
        
            
                
            
        

    
Prologue

Lying in bed was something Jake did often – alone, quiet and with his own thoughts which revolved around money. How to get it, how to obtain it, how to keep it so he could somehow crawl out of the murk and mire that his life ended up in. Now, he was thinking about money again – but in a different way.

In a glad to have it way.

In a proud of what he'd managed to earn sort of way. The sort of bright, peppy way of thinking that made the feeling of thinking about what the future held, for what might be the first time in his life, a happy thought.

He got up out of bed, back to his normal self. Reed had ended the call with the same level of straight laced professionalism with which he started it and left Jake to his own devices.

After making some half dedicated effort to clean up his mess – the toys, the clothes, all of it – he went to bed exhausted. Woke up sometime in the middle of the night to Amille coming in, sliding his money onto the bedside table. Too exhausted to exist, he let it slide until morning.

Now, he reached out and grabbed the money, counted it. The very smell of it was something euphoric to him. He's made more money in the past week of work then he has in any single year of his life.

Chapter 1

Jake got dressed and got up, headed downstairs. Twenty thousand dollars so far being a sissy pet. Twenty five thousand dollars for the next meeting. Sounded almost easy if you overlook the fact that some guy named Reed is coming over to try and do anal with him.

Christ; the thought of that brought Jake's head into his hands more than once. Did he really want to do this or did he just want the money? Surely, surely, he just wanted the money but wasn't there any easier way that didn't also require longer time...and didn't involve robbing banks?

He went back down to the living room. Amille was nowhere in sight, though the noise coming from the kitchen meant someone was still here. The clock on the far wall read three p.m. How long had he been out for?

On the table was a bucket. Jake's curiosity got the best of him; it was wine, one of those expensive brands that made the glass around it resemble the ice that held it – crystalline and perfect.

'For my beautiful girl. 5Pm, can't wait – Reed.”

Jake took one look at that and shuddered, a nervous chill going all down through his core. The worst part about it being the aftershock; he's already cum to flashing images of cocks and Reed calling him a used up slut. Was he shuddering because he was disgusted...or...?

Christ, Amille was right in the other room. It was time to lay this beast to bed. Jake snatched the bottle out of the ice bucket and marched into the kitchen.

Amille was standing over the sink, washing some dishes and putting some into the dishwasher.

Jake blinked.

Kind of strange to see Amille doing his own housework, dressed in normal clothes, his hair wasn't the normal shiny, overly gelled up thing it was during his pizza delivery days. For right now, his hair was messy, dark brown and all over the place, curly as hell too. Instead of a white bathroom, he was sporting a white plain white shirt and some jeans. For really the first time, he was seeing Amille as...a kind of normal guy?

Then again, he had magic pills that turned guys into sissy boys. This is probably the closest to mundane it gets around his neck of the woods.

“Sup, kiddo?”

Still had that unintelligible accent from god knows where though.

Jake smiled. “I thought you paid people to do this sort of thing for you.”

“Sure, lemme call the cleaning lady while Reed's plowing your ass upstairs.”

“Ah -” Crude, but it made sense. “Amille, I've been meaning to ask you about that-uh... pill?”

“All ears.”

“Does it have any...weird side effects?”

“What do you mean?”

“What do you mean, what do I mean?”

“I mean we're talking about a pill that makes you into a girly looking boy, Jake. Be fuckin' specific.”

“I mean like, I'unno, an attraction to men.” Jake tried to play it off as cool as he could, turning around to uncork the bottle of his gifted wine. Yet, he could feel Amille's eyes on his back.

Though, he wasn't bracing himself for the ear to ear smirk.

“No.” Amille looked so self satisfied telling him that, it made Jake's blood boil.

“Can't be right.”

“Yeah it can be.” Amille chuckled. Jake knew why, Jake didn't want to fucking ask, but he knew why.

“I'm not gay.”

“Sure you aren't.”

“I'm not fucking gay.”

