
        
            
                
            
        

    
Prologue

The recent rains made it difficult as fuck to climb up here. On more than one occasion his shoes lost grip and Jake damn near tumbled end over end back down the hill. From the hill up from the slums he called home to rows of houses that were washed regularly, came with garages, with big cars full of fuel and locked gates and picketed fences. The sort of place that made the back of Jake's throat burn with envy at everything they had.

Mr. Amille sat there on his reclining chair, on his well painted porch with his feet up on a blanket without a care in the world. Without trying, without ever ever being rude or dismissive to him like other customers were, he was the exact sort of person Jake hated.

What did Mr. Amille do to earn this sort of wealth? How could he afford to sit there and eat like a king, never gain weight, never look stressed out? His car was some over expensive brand that sat there collecting dust between waxing and he never left the house.

Rumors swore on stacks of bibles that it must be drugs, or being the CEO of some company or a stock holder in something shady and scrupulous.

Jake didn't know and didn't care; all he knew was that this was the sort of wealth he wanted to have. He wanted to recline in chairs and have people march down walkways to feed him. He wanted to have things that cost more than people made in a year, and to never have to even use them.

"Jake, my favorite boy!" Mr. Amille's accent was thick and heavy, with notes of French or Italian.  He clapped his hands together and got from his seat, the plushy white shower robe he always wore while waiting bunching around his elbows.

Jake rested the pizza on the glass patio table and waited while Mr. Amille produced payment for the pizzas, then two solid hundreds. Jake swallowed around a solid lump in his throat, Mr. Amille was the only one who tipped this much, if he didn't – and if he didn't have such a soft spot for Jake – he wouldn't even make rent.

Asking Mr. Amille how he earned this crazy amount of money would be dangerous as best. After all, Jake can't imagine a guy like him being forth coming with how he earned his fortune. The best he could hope for was some money saving advice and a ruffle of his hair before being sent on his way; wealth was for those who had it figured out.

But he had to know how, how did Mr. Amille do it?

"Mr. Amille?" Jake asked. He took the two hundreds and shoved them down his back pocket. Best to prepare himself for some sort of bullshit about money saving techniques and believing in himself. "What do you do for a living?" 

Mr. Amille smiled and sat back down in his chair, kicking his feet up on the glass table. "What do I do for a living? Well, that's a complicated question—what brought this on?"

"It's not like I want to deliver pizza all my life."

Mr. Amille smirked as if he told some grand joke and flipped open a pizza box. Jake stood there, watching him take greedy bites of pizza for what felt like forever.

Mr. Amille finished two slices in silence, then laughed again, this time more unabashedly. "Do you want to make some money?"

Jake's heart skipped a beat. Yes, holy mother of yes, he wanted just a fraction of what Mr. Amille had. More than that two hundred; he wanted thousands, enough to stomp his pizza delivery hat into the dust and give his boss the middle finger, never have to look at that awful 'Pizza' sign or drive around the shit bag of a city he lived in ever again.

Jake nodded and Mr. Amille nodded back. "Alright, then. Meet me back here in a week, and I promise you, it'll be a bit of work but I'll make you five thousand dollars in less then four hours."

Chapter 2

Five. Thousand. Dollars.

Mr. Amille swore could make him more money then he makes in three months, in less then four hours. Five thousand dollars, enough to make sure he never had to see this shit stack of an apartment he lived in ever again, not have to deal with the roof leaking in or the heat giving out. Five thousand dollars, enough to get him back on track to head to school, get a degree, be more than a pizza delivery boy all his life.

Five thousand dollars in less than four hours, done multiple times? It means self respect, a nice car, a hot girlfriend with massive tits who'll do anything he asks, when he asks with no backtalk. Not lying here on this piss stained up mattress he was lucky to nick from a yard sale, dreaming of having that money, but actually having that money.

Fuck.

The next week passed like molasses. Mr. Amille never gave him any contact information or other details and most of his other customers weren't worth Jake's time – he managed to find some level of politeness, but its hard to have patience when you're promised the promised land.

Five thousand dollars, in less than four hours. The day Mr. Amille called Jake practically snatched the pizzas and dashed his house. Running up the hill until his lungs stung and his legs whined in complaint, being buzzed into the house and handing Amille his weekly order. Unable to wipe the ear to ear grin off his face because five – thousand – dollars.

Mr. Amille, in his same fluffy white shower robe, pulled out his usual weekly two hundred and Jake pocketed it. Stood there shoulders width and feet apart like a loyal little soldier.

He stood there and watched Mr. Amille eat, only to have a sudden spike burn in his heart when he pulled back through the bites and said 'Fuck off'.

“Excuse me?”

