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Luke sat at the desk counting down the seconds as the clock finally hit four. The bell rang and the school day was out. He dragged a hair through his blond hair and leaned back in his chair. Time to get the fuck out of here—before he could even bother getting up through, the usual suspects managed to crowd themselves near the door.

God, Adam. Fucking Adam. Goddamn curly haired, always quiet and lingering in the back of the class like he was in fucking grade school Adam. Luke got up from his desk, fists balled by his side as he tossed his bag over his shoulder.

They were crowding the place. A bunch of wastes of space if you asked him. The bell rang two minutes ago and these idiots were all crowding the door talking like they had a reason to be here. What a fucking waste of time.

It was Adam, of course. A pair of two sisters, Ashley and Jess, inseparable and probably hated each other, at least there was a near guarantee of them making out at a party for free drinks so there was that. Of course the last of them was some bastard named Zack whose parents managed to stay so inebriated until he reached legal age that they ended up leaving his name as Zack.

Who the fuck sober names their child Zack? Especially a black kid, like at least be stereotypical and name the fucker Tyrone.

Luke stormed directly up to the group. Plenty of space to go around, fuck that. He was heading straight out.

Adam turned around like he had a sixth sense to him.

“Luke—” He held up his hands defensively.

“Move, fag,” Luke growled.

“Oh—oh I’m sorry, this was dumb of me—”

Adam skittered out of the way and Luke watched him go, practically tucking his tail between his legs. “Yeah, no shit.”

God, how a guy like Adam even gets to be like he is is a mystery. Luke is pushing six, and Adam’s got at least two inches of height on him. Luke sucks his teeth, prays he gets a boost in height in the last couple growing years before he hits mid-twenties.

“Wow, really?” Jess said.

Luke immediately looked her directly in the face, growling through his teeth, “Yeah. Really.”

“Woah, come on now.” Zack inserted himself into things because of course, he did, the giant dark mother fucker couldn’t help himself. He raised his arms in a universal sign of ‘calm down’ and really? When has that ever worked?

Either way, they got the fuck out of his way as he stomped out of the classroom.

What a bunch of fucking dorks.

It was disgusting to see them together. Normally, he would be lucky enough to not have to even witness these bunch of godforsaken failures crawl from their usual scum covered desks and congregate. Not so lucky today. And Adam. Every fucking day he was becoming more and more of a goddamn nuisance. Now he didn’t even need to say anything. His presence just naturally produced anger.

Luke went straight home to kill his brain on video games and porn. God willing, Adam will have found a way to himself less annoying by then.

***

Come lunchtime the next day, Luke was pressing his thumbs into his temple trying to stave off a headache. Everyone in this fucking cafeteria was noisy and honestly? Fucking obnoxious. Even the usual guys who hung off his shoulders chatted him up and tried to act like big shit because they were connected to the ‘King of the School’ were irritating him.

He pushed the rest of the slop they call food here into the garbage and headed out. If he was lucky maybe he could skip again, not like he couldn’t just blow past the entire school year. No one really cared and none of this shit mattered. The only thing of importance was getting a decent job after — and in that case why not just buy a degree and be done with it?

Great, he wandered upon the usual failures; Jess, Ashley, Zack, and Adam all crowded together in a little group beside the Janitor’s supply closet, standing right in his way again. Did they do this shit on purpose?

“Failures,” Luke said.

Jess and Ashley looked up, laughed and then kept on speaking amongst themselves. Zack glared daggers at him. Adam, sitting on a windowsill and kicking his feet, was the first to dare to speak.

“Hi, Luke.” He said, saying his name with this timid little touch like Luke ever laid hands on him. Luke fucking wanted to. He wanted to punch Adam’s fucking freckled face in.

Luke ignored him, stepped in front of the group of three.

“Fucking move.”

Zack either decided he’d had enough or was planning to start shit. He stepped right past the panicking Adam and squared down on Luke enough to make him realize, at that moment, he wasn’t the biggest guy in the school.

Luke craned his neck to look up to him before Zack stepped forward he was so blinded by how he was never confronted.

Now it was clear; Zack could fuck him up; judging by his glare? Definitely wanted to.

“Adam, you should go.”

