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Chapter 1

 

In his cinderblock office, sitting in a worn out leather chair behind his gray metal desk, two hundred and thirty two pound Luis gave the punk ass, flat billed hat wearing tool sitting across from him a dead pan stare.

Every wrinkle on his fifty-eight year-old face, all the hair his bald head had left and even the gray chest hairs sticking out from his unbuttoned polo shirt was frozen like stone. Luis was motionless as he stared down another twenty something holding his iPhone out to him, another wannabe player trying to prove to him that he’s the shit in content creation. After a long apathetic moment of silence Luis crooked his head to the side, with a stoic tone, “If it’s a video you recorded on your iPhone of you coming on the ass of some sorority chick in a bathroom stall I’m going to punch you right in the face.”

Troy, the twenty-three year-old was called out, in a way. The player that could fuck any babe on campus and any cougar in town had paused his pitch. The fat old dude kind of called him out on his video. But Troy was tenacious as he kept holding his iPhone out to Luis, he was going to get past the objections. “I mean no. Technically it’s a blowjob in a bathroom stall from the other night. And I have other videos in her dorm room.”

Luis shrugged and sighed as he rolled his weathered eyes. “Jesus Christ kid you’re missing the fucking point.”

Like any pouting adolescent, Troy flopped back in his chair. His bros hailed him as a hero and even called him The King of Bang, now he was getting conned. “I don’t get it. Could you explain something to me? Normally don’t models get paid to perform porn on a website? Come on! What kind of outfit is this? Someone scouted me. They told me you were looking for male performers. Obviously they know that I have talent. Shouldn’t you have to pay me for the gig?”

As Luis drew in his breath to lay in his last point before he laid his fists into him, his iPhone rang out some blues piano tune. Luis looked at the phone ringing on his desk. Grabbing it, he looked at Troy. “I do have to take this.” Answering his phone, “Luis here.”

Agitated at what would be a fleecing within the walls of that beige colored office, Troy crossed his arms across the chest of his tight white tank top.

Continuing to take care of business over the phone, Luis leaned back in his chair. “For compensation it’s a lot easier if you have separate receipts for your clothing.”

As the fat dude prattled away, Troy’s eyes began scrutinizing that shyster’s office. Specifically the framed pictures that were hung up on the wall behind him.

To the left of Luis were several baseball related photographs. One photo was of some minor league baseball team. The surrounding photos were closeups of what looked like a much younger and much more fit version of the fat man on the phone.

Luis had a look of concentration on the phone. “Yes. Cash compensation. But you have to bring in the receipts. Again, we prefer separate receipts for that.”

Troy studied the framed photographs on the other side of Luis. More numerous than the baseball pictures, they were pictures of an aging Luis with various hot looking women from different decades and the different fashion and hair styles thereof. Troy just chalked up the hoes in the photos as some porn actresses that probably have sagging tits by now. 

Luis glanced up at Troy as he continued his phone conversation. “No. I’ll be available in fifteen, probably in ten minutes.”

Troy looked up above the old dude on the phone. Directly behind Luis, mounted up on the cinderblock wall was an old style wooden gun rack. Absent of firearms, the only item on the oak gun rack was an old wooden baseball bat with some sizable flat spots smashed into it. To Troy, it was just an old bat; a has-been trophy reminding that fat old dude of the good old days. 

Luis leaned forward in his chair towards Troy. Still talking on the phone, “Remember, we’re only paying for clothing related to the shoot. If your receipt has just one candy bar on it or a diet Coke we’re not compensating you for that. Understand?” He listened. “Thank you. See you soon.” Luis ended the call. His attention focused at the pouting kid across from him. “Do me a favor. Sit up. Sit up and I’ll tell you the reality of this business and why we’re doing what we’re doing. That is, if you want to get paid.”

After a moment of stubbornness, Troy sat up straight in his chair.

Luis leaned his bulk over his desk, resting his elbows on the faux maple veneer and intertwining his fingers, he became postured to lay in his point to what’s-his-face. “If you were five foot three, ninety pounds, had tits and pigtails, yeah, we’d be paying you bank. Or if this was a gay for pay shoot, you’d be getting paid for the gig. Or if you actually have a real portfolio behind you, it would be a different conversation here. But you’re none of these. And the reality is that guys like you are a dime a fucking dozen.”