“Fuck off I said.” Mr. Amille took another bite. Set it back down in the pizza box and slammed it shut. “You're not going to be able to do it.”

“I've been waiting all week -”

“And you'll be waiting all your life because you can't do it. It'd be a waste of my time and yours, because you're a squeamish little brat.”

Every word shot another spear of pain through Jake's heart. Five thousand dollars in less then four hours, he could do anything. He could kill for that. He dreams of that, he getting that much with so little time. Not having to scrimp and save just to make rent.

Jake's hands slammed down palm first onto the glass table. “I've done everything you said, I ran up and down that fucking hill to get you pizza and you can't even fulfill your part of the bargain? The bargain you made?!”

“Jake, sit down.”

“No, fuck you – I'm pissed-”

“If you can't follow basic fucking orders, you sure as hell won't be able to work under me. Now either sit the fuck down or get the fuck out.” There wasn't even any anger in his voice. Just demand, demand for respect and authority. Jake felt a sharp pang of anger course through him and he backed off, sitting down and gripping the edges of the chair as he did so. Mr. Amille's ever enduring smile was no where to be found.

Jake exhaled slow and easy through his nose. Breathed in through his mouth. He could do this, he could manage this, if it meant actually getting the money he wanted, he could obey a rich man's rules. He unclenched his fingers, thought of the riches. “I'm sorry.”

Amille huffed out a breath of laughter, then another, then full blown guffaws, his belly shaking and breath escaping him. He leaned over and smacked Jake on the shoulder. “Relax kiddo, I'm just testin' ya. Gotta follow orders in my line of work.”

Jake nodded, took that to heart and let his anger cool off him. Ran his hand up and down his delivery pants. He wouldn't get the money, he wouldn't get shit unless he was agreeable, unless he was nice. Which only begged the question: what was he agreeing to in the first place?

Amille produced a small white box, pulled out a single little pink thing. Then motioned to a glass of water.

It was a little pink pill with a band of white in the middle. Slippery in his hands, small enough to slip through his thick fingers. Jake turned it over, “What's it do?”

“Makes you pretty. Makes you thin, makes your hair grow nice, long and pullable, takes the hair off your body, makes your feet soft and your legs curvy. Turns you into a sissy boy.”

Jake damn near dropped the thing. “The fucking hell?”

“You asked me what I did for work. This is the answer; I find guys like you who need money and I whore them out to guys who want to fuck little money hungry sissies like yourself. It's a 60/40 cut; my majority. I'm giving you the clients, the clothing, the body, the locations, all you need to do is love the work. And that work, is my client's cocks.”

Amille spoke with the sort of practiced grace that a man who's done this sort of stuff for years does. Jake stared at the tiny pink thing in his hand like it was a bomb about to detonate.

“That pill does that to you; not just that but you turn back in twenty four hours. No permanent effects on the body, just work and change back. That way, your clients don't know you and you don't have to deal with upkeep.”

Jake wasn't sure whether to scoff or demand how the pill works from a scientific perspective. A pill that turns any guy with their knobby fingers and ugly faces into a thin little sissy boy with a hairless body, with perfect features, so they can fuck and get cash? Ridiculous, stupid even, who the hell would believe that nonsense? Then they revert in just a couple hours? Impossible.

Five thousand dollars. Less than four hours.

Madness. All of it ridiculous. Jake took one look at Mr. Amille's face, then made up his mind right then and there.

Jake took a swig of water and swallowed the whole thing in one go. Didn't even remember when he hit the floor or when Mr. Amille moved him to a different room when the process began. And by the time he came too, it was too late to start regretting things.

Chapter 3

Jake came too, bolting straight up in bed and hugging his own chest. His body was covered in sweat and there was a chill in the air; then the entire conversation he had with Mr. Amille came flooding back to him and he felt over his chest with slow fingers.

Did the pill turn him into a woman, or just into a real, true sissy?

His skin was soft and smooth, hairless like a baby's bottom. He hadn't grown breasts – his chest was still flat. His fingers were soft and smooth as well instead of being knobby and scratchy. Jake ran his hands down his new soft body, down his squishy curves and to his peach shaped ass. His heart was in his throat. He felt between his cheeks and there it was, his cock. No hair anywhere to be found, but his dick was still between his legs where it should've been.

Jake got up from the bed, looking around. Had he already earned the money? He doesn't remember getting in bed in the first place – or even entering Mr. Amille's house. He gets up and leaves the bedroom, only realizing when the cold air hits his skin that he's completely naked. His sissy nipples are perking in the cold. He moves to cover them, brushing them with his arm and taking in a sharp burst of breath. It feels good; it shouldn't, but it does. He teases his new, soft, pliant nipples with the edges of his nails, leaning against the wall of the hallway.