“I never said you were.” Amille pulled the small white box out of his pocket and handed it to Jake.

The bright pink pill sat there in its box, practically taunting him. Jake glared at Amille; “What the fuck are you looking at?”

“Someone's on edge.”

“Am not.”

“Sure you aren't.”

“Fuck you, Amille.” Jake finally wrestled the damn cork off; if he was gonna deal with this bullshit he might as well get shitfaced.

“But I thought you weren't gay?”

Jake's hand tensed around the now full glass of wine. Amille raised his hands in mock surrender. “Listen, I had my suspicions that you would eventually bail – its fine, really. Don't get too down on yourself. Besides, you've made plenty of money in a pretty short time. You've got the drive. Use the cash to start a business, retire early.”

Jake absorbed that, swirling the alcohol around in his hand.

“Is that your way of offering me a way out?”

“I guess you could call it that.” Amille leaned against the counter top, swirling a cup of water in his own hand; Jake stopped his own movement as soon as he noticed. “Really, its just like I said, it all depends on what you want, what you can do, where you want to go from here. There's no shortage of guys who can take your place, though you have been an excellent and hard working worker thus far.”

“This has gone in unexpected directions.” Jake said, more to himself then Amille. “Reed's coming over quicker then I thought – how long was I out last night, by the way?”

“Couple hours; its not just you, Reed's a horny bastard, works quick too.” Amille produced the small box, the singular pink pill that now had so much more of a tale to tell, a risk to its proposed reward, then originally thought. Jake had what he wanted; money, a nice place, a car. He didn't have what Amille had, but was it worth the work going forward?

“I'm not sure I want to sleep with Reed.”

And it wasn't so much the fact that he wasn't sure that frightened him, but that he wasn't sure. His body was starting to want things, things that he never wanted before for fucks sake he came to sissy-hypno porn. How much further down this mad rabbit hole was he going to go?

“Then what do you want?”

Jake took a huge swig of the wine, didn't even empty half the damn glass. He chugged the rest and came back up gasping for breath. Waited a moment...felt it hit him like a brick to the back of the head. Perfect.

Jake snatched the pill out of Amille's hand. “I want the fucking money.”

He took the pill dry and Amille had to catch him before he fell.

Chapter 2

Jake was still in jeans and a t-shirt when he woke up, but his sissy hair was longer now, long enough to tickle the center of his upper back when he shook his head. His lips feel softer now, plumper, he catches himself using his soft, long nailed fingers to toy with them more than once.

Well – he doesn't catch himself so much as only noticing it once Amille slaps his hand away...twice.

“Okay.” The clock reads four forty, Jake's slipped into some clothes he's borrowed from Amille that the sissy before him wore. It's a school girl number; messy hair, white half buttoned shirt, a striped tie and a tiny black skirt. If he looks close enough, he swears he can see almost-washed out sperm stains. He takes an extra cup of wine to help stave that off.

“Relax, get too drunk and I'll have to send him away.” Jake questions why. “Wouldn't feel good about it, non-consensual.”

Jake's on the verge of asking if that really matters when two car honks signal Reed being here. Curiousity over takes him; this is Reed, this is that weird guy from the phone call who likes to buy sissies and shells out cash hardcore for videos. Who is this man?

He peeks out one of the front windows.

Reed's a brunette, clean shaven looking enough. Like some B-list actor who stepped out of a perfume commercial. He's wearing a bright blue suit and a full black tie. Jake isn't sure whether he's about to have sex or be sold an over-expensive bottle of champagne.

Amille wishes him luck, gives him a slap on the back and excuses himself to greet Reed properly in front of the house. Jake eyes the bottle of wine again. Can he physically do this? Amille's right outside if he needs an out....

Then again, twenty five thousand dollars.

...Yeah. He can do it.

He sits on the couch, a half full glass of wine in front of him as he rolls his foot around in the boots Amille gave him. It doesn't feel weird to wear stuff like this anymore, not as much as it did before. Jake isn't sure how he feels about that.

twenty five thousand dollars says he's fucking ecstatic.