Hearing that, a slow stab from a dull icepick to the chest would’ve been less painful for Troy’s ego. The King of Bang’s mind reeled, cataloging all the girls he’d banged on campus and the older cougars he’d bedded in recent months. And he was being told he was a dime a dozen. Who the fuck was that fat old dude? A fat old dude that doesn’t know anything about him.

And the fat dude wasn’t letting up with his version of reality.

Luis went back to his dead pan stare, “Recording yourself on your iPhone banging bitches on campus or giving them money shots across the face in bedrooms at house parties and posting them on TikTok, Snapchat, Pornhub or where the fuck ever doesn’t mean shit to me or shit to us. Let’s get real here. That’s not experience. That’s just like what every other swinging dick on all the campuses across America is doing. Right?”

Troy didn’t answer back.

Luis gave him a stern tone, “Right?”

Feeling he had to go along with the fat man’s game if he wanted a paying gig as a porn star, Troy quietly responded, “Yeah.”

Luis continued. “What we do here in this building, to put it simply, the women are in control of it all. They are in control of the content. The editing. The distributing. The marketing. And above all, they are the stars of their own show. You catching on a bit there slick?”

Troy nods his head.

Luis continues his point. “Good. Now, let’s say if we didn’t have a fee and the women running the show let the men come in for free. Okay?” Luis leans in towards Troy, “Then hundreds of tool bags just like you would be lined up around the fucking block.”

Luis paused, letting that fact seep into the punks thick head.

Troy keeps his poker face on, fronting that Luis’ point have no effect. But he takes a nervous swallow, as this could be his chance to be a full out paid porn star and he doesn’t want to blow it.

Luis sees the sweat building up on the punk’s forehead. And he hears his deep nervous swallow. With that, he continues, “Our initial fee is to weed out the players from the tool bags. You smelling what I’m stepping in?”

Pouting, Troy answered, “I guess.”

“You a player? Or a useless tool bag?” Luis stoically asked.

“Yeah. I’m a player.” Troy sternly replied.

“Good! And there’s a ray of sunshine for you there player. Yes, with our scout, you are right. Miss Haze did solicit you. She saw something in you. As of right now I sure as shit don’t see it. Right now I see some privileged white kid who’s only game with the females is red solo cups and roofies sitting in the chair across from me. But hey, prove me wrong. I’ve been wrong before. And to Miss Haze’s credit she knows you a little more than I do. And because of Miss Haze vouching for you, the usual fee of five hundred dollars is waived down to three hundred.”

Troy was silent, that interview wasn’t going as he expected. He’d have to pay three hundred bucks to be in a porn video.

Luis leaned further over his desk, towards what’s-his-face. “Look. This is the nature of this beast at the entry level. If you behave and obey and do what you’re told, and Mistress Vette likes you, you get the invite back. Be-backs get paid. How much? Depends on how you behave, how much you can take it and how good you can perform. You can perform, right?” Luis then shut his mouth, waiting for the obvious answer and letting it sink in that what’s-his-face is not the hot shit that he thinks he is, and he’d have to play by their rules.

Of course he could perform Troy rationalized to himself. “Yeah! I can perform!” Perform, but there was a fee, Troy thought. Amber (Miss Haze) didn’t say that there was a fucking fee. She was a friend of a friend of a friend that Troy had fucked at some party. Troy wanted to strip Amber out of her tight black sweater dress that Friday night he first met her at a bar on campus and fuck her stupid; especially when she watched his sex videos in a booth with him and was totally into watching them. Amber even complimented him and his prowess with the bitches. But Amber was a lot more resistant to his charms and brashness than the other hoes. Even driving her to the parking lot of her apartment complex in his tuned and lowered Subaru WRX, she was resistant and coquettish towards his advances. But the ray of hope to bag the hot brunette with magnificent blue eyes was that she wanted to meet him at that same bar the next night. That was when Amber revealed she was scouting for hot men that were the best players in the game for some bondage porn. And there Troy was two days later, in an interview she set up.

And in that interview, the fat dude wanted a fee.

After a few moments of silence, Luis pounced. “Let me lay it out for you. You get tied up by a hot cougar. You get tickled a bit. Slapped around a bit. You get your rocks off. Tough guy like you can take a few slaps from a girl right?”