Could he cum like this? Just from this? The cold of the hallway keeps his cock small, but spikes of warmth flow through him. He feels weak; what could a stronger man do to him, in his new girly body?

“You done there?”

Mr. Amille is standing there at the end of the hallway, thoroughly unimpressed. Jake isn't sure what to cover first, settles with hiding his tiny cock underneath his hands. Mr. Amille's eyes roll, “Follow me.”

There he is, walking through Mr. Amille's off cream carpeted house, his sissy cock bobbing between his legs, nipples hard and erect, body alight. The walls and hallways are painted an off-white easy color, punctuated with paintings of things he can't find it in his brain to care about. He keeps walking, nude, until Mr. Amille begins to make his way up the steps; the man is moving up in years and it takes him a while but eventually they make it up stairs.

Mr. Amille takes Jake to a room. It's a guest room, with a big spacious bed – enough room for two and some friends. The carpet's clean under his feet and for the first time in so long it's finally warm. Then he sees it; a mirror showing his new sissified body.

His brown hair is long and reaching down to his shoulders, hardly brushing against them. His hips are cute and small, his cock is resting tiny, bobbing between his soft, hairless legs. Is this what Mr. Amille and his magic pill did to him?

“I've got a customer coming over, his name's DeShaun Williams. Nice guy, famous basketball player, about to retire, loose with his money. Told him to take it easy on you, just some deep throat for tonight.”

Jake took a deep breath of warm hair and ran his fingers through his new hair. Silky and long, not like that pathetic mop of man hair he hardly took care of before. “I've never done anything like that.”

“Well, learn. Fast. He's coming in less than twenty minutes. He's always on time.”

“That's not fair,” He meant to sound intimidating but it came out as more of a whine, his voice taking on a squeakier, more submissive pleading tone. “T-that's...” Was that his voice? His voice? He touched his throat in disbelief. That voice made him feel...tiny. In fact, standing next to Mr. Amille now he felt just that littlest bit smaller, enough that he didn't feel comfortable raising his voice.

Amille must have seen through him, because he shrugged. “Part of the pill, you'll learn to deal with it.”

“I-I don't know.” If I can handle this. It went unspoken. fucking damn it that was exactly what Amille told him; the reality of it was hitting him, this was his sissy body and now he was getting ready to do sissy work. On the bed were sissy clothes; a tiny string top and a skirt that would hardly be able to hide his shaved cock. Sissy work, sissy clothes, for a customer that wanted to cum in a sissy's mouth.

“This is your first test. It's not my job to teach you, its your job to teach you. I'm just a contractor, where you go from here will be your own skill and decision. I'll be waiting downstairs. I don't trust my clients to get violent or too rough with you, but I'll be down here when your ready to admit you're waaaay out of your element.”

Amille left him in the middle of the room. 'Out of his element' he says, then abandons him in the middle of the room, naked, there's a man coming over. A man who wants to fuck his new soft sissy lips and do whatever else to him. Jake looks on the bed at this pink sissy clothes. Out of his element...

Five thousand dollars.

How out of his element is he willing to be for five thousand dollars? It's just a blowjob; make one guy come. Five thousand dollars. Jake smoothed his hands down his smooth thighs. Make DeShaun come. Five thousand dollars.

Jake put his clothing on, making sure to pull his new sissy skirt down over his cock. Five thousand dollars, don't sweat it, you'll be normal again tomorrow. Could he blow a cock? Was there anything around here to practice – then again, there wasn't any question that Mr. Amille had done this to other men, turned them into sissies and let them use his house to fuck for money. Did he want to use anything he found in the drawers?

He found lube, but that was it. Nothing for it, he used his fingers, pushed two of them past his plump, soft lips. Tried to head back down his throat. Came back up coughing. Come on Jake, five thousand dollars.

*  *  *

It was around seven thirty when DeShaun's full black car, rimmed with chrome, came to a stop right outside Amille's driveway. He stepped out, correcting his cuffs, and marched up to the front gate to see the man of the house. DeShaun wore the kind of black suit and smile that makes a nice person think they're safe and a cynic think they're about to be sold a product.

Amille got up to meet him by the door.

DeShaun took Amille's hand, gave it a mighty shake. “Hey man, nice to see you again.”

“Same to you, how's the court treating you?”

“Well, as always.” DeShaun's smile grew even more cocky. Amille didn't know quite what to feel about DeShaun and Jake – on one hand DeShaun was one of his most gentle and polite clients, to the point of coddling. On the other, Amille had to crane his neck just to look up at the guy. 'Big' didn't even describe it; towering was much more apt descriptor.