Zack said. Luke glared past him, to Adam, who gave a few minor pleas to not fight that fell on willingly deaf ears. Then, with more of Jess and Ashley’s quiet insistence, he skittered off, leaving Zack and Luke in a not-really-all-there glare off. Zack bared down on him and Luke could physically feel his anger.

Fuck if this did not backfire.

“Back the fuck up or I’ll—”

“What?”

Zack stepped forward, got into his personal space and called him on his bluff. He could feel the other man’s body heat. God damn it. Luke didn’t crane his neck to look at him again. Just glared ineffectually at his chest. Wider and bigger than him in every way. Zack shoved his shoulder. Luke grit his teeth.

“Closet,” Zack said.

“Closet? The fuck do I look like, that dweeb?—”

Zack wasn’t fucking budging.

“Pft, whatever.” Luke turned around, got into the ‘closet’. It was at least half the size of a classroom with a long table resting against the opposite side of the room, with various aprons and buckets of cleaning supplies on the walls and floors.

What could Zack and the girls possibly do? Luke laughed it off. At best, they would fucking make this a talk about personal space and people’s ‘feelings’. Then tomorrow, he’ll go right back to pushing around Adam and insulting this dumb faced fucks.

Zack, Jess, and Ashley crowded in. One of the girls locked the door behind them and what the fuck are they planning? What did he just walk in on?

“What the fuck is it?” Luke spat.

“You know you’re really angry for no reason, all the time?”

Yup, knew it. Some bullshit talks about fee-fees. Luke laughed, moved to march right past Zack and the girls. Zack pushed him back so hard he had to brace himself on the table.

“Fucking—”

“No, shut up.” Zack reached into one of the abandoned boxes on the side of the wall. Some cardboard that looked like it hadn’t been touched in five years, and pulled out a stereotypical school girl’s outfit — even more stereotypical than the matching ones the girls wore.

Zack tossed it and Luke caught it, glared at it and then glared at him.

“You’re joking.”

“Put it on. We’ll take some embarrassing pictures for blackmail and then if we find you fucking with Adam again, we’ll release them.”

“Oh, you’re mother fucking joking—!”

“Nope.” Ashley laughed.

“Either that, or we start spreading rumors that you like to take it up the ass from Mr. Carilson in the school across town.”

“You—”

He lived ten minutes away from that fuck.

And they had more clout in both schools then he did.

“Fuck you all.”

He turned away and stripped down to his boxers—”Those too!”

Just gotta get through this.

He discards his boxers and quickly put on the outfit — the typical plaid skirt white shirt affair. The room is freezing fucking cold in this. He misses his black jacket and jeans already.

“Good.”

Before Luke knew it he was pushed belly first into the table. The pain of it made him double over. Then his skirt was pulled down to his half-bent knees. He didn’t even need to ask to know what was going to happen next.

It was slick and thicker than first thought — Luke felt his face burning up.

“Ah—” Luke planted his hands over his head and kept quiet. Holy hell, even just Zack’s finger was huge. Huge and lubed, it slid in with so minimal resistance, Luke felt like the breath was leaving him already. What the fuck—

“Jeez Zack, impatient much?”

“Quicker the better.”

“Tighter, the better you mean.”

Zack’s huff of breath was a laugh. He was fucking laughing about this. Luke wanted to open up and fire back that if needed it that tight he must not have been big — then a second finger entered him and he was scrapping lines down the chestnut table surface.

Maybe fucking with Adam, who was friends with the biggest guy in school, wasn’t the best of ideas.

“Fuck.” Luke groaned from the pit of his stomach. He’d never had anything, nothing was supposed to go up there—he wasn’t fucking gay.

“Shhh…” Zack whispered, grabbed his waist with his other hand and steadied him. Fingers started to go from straight in and out to a slight twist. Luke restrained a noise to the back of his throat, even without knowing how it would sound. He didn’t even know if he liked the sensation or not yet.

Then a bit more dexterous, bending slightly when inside, pushing past the first knuckle to the second, to the third. Luke gritted his teeth, let out a constant stream of growls as Zack fingered him open. By the time his fingers pulled free Luke was on the cusp of enjoying it.

“Jesus, look at that.” Zack spread his ass-cheeks wide open, Luke’s eyes squeezed shut. The weight of what was happening hit him; Two girls were watching him get spread open. The two girls who were the rumor mill of the school, it practically ran on their over-sharing of information. Luke’s head hit the desk in shame.  “What a cute little hole.” Zack sounded perplexed.

