
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
   Prologue
 
    
 
   A good enough day so far; the last period of science just ended and there was no sign of Jayce. Alex snatched his side satchel for his books, peeked down the hallway. No Jayce in sight, he might go a full day without having to deal with him. What a miracle that would be. 
 
    
 
   Alex steps out, waits a moment just in case Jayce is planning on surprising him. Without fail, his serial harasser steps out from the other end of the hallway and leans against out of the lockers. This is…different from how it usual is. By now he’d be taking some kind of insult, a smack on the back of the head. Something. 
 
    
 
   Jayce blatantly looked at him, showed off a cocky grin and pulled out his phone. 
 
    
 
   Alex walked forward, kept his hands near his satchel and walked right past Jayce. 
 
    
 
   “Love your work, by the way.” Jayce says.
 
    
 
   Alex goes rigid. “I’m sorry?”
 
    
 
   “Nothing, keep walkin’.” Jayce shrugs, but his grin is enough to strike pure fear into Alex’s heart. 
 
    
 
   Alex heads home, slams the door shut behind him before cracking his laptop wide open and - as an afterthought - tossing his web-cam half across the room. God help him if Jayce found out about his other ‘activities’. He wasn’t ashamed of it, but the idea that a guy like Jayce might have access to all of his videos or anything like that is mortifying. 
 
    
 
   Alex took down every video, deleted his username and never looked back. For a couple days, he was left entirely alone. Jayce was nowhere to be seen. Not in the cafeteria where Alex had been used to his passing insults, not the hallways where Jayce would wait around for round 2. Nothing of the sort. Maybe his fears were misplaced? 
 
    
 
   What would be the chance some hyper hetero guy like Jayce would go onto the Internet and find him? He wouldn’t be interested in the sort of content Alex did. 
 
    
 
   It was enough to bring in some nice extra cash; started off as nothing too filthy, just maybe a couple skirts and lifting them enough to see he was clearly a guy, enough to see his ass. Enough weird guys got off to it to start racking in the money; then he had the idea of just shoving something up there and moaning a little for the sake of rolling in it. That brought in the serious cash and he left the videos up as some passive income.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t like it was a private site - anyone could access the videos and view them. He never showed his face, but there was always that errant chance…
 
    
 
   Either way, the next couple days passed as some of the most peaceful he’s ever experienced. No Jayce, school work going well, grades up, prospective schools still looking possible and no one was any the wiser. 
 
    
 
   Chapter 1
 
   (Jayce’s POV)
 
    
 
   What a fucking joke. Not even a really funny one - a friend told a friend told a friend told him and passed along the video to find Alex’s ass bobbing on a vibrator. He’d laughed the idea off until Saturday morning. 
 
    
 
   Started out as a picture perfect day; relaxing on his bed, scarfing down some salt and vinegar chips, watching some old, poorly dubbed karate flick. Ignoring his mother’s complaints about his poor and still slipping grades. Then Reggie hit him up on discord. 
 
    
 
   ‘Yo J?’
 
    
 
   ‘Yeah?’
 
    
 
   ‘I got the link again lol. Theres tons.’ 
 
    
 
   He was kidding right? 
 
    
 
   Turns out he wasn’t; the little skank had an entire site set up, you could log in and buy the videos individually. Comment on him. Send fan mail to him. Whoring wasn’t just a thing he did on the side; he made it his job. Gotta do what you love to get by, he assumed. 
 
    
 
   Jayce was flicking through videos when he saw the last one; uploaded a little over a month ago, with a still screen of a bright pink dildo being pushed - by him - into him. What a fucking joke, is this really what this guy does to pass the time and make some cash? Jayce leaned back against the headboard of his bed and started the damn thing. 
 
    
 
   The vid was clearly taken in whatever shack he called an apartment. Guess it makes sense then for him to be doing this for money. Alex sat there, 
 
    
 
   Started with him sitting on his spread out knees, with his ass to the camera, legs curled beside him enough to tell he went all the way with it and wore white socks. His hands ducked under his skirt, then flashed up and showed his off pink lace panties. 
 