Jake was hardly over five feet. Thin as a board. Limp as a noodle, especially with that pill.

But is he going to send DeShaun away to bring another guy in and wait another half hour for the pill to take effect? Especially when DeShaun is the sort of nice, low maintenance, high pay vanilla client that guys like Jake need? What a waste of time and money.

Ah well, time to see how this plays out.

Amille pats DeShaun on the back, welcomes him inside. The athlete makes his high ceilings look like a teenager standing in a crib. Normally, he'd have some tea or something out, maybe some cookies, but DeShaun motions upstairs.

“Ready for me?”

There was no chance in hell that Jake was ready for him. Jake would be a fumbly mess at best; giving him as much time as he could to prepare would be the best thing Amille could do for him.

“How about we give him a little bit? I could heat up some tea or --”

DeShaun shook his head, laughing. “He's new, ain't he?”

Damn, the man's sharp. Though, he would find out anyway—Jake probably isn't putting up much of a convincing front to begin with and he did call him earlier to ask him to take things a little slower, a little more careful.

“Yeah.”

“All right, pretty shitty of you to not mention that beforehand, but because I'm a little curious about this one I'll let it pass and wait down here another half hour – if you agree to something for me.”

Chapter 4

Amille couldn't help but keep flashing his eyes to his watch as the faithful minute came. When it did he said a little prayer and hoped that either DeShaun would forget or Jake was motivated beyond belief.

DeShaun clapped his hands together. “Alrighty, time to go see the goods.” He got up and began making his way upstairs, his footsteps practically echoed through the house. DeShaun was a regular; he went to the exact door and without a moments hesitation through it wide and there Jake was, resting on the bed on his belly, curling his shoulder length hair and kicking his feet.

Not what he was expecting, but sure as hell not unwanted. Her voice was very convincing, her ass was practically hanging out of that ridiculously small black miniskirt.

“Hello.” DeShaun shut the door behind him and walked towards the bed; Jake got up, DeShaun stopped him. “Please don't push yourself, Jake. Amille told me you're new at this.”

Jake blinked and then nodded. Strange, as nice as Amille was didn't seem like the kind of guy to admit he didn't train his employees well.

“So, he and I decided that tonight, I'm going to train you how to really suck a cock, how's that sound for you?”

Five thousand dollars. Jake exhaled through his nose and slowly nodded again. Five thousand dollars. DeShaun approached the bed. Jake swore the room got smaller as he got closer; Jake crawled to the edge to meet him, took one look at him and got ready to take the pulge.

He unbuckled DeShaun's pants, DeShaun pulled them down the rest of the way and his strong, black cock sprung free of his underwear. Veins pulsing, already hard, already ready for him. Five thousand dollars.

Jake swallowed and took a firm hold of him. His cock felt like a solid thing that had weight, like he could physically hurt someone with the sheer strength of the thing. Jake opened his mouth, took in the head. It was heated against his tongue, and even with all his training to try and at least get his knuckles into his mouth he still felt like the cock was prying him open.

DeShaun's hand splayed in his hair, “There we go, sissy boy. Suck it good and hard, let me see here.” DeShaun motioned with his free hand to look up and Jake did. DeShaun was so tall, so much bigger and stronger then him.

Then it hit Jake all at once; he was sucking the cock of a man infinitely more powerful man than he could ever be, money, cars, boats, all of that stuff he had. A fraction of it he could have too, if he did a good job, made DeShaun love his fucking mouth.

“Geez Amille, here I was thinking you weren't getting me prime product.” DeShaun slapped his wet cock against Jake's face, splattering his own spit across it. “He got me an actual sissy, huh? Did you even need the pill or was that just for kicks?”

“'M, 'm not.”

“Then why are you hard?”

Jake looked down, saw his shaved cock peeking out underneath his tiny little miniskirt. Oh god, oh fuck what the hell? What had that pill done to him?

“It isn't the pill that's you. You want this dick.” DeShaun's hands rolled around his head, guided him back to facing the strong, hard cock that he'd just been on the verge of swallowing. A heated pit bloomed at the bottom of Jake's stomach. “Come on now, take what you want.”

The thought occurs that DeShaun might be right. Did he actually see other man lining up here, selling their masculinity for money to whoever wanted to take it? Did Amille do it? No, it was just him. He was the one selling himself, changing himself into a thin, tiny little sissy with his prick not even being touched, getting hard while sucking dick.

“You jumped into this knowing it will be hundreds of men lining up to fuck you, to shove their hard cocks inside you, rub them all over you. Look at you.” DeShaun's cock fell from his mouth, or was it pulled? The fogginess in his brain made sure Jake didn't have the presence of mind to register. “God you look like a fucking mess, spit and slip all over your face, fucking hot.”