“Well, lookie here.” Reed's got an eager, happy smile and a sharp jawline.

“Hello.” He couldn't think of anything else to say. His voice comes out as effeminate and submissive as ever, but it sounds higher now, like a young woman's voice rather then a very convincing pretender's.

Amille has a lot of questions to answer when he's done here, that's for damn sure.

“You're looking rather beautiful,...?”

Jake's heart stopped in his chest; Reed wanted a name. A name to give to his sissy slut. A name to give to someone who he'll see again. Permanence. Christ; Jake panicked. “Jean.”

“Jean? How pretty, very homely.” Reed stepped over the table entirely, Jean cupped his hands together. Looking at him now, he was so much taller than Jean could've imagined; not as tall as DeShaun – thank god – but still damn huge. 

Reed offers his hand, Jean takes it and gives it what he hopes is a good enough shake. He was never good with these sort of business casual interactions.

Reed takes a seat next to him. It's as if every cell on his body is standing up on edge, knowing the man next to him is expecting this night to end with sex. His very presence is something vaguely oppressive and awkward, and worse off Jean isn't sure whether or not he's entirely against it.

“I've been wanting to meet you for quite some time.” Reed's voice grows lower, closer to a growl. A warm hand roams down his back, his stomach's doing back-flips. “A friend of mine's been singing your praises. I can clearly see why.”

“Well, I do e-enjoy pleasing my clients. It's nice to know the word is getting around.” Hopefully, that sounded decent enough – Reed doesn't seem to care so its probably alright.

“Hey, no need to be nervous, I'll be gentle with you – how does that sound?”

“That sounds really nice.” Jake says, its the first fully truthful thing that's left his mouth since Reed walked in.

“Well, before I can be gentle with you, you have to come here and let me touch you.”

There it was, there was the risk. Jake swallows shallow, prays this isn't some trick. He crawls over, Reed eases him more and more closer until Jake notices he's basically physically in Reed's lap.

Reed's hands go wandering the same moment Jake realizes what he's done. Strong, powerful hands draw hot trails down his thin, slim sissy legs, rolling at the knees to come up and tease the beginnings of his inner thighs.

Jake's breathing hitched. A small group of goosebumps formed on his upper arms.

“Don't be afraid.” Reed said; Jake wasn't sure if he read the mood correctly or not.

“Right.” Jake said, leaned a little more against Reed's chest; the man was offering a lot of money. He tried to keep that thought on the forefront of his mind and ignore how possessively he was being held. The sort of way he imagined himself holding onto supermodels when he was young. What a far away, dumb dream it seemed like now.

“You seem as scared of me. Did someone hurt you before?” Reed's eyes seemed so compassionate, Jason felt he could almost tell this man anything and get some sort of cherishment. Then realized; Reed was a ruthless businessman, of course he could play that card.

On the other hand, coming across as the victim who could be saved could be the key to milking more money from him – and making sure he doesn't try anything too freaky. That's right. Think of the money and keep a level head, he told himself...

“A little bit. I met a guy who was, real-” Jake faked a hurt blink, tried not to meet Reed's eyes too much. “Real rough with me, is all.” Reed tried to meet his eyes. Jake pretended to be too hurt to look.

Reed's fingers rounded his buttock; Jake found his eyes immediately. Reed flashed him a gentle smile. “It's okay, I'll be soft with you alright? I promise. Besides, Amille's right there.”

Jake had no idea where Amille was, but it was the last thing on his mind when two wet fingers pressed against his back entrance; holy hell, he wasn't ready for this. Another man, a living man, a real man's fingers inside him while he sat on their waist dressed like a school girl. He didn't even want to imagine it but it was happening, it was happening and if he wanted the money there was nothing he could do to stop it. Fuck, was that his heartbeat? That loud?