It was an ass. Had Zack never seen a fucking porno before? Luke was about to make some snide comment, try and reclaim at least a fraction of his masculinity before something wetter, thick, pressed against his ass.

The sharp breath Luke took in was immediate. He felt weak in the knees. Another man’s tongue was inside him and he couldn’t get enough. “Fuuuck.”

“Oh, he likes it.”

Jess and Ashley were giggling. Giggling like the literal school girls they were, at him enjoying this. A fucking romp in the janitor’s closet. This was the sort of thing he’d joke about them doing to get straight A’s.

“Hey, Luke. Do you get your ass eaten on the reg?”

Fucking they were joking about it now. He felt humiliated. His face stuck back into his hands. Fuck all three of them for doing this. For making him love this.

“I’m not a goddamn faggot—”

“Then why’s your dick hard?” Jess pointed out, giggling.

Luke looked down. Fuck his body. Fuck the goddamn world. Fuck everything and especially fuck all of what was going on right now. How could anyone do this to him, make him into this? Worse, the sight of seeing all that slick spit dripping down through his crack—fuck he wasn’t gay. He wasn’t. He never fucked a man. Ever. Didn’t even view them as sexual candidates. His dick did the fucking for fuck's sake—!

With a man’s cock at his entrance, Luke was hard, on his knees and not fucking moving. At any time he could at least put up some semblance of a fight.

So why didn’t he?

“Fuck you,” Luke growled between his teeth. This wouldn’t break him. He wouldn’t even moan. He’d lay there and take it for the twenty seconds it would take for Zack to empty his worthless balls and then he’d walk out of here victorious. Beat both him and Adam up later for daring, daring to do this to him.

Zack laughed. Laughed like there was no tomorrow. “You act like an animal, you get treated like one.”

‘Oh, you fuck other animals?’ died on his tongue as Zack pushed his cock past that slippery ring of muscle.

That was not a normal man’s cock. Fuck that was huge. Damn it — Luke couldn’t form words. His mind was fucking gone, split between choosing what to do or think next. Should he just fucking accept it? It was so fucking big, so invasive. Like he could taste it on the tip of his tongue. And the inches kept coming. No sign of stopping.

Should he shout or scream for help? No. Being gay is one thing, asking for fucking help is entirely another.

Luke forced himself silent through the first thrusts. ‘No noise’ he swore to himself. Over and over as Zack’s inches entered him one by one. The length was enough of a horror in and of itself. Felt like the dick would never goddamn end. But the girth? The girth was a different story, he could practically feel Zack getting wider and wider as he sunk in.

By the time Zack’s cock stopped entering and started retreating, a line of hot spit was trailing down the corner of Luke’s mouth. Focusing on the desperate act of keeping quiet.

Black dick had magical fucking powers. He could practically feel his ass cumming once the soft pressure of Zack’s hips pressed against him. God, what a fucking cock. No wonder all those videos on the Internet couldn’t shut up about getting broken in by some.

“Fuck.”

His hands fisted on the desk. What a fucking incredible cock. His mouth opened wide and took in a sharp breath as Zack’s hips snapped forward and buried himself again. Luke’s knees almost bent at that and another swear made it past his quickly melting resolve.

He was never lucky enough, brave enough, to get fucked by a black man before. But holy hell no fucking wonder…Was his brain melting? It felt like it. Moan after moan escaped his mouth until he was practically singing praises about Zack’s cock.

“Yes, yes, yes—fuck me, fuuuck me…” Luke’s head pressed against the desk. “More, more, harder. I need it—”

Zack spanked him, his hand whipping across Luke’s bare flesh with a resounding smack. Luke’s moans hit a crescendo and his back caved ever so slightly. He wanted Zack to fuck him until there was nothing left. Until he couldn’t think about anything else anymore.

Luke swore out loud as the sound of Zack’s hips slapping against him filled the air. His eyelashes fluttered closed. Zack was making him his bitch. Fuck this was the shit he always wanted and could never fucking ask for.

“That’s right! Get ‘em, Zack!” Jess giggled, her sister followed suit. Figures those kinky whores had a kink for this sort of weird shit.

How the fuck did he end up here?