DeShaun did the rest of the work for him, pulled him in by his head to put his mouth back on the cock. Jake reached up to make up the rest of what he couldn't take with his hands, got them slapped back down. “You're a sissy, act like it, take the whole cock in your mouth. The whole way down.”

God, really – who could take all of this? Bad enough there was a cock in his mouth to begin with, come on Jake...five thousand dollars.

Jake gagged, slip dripping from the sides of his mouth. DeShaun was thick, so thick, Jake couldn't even breathe.

Finally, he felt the hair prickle his nose and DeShaun's guttural groan echo through his entire body as he was fully seated. Jake swallowed and DeShaun grunted from the back of his throat; catching on a hitch before pulling out. Jake's face felt soaked. Two long strands of spit connected his mouth to DeShaun's cock.

His own cock was still hard, after all this embarrassment, after all this he was going through for the money. Fuck, shit what if DeShaun really is right?

“Jake, that's too masculine a name. Forget it, you're Jackie now. You're cute little Jackie who likes big, strong cocks that can fuck her open, especially in her mouth. Understood?”

Jake made two reaffirming noises, his eyes rolling back at more inches being thrust into him; saliva dripped down each side of his mouth.

DeShaun pulled his face away, Jake stretched his mouth open with both her fingers and stuck out her tongue; his eyes rolled back as DeShaun covered his face in hot lines of cum.

DeShaun breathed heavy out his mouth, stroking his dripping cock. “You, Jake, are going to be a very rich little sissy.”

Chapter 5

After he'd finished DeShaun redressed himself and thanked him for his services – for some reason Jake found that more embarrassing then actually being teased while giving head – and left.

Jake sat there, alone with a raging, hairless hard on hanging beneath his skirt, dumb founded. Face covered in streaks of drying cum, mouth dry, bitter and salty. The idea of masculinity wasn't something he clung to so tightly, but now that what's happened has happened, Jake didn't know how to exactly deal with it.

No, he wasn't a sissy, he couldn't get off on sucking cock, it was just a nervous reaction or something. Jake totally wasn't gay, couldn't be, totally wasn't a sissy. He was a guy working a job. He'd prove it; he took his cock in hand.

Jake tilted his head back and thought of his perfect woman, a beautiful innocent auburn haired girl in a schoolgirl suit, her breasts not too big.

Nothing was happening.

Not slutty enough, that must be the problem. A blonde hair girl, a slut, in a pink sports bra and yoga pants, on her hands and knees sucking a bunch of different cocks in an alleyway. A used up slut.

Nothing.

Big titted bitches and sluts with their legs spread and dominating women and bimbos, putting them on their knees.

Nothing. Nothing. Nothing.

Nothing for so long he got sore.

Fuck.

Footsteps were coming his way, marching upstairs. Jake scrambled and yanked his pants up, his softening cock feeling almost alien in his pants. Good god, what was in that fucking pill?

Amille opened the door, a cup of a water in his hand, and Jake pretended to be okay. Amille tried to pretend he wasn't dotting on him, but Jake could sense that he must've been blown off kilter. Amille had probably been hoping that he wouldn't dedicate as hard as he did.

Jake didn't want him up here, the entire room felt too small when Amille gave him the cup. Seeing their hands together, his effeminate, thin, slender fingers dwarfed by Amille's hairy knuckled palm made him want to curl up into a ball. Christ, when was this thing getting out of his system?

Amille awkwardly danced around mentioning DeShaun – for the better, Jake thought – and offered to let him use a bed to sleep in. Jake agreed, but headed to a different room.

Downed the cup, washed his face, got rid of the sissy clothes and hit the hay. He could just ignore it for now, it totally wasn't him. It was the pill, he'd just sleep it off and then jerk to make sure.

Next day, when he woke up, his fingers were back to normal. His body felt much warmer, like it was back to normal.

Right there on the table, next to the empty cup: Fifty one hundreds. Five thousand dollars, he counted it out and nodded, over and over again to himself. Five thousand dollars. Jake nodded over and over to himself. It felt incredible to have, to hold, the power to change his life completely, rolled up into a wad and stuck together with a rubber band.

Jake got dressed, got cleaned up and counted the money again just to make sure he wasn't fucking dreaming and he really just got five thousand dollars.

It was real, and it was here, in his hands. God, he fucking loathed delivering that damn pizza.

Amille walked into the room, a huge half opened cardboard box tucked underneath his arm. Jake took one look at him and straight faced; for once he was dressed like a human being rather then some decadent god who spent his whole day being fed grapes by angels.

