
        
            
                
            
        

    
 
    Sissy For My Bully 
 
    J.J. Cummings 
 
      
 
    "Hey Kierran, come're a sec."  
 
      
 
    Jason’s sharp-toothed grin made Kierran’s soul shiver. The sort of look that screamed terror.  
 
      
 
    He must have devised some new and unique form of torment to inflict. Ignoring him would only make things worse. 
 
      
 
    Kierran skitters to his side, trembling.  
 
      
 
    First, he’d started super gluing his locker shut. An action that took so much effort that Kierran was half a mind to ask him what the fuck Jason did in his spare time.  
 
      
 
    Either a university teacher caught on or the janitor threatened to beat his ass because he moved on to tossing mini sparklers at his feet. Notable times being whenever Kierran was carrying something or in the middle of a conversation. Perhaps it was the shrieking, flailing or concerned, but uninvented, looks from others, that egged him on. Two months later, Kierran’s reactions had settled down to a shiver and disregard.  
 
      
 
    What was it now, what could it possibly be?  
 
      
 
    Horns blare in Kierran’s head as Jason swipes at his phone until it rests on a still image that's pathetically haunting. 
 
      
 
    Him. In a bright red plaid skirt. Face only half-hidden. Turned to the side. On his hands and knees. About to start Impaling himself on a thick black dildo in the wall.  
 
      
 
    "Wait, hold on a second--"  
 
      
 
    Jason presses play and on-screen Kierran watches himself wiggle into position until the thick silicone slots itself in. The trembling note he makes as it penetrates him now chills him to the bone.  
 
      
 
    "Funny, that looks a lot like you,"  Jason wonders aloud.  
 
      
 
    "How the fuck did you get that?" 
 
      
 
    Jason's blond brows raise. "Woah, language." 
 
      
 
    "How did you get that?" Kierran growls. This isn't fucking funny.  
 
      
 
    "I'm kinda more curious as to why you made it." 
 
      
 
    "None of your business--" Kierran’s hands bolt for the phone, this can’t be happening—this can’t happen. Jason having this much information about him is an unspeakable horror. Like a horrific monster having its teeth buried in one’s guts.  
 
      
 
    But, Jason didn't get his reputation from sitting flat on his ass eating potato chips. He might as well have been swatting air the whole time. The amused smile he keeps plastered on is the icing on the cake; Jason’s already won and every moment Kierran spends fighting it is a moment wasted. 
 
      
 
    Kierran swipes still. There’s a hot, wet feeling at the edges of his eyes—he can’t let Jason see him cry. He pretends to double over in exhaustion, holding his knees and blinking away the hopeless tears.  
 
      
 
    “You done?” 
 
      
 
    The mocking sneer that lingers in every word is the worst part of it. How? How did Jason get his hands on that video? He swore that he locked it away where no one would find it.  Even making it was a hesitant and, now, regretful decision. No one should know what he’s into.  
 
      
 
    Kierran gathers his strength and stands at full height, fists balled at his sides.  
 
      
 
    “I fucking hate you.” 
 
      
 
    Jason grins. "So, now that we're clear, how about you start explaining?" 
 
      
 
    "I don't have to explain shit to you--" 
 
      
 
    "Alright, so then I'll just forward this to the principal, your teacher, your parents--" 
 
      
 
    Kierran visibly twitches. His parents don’t even know he masturbates. How would his paster father and devout mother react to seeing their little boy, on camera, panting like a whore for black cock? His eyes squeeze shut and his fist balls at his side. The rage boiling inside him is so overbearing his head hurts.  
 
      
 
    "What do you want to know?" 
 
      
 
    "I wanna know what your doing--" Jason's knocked from his speech by an absurdly loud moan. Kierran twitches again.  
 
      
 
    "Jesus what a slut," Jason mumbles before pausing the video. 
 
      
 
    He remembers the moment when his toes started to curl and he was hoping—praying—that he could find a big, strong, black alpha to fuck him senseless. Nothing like that existed in this town.  
 
      
 
    Everyone here was the ‘right type of person’ or ‘well to do’. The sort of fantasies he wanted the most would have to be found on a damn lucky day, walking the streets downtown and hoping in the lesser thought of parts that someone would just know he wanted it.  
 
      
 
    Otherwise, these were thoughts that were forbidden to think of, much less act out. Unless of course, he desired not having a future here.  
 
      
 
    "What are you doing making random whore vids on the internet?" 
 
