She liked to press her breasts against her opponents’ faces when she pinned them—and I couldn’t wait.

I wanted to lose to her. I wanted to feel her inside of me and I wanted to feel one of her famous ‘big loads’. But at the same time, I wanted to win because I knew that if I lost, I might not get invited back. There were only a few men in that league.

But maybe losing was the best thing that could happen. Maybe I did need to get thrown out of the league before my face ended up in too many videos. The last thing I needed was to go viral. But there were still so many girls I wanted to roll around with. There were so many girls I wanted to feel inside of me, and so many girls I wanted to fill with my own load.

“Okay, let’s get the cameras rolling, and let’s get our wrestlers in the ring,” said the director. I stepped into that slippery pool and Betsy did the same thing.

The next ten minutes went by quickly and blissfully. We started by wrestling awkwardly on our feet, until I managed to get her bikini top off. Then she managed to pin me down, and I got to feel her large, heavy breasts on my face—though it was hard to breathe as she pushed me further and further down into the oil. She ripped off my boxers and got herself hard by rubbing her cock against mine. She even grabbed my cock with a firm grip at one point, obviously needing to feel a cock to get aroused.

But I was hard before her. I was hard before she even got my boxers off. And as she rubbed my cock to make herself hard, I was worried I was going to come and lose the battle before it even began. I bit hard on my tongue. I didn’t want to end up coming faster than Quick Cum Claire—though there was an obvious advantage to being able to come quickly—if I could just get out from underneath her curvy body.

I managed to flip her over, onto her back. I pinned her down and pushed my cock between her butt cheeks while she squirmed. But she pulled a quick and surprising move on me, pushing her shaft down and sinking it straight into my butthole before I could get my cock into hers. I gasped and she grinned. She may have been beneath me, but she was inside of me. I tried to stand up, but she used her arms to hold me still, hugging me against her stacked breasts.

I squired as she started to thrust quickly, pushing her long shaft deep into my body. I loved it, but I didn’t want to lose, and I didn’t exactly love being humiliated like that for millions to see.

So I pushed off of her and slipped out from her slippery grip. I fell back and then quickly scrambled to my feet. I pounced on top of her before she could get up, and this time I made sure to flip her over so she wouldn’t be able to pull a quick move on me like before. Then I pushed my cock quickly into her ass, making her scream. I pumped hard and fast, and I came within thirty seconds—though she almost came before me (and it was my own fault) because I reached around and grabbed her stiff erection. I beat it hard and fast while I fucked her from behind. She ended up coming while I was finishing inside of her.

I won another match. I was given another thousand dollars before being escorted back to my home. I brought that thousand dollars to my loan shark the next morning, putting myself ahead of my payments. He looked at me with narrowed eyes. “Where are you getting all of this spare cash?” he asked.

“Just a little side hustle,” I said.

“Doing what?”

I shrugged my shoulders.

“Alright. Well be sure not to miss any more payments.”

I didn’t miss any more payments. A week later, I paid off the loan completely, including the interest, thanks to another fight that I won against a newcomer girl named T-Girl Theresa. It was my longest fight yet. We were both on top multiple times, penetrating each other over and over as we wrestled to be on top. I ended up winning after getting her pinned awkwardly, and luckily I was so aroused that I only needed a few pumps to get off inside of her asshole. She wasn’t too upset though. After the fight, we slipped into the shower room together and she asked me to suck her off. “You got me so hard,” she said. “The least you can do is finish me off.”

I’d never sucked a cock before, but I liked it. I liked the feeling of her throbbing girth resting on my tongue. I loved it when she finally came, spewing her sweet substance all over the inside of my mouth. I stood up and we kissed. She tasted a bit of her own cum before looking into my eyes. “You know, you would make a pretty girl.”

I caught myself blushing. “Oh, I don’t know about that.”

“How much did they pay you for this?”

“A thousand bucks,” I told her.

She giggled. “They gave me five grand for this. I would have gotten another grand if I won—but that’s okay. I’ll win the next one.”

My heart stuttered. I couldn’t even imagine making five grand in a night. But I wasn’t so sure that I could make a convincing woman. Besides, I liked being the guy who got to roll around with the trans girls. I liked being on top and I liked being on bottom. I liked winning and losing.

But I wasn’t so fond of the attention I was getting. I had another person approach me in the street. “I like your work,” he whispered to me before turning and heading off in another direction. My anxiety level shot through the roof and I started noticing glancing faces in every direction, no matter where I went. Between all of my videos, I’d accumulated almost ten million views, and that number was climbing every single day.

It was a few weeks later when I stopped worrying so much about the looks I was getting, and the occasional comment. No one ever had anything mean to say; in fact, most people seemed jealous. People seemed to admire me for what I was doing on the side. And I had to admit: I found myself looking forward to each new fight. Sometimes I would lay awake in bed, hoping there would be a knock at my door.

I even started loving it when people would come up and say things like, “Your last fight was awesome.”

But the best comment I got came near the end of that first season, after I was eliminated from the quarter-finals by Quick Cum Claire, who beat me in our rematch (she pulled out and coated me with her sticky load). “You did great this season,” the stranger said to me with a red-cheeked smile.

“Thanks,” I said.

“Will you come back for season two?” he asked.

THE END


CHAPTER VIII


FIND ME ON PATREON!

I really hope that you’re enjoying my work! I’ve been fortunate enough to make this my full-time job for the past couple of years, though it hasn’t been easy. There’s a lot of financial uncertainty as a full-time self-published writer.

I would feel tremendously blessed if you would venture on over to my Patreon page and consider supporting me there. I think you will be excited by what I have to offer: a community, free book chapters, pictures, contests, commissions, free stories, advanced releases, and much more. It’s the only way to get your hands on FORCED and TWINS: novellas too hot for Amazon. And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee?

Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me:

https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent
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JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!

Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW!

Can’t open the link? Copy and paste this link into your browser:

http://eepurl.com/O3CKz

Want to get in touch with me? It’s easy!

Email:

nikkicrescent@gmail.com
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