“Feeling okay?”

“Y-yeah.”

“Alright. That's good.” Amille nodded, looking away as if he'd doubted it but accepting it nonetheless. Jake wasn't sure how he felt about that; on one hand it was nice to have Amille not be a patronizing asshole and taunt him for chickening out, on the other hand he wasn't sure where he stood with Amille. Were they friends still, or a boss and their employer? Was there such a difference from before?

“Well, good news: I assume you've got your payment already?” Jake nodded. “That's good. If you're interested I have...another business proposition for you.”

Jake wasn't sure if he was interested so much as compelled. The idea of more easy money was a good motivator for him to forget his pride, but now that he had the money...

Then again, there was the other challenge; one simple five thousand dollar payout does not a sustainable life style make. He needs to keep doing work like this, keep raising his prices, keep dealing with...whatever it was that pill did to him to stop him from cumming.

Amille could read him like a book and a deep lined frown marred his face. “I don't fucking like it either, but DeShaun's been conspiring behind my god damn back.” Amille spat. “Listen, don't get mad alright? But the next guy you're serving ain't as nice, not nearly. Not even remotely, but DeShaun's made a good argument that Reed needs to be the one who takes you on next and he's already got a couple jobs lined up for you.”

“How's the pay?”

“...It's a multiple session job, pay out rises with each job. Starts at five thousand. Not just that, but our client? He isn't even gonna touch you until the second job.”

Damn, a long term contract without having to deal with other men? That sounds fucking amazing. He could coast by on that for a little and kiss his job good-fucking bye. “Well, shit when do I start?”

“Whenever you want to, really. But – ah – the thing is the client's name is Reed Martel and, well, he sent you this.”

Amille handed him the box. Jake took a peek inside; no wonder Amille was so hesitant. One of the objects was obviously a dildo or sex toy of some kind, meant to be inserted. Usually, it would be funny and nostalgic. Like a reminder back in his old days of being some rambunctious punk and putting neon colored dildos where they shouldn't be as a joke.

This one though, it was realistic. There were thick, powerful veins peeking from the surface and some other device attached to it, connected to where the balls would suction cup to the floor or the wall or whatever. But, beyond that its shade and coloring was dark and brown and all his brain could scream was 'DeShaun' and he immediately wanted nothing to do with this thing.

The other four things in the box were a phone and a thick CD case. The phone looked up to date and expensive, one of those designer brand that, if he resold it he'd probably get at least a month's rest. There wasn't even a cover picture or anything written on the outside; the curling from the pit of his stomach said he didn't want to know what was on the inside. Then some clothes he couldn't quite see and a little plastic thing shaped like a frog that he had no idea what it was or what it was used for.

“Reed's a bit...kinky.”

Jake stared at the box for longer than Amille was expecting; the older guy was quick to speak up.

“Think of it this way; five thousand dollars, then after that I'll try and get him for ten. That's twenty grand in less then a week if we work fast enough. That's more money then you make in a year at the pizza shop.”

Jake's eyes flashed up to him and then back at the contents of the box. God damn it if he wasn't right.

“I mean, unless you feel something weird or feel uncomfortable.”

And wouldn't running from the money making opportunity now make it seem like he was? Goddamn it. “No.” his mouth formed the word before the common sense looming in the back of his brain told him that continuing might be a bad idea.

Amille handed the box off to him, the ghost of a smile lingering on his face. “Alrighty, well there's a detailed list of instructions for what he wants in the bottom of the box, Reed's not expecting an immediate thing so you'll have like a week. There's another room in the house you can work in if the other one isn't...comfortable for you. I'll leave you to it.” Amille waved before he left and Jake couldn't shake the feeling of having been played like a fiddle.

Chapter 6

Jake headed home – temporarily – as he used the money to rebuild his life. Told Amille to call him on the new phone Reed gave him if he needed something. First off, he brought some nice expensive clothes; a two hundred dollar outfit and a shirt that was fitted enough to make him feel vulnerable. Though, looking at himself in the mirror he wasn't sure how much he liked it. Felt like something was off, something was missing.

Didn't stop his co-workers from whistling and looking on in surprise when he walked in and told his boss to go fuck himself, tossed some pizza on the floor and walked out giving the double middle fingers to everyone there.

As you do when you come into money.

Didn't stop him from feeling damn good when he walked onto the local lot and bought the nicest car there, drove it off same day all paid in cash for a little over a grand.

Sure as hell didn't stop him when he spent one day searching and two days packing everything important to him away and headed to a new place half way across town where the property value was higher and the neighbors didn't leave their needles in the alleyway.