Troy opened up. “Yeah.”

Luis quickly asked, “And get it a little rough from some pussy right?”

Troy opened up some more. Nodding his head, “Yeah.”

Luis continued his pitch, “After the shoot, here’s what you’re going to do. You’re going to take your bros out to some club and buy everyone a few bottles. Slap it on a credit card. You tell your bros whatever you want. Brag to them that you’re buying the bottles, spending some of the money you made as a porn star. Whatever you want to tell them as you show them the video you starred in. They’ll hail you as a fucking hero and they won’t know none the better. And next time out, they’ll be buying you the bottles. You picking up what I’m throwing down?”

Troy leaned up and moved to the edge of his seat. Perked up a little more at the notion of notoriety, “Yeah. Sure.”

Luis sat up straight in his chair. “Good. Three hundred dollars. Right now. Then we’ll sign a few forms and I’ll get a time for you. Let’s go.”

Troy asked, “You want it all cash?”

Luis nodded. “Preferably.”

“I wasn’t expecting to bring three hundred. I can hit an ATM and bring it back when I come in.”

Luis went into hustle mode, “You got cash on you now?”

Troy nodded, “Yeah.”

Luis lifted his right eyebrow, “How much?”

“I think a hundred and twenty.”

Luis then lifted up his left eyebrow, “You got a credit card?”

Troy nodded, “Yes.”

Luis crooked a smile. “Now we’re moving forward. I’ll get the appointment going. Get your money and card out.”

Troy dug into the back pocket of his jeans. “You’re going to swipe my card?”

Luis picked up his iPhone. “We’ll take the hundred in cash and put the rest on your credit card.” He began texting. “I’m letting Mistress Vette right now that you’re on board.”

Troy opened up his wallet. He counted his money. “I have a hundred and eighteen dollars in cash.”

Luis finished his text and set his smartphone down. “I’ll make it simple.” He opened a drawer in his desk. “Hundred cash. And two hundred on the credit card.” He pulled out an iPad and a Square card reader. 

Troy pulled his silver colored Discovery credit card out and placed it on the desk. 

Luis plugged in the card reader and took the card. With a few taps of the screen from his pudgy fingers, he entered in what he needed. He shifted his eyes up and watched what’s-his-face lay out four twenty dollar bills, a ten and two fives. Luis then quickly swiped the Discover card.

A few beeps from the iPad and the transition was done. Luis held out the credit card for Troy to take.

Troy reached out and grabbed the card with his fingers. He pulled, but the fat man wasn’t letting go. Troy looked up and the fat man was giving him another dead pan stare.

In a low tone, Luis laid out what he was thinking. “You see Birch Lightning up on the wall behind me?”

Troy, a little confused, “Huh?”

“The baseball bat on the rack! You see it?”

Troy shifted his eyes up to the gun rack, looking at the baseball bat. Still clasping his credit card, Troy nodded, “Yeah. I see it.” He looked back down at the man holding the other end of his card.

In a deep and steady tone, Luis informed what’s-his-face, “You get any funny ideas and try and cancel this transaction on this card or try and get your money back, then all the windows on your lapis blue pearl Subaru WRX will get some strikes from Birch Lightening up there. Got it?”

Troy was taken back. How the fuck did he know what he drove? And how did he know what color his WRX was? Troy was stymied. 

“When we scout. We scout. Got it?” Luis revealed.

That ho Amber had to have given Luis a lot more information than just the videos and a name. He gave the fucking prick tease a ride home in his WRX, Amber knew what he drove and told Luis. Troy nodded his head to him.

Luis remained stern to the boy. “Good. Oh and if you don’t show Mistress Vette proper respect and proper professional behavior before, during and after the shoot, hence if you give her any shit what so ever, it’ll be your skull that’ll get a few strikes from Birch Lightning up there. And then after the paramedics scrape you up off the alley, it’ll be your whole car that gets the Birch Lightning treatment. Understand?”

Troy nervously nodded. “Yeah. I do.”

Luis’s phone dinged, a text message came in. He let go of the boy’s credit card and went to read the message.

Troy timidly put his card back into his wallet.

Looking at his phone, Luis announced, “Be back here at six forty five today. And don’t show up late. And leave your fucking phone in your car. Or better yet, leave it at home. We don’t like personal phones on the premises.”
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