He couldn’t stop himself anymore—”Come on, come on—” Fuck the embarrassment for right now, just for right now. He would worry about that stuff later. He needed this cock. He moved his ass—that’s how you’re supposed to do it right?

Zack moaned out loud, one of his feet slammed onto the table beside Luke’s body. Um, what did he just do? Luke stared on for a second before Zack began to fuck him like he meant it. Zack’s grip on his waist drove Luke’s body back down his shaft and had his knees giving out beneath him. Mother of fuck, “I love it, I love it.” He repeated, over and over.

How long he spent getting screwed on that table he won’t know. After a while, the passing of time just seemed to not…fucking…matter. All he knew it he wanted dick and was getting it. He was aware of every inch, every thrust…his untouched sissy clit dripped out dots of white cum.

It was mind-numbing.

“So good…so good.” Felt like his brain was gone. Like he’d completely separated from it. The first hot flashes of cum in his ass were what sent him into hysterics, sobbing onto the table from how good Zack was. He needed to have this done to him again. The pull at his stomach, the slow drag of Zack’s cock in and out his now used up ass, he needed to experience it all again.

When Zack pulled free at all, still letting out throat-deep growls, Luke sunk to the floor.

“Got it all!” Jess and Ashley cheered.

They left the room and left Luke there, alone and fucked open in the janitor’s supply closet. It takes a full twenty minutes for him to get himself back together; if he stays in here any longer someone might find him. He scrambles to get his clothes on and get out of here—this has been embarrassing enough as it is.
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What the fuck wouldn’t he give right now for a good night’s sleep? Luke smoothed his hands down his goose-bump laden shoulders and glared at the ceiling. Forehead aching, not because of a headache but because his brows had been knitting together permanently since…a couple days ago.

A shudder went through him. The third one in an hour. When did these pants get so fucking tight?

Damn it.

Really, everything was angering him nowadays.

There were ways to calm down, ways that now brought nothing but apprehension to the shores of his mind. He huffed out a heavy breath into the pillow. It would be quick and if he tired himself out enough, he’d be able to get some sleep. He’d also hate himself in the morning. Again.

Another twenty minutes of lying at the dark and he was angry at the sheets for making noise as he tossed and turned.

He had to.

Luke shoved the offending cloth into his mouth and yanked down his pants. His throbbing length flopped loose, a drop of pre already slipping down his neglected shaft. He gripped it in both hands and grit his teeth around the cloth. The friction of his unlubed hands was searing, but the more he stroked the more his back arched. The more his cock wept.

How long he went he didn’t even know; his head felt parsed from all thought. Did his body even belong to him now or did Adam and his friends own it? His cock wasn’t cumming, rubbing it against his now wet palms was keeping him hard and excited. Not heading anywhere towards release.

It wasn’t enough.

Luke refused to.

He rolled onto his belly and stroked harder until he was all but fisting himself. The cold of the room bit into his skin, pleasure grew. The blanket came free from his mouth in-between all of his desperate pleas.

“Please—”

Please, what? Images of chicks with huge tits and thick asses doing whatever he damn well wanted them to flicker past his mind. Luke’s sweat-drenched forehead pressed to the sheets. Nothing was doing. He let out a shocked out sob when what should’ve been the first feeling of release ended up plateauing into another need to peak.

Luke bites into the pillow; his jaw aches. So much tensing. His body isn’t letting him release, his cock is getting sore and the pre-cum making his strokes so slick he can hardly feel them. He chokes on a sob--He’s not going to end up wiggling his ass in the air like some oblivious slut. He won’t end up like that.

Not again.

Eventually, he gives up. The tugging in the back of his balls is un-fucking-bearable, but his energy gives out quicker than his libido. When he wakes up — only three hours later when all’s said and done — school is already in session and he has to scramble to get there.

When he walks in its as if there are spiders dancing all over his skin. His body is still aching from the earlier failed attempt at coming and now there’s just this sensation that he can’t shake.

Sitting in class is a fucking bother, especially when he doesn’t give a shit about any of the material — never has. Class is just a waste of time and he doesn’t bother pulling out any books or anything for it. The teachers have labeled him a lost cause by now, don’t even give him any attention. Not that they’re paid enough to do so anyway.

When the school bell screams that it's finally fucking over, Luke tumbles into the hallway. The aching pain and need from his blue balls are vaguely subsiding, but the desire is settling on him like a second suit.