Then, in the closest thing to wisdom he's felt in a long fucking time, he put the remaining two grand in the bank; if it didn't pan out he could at least bide some time and plan for a month or so while he gathered himself. Either way, he was out of that shit hole part of town.

Below budget and ahead of schedule, he drove his car up to Amille's place making sure to avoid the parts of town that he knew better about, parked it out front feeling like a superstar. Five thousand could do this? Think of what ten thousand could do. Think of what a million could do.

Sitting in the car, tapping the steering wheel, seeing Amille back in his fluffy white robe brought a rush of memories back. The weight of another man's cock on his tongue, the feeling of his cum covering his face, the invasive, consuming feeling of his throat being filled. Christ, what was he doing? Was this all worth it – selling himself out like some girly sissy whore to a bunch of guys who don't care about him?

Or maybe he was over-thinking it; After all, if no one besides them knew about it than what was really the loss? A bunch of billionaires married to money grubbing wives wouldn't dare to release some video or tell people about his sexual proclivities after all. It would be their destruction, not his.

Five thousand more. For no contact. Amille's nice enough that he can't see himself getting caught up in anything permanent. What was the risk?

He left the car, headed up to Amille. Got the pill, got the water – and this time waited until he was in the room with the box and lying in bed – and got to work.

Chapter 7

Jake wakes up in a shock. Does this happen every time? Either way, he's back to his wispy sissy self; not a single hair to be found on him below his his head. He reaches up to check; his off-blonde hair is a tad bit longer now, able to hang off his hair like a bob instead of looking like a short cut.

The clothes in the box fit him perfectly. A white shirt that hangs off his shoulders just enough that if his chest weren't so small he'd be showing off some indecent amounts of cleavage. A tight black skirt. Thigh high black stockings ending right underneath the skirt, thick black lace drawing intricate patterns over his skin.

Like a slutty little secretary. Some rich boss' naughty little secret, meant to be doubled over and pounded--

Jake blinked. Holy shit, where was his mind headed? Must be the pill, he shook it off, jumped in place a little just to get the blood flowing. Must be the pill, gotta be the pill...five thousand dollars.

It took some rummaging but he was able to get the instructions out the bottom of the box.

'Set up the dildo on the wall, make it comfortable with a nice view to the television. The frog is a phone stand. Set it up and call the number written below. Lube it up yourself and fuck yourself while watching this CD. I'll be watching the entire time.'

No way, all that for only five thousand dollars?

This had to cost way more then Reed was making it sound in his little letter. Sure enough, when Jake checked the phone Reed's number was there. He waited a few minutes for him to pick up, had to recall multiple times before he got the growl like, 'Hello?' at the other end.

“Reed?”

“Ah, you're Mr. Amille's new subordinate I'm assuming.”

“Yeah, actually I am. Five thousand is too low for what I'm doing here. I want more.”

Even with whatever Mr. Amille was making off the top, Reed was low balling him; He needed to get good money, fast, with little to no bullshit involved.

“I'm doing an entire video for you, with clothes you bought for me, as a private service. I'm not a normal prostitute, as I'm sure you're aware.”

“Fair enough...” He could hear Reed's sneer. That agreement seemed just a tad bit too quick, just something in the man's voice that screamed don't trust this guy.

“How's fifteen thousand sound?”

Fifteen thousand?

“Holy fuck that sounds...pretty damn good.”

“Have you ever had your ass torn in two by a man before?”

Reed didn't miss a beat, Jake lost his voice at just hearing that.

“E-excuse me?”

“Don't act embarrassed, you heard me. Have you ever had your ass absolutely destroyed before?”

Something hot and heated flowed through him; Jake wanted to toss the damn phone across the room, there was just such a level of disrespect – sure he was literally whoring himself out to the man but he could bother with being a tad bit more presentable.

“See, the silence is telling me the opposite, its telling me you're a virgin. I could almost tell with the voice, even. That's why I'll pay you fifteen thousand; I wanna see how you do. I want to see the look in your eyes when you use your ass for the first time. But, you have to really sell it. I want you train yourself to love cock, right now, right in front of me.”

Fifteen thousand.

A pay raise of three times what DeShaun got him and he doesn't even have to really be near Reed. God, fuck--

“Alright, I'll do it.”

Chapter 8

Jake put the camera on and, after Reed confirmed he could see, set the phone up underneath the television.

Fifteen thousand dollars. “What should I do?” He whispered.

“How about for now you just focus on getting off and looking cute while doing it?”

Jake agreed and set up the dildo as quickly as possible. He remembered back in the day throwing one of these against the wall of his teacher's homeroom and running out before anyone realized it was him. Laughing all the way down the high-school hallway. Now, with the plastic toy bouncing up and down in his face, his entire brain buzzed out.