      
 
    "It's just a way to get extra money." 
 
      
 
    Jason frowns. "Couldn't just flip drugs?" 
 
      
 
    Kierran pulls a face, "Shut up." 
 
      
 
    Jason chuckles. 
 
      
 
    "You know, I knew you were a fucking weirdo, but this? This is something else." Kierran doesn't respond, and Jason changes tactics. "I don't think I can keep this to myself." His feigned worried tone draws bile up from the bottom of Kierran's stomach. "It's concerning to see such a young and promising student of Havenhale College doing these sorts of acts. I simply don't think it's proper for the academic environment--"  
 
      
 
    The act is enough. Kierran growls, "What is it that you want?" 
 
      
 
    "That's such a way to put that." Jason waves his phone around, grinning. "I mean, you're making me sound like the bad guy. You're the one making sissy porn, fucking pervert."  
 
      
 
    "If you're that grossed out by it, then delete it." 
 
      
 
    "A fair argument." Jason smiles, "you're right. I shouldn't intentionally consume content that disgusts me. On the other hand, I don't think its right to just let such a horrible thing just go. You broke the rules--" 
 
      
 
    "What rules?" 
 
      
 
    "--And need to be punished." He finishes, giving Kierran a hard glare that screams 'shut the fuck up'. "So, let me tell you what you're going to do." 
 
      
 
    "First, you're gonna stop being so--hm--Disrespectful to me and my buddies." There's that cocky grin again. "When we pass by you should ask us how we're doing, be kind and courteous. We're friends now, after all." 
 
      
 
    Kierran slaps on a murderous smile. Jason snorts.  
 
      
 
    "Let me tell you exactly what you're gonna do for me. First, drop that bullshit little attitude you've got. It's not cute. Second, if you're so into flashing ass and riding cock, then you can show up here at school tonight and show me what you can do-" 
 
      
 
    Wait. 
 
      
 
    Kierran’s heart skips a beat. 
 
      
 
    "The fuck?" 
 
      
 
    “I said ‘if you’re gonna act like a whore, you’re going to act like my whore’. I want you here tonight at 7 sharp. I want your ass prepared. If you want to act like a slut on camera, you’re going to be my slut.” 
 
      
 
    Kierran swallows hard. 
 
      
 
    "You're the goddamn pervert here." 
 
      
 
    "Shut up, you fucking love it." Jason's eyes flash down. 
 
      
 
    Kierran's hard, his pants have a tight and painful tent. 
 
      
 
    "And this is for lying." 
 
      
 
    A light slap across his face sends Kierran’s head spinning. He gathers himself, purses his lips and glares at Jason.  
 
      
 
    The older man knows exactly what he’s doing. He knows precisely what effect it’s having on Kierran and the sissy loathes it. His cock is stupid, his entire body is just a house of dumb, twisted sexual energy that was warped by the sheer vanilla nature of this town.  
 
      
 
    Jason couldn't look more pleased. He cocks his head, then grabs Kierran's chin and forces him to lock eyes. "Have we learned our lesson?" He whispers. 
 
      
 
    Kierran’s tongue feels like lead in his mouth.  
 
      
 
    "Yes, sir."  
 
      
 
    "Do I need to repeat myself?" 
 
      
 
    "No, sir." 
 
      
 
    "Good. So what are you going to do, if you don't want this information to come out?" 
 
      
 
    "I'm going to show up at the school tonight and give you a one on one show." 
 
      
 
    "Good bitch." The hand that was grabbing his chin now pets him like a puppy.  
 
      
 
    Befitting.  
 
      
 
    Kierran stands there, glaring straight ahead as Jason turns around and saunters off, waving as he goes.  
 
      
 
    Out of everything Jason has done, this is the cruelest and degrading of it. Shoving him into a locker, teasing him out being gay (which his parents still didn’t believe, thank God), and all and all ruining the vast majority of his life in school to the point where he was fully convinced that the only reason Jason got out of bed in the morning was to make his life a misery. 
 
      
 
    But out of all the years of knowing him, Kierran has never hated him more than he has at this moment. This moment will be the one that, years later, he will look back on with grit teeth and a desire to return to with an aluminum bat.  
 
      
 
    When he heads home that night, his parents greet him with ignorant smiles and he, as he's done all this time while making these videos, plays the part of the good, obedient, uncontroversial son. He eats his dinner, he plays some games, he announces that he'll be heading out later that night to a friends place to study.  
 