The closet is mere steps away.

He can’t cum unless he has something in his ass.

He wouldn’t.

He promised himself he wouldn’t.

But he needs it.

Zack fucked it into him and the girls just made it worse.

At that moment, when he’s about to deep dive into self-loathing who comes around the corner but Zack, with Jess and Ashley in tow? He pauses. The closet is right there. At any time they could pause, halt there and look at him. And then what? What would he do? What would they do?

Would Zack pause him in, discard all idea of hesitation and plow even more new, degrading needs into him? Make him love eating dick next? Give him a cock stirring fetish for the taste of a black man’s cum? Then the girls would take pictures and finally just reveal him as being the sissy they made?

Luke prepares himself, steels himself and watches them approach. They step closer, closer until Luke can hear his own heartbeat and then--

They walk right past him as if he didn’t exist.

‘Good.’

Should be the first thing on Luke’s mind. Instead, he slinks around the corner and watched their shadows fade from sight. Until he can’t see them. Until he’s sure beyond sure. They’re all gone.

This is a fucking joke. Luke walks towards the closet hoping someone punches him in the face, knocks a tooth loose. Beats the man that got fucked out of him, back into him. No one comes. There is pathetic and then there’s this. But that’s to be expected. He isn’t much of a man anymore.

But he needs to cum. Needs. Luke all but shoulder slams the door of the closet open, gets himself inside. Finds a discarded skirt inside an empty janitor’s bucket. Filthy, cum stained. Perfect. Tosses his jacket off leaving nothing but a white button-up on, gets off his pants and boxers and gets into the skirt. The cold air against his ass and balls brings back memories that he’d rather forget, but can’t stop thinking about.

Can’t do it any other way. As long as no one finds out, he’ll be fine.

He crawls onto the desk. There’s no way its just been him and Adam’s friends fucking in here — this piece of furniture, in particular, feels like its built for fucking. It’s too sturdy otherwise.

He gets on his back, lifts up his legs and spreads them at the knee. Just enough to get a good view of his hardening cock tenting in the plaid skirt. He can remember when he could see Zack’s all-but-destined for football fame abs right above it. Watching that stomach tighten as he came close to blowing his load.

Luke shuddered, that would be it.

He took a deep breath. He’ll be a man after this. Swear. Promise on his soul. He won’t let those four get the last laugh on him. He’ll find each out of them individually, mete out awful, godforsaken punishments.

Luke spits on and wets his own fingers. Three should be enough — more than enough. He slobbers all over them like he would a cock, and pulls his wet fingers away from his mouth.

Real men don’t cum like this. They don’t masturbate like this. They don’t get urges, needs to fuck their own asses like this.

So what is he?

Fuck it, nows not the time to think about this.

He dropped his hands down to his aching hole. Its been days since Jess and Ashley shoved that toy inside that made him want. Zack might’ve started all this, but they put the nail in the coffin for him didn’t they? He swirled his fingers around the little puckered hole, gasped when he opened up as naturally as a mouth. He dipped his finger inside — room to spare.

Two fucks.

Just two fucks and he was already nothing but a wanton slut who could take fingers without minutes of prep.

“Wow.”

His stomach sunk, god no. Anything but—

He tilted his head to see Adam standing by the doorway.

Adam welcomed himself in.

Luke pulled his hands out of himself. This was the worst, why couldn’t it have been anyone else — literally anyone else? It may have resulted in a beating, but he would have preferred it if his father walked in over Adam.

Adam visibly swallowed, eyes taking in every detail. Luke scrambled off the table and tried to hide, fix the inside-out plaid skirt he was wearing. Re-button his top. Regain some measure of composure.

“Luke,” Adam stepped forward.

“Tell anyone and you are beyond dead.”

“I can help you,” Adam said. “I won’t tell anybody.”

A real, living man inside him. Something he hasn’t had since Zack. Instinct says stop. Then it’s Adam. “Fuck you, fuck off.” He manages. It's an actual struggle. He moves to walk past Adam, and the younger curly haired man cuts him off with a strong look in the eye.