    
 
   His hands spent a while, rubbing over his ass, pulling up on it and then, slowly slipping the underwear down until his ass was completely bare for the world to see. Jayce chuckled; why should he be surprised that Alex is doing this? There was always the chance that he lacked the raw balls to do it, but thinking about it, a sissy like him didn’t need balls. Not like he’d use them for much, as he was showing. 
 
    
 
   Alex’s hands roamed across his ass - and, there was the thing that told everyone it was Alex. The little scar on the wrist plus the red tie tattoo around the finger. Unmistakable, had to be him. God, only Alex would succeed in keeping his face hidden and still manage to not keep his identity a secret. Ignoring how funny that was though, Alex brought one of his hands down in a smack that resounded through the room. His voice sang out like a clear key. 
 
    
 
   Moaning, from that?
 
    
 
   What a goddamn whore.
 
    
 
   Jayce chuckled. Wonder if he ever actually did it with any real man before. Originally Jayce wouldn’t pit him down as the type but after this…He probably has a long line of guys who’ve plowed him, and a longer line waiting. That’s an ass that’s seen miles of dick.
 
    
 
   Jayce sped it up, he didn’t have time for the preamble. He didn’t even watch the slow parts of porn that he looked for. He skipped straight to where Alex shoved the toy into himself for the first time. Now this, this he wanted to see. Shame he couldn’t see the face. The idea of that little nerd’s face going from forced calm to the slight discomfort of pain and then to bliss, that’s an idea he can get behind. 
 
    
 
   Alex’s ass was there and open for the world the see - shaven clean and reddened and raw for the presenting. The pink toy, with the little bumps traveling up and down the sides, pressed against his entrance. Jayce could hear the focused exhale; he licked his lips, brought his hand down to his dick and rubbed himself slow. 
 
    
 
   Alex might’ve never taken a real man before after all. That hole was a bit too tight. And that piece was way too big, but oh if he wasn’t determined. After a particularly rough shove, the toy shot up into him. Too deep, Alex’s note of pain rang again. This time Jayce was sliding down the headboard, one hand sneaking underneath the band of his jeans. 
 
    
 
   What if Alex liked that? The bigness of it, the sting and uncomfortable stretch of it? Jayce could remember the first time he made another classmate feel that. After a drunken, post-football match argument, the rest of the guys long since went home. Coach left bathroom open for him out of some sense of respect. Jayce went prowling around for someone to abuse.
 
    
 
   Come to find some kid in glasses who wasn’t important enough to punch lingering near the showers. Took him in, took him for a ride. Dripping wet, water cascading around them. His mixed screams bouncing off the walls of the tile. 
 
    
 
   Jayce can still remember the incredible rush and the cooling feeling of the tile against his forehead when he came inside him for the first time. Hell, he can remember how the kid cleaned his dick after the second. Sitting there, legs lazily open with a guy’s mouth teasing his head back to hardness that Jayce was shocked he had after the beers he took down. Then his new bitch sitting on top of him for round three, his asshole stretched open and dripping Jayce’s cum. 
 
    
 
   Marked by a real man and now serving one. 
 
    
 
   Jayce made damn sure to break it off afterward, but still gets that signature feel of fear and lust he still got when walking past them in the hall. 
 
    
 
    What if he could turn Alex into that? Into some little slut who loved that it hurt, who liked getting stretched open by real men? Who didn’t think once was enough?
 
    
 
   What if he needed some real man to ignore all his nervousness and just act on him, put him on all fours, ask if he was ready for it and then plow him? 
 
    
 
   Alex’s toes curled in his socks as he pushed the toy deeper, then slid it out almost to the tip before easing it back in. He worked himself into a rhythm, Jayce watched him go from painfully silent to making little squeaking noises and then…
 
    
 
    Begging. As per usual the little slut can’t fucking help himself. As long as Jayce’s known him he’s spent his time strutting around, getting into everyone’s good graces and showing off that thick ass to anyone who’d look at him twice. 
 
    
 
   Everyone just thought the best of him, hated on Jayce for daring to imply otherwise - that Alex was a slut who hadn’t shown his true colors yet. And heres complete proof that he’s nothing but some pathetic skank waiting for a couple guys to take turns plowing him. 
 