      
 
    They lap it up.  
 
      
 
    A tiny fraction of him wishes they were not so trusting. That his mother and father would have at least enough distrust to question him until he broke. Until the pressure of being put between the rock of his parents and the hard place of Jason was enough to make him admit that he was being blackmailed.  
 
      
 
    Every time the thought of telling them popped up, the image of their saddened faces muted his words and he simply continued playing the part. 
 
      
 
    There's no limit to how confused, betrayed and upset Kierran feels. Those videos were uploaded to be anonymous, he has no idea how Jason got the unedited version that zoomed out and showed his face. The top of his head hurts. Everything is aching. Tonight is waiting and he'll have to do something unspeakable just to keep his life together. 
 
      
 
    Then it was 6:30. A half-hour until Jason wanted to see him again. Time to go. He makes quick work of shoving a slutty outfit of lace and sheer stockings into his carrying case. He waves a quick 'see you later' to his mother, who is knitting on the couch, and his father, who is engrossed in prime-time game shows.  
 
      
 
    Justifications pour in as he hits the concrete. ‘They're good people, they don't have to know their son is a whore. They don't deserve that sort of feeling. It will be quick, no reason to extend the horror of it all and risk rocking the boat too much. Just do what Jason wants, and there won't be any problems.’ 
 
      
 
    Kierran laughs wryly. Jason, passing up the opportunity to do something degrading and awful, in favor of something resembling a fair trade?  
 
      
 
    This isn’t an exchange, this is a trap and he’s walking right into it like a jackass. 
 
      
 
    He walks up to the school at 6:45, heads inside through an unlocked side door that everyone uses when they come here to fuck. Someone would think it was the last place, but Havenhale school is no stranger to poor security and management problems, and after-hours this place is a crime-riddled fuck fest. There's a reason Jason is shocked he didn't just flip drugs.  
 
      
 
    The halls are virtually empty, spare the fed-up post-hours janitor that is either already paid off to ignore him or simply doesn't give enough of a fuck to stop him.  
 
      
 
    “Wouldn’t the bathrooms be locked?” 
 
      
 
    Jason sucks his teeth, “The old one no one uses. Right down the hallway.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh.” Kierran scratches the back of his head. “I didn’t know there was one out of service—” 
 
      
 
    Jason’s grin manages to go from snotty to infectious. “Courtesy of your truly.”  
 
      
 
    Kierran can’t get out of his presence fast enough. His shoes scrape against the ground as he lumbers off to the bathroom, shutting the door behind him. The lights flicker on and the grime slouching between the tile walls is so thick it could be mistaken for black paint. Spider webs are tucked away in the corners, a few of their denizens are skittering around towards the window in the back.  
 
      
 
    Kierran skitters too; to the window to stare at his reflection through the dust and crust. He sets his bag in the partly rusted, grimey sink and gets to work. Lip gloss, wig, makeup, outfit. Blend, blend, blend until he's the near-perfect image of the woman he wants to be; his curly long hair always could pass as a male or female cut, but the schoolgirl outfit fits and pulls in all the right places, gives him a cute little inward curve to his waist that wouldn't be there otherwise. The blue and white striped long-socks are a nice touch too. 
 
      
 
    Under any other circumstances, he might be ecstatic. This is precisely the sort of look he seeks to capture and hold on himself; a tiny, thin, pretty, little effeminate fuckdoll that any man could use. Now though, there's a problem outside tapping his foot impatiently. 
 
      
 
    "I'll be out in a second." 
 
      
 
    "Holy shit, hurry up. You’re taking for fucking ever." 
 
      
 
    The lip gloss is the final touch. Typically he would wear lipstick underneath but given the newly placed time restraints, he skips it. He draws the pink from the bottle, smears it across his lips until they shimmer in the flickering light.  
 
      
 
    Perfect.  
 
      
 
    "Damn." Jason growls and bares his teeth. Kierran shivers. He's never had a real man before, never had that raw, carnal stare given to him. When Jason does it, drawing himself in close and taking handfuls of his ass, Kierran freezes up.  
 
      
 
    "Shit, fuck." Jason's growls lower into something less tame, more out of genuine, heated need. His hands knead painfully into Kierran's flesh and the sissy can't move--hell, he can hardly breathe. 
 