Jake swallowed, took a deep breath. Reed nodded and pushed forward, his hole offered little resistance and they popped inside as if it were nothing. The intrusion made him shake though, like a sudden shiver down his spine.

Then they probed in deeper; Reed kept on him with that eye contact, that burning gaze that forced his attention and Jake had no idea what happened; one second he's terrified of everything that's just happened and the next he's biting back a moan. Reed looks self satisfied, presses in just that little bit deeper, curls his fingers and Jake sees stars.

There was another man, with his fingers, inside him, Jake felt a thick lump form in his throat and his lower stomach was doing back-flips and nothing was written down in stone as being good or bad and that scarred him most of all.

Reed's fingers pulled free and – yes, the idea of wanted him seemed so scary now because he found himself wanting those fingers back inside him. Jake's tongue was stuck to the roof of his mouth.

“Head upstairs ahead of me, prepare yourself with some lube. Can't rush to the really good part, now can I?”

Reed's mentality was to savor him, like he was some sort of sweet. Jake just wished he'd fuck him here and get it over with. Even if he didn't feel compelled to, there was a level of anticipation in it he didn't feel comfortable dealing with anymore.

Maybe he should ask Amille to only book his blowjob gigs, he's clearly out of his depth.

Chapter 3

Jake headed upstairs first. Reed eyes are on him like hot breath and he can't get up them fast enough. The moment he's out of sight he's running himself through different scenerios of how this would play out. Is there a way to get the money without having to have sex with him? Could he fake sickness or weakness and still get the money?

On the other hand, isn't this what he agreed to? He agreed to sell his male virginity to another man while looking like some effeminate sissy. Now he's chickening out and trying to escape the deal that he made?

He picks a room at random, at this point all the rooms look the same to him honestly. Shuts the door behind him, considers locking it, then reconsiders. Running and hiding wouldn't help and Amille has the keys anyway.

Okay, this was it. Jake fished out the lube from the sidetable; this was it. This was the time to do what he had to do. He crawled onto the bed, yanked his skirt up and his panties down; ran his fingers down the smooth skin of his revealed ass, then into the crevice and then brushing against his entrance. His stomach did backflips at the mere thought of fucking another man.

What was he thinking? How did he end up here? Was twenty five thousand dollars and the guarentee of future, high paying work worth it?

Jake thought of the pizza place, the long hours, the hateful, obnoxious customers. That fucking awful outfit and shitty car he drove to and from there. All of Amille's wealth and power, the laziness that money could afford him.

He smeared twice as much lube as he thought was nessacary onto his fingers and positioned himself. Money was a bitch.

Starting with just one should be fine, right? He pushed his first digit forward. Felt the pressure, exhaled something fierce, then pushed forward, harder and harder until it slipped through.

God, that was...a new sensation. Jake licked a dry line over his bottom lip, hopefulyl he didn't break or hurt anything. Should he get more lube? Shouldn't this eventually feel good?

“I keep on forgetting you're a virgin.”

Reed was leaning against the doorway, already pulling his tie loose from his suit shirt. Jake got back up to full height and tried to explain himself, couldn't manage it before Reed's weight made the bed dip.

“I'll do it for you. I'm getting impatient.”

“I'm fine-”

“I'll pay you fourty instead then.”

That sounded amazing, but Jake tried to yank back the lube before Reed snatched it from him. To no avail. Fourty thousand was a fucking steal-- but as Reed smeared lube over three of his fingers – Jake couldn't help but think maybe he was the one about to be stolen from. There's no way those would fit? Three? Three whole fingers?

“Get up on your knees, or on your back and put your legs on my shoulders.”

Jake went with the former, the latter struck him as dangerously intimate. Even when he knew he shouldn't be threatened by intimacy in the first place, if he wasn't gay.

Which he fucking wasn't.

Jake swore, turned around and bared his ass to Reed, his panties still stretching around his knees near where his navy blue socks stopped. Reed's hand ran a warm line down his ass, against his cheeks, dropped lower towards his thigh, then forward. Jake bit his tongue to hold back any noise while Reed slowly stroked his cock to hardness. He failed, when Reed drew a finger against the head of his cock, pulled at the slit.