    
 
   Jayce grinned ear to ear at the thought of everyone who coddled him all his life seeing this. Seeing him like this. Or even better…
 
    
 
   Jayce jerked himself off in less than three, groaning as he did so. Then he turned off the video and hit up Reggie. This was gonna be awesome. 
 
    
 
   Chapter 2
 
   (Alex’s POV)
 
    
 
   There was a such thing as ‘too quiet’. Jayce was nonexistent in his life for the third week running and Alex wasn’t sure what his plan or idea was. He was around, sure. He was present in the hallways, leaning against lockers and doors, when he wasn’t skipping school completely. But a whole three weeks without even so much as a ‘Hey, jackass’ and a slap on the back of the head was beginning to dance on his nerves. 
 
    
 
   Final period up, Alex clutched his bag that much tighter and made his way out of the classroom. It was a whole wave of students, by the time he got out he noticed the lightness of his backpack and realized he must have left something behind. He went back, got the book - an advanced course in trigonometry - and slung his pack over his shoulder.
 
    
 
   He left the room. Jayce and someone else were waiting at the end of the hallway. Jayce was holding a huge gray bag over his shoulder, arms crossed and waiting at the end of the hall. Alex turned on his heel towards a row of blood orange colored lockers. A different grade of class here; not one he was familiar with but he knew there was a back exit for them. 
 
    
 
   As soon as he made it past the fountain, footsteps that weren’t his echoed down the other side of the hallway. Alex’s heart leapt into his chest and he scrambled into a mad dash; if he could make it to the stairs he could just be homefree. He made it to the end of the hallway and Jayce was already there, grinning and swinging his bag around his arm. 
 
    
 
   Alex turned around - there was his friend, surprisingly expressionless and toying with his phone. 
 
    
 
   “You didn’t think I’d just disappeared did you?” Jayce asked, looking so damned pleased with him. Alex stepped back towards the wall, laden with posters and class projects. Jayce wasn’t fazed in the slightest. 
 
    
 
   Three weeks of no bullying wasn’t a miracle, Jayce was resting up, waiting, planning. Jayce stepped in front of him, then got into his personal space, close enough that his leg was firmly between both of Alex’s. Jayce had a full foot on him, rebel red hair and not a fucking hint of shame.
 
    
 
   “How about you come with me real nice and quiet like?” Jayce chuckled.
 
    
 
   “Are you saying I have a choice?”
 
    
 
   “Sure do. You can come quiet or scream. Everyone’s gone by now. Janitor doesn’t come in tonight.” 
 
    
 
   This…
 
    
 
   Wasn’t okay. Jayce would’ve punched him or something by now. In fact he is way too pleased and self satisfied. Like there’s some otherworldly calm over him or some shit. Not fucking okay.
 
    
 
   “What are you doing?”
 
    
 
   “Pft, like I’m going to answer that.” Jayce turned to his friend, slapped on the arm. The guy flashed a grin, but otherwise didn’t look away from his friend. “You can ask dumb questions or I can fuckin’ drag you off.”  
 
    
 
   “Just - whatever. Where we headed?”
 
    
 
   Jayce pointed behind him, then turned and walked. Alex eyeballed the opposite direction, but Jayce’s friend grabbed him by the shoulder. So much for pulling a fast one…
 
    
 
   Alex followed Jayce into a classroom that clearly hadn’t seen much use. The desks were covered in a fine layer of dust, nothing was written on the board in the front of the class. What was this room for? 
 
    
 
   Jayce dumped his bag on the teacher’s desk and took a seat at the front of the class. Leaned back in the chair and propped his feet up. Alex lingered at a nearby desk. Jayce’s friend blocked the door. 
 
    
 
   “So, Alex. Do you know why I’ve called you here today?” 
 
    
 
   Jayce looked down at him through his nose. Alex pulled a face; were they playing this game now? Really? “No, no I don’t.” 
 
    
 
   “I called you here because one of my friends found a bunch of your old vids.” 
 
    
 
   A chill lanced through Alex’s spine, he was sure Jayce could see his surprise. That explained the shit eating grin and everything; but Alex could’ve sworn that he deleted everything, down to the tiniest smidgen of information. 
 