Fifteen thousand dollars.

Jake lubed it up with some stuff he found in the side drawer. He'd had some adventurous, risky girlfriends but none of them had ever shoved anything into him, nor would they ever get to; he'd never do this for any reason but money. Assuredly.

“Stroke it with both hands.”

Jake obeyed, taking firm grip off the toy and coating it in the oily liquid. Even though he wasn't physically here and Reed was just a faceless voice, it felt like someone was physically standing above him, watching him work. And all of that came from Reed, somewhere in between the fifteen thousand, the command in his voice, the idea of his wealth being so great that he could pay someone to do this as if it was nothing.

Jake wished he had that kind of power, that he wasn't here, serving this man. If Jake could make a room feel as cold as Reed did for him, he wouldn't be here – he'd be Reed's boss.

“It's lubed enough, let me watch you now.”

He hiked up his skirt, the bright pink, lacy underwear suddenly more embarrassing to wear. With a lump in his throat, he started the video.

“I love big cock, I love getting filled up...”

A beautiful woman, the kind of woman he wanted to control and fuck, appeared on screen, rubbing over her breasts and blinking her makeup laden eyes in-between flashes of her getting fucked. Then more and more flashes of that same pattern, beautiful women with beautiful faces, then sex; all anal.

Jake took a deep breath and descended onto the toy, the first few inches brought his nails – oh he has those, when did the pill give him those? – to the ground, clawing.

“Look at her, look at how pretty she is, don't you want to be her?”

“I love big cock, I love getting filled up...”

Over and over again in a constant cycle, watching this woman, her round breasts and thick ass being fondled and played with by a massive cock. Then flashes, more and more flashes of women getting their asses filled, swirling colors; Jake's breath stuttered on a hard tug.

It wasn't the thought of cock, he assured himself; it was the girls, the girls who were taking it up the ass like the most obedient of sluts. His toes curled in the stockings and with a deep shudder he moaned out loud for the first time. Every sensor of his body yearned for it, yearned for more of what he was feeling; full as all fucking hell.

Then he clamped his hands down over his mouth.

“Keep going. I want to hear all the filthy sounds that sissyhole makes. If you want the money you'll keep going--”

Jake whimpered and started up again, the dildo no less intrusive now then when he started, but this time he collapsed to his hands and knees and shifted himself back, riding it against the wall.

Every inch felt like another confusing bit of torture, until his breath was labored, leaving him in huge spurts; deep, full body exhales as he descended on inch after inch, inhales as he came back up. His eyes fluttered closed on the image of a particularly large cock and he felt so open...so desperate.

“God yes,” Reed's voice partly broke on a shiver. “God you little sissy slut, you empty headed little whore--”

“'M not a whore!” Jake cried, handing his face in his hands as his hips wouldn't stop moving. Every move felt like heaven assaulting his waist, spreading through every limb on his body. Pleasure sparking through his entire body without an escape.

“You say that and look at you, on your hands and knees fucking yourself with a fake dick on a wall, you're not a real man, you're a sissy – a pair of holes for men to fuck. For money. We cover you in cum and money and you can't help yourself.”

Jake's mouth opened choking on a broken noise, his body devolving into shivers at the invasive feeling over taking what little was left of his brain. The screen kept going, this time instead showing sissies that looked just like him, being fucked and sucking big black cock; another deep shudder went through him.

“Did you like it when DeShaun used your throat? Covered your face in cum? I bet you did, I bet you thought 'its just for the money, I'll be gone and out of here tomorrow.' They all say that and they all come crawling back, legs spread, in little girly outfits.”

God DeShaun, DeShaun's big black cock down his mouth, hardening to cum in the back of his throat and across his spit laden face.

“You know what I'm thinking, sissy boy? Me and all my friends come over and take turns, wrecking that used up thing you call an ass. Watch how quick those eyes start rolling then. Fuck the fresh attitude out of that whore mouth. You want that?”

He wasn't turning into a sissy for real; he couldn't be; this had to be just a temporary thing, the little part of his brain that could think past the fog assured him that had to be the case.

But everything else, every other part of him thought of cock, of cocks being roughly shoved into his tight, virgin body until he was all used up, cum spurting across his face until his mouth was full. Sheer need forced the word out of his lipstick laden mouth, “Yes.”

It came out as a desperate plea as his vision shook and, for the first time, he came without a hand touching him.

The cold air bit at his skin and – so slowly – he pulled himself off the dildo one inch at a time, until it sloppily slipped out of his gaping hole.

“Did you have fun, Jake?” Reed asked. “Because when we next meet, I'll be making it twenty five thousand dollars. And I'll be fucking you myself.”
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