      
 
    A lump forms in his throat. This isn't the sort of town where this happens, not the sort of place where this would be accepted. A long time ago he gave up the thought that any of his sexual fantasies would be fulfilled. Now the worst person possible is threatening—or promising—to do exactly that. There's an echoing voice in the back of his mind asking if Jason is really all that bad. It's obvious that, yes, he is. But is he bad enough that Kierran is going to give him a solid 'no' when the prospects of actually getting what he wants otherwise are so low? 
 
      
 
    The answer is; he's already here. If he was going to give Jason a no, he wouldn't have shown up. And judging by how brazen Jason is being, they both know that.  
 
      
 
    "Classroom 125A." Jason orders him with a tilt of his head before letting him go.  
 
      
 
    Kierran begins walking down the hallway. He's never been this high up in the building before, but these are the smaller classrooms where they do elective and not exactly viable classes. French, Advanced German Literature. Things like that. 
 
      
 
    One class catches his eye; Thermodynamics. Who've thought a school this ghetto would have a class like that? He could’ve sworn he triple checked the syllabus for—  
 
      
 
    Jason slaps his ass and pushes him forward. "Be a fucking nerd later." 
 
      
 
    A weak counter dies on Kierran’s tongue. Not like he could make some sort of valiant verbal last stand from before. If anything, this is a perfect punishment. Spending nights and days uploading filthy videos to the Internet, what good could be gained from that?  
 
      
 
    Classroom 125-A is unremarkable, to say the least. There's a radiator under the line of windows across the floor. The white-board is poorly cleaned with half blurred names and subjects that he knows nothing about and, unlike the thermodynamics class, has no desire to. That's probably for the better. Why fuck in a more noticeable, more cared for room where someone could potentially have an idea of who was here? Does he want more 'admirers' like Jason? 
 
      
 
    Kierran steps past the doorway and hears a telltale zipping sound behind him. He turns and Jason is eying him like a beast in heat.  He stands in the doorway, stroking his thick, hard cock. In the dim light from the window, granted by the streetlights outside, he can see the prominent vein, the needy head that peeks out as Jason drives his hand up his shaft and down to the base of black hair. 
 
      
 
    "Against the radiator." Another light slap against his ass. "Lean over it."  
 
      
 
    Fuck. Seeing the cock in front of him, it’s like someone’s lit a fire in his stomach. Kierran almost rushes to the other side of the room, finding the radiator line underneath the window and leaning against it. The schoolgirl skirt tickles his upper thighs — it’s intentionally too small. His full panties are probably showing off. 
 
      
 
    “Damn.” Jason growls. “Alright—shit—get your ass ready for me. Once I get inside I’m fucking reaming you, I’m not g-gonna wait. Shit.”  
 
      
 
    With a little whimper, Kierran lowers his head and does as he's ordered. He flips up his schoolgirl skirt and shaky pinkie fingers hook underneath the curved slope of his ass, grab the edge of his panties and pulls the fragile fabric down to his upper thighs.  
 
      
 
    A finger rolls over his ass. Is the plan to take him dry? Kierran swallows weakly; thinks of being broken by Jason's cock, being reamed open until he's weeping and mindless. He pushes his finger inside. The muscle is trained enough to let that much through at least. The many nights he's spent waiting for his parents to leave for some convenient reason so he can spend time desperately bucking against his fingers has prepared him for this.  
 
      
 
    He starts slow, hissing at the stretch. Never was found of those first few moments, without the overwhelming aggression of some big strong alpha male all he would have to do is grit his teeth and push past it.  
 
      
 
    Jason’s growling makes it even easier. "I like watching you fuck yourself, makes me wanna ream you even more.” 
 
      
 
    Another finger pushes past the ring of muscle. Kierran’s nails scrape against the peeling white paint of the radiator. He bites back a broken sound. His toes are curling in his socks and Jason’s moaning grows louder.  
 
      
 
    "It's a shame I'm not some thug, right? I could just grab all on you and push you against a wall in an alleyway and tear that ass in two. You’d fuckin let me. You’d come with and stick this pretty, thick ass out for me to smash. You’d beg for my cum wouldn’t you?"  
 
     He’s a complete tosser, but he’s right — Kierran never thought he’d be able to get nailed like this. Strands of the cheap blond wig stick to his face as Jason’s hand wraps around the back of his neck and pushes him down. The cold, rough metal of the radiator pushes hard against Kierran’s chest. “Push your ass out. Just like that baby, come on…” 
 
      
 
    Jason’s fingers twist and scrape against something that makes him quiver. Kierran takes in a huge, audible breath, body shaking. A broken, gravelly sound leaves Jason’s throat and he goes from fingering Kierran to absolutely abusing that spot, watching the sissy twink’s body twist in the moonlight of the college window.  
 