“You're cute, you know that?”

Jake exhaled, head dropping against the bed.  His cock was hardening between his legs, he wasn't fucking gay he promised himself, he wouldn't be, he isn't.

Reed's fingers disappeared and Jake grit his teeth, getting ready for either the most horrible feeling in the world or to completely detach from his body to cope. Instead, Reed's open palm smacked his ass and Jake gave a short yelp.

“Fucking hot as you are, respond when someone talks to you. Rude.”

The fingers were back again, pushing in and curling – Jake felt nothing but weird, stunned awkwardness at being called 'hot' for a full minute before-

“God.” Jake cupped his face with his hands. What the hell was that?

“Hold on, I'm coming.” Reed answered, smile dancing in his tone.

Those fingers didn't let up, Jake found himself biting his tongue to try and distract from the sensation, his prostate sending shocks of pleasure to him. He rocked his hips away from Reed's fingers...at first, then caught himself trying to ride them and stilled his hips.

He's not gay.

Fourty thousand dollars.

Jake sunk into the bed just that little bit more. At least he was being straight forward right? Not leaving anything to chance? And Reed was experienced so, hopefully, hopefully this would mean nothing would get hurt and he'd be fine, wouldn't even feel a thing.

Reed entered his third finger. Jake's hands bunched the sheets; there was a burning stretch. It wasn't entirely un How did people deal with this?

Long, drawn out, almost pained sounding noises from the back of his throat. Jake tried to hold them down or choke them out, but Reed's fingers pushed harder against him and he couldn't take it. His knees shook and he shoved his face into the pillow to stiffle anything more – he didn't need to hear himself being debased.

“I think not.” Reed declared and forced Jake's head up from the bed, just enough to see his own sissy cock dripping cum on the bed sheets.

Jake reached between his legs, to grab his own cock and finish himself off. Reed grabbed his arm. “If I have to hold you by your arms while I fuck you, I will. Can't say you'd be comfortable though.”

Enough, enough. If he had to deal with anymore of this he'd lose his fucking mind. How did people deal with this? Being dragged to near orgasm and then just dumped and left there? Damn his 'dignity', he needed off now.

Reed released his arm and Jake took the opportunity to hide his face in his hands. A voice entirely unlike him came out, quivering and meek.

“Please hurry.”

Reed's fingers pulled out, there was a sound of more squirting, a sound of slick stroking before Jake's eyes widened in horror. No way, he couldn't take something like that. It would never fit--

Reed pushed forward, Jake dragged his nails across the bed sheets as he gained enterance. Jake should've known better; Even if he didn't fit, Reed would make himself fit. Jake pulled the pillow underneath him to his mouth, prepared himself to spend a couple minutes in total and complete agony, got a surprise when Reed's hand gripped his shaft.

The first thrusts were shallow, slow even. Reed's hips rolled into him like a dance and Jake held his breath. He swore he wasn't gay, but he he was, with a man's dick up his ass, head going dizzy from how turned on he was. His cock was at full rigid hardness between his legs.

“So tight, precious little virgin.”

His speed doubled. Jake found himself being dragged backward to meet Reed's hips, they jackhammered into him. Jake reached back, grabbed Reed's hips, couldn't even see straight through the pleasure.

“Too much--”

This was too much sensation, too much of a rough fuck for him to feel good about. Distantly, he could hear himself pleading with Reed for more.

“Headboard-” Reed gasped, breathlessly. “Headboard--” Jake grabbed onto the headboard to keep himself balanced, fists becoming his last way of staying straight up as Reed abandoned the entire premise 'gentle' and rammed him.

Jake swore he could feel the man in his teeth. The loud smacking was constant, Jake didn't have a hand to clamp over his mouth, couldn't hide the fact that he was moaning because of a man brutalizing him with his cock. Fucking hell, was that his voice, begging and pleading like that? Jake didn't want to accept this as something that was happening...