“I could make you cum without touching you. I can ram my cock so deep in your pretty throat that you’ll choke on it and squirm. I can pound you like a real man—” Adam punctuates it with grabbing the front of Luke’s shirt, right on the collar underneath the chin and then, with one quick movement, tearing the shirt open. The button area flies off and the shirt hangs off of him. Luke covers his chest. Adam doesn’t stop. He grabs Luke by the shoulders and pushes him back towards the table.

“Let me fuck you like you deserve. Give you the dick you’ve been dreaming of.”

There’s that fucking boner again. Luke hisses, hates how his cock and body feel altogether. Luke’s back hits the table.

“Come on. Tell me to leave and I will, but if you open your legs I’ll plow you like you can’t even fucking believe.”

Adam wasn’t giving him the luxury of personal space. He could feel Adam’s dick, hard and insistent against him.

“If you tell anyone you’re dead,” Luke repeated.

“I don’t need to.”

“I mean it.”

“Get on the table and spread your legs before I get bored and walk.”

Luke wants to carve something into something.

“Now. If I have to repeat myself I’ll turn you around and fuck you brainless anyway.”

“I hate you.” Luke spat.

“Good.”

Luke crawled back on the table, spread his legs just like before. Adam’s eyes are on him. Searing into his skin. The sigh he makes as those eyes drop down to a prepared hole makes Luke abandon all thought that he’s a straight, hot-blooded male. Fucking Adam.

“This is it, Luke,” Adam said and slotted himself between Luke’s legs. His cock was pressing against Luke’s hole. The heat penetrated his pants. Adam’s hands came down to either side of his head.

Adam’s dry, clothed thrusting isn’t going to get either of them off. But Luke can’t deny the pull in the pit of his stomach, how much the feeling of wanting something buried inside him is both sated and teased back to the surface. Staring up at Adam’s bright green eyes and watching the sweat drip down his temple as he focuses on fucking him up—

Wait.

No.

Nononono. No. This isn’t happening—

He’s not going to fall in love with this man. Particularly not this man. For fuck’s sake, he spent all grade school forcing this guy to eat sand! He’s not going to fall for him.

“On my stomach.” Luke spits.

“No.”

“I mean it.”

Adam’s eyes go from loving to searing. As if the resistance in and of itself was some grand crime he should be ashamed of. Luke repeats himself and Adam’s eyes close, he backs up enough and makes a turning motion with his hands.

“Good. T-thank you.”

What a weird fucking thing to say. Thanks for letting me make sure we don’t end up making out while you’re fucking me into femininity.

“I’m going to fuck you so good you’ll love me anyway.”

Luke didn’t want to imagine how Adam caught him on that. Completely ignored it. He never said a thing. Luke focuses on the wet and filthy sound he can hear, wonders what the fuck it is.

The eventual clink of the belt buckle finally hitting the fucking floor is music to Luke’s ears.

“I saw you pause—in the hallway,” Adam says. Thank god he’s changing the subject. “You always initiated before. Always started something. Did you want something started on you this time?”

Stop.

Luke swallows and doesn’t dignify the idea of it with further thought.

The laughter is enough of a hint that Adam doesn’t give a shit. “Did you want them to drag you in here and bore this sweet ass out again?”

The way Adam grabs him digs his nails into the skin of his ass pulls a whimper from his throat. Can’t take anymore.

“Just fuck me.”

“I’ve been wondering. Were you waiting for this? For a big, strong man to come along and fuck the wannabe man right out of you?”

If Luke knew the answer to that one, he’d probably know how to get out of this. But why had he acted like that for so long? The joy of getting what he wanted or some sort of adolescent cry for help that went unanswered?

Either way, Adam’s fingers pushed into him. Two of them. Wet and spearing through. Adam wasn’t trying to please him, he was trying to get him open. Luke’s mouth dropped, took all his strength to choke back the sound and yet still, choked back, it sounded defeated. His cock went rigid again.

Adam’s fingers push to the second knuckle. Luke’s moans go from light and needy to desperate, broken things that slither shamefully from the back of his throat. There wasn’t any questioning it anymore, they both knew; Adam won.

His cock drips precum onto his tightening stomach. Can’t hold back much longer, been needing it all day in fact. He shouted Adam’s name as his three knuckles make it to the third knuckle.

Adam held his hand there for some time. The twitching cling of Luke’s asshole being a delicious, victorious sensation around his digits. Like the movement in a bug’s leg after you squash it. Such a magical moment, he wanted a repeat, a million repeats. He’d play it in his head every day with his shirt tucked into his mouth while he jerked off. He pulled out to the second knuckle, let Luke’s own conquered hole suck his fingers right back in.