    
 
   Jayce chuckled out loud. “You can’t delete anything from the Internet.” He said, as if reading Alex’s mind. “Especially porn.”
 
    
 
   “Its-S’not my face, I took the site down. No one will believe you.” Alex said. 
 
    
 
   Jayce’s friend chuckled. “No one has to believe us, you realize that?”  It was the first time he looked up from his phone; Alex swallowed, how come even though it was all spit it didn’t go down smooth? He looked back at Jayce, who didn’t seem to care that Alex was breaking into a cold sweat. 
 
    
 
   Stupid of him to think that he could just upload whatever he wanted to the net and no one would ever find it, true. But he never showed his face, the only identification that he had was his moaning. Jayce and his buddy could be completely bullshitting on being able to put his name to his old videos. 
 
    
 
   But there was always that off chance that people would believe them. Whatever lacking social graces Jayce and his friend’s had, they were still popular. Did it matter that they were liars? Especially with a lie as juicy and sexually charged as ‘the school nerd’s a cam whore?’.
 
    
 
   Alex took a deep breath in and out. Felt like his heart was due to explode out of his chest any minute now. He glared at Jayce. “What do you want?”
 
    
 
   “Nothing you don’t.” Jayce growled. The sound of that drew something tight at Alex’s core. 
 
    
 
   “I’m not - I’m not actually into that-”
 
    
 
   “Bull shit.” 
 
    
 
   Jayce tossed the bag. It landed at Alex’s feet with a light noise and faintest sound of plastic hitting the floor. Alex eyeballed Jayce. What the hell was this guy planning? He couldn’t figure him out as of late and the more Jayce did, the less stable the ground felt beneath his feet. 
 
    
 
   Jayce got up. Alex was half a mind to try and rush the guy at the door until Jayce leaned against the desk and just watched. Fine, he’ll open the fucking bag. Alex unzipped the long gray bag and tore it open, then immediately yanked it closed. No fucking way. 
 
    
 
   “Oh, now you’re nervous?”
 
    
 
   Alex sucked his teeth and shrugged off his shirt. What a fucking load this was. It’s fine, whatever, they’ll take a couple pictures or whatever and he’ll be on his merry fucking way. Alex gets down to his briefs before noticing the pink, flowery, lacey panties at the bottom. 
 
    
 
   “No way am I wearing those.”
 
    
 
   “Pardon me?” Jayce stepped over him, looked down at the bag. 
 
    
 
   “I’m not wearing those.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, the fuck yes you are.” Jayce laughed, eyes lighting up. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “Wear them or I make you eat them.”
 
    
 
   Alex glared at Jayce and then snatched the frilly thing out of Jayce’s hand. He stepped into it, eyes shut, before unfolding the rest of the outfit. 
 
    
 
   A stereotypical maid’s outfit, black and white and lace on silk. White long stockings and a spotless white apron. Jayce had some fucking weird specific fantasies. 
 
    
 
   It was a black double ponytail wig, complete with a white, lacy maid’s bonnet. The sort of kinda cheap looking anime looking shit that he would never wear - not even on one of his old videos. 
 
    
 
   “This is fucking ridiculous-”
 
    
 
   “Put on the wig.” 
 
    
 
   “You sure?” Alex said, half laughing because he didn’t even know what the fuck was going on any more. “I mean I would swear you don’t ne-.”
 
    
 
   “Put on the fucking wig.” Jayce said. 
 
    
 
   Alex fit the thing over his head - lowered his hands after he felt like it would hold. Jayce laughed.
 
    
 
   “Reggie, get out.” 
 
    
 
   “Copy.” The guy said and shut the door behind him. 
 
    
 
   Alex squirmed. That man being here, vaguely uninterested in the surroundings and yet, present, was a nice constant to have. Now he was alone, in a room, with Jayce, while dressed like a woman. This wouldn’t do. 
 
    
 
   As Jayce stepped forward, Alex stepped back, more and more until his back hit a desk. 
 
    
 
   “L-listen I put it on, you got what you wanted.” 
 
    
 
   Jayce put his arms around his waist. His hands came to Alex’s thighs and drew invisible circles before descending to the short back edge of the skirt. Alex whimpered - fucking whimpered, how far he’s fallen after all those weeks. 
 