But every thrust made him want it more. Who the hell was he becoming?

Jake's fists pounded the headboard; the smacking of Reed's hips covering up the sound of the streams of curses leaving his mouth. He felt as if Reed was tearing him apart on his cock, his heart was in his throat and every breath was a heave. Was this him being gentle?

His breath hitched, caught. His stomach was in fucking knots, couldn't take it anymore-- Fuck, fuck, fuck...

Reed pulled him back by his hair just in time for the noise to leave his throat, like a desperate rasp.  His vision went white, sideways and he came, Reed fucking him all through it until his thrusts went hurried and rushed.

“Fuck- gorgeous, slut.”

With a growl and a vicious bite to Jake's shoulder, he came inside his limp body and collapsed on top of him, spent.

Jake found sleep in seconds after that, floated off to a place where he'd already obtained his millions and never had to deal with this work and all the weird sensations and urges it came with again.

Chapter 4
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“But oh, with some training you could be beautiful, you could bring in tens of thousands, hundreds even...” Reed's larger, stronger hand ran a warm line down the side of Jake's face. “I might even be inclinded to keep you.”

“R-right.”

Fuck, fuck why, why was he suddenly feeling exposed and vulnerable and all those weird fucked up emotions gay dudes and girls in romance flicks feel all the time? Fucking, damn it – Jake tried to sit up on his own. Reed moved down and kissed him again, a much softer peck this time.

“Please-” It didn't come out with the level of authority that he meant it to, Jean's head rolled to the side in disappointment of himself, of what his now wispy voice had become.  Reed's head dipped down to his neck, taking advantage and teasing him with butterfly kisses.

“You're hard.” Reed rolled his hand against Jean's neck. “You want me to help you get one more off?”

“Can't take anymore.” Jake said, honestly this time. It was the truth, he felt split open. Reed was already pushing him onto his side.

“Gentle.”

“Said that last time.”

“Mean it.” Reed kissed him on the lips, Jake sighed and hugged his knees, let Reed push him into position. Reed got up on his knees, positioned himself and entered Jake's hole – kept complete eye contact with him the whole time. For every inch.

Reed had a habit of lying; either that or they had two wildly different definitions of the word 'gentle'. It wasn't long until the entire bed was shaking and knocking notches in the wall again, Jake grabbing the bed in anyway he could as Reed's cock tortured his hole and teased his prostate. His sissy cock twitched in front of him, more and more need to cum building up in him.

“Fuck -” Reed grit his teeth, changed his position and locked one leg between Jake's bent ones, his cock now entered him that much deeper. Jake bit back a moan, then realized how much the position was abusing his prostate. Every thrust felt like one more push for him to just let go and cum. Reed's cock ground out inside him, then he moved his hips in a circular motion as if he was making room for himself inside him.

Jake's toes curled; pleasure lanced through him like a shock.

“Fucking whore.” Reed groaned, speed increasing.

Then, with Reed gripping his shoulders, Jake came.

Chapter 5

Normally Jake wouldn't waste time doing things in bed like sitting upright, staring into the nothingness and thinking horrifying things. But this wasn't a normal time; his ass ached and he wasn't sure whether or not it ached for more or ached from overuse.

He had sex with a man. For fourty thousand dollars. He had sex with a man. For fourty thousand dollars. Then he did it again. For free. Without any real convincing. And moaned. And begged for him not to stop.

Jake didn't have to look, he could feel Amille's stare at him. Amille didn't even have to ask; “No, no I don't think I can do this anymore. I can't – after this Reed guy's 'training' I'm done. I'm geniunely done.”

With some smart investing he could make that hundred or so grand last a lifetime. However much he'll have when he's done. Whatever. He's find a fucking way. How did anyone do this job for any extended period of time?