      
 
    Shame wraps around Kierran’s throat like a vice. The few sounds that escape are delectable little whimpers. Jason pushes his hips flush to Kierran’s. His cock is hard between his legs under his skirt. His head half rests on the windowpane and outside he can see the night sky, the cool air and the stark emptiness of the off-hour school grounds — not a soul around for blocks. No one to hear him or see him, with the desired exception of Jason.  
 
      
 
    Jason’s fingers pull free and Kierran’s ass clenches around nothing. So empty and wanting. All of that training and sex toy use stretched him out enough. His cock is hard underneath the skirt and all he wants is for Jason to take initiative and end the pained tugging resting in his balls. 
 
      
 
    “Please, come on—”  
 
      
 
    “Beg me.” 
 
      
 
    Fucking hell. Kierran’s tongue sticks to the floor of his mouth. He wants to melt into absolutely nothing. Who the fuck does Jason think he is, doing this to him? 
 
      
 
    Jason slaps his ass and tears a whelp from Kierran’s throat. A cooling palm soothes over it as Jason chuckles. “Come on, you heard me.” 
 
      
 
    “Please fuck me, please, I can’t—”  
 
      
 
    Kierran wishes he could pick out something better, but his head is loaded with cotton and smoke. When he was screwing himself senseless on his sex toys he thought he’d be able to handle this better. While riding his toys he’d think of how, when he got the chance he would be so filthy, so wild and untamed. Some sort of sissy sex god who could always handle anything without ‘melting’ like he was now.  
 
      
 
    “Keep begging, slut.” 
 
      
 
    “Please, I want your cock inside me I wanna be your good little sissy—”  
 
      
 
    Jason spanks him again and again until his blanche white ass is covered in red hand marks. Tears are peeking at the corner of Kierran’s eyes as he keeps begging until Jason roars something in frustration and shoves his pants to his ankles. 
 
      
 
    A rough, calloused palm grips Kierran’s waist still through a thin layer of sweat. Jason guides his cock to Kierran’s entrance. Once he finds it, he allows the sissy one courtesy spit. Kierran would laugh if it weren’t so painfully Jason. 
 
      
 
    He pushes into that ungodly heat and warmth. Kierran's hole tightens around him like a vice and, as he pulls back, grips his cock-head never wanting to let go. Jason manages out ‘fuck’, low, breathless and needy. It draws a heated line through Kierran’s lower stomach, straight to his cock.  
 
      
 
    “Please, please daddy I need it.”  
 
      
 
    “Fuck I know—ha. Shut up.” 
 
      
 
    Jason pushes in deeper. Inch after inch being swallowed up into that molten heat, tight and unrelenting around his dick. Kierran’s legs are shaking on either side of him.  
 
      
 
    For so long the only sound in the room is either of them, breathing and making little noises as Jason pushes the whole of his cock into Kierran.  
 
      
 
    Kierran whimpers. Jason’s the worst person to have done this with, but what were the chances that some other man would magically pick up on all of his supposed ‘signals’? Sweat clings to every part of him and when Jason’s hips are resting against him again, the tense line in his body snaps and melts away. 
 
      
 
    Without a word, Jason lowers his body until he’s flush against him. A rampant heartbeat thumps against his back and Jason’s breath is labored, as if he’s finished a run. Deep inside, his cock twitches. If the side of Kierran’s brain that safely tucked away his wit was working, he’d have laughed at the idea of Jason being so damnably vulnerable in front of him. Made some sort of comment about being a minute man.  
 
      
 
    “Okay.” Jason says with a fortifying breath. He comes back up to full standing, one hand squeezing Kierran’s ass and the other raising up his shirt so he can see the sight for himself. His cock disappearing into that fucking hot ass, that soon to be messy skirt clinging onto Kierran’s skin. Another breath, “Okay.”  
 
      
 
    His hips begin moving. Kierran clamps a hand down over his mouth. It was one thing to have that cock inside of him, another feel Jason get accustomed enough to start moving. His toes curl; there’s a lancing heat rising in him like some sort of melting pot, starting at the pit of his stomach and coming down to his balls and tightening. Had masturbating ever done this much to him? No fucking way. 
 