    
 
   Jayce lifted the skirt and revealed his panties to the world. Now that his intentions were so obviously not just taking pictures, Alex felt bare and tried to hide himself, smooth down his skirt. Jayce wasn’t having that. With a growl, Jayce yanked his skirt up enough to show his cock barely peeking out from beneath his lacy panties, then hooked his arms around and grabbed them from behind. 
 
    
 
   With a single finger, he shimmied the lacy panties to Alex’s knees. Alex reached down to hide his front. Jayce chuckled and looked up, “Cute.”
 
    
 
   Jayce managed back up to his full height and laughed at Alex. Openly. In his face. Alex managed an awkward, worried smile. Then Jayce grabbed him by either of his shoulders and whirled him around, bent him over the desk. 
 
    
 
   Alex groaned when the desk pushed into his lower stomach. Jayce shoved his body between Alex’s own legs. There was the telltale sound of pants unzipping and falling. 
 
    
 
   Alex pressed his palms over his hands. No fucking way. Jayce was going to just bend him over and go to town? What the hell-.
 
    
 
   Worst of all, Alex felt his own hard cock pressed against the desk surface, not going down at all. 
 
    
 
   “Figures, a guy like you is into this.” Alex managed. His hands clenched around the desk edge as Jayce’s cock rubs in slow, languid motions between his ass cheeks. He can’t even get an accurate measurement of the length of him. For some reason, Alex always figured those videos would come back to bite him in the ass. “Your just some perverted weirdo- getting off on this.”
 
    
 
   The thought of money now instead of respect later was one he’d pondered and figured he’d deal with when the time came. 
 
    
 
   Now it was time to deal and his heart was leaping into his chest, his cock was hard in front of him and even Jayce’s own friend had left the room. As if there really was no getting out of having to pay his dues. 
 
    
 
   “This is what happens when little sissies flaunt their tight asses on camera.” Jayce whispered in his ear, then his cock pressed against his entrance. He’d never fit- he’d never fit. Alex made a choked out noise before Jayce grabbed both of his hips and thrust into him, pulling him back at the same time. 
 
    
 
   Alex’s noise broke into a pained shout. When he raised his head up to let out another uncomfortable noise, Jayce dug his face into his neck and breathed in the sweat of his sweat, his desperation.
 
    
 
   His hands ached where he gripped the desk as Jayce ground himself deeper in; his gravelly grunts only serving to show that his discomfort felt on deaf ears. Jayce was loving it. 
 
    
 
   “Fuck.” Jayce breathed, hand splaying on his hip because squeezing with that same brutal, painful force. 
 
    
 
   “Mm-harder’-” Alex said, hands going loose against the desk. His entire body limp as Jayce - his alpha - fucked him into orgasm. The feeling started at the back of his legs then traveled all through his body. Alex moaned, pleaded as Jayce’s thrusts made the desk scrape back and forth across the ground, as pleasure-pain took over his thoughts. 
 
    
 
   Jayce pulled out and stepped back. Alex’s legs had gone concave, twitching in on every thrust. Now he looked on the verge of falling over, unconscious even. Jayce recorded it into memory, that he was the one who reduced Alex to this - and that Alex loved every minute of it.  
 
    
 
   Jayce licked his lips and moved back in, putting him back into position and pushing their hips back together. His cock pressed insistent against Alex’s ass. 
 
    
 
   “Tell me what you want.” 
 
    
 
   “Jayce-”
 
    
 
   “No, no.” Jayce’s hand pressed against the back of his neck, applying a light squeeze. Alex felt dizzy, needy, his ass was twitching. What the hell had his life become since he stepped into this classroom? “Little maid sissies call their alphas ‘Master’.” 
 
    
 
   “I’m not go-”
 
    
 
   “Then we wait.”
 
    
 
   Pft, fuck that. Alex brought his hands to his front, couldn’t fit them between the desk and his chest to rub himself out. “Jayce stop-”
 
    
 
   “No, not until you call me master.”
 