“Your choice, just let me know beforehand so I know to tell my clients.” Amille offered him a folded up pile of clothes – his clothing, his non girly clothing. Jake got up and accepted the clothing, headed into the local bathroom – remembered brushing his teeth and rid his mouth of the cum taste. He ran back into one of the rooms, snatched a blanket off one of the beds and decided to wait until he reached home. Showing here was a no go, not with the memories playing back over and over in his head, but going out like this? He wanted to leave with some remaining smoulder of his pride intact.

“Heading out.” Jake said, prayed that no one would spot him heading to his house in a sheet. Though, those were easier questions to answer then why he's heading home looking like a school girl porno star.

He got out, awkwardly, holding the bag full of totally not suspicious at all money and his possessions and headed inside. Halfway there, he swore he could felt something weird crawling down his leg. Ugh, Amille's sheets must've been more disgusting then he thought. He finally made it to his own place, opened the door and tumbled inside, shuting the door. Thank god it was so early in the morning, otherwise he might have to answer some weird questions.

He untangled his limbs from the blanket – then noticed how very nice, how very soft his skin was and how hairless he felt. Not entirely hairless, some gathered on his lower legs, a little fuzz leading to his crouch, but nothing like the thick carpets that had previously been there.

Then he sat it, crawling down his legs.

Cum.

Old cum dripping down his legs from his aching hole and looking at it didn't welcome the bile to his throat; much the opposite. His cock peeked out from underneath the little blue school girls skirt and the way he felt when Reed's cock had thrust into him base and tip finally hit him again.

The worst part?

He wasn't sure if this was cum from the first fuck or the second one. Jake clasped his hand over his mouth, ran to the bathroom to bathe.

Chapter 5

“I want twenty five thousand for each job.”

Reed blinked at him, then smiled. “Sure.”

“...Sure?”

“Sure.”

Reed had money like oceans had water.

Chapter?

“I'm not on my fucking pills -”

“You think I care?” Reed crossed whatever distance Jake was hoping to put between them in one long step. The smile on his face was malicious and dangerous at best. Jake swallowed, wondered what new hellhole he opened up for himself. “You think I give a fuck whether or not you're on your pills? Trust me, Jake, trust me, if I want to plow your ass until you don't even remember how to do anything but beg for dick, I can and will do that. I don't give a fuck how hairy or messy you are. I will goddamn destroy you.”

Jake had no idea how to answer that. But, he was mortified that his first instinct was to sink to his knees and plead forgiveness. Maybe that was just natural; he's been calling Reed his 'master', his 'alpha' for weeks now. Conditioning like that isn't undone over night.

Reed took his chin in his hand, forced Jake to look his way. “Look at me, Jake.” Jake met him head on, his own expression souring. “Did you forget I'm training you?”

“No, sir.” The honorific stuck to his tongue.

“Do I need to fuck you right now?”

“No, sir.” Jake answered, throat tightening.

“Then respond when someone's talking to you. Rude to do otherwise.” Reed released him with a sneer. “Get your water, your pill, get in your sissy outfit and meet me back here in less than an hour. You're overdue a session.”

“Yes, sir.” Jake answered.

Chapter ?

Jake pushed his body up until his ass was fully in the air. He spread his hole with his finger tips, showed himself off to Reed who couldn't seem less interested. “Please, please Mister Reed. Please fuck me up. Please use up my slut hole. I need it-”

Reed took a deep breath, no – more of a detached sigh really and rolled his eyes.

“Well, I'm done here. Money's on the table, Amille.”

He walked by Jake as if he was nothing. The door slammed shut, Amille's footsteps tracked off somewhere else in the house. Jake was completely alone.

He collapsed to his knees and lied there, in the middle of the living room floor, unable to move in the slightest.

Somewhere along the line, he must've fell asleep. When he woke up, a cloth had been draped over him and he was dumped-ha-on the couch. On the living room table was a small breakfast of some bacon and syrup drenched hot cakes, right beside a bag of money that Jake wasn't sure he wanted to look at.

His body ached. He wasn't hungry.
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