      
 
    Jason’s pace picks up. Every other breath is a huff or a hiss. Kierran can feel the aching sting of his ass with every thrust, but when Jason's hips go flush against him and the pleasure laces through his ass and tightens in his balls, he can't find it in him to care.  
 
      
 
    "You feel my cock sissy boy? Hm? You like it shoving up into your ass j-just like that?"  
 
      
 
    Another hard slap and rougher, unaimed thrusts. Kierran’s head is a loose collection of thoughts of more, of how full his ass feels and how amazing it is to finally have someone to sate this particular desire.  
 
      
 
    “T-the video wasn’t a mista-ake, it was signal. Y-you wanted a man to come along and find you. Claim you. Fuck you. Use you. Just—just like this.” Jason breathes fire into the crook of Kierran’s shoulder. Then his teeth abuse there, biting in deep to the vulnerable skin. Kierran’s voice breaks beneath his hand, his muffles becoming loud cries. Jason’s clenching fingers threaten to slip against the sweat-slick skin. The bully only closes the gap between them more, stepping forward. Kierran is pushed further against the wall, body bent at an awkward angle while Jason pounds away. 
 
      
 
    In the faint ghost outline of the window, Kierran can see the flickers of red as he pulls back, the bruise already lumping up and forming.  
 
      
 
    “Fuck!” Jason half shouts, pulling out. Kierran trembles, wanting nothing more than for Jason to dump his load inside, but instead the man just collapses back against the desk. Black hair slicked to his pale skin, dark forest green eyes hungrily running up and down his form.  
 
      
 
    Kierran’s fingers dance underneath the skirt, hikes it up again. He spreads his bruised ass to show off that clenched pink ring of muscle that Jason seems to love. The huff of breath that escapes him makes Kierran want him even more.  
 
      
 
    Jason growls, deep and low and enough that Kierran can feel a tug in his swollen balls.  
 
      
 
    "That's right baby, that's right. Show daddy what he wants to see." 
 
      
 
    Kierran starts fingering the tightened boy pussy, two fingers stabbing in and brutally abusing the already tortured little entrance. Whimpers hang in Kierran’s throat. He wants to be full of cock again. He wants Jason to fuck him and use him like he bragged about. When he looks down, his quivering cock is leaking milky white beads of cum onto the floor and radiator. It won’t be long now. His throat tightens on another pleading noise. 
 
      
 
    Jason gets back up from the desk. His voice comes easy and sweet as he pushes into Kierran and sighs like he’s entered heaven. Hands back on his waist to start pounding away again. His head and body sways like a weak leaf in the wind. Long eyelashes fluttering closed and those little noises... 
 
      
 
    When’s the last time he fucked his way into something so tight and pathetic? Kierran mewls and gasps and twists his body like a wounded kitten and there’s something so delicious and fucked up about it that Jason can’t get enough of.  
 
      
 
    Jason mumbles something along the lines of ‘mine’. Kierran’s at wit's end; his ass is sore and stinging, the pain lacing up and down through his lower back and thighs. The dull, cold metal of the radiator pushing into the bones at his hips, causing bruises right by the ones Jason so happily put there. Besides that, the overwhelming, racking tenseness building in his gut of his orgasm, building more and more until it snaps.  
 
      
 
    Kierran’s eyes screw shut. His desperate, open-mouthed moans are eaten up by his hands.  
 
      
 
    “Oh fuck, oh fuck—” Jason’s teeth grit together and his pace falters, his body bends over as Kierran’s ass strokes the orgasm out of him. Hard, thick lances of cum shoot from his into Kierran’s waiting, slutty little entrance, his world is trembling all throughout.  
 
      
 
    Jason’s spent cock slides free with a filthy sound. He stumbles backward until his ass hits a desk. He rests against that, idly stroking his cock and hissing.  
 
      
 
    Kierran moans, broken. His ass is full and sore, entrance still needily twitching. Cum is dripping down the insides of his thighs. Sweat is cooling on his skin.  
 
      
 
    "Mine," Jason says, gripping a handful of Kierran's ass. "You hear me, sissy boy? This is mine from now on. No more videoes. You wanna act like a slut you come to me first, got it?"  
 
      
 
    “Y-yeah—let me just—”  
 
      
 
    “Oh no, pet.” Jason smiles wide. “We’re not done yet.” 
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