    
 
   Jayce hand was a constant weight. For minutes, Alex struggled against the weight on his neck, against Jayce’s shocking amount of patience and self control. Never pinned him to the time to pull something like this, but after three weeks of planning, this is what happens. Alex scraps his nails down the front of the desk in sheer aggravation. 
 
    
 
   “Say it, say it or I’ll wait ‘til you go soft and fuck you again. And I’ll keep doing it.” Jayce’s voice dropped and went breathy, like it was something he was dreaming about. “I’ll keep fucking you til you’re almost there, almost about to cum, then when you don’t call me master I’ll stop.”
 
    
 
   Through ground teeth, his fingers scraping rows of thin lines against Jayce’s hips, he came. Shot his load all over the desk, Jayce fucking him through it the whole time through. When he was finally done, Alex screwed his eyes shut, taking deep breaths in and out to absorb everything. 
 
    
 
   Jayce had other plans. 
 
    
 
   He grabbed Alex by the back of his maid dress until he was almost standing. For a moment, Alex was off balance, nearly tumbled over if it weren’t for Jayce holding him still. Still blinking to try and see straight, Jayce eased him down until he was face level with his desk. 
 
    
 
   “Lick it clean.” 
 
    
 
   “No,” Alex groaned, then hissed through his teeth when Jayce pressed his face into it. Like he was training a dog. Alex slipped his tongue against the desk, gathered enough of himself on his tongue to hopefully please Jayce.  He mustered as much strength as he could, swallowed - Jayce turned his head around and Alex opened his mouth to show it was empty. 
 
    
 
   “That’s a good girl.” Jayce smiled, cocking his head to the side. “Ready for more?” 
 
    
 
   “M’ tired.”
 
    
 
   “And I haven’t cum yet.”  Jayce slipped himself back into Alex’s ass. Alex made a low, broken noise from the back of his throat. Not that he could’ve hoped to control that anyway. Jayce completely ruined just…everything. 
 
    
 
   “You’re insane, Jayce.” Alex shut his eyes. 
 
    
 
   “And we’re back to square one.” Jayce said with an overly happy look that bellied his disapproving tone.  Jayce slipped his arm underneath Alex’s neck, while resting his upper body on top of him.  Between that and the quick, sharp juts of his hips, Alex could hardly breathe. Alex brought his hands up around Jayce’s arm. 
 
    
 
   “Apologize.” 
 
    
 
   “’M sorry.” Alex said.
 
    
 
   His body was limp and sore in so many places he didn’t care to think about. Sure, he was sorry.
 
    
 
   “Sorry what?” Jayce’s voice was turning shaky, Alex’s knees were bending. The both of them were reaching their limits. 
 
    
 
   “M-master.” Alex managed.
 
    
 
   It must’ve satisfied Jayce - he moved past, lifting his body up until he was once again towering over Alex’s doubled over form. His hips quickened, and his thrusts went uneven, shallow almost. Jayce whispered a litany of ‘yes’ over and over again before the first hot spike lanced through Alex’s body and he twitched back to life, gripping the edges of the desk as Jayce fucked him through it. 
 
    
 
   “Yes.” Jayce growled. His wet mouth sucking on the space between Alex’s shoulder and neck through the last of it. How long Alex spent against that desk, he didn’t know, but Jayce finally pulled his cock free from him.
 
    
 
   Alex sunk to the ground on his knees. He could feel Jayce’s cum dripping out of how gaped out ass; god in heaven this had gotten…quite far from where he thought it was going. 
 
    
 
   Jayce zipped up his pants.
 
    
 
   “Hey, pretty girl.” He tapped his hand against Alex’s shoulder. 
 
    
 
   Against his better judgment, Alex turned around and acknowledged him. Jayce grinned. “You weren’t half bad.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you, master.” Alex said, hating whole genuine he sounded, how much he felt. Even the after tingles of orgasm were dancing in his limbs. 
 
    
 
   “Want a kiss?”
 
    
 
   A kiss? Well… “Yes.” Alex whispered. 
 
    
 
   It’d be nice wouldn’t it? A little affection for all this…whatever the hell Jayce had done to him.
 
    
 
   Jayce bent over to kiss him on the forehead. Shockingly chaste and sweet; Alex looked away, embarrassed. “Thank you, master.”
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