He wouldn’t jerk off to this. No, Luke had to become his bitch. He couldn’t have just the memory.

Luke wanted to cum. Everytime those blessed fingers seated themselves, his cock would visibly twitch on his stomach and spit out a few, sparse drops of pre-cum. His thighs were slick with sweat. If Adam wanted to tease him he could hold Luke to the side and fuck him between those, leave Luke with a hard on and a stain to remember him by.

Luke dug his nails into his own palms to keep himself from cumming. Something to focus on other than the pleasure. Then Adam touched something inside him that made Luke spit out a sobbing ‘please’ without even thinking about it.

“Yeah.” Adam agreed and pulled his fingers free — he didn’t immediately switch to his cock though. Instead, he let Luke’s hole tighten back up, twitch like it was sad to not be stretched open anymore. Poor baby, wouldn’t be suffering long. “So pretty.”

Adam scrambles to take his shirt off, then to pull his jeans to past his knees. Luke finds himself with a familiar feeling. A man’s cock aimed at his hole.

This time he’s not even considering moving.

‘Congrats again on the win Adam. Hopefully, I’ll be killing you next week Monday.’

Adam’s cock pushes past the ring of muscle easy. His inches just…sink in as if his body was built from the ground up for Adam to use. The same kid he called a faggot in first grade is now seating himself inside Luke’s ass, and Luke can’t even bite back the low pant it earns from him.

At least he was right?

“This is fun.” Adam breathed and smoothed a heated hand down the center of Luke’s back. Luke’s breath stuttered.

He said it was fun like everyone was making the claim and he didn’t believe it — the rest of his posse must’ve told him. How fun it was to make the bully beg for cock, fake or real. How much detail did they go into? How long has Adam been wanting to fuck him? A broken whimper escaped the back of Luke’s throat as Adam fully sheathed himself inside again.

“What a pretty sound. Can you do that again?”

Another thrust, faster this time. Luke forced himself, through sheer strength of will, to not make a single noise.

“Oh?” Adam said, then a hand swiped through Luke’s hair. Warm and pleasant. Made his eyes flicker for a moment before he simply closed them. Adam fucked into him again, and again until his cock was powering in and out of him. Luke couldn’t hold back forever…

This was a mistake. He could feel his mind practically unraveling every time Adam’s hips slapped against his. He loses control of his mouth, it drops open and starts singing the other man’s praises. This was a massive, massive mistake.

“That’s right, Luke.” Adam pressed his lips to Luke’s cheek. His body against his, Luke can feel the tightening need to come in Adam’s lower stomach.  “Let the whole school hear how much you love my thick, strong cock, tearing up your insides.”

His entire body felt stuck to the table. He couldn’t fight back if he wanted to. Both their releases drew closer and closer. Could they keep going past that? Past release and into that land of crazed, maddening oversensitivity until they came again, shaking to the core?

Luke wished Adam would. Luke wished a lot of things.

Adam’s whisper pulled him closer, made another strong sensation dance down through his lower body. “Louder Luke. Say my fucking name.”

“Ad~am.” It came out like a broken whimper.

Then they both came, staining the table with even more cum.

Luke smoothed shaky hands over his sweating face. Resisted the urge to sob into them, tried to move but every movement was accentuated with Adam’s cock was buried inside. Adam himself smoothed a hand down his back again.

He was done.

“Alright, that was good.” Adam exhaled. There was sound after that, Adam pulled free with an almost sickeningly wet sound. Then his cum began trailing down his thighs.  Luke turned over, managed to lie on his back on the table just so he could catch himself again.

This…how could he go back to being a guy after this? He swore he wouldn’t allow this to happen to him, and he not only came back here but fingered himself. Fucked himself open and then let another man just come in and fuck him.

“Don’t think too hard,” Adam said and approached him. He smoothed a hand down Luke’s sweat-stained cheek. “That’s something men and women do. Just focus on being a cute, adorable little sissy who loves my cock and you’ll do fine alright?”

“I’m not a man anymore,” Luke said, with a sort of accepting finality.

“That’s right. You’re my sissy. My adorable cock sheath.” The hand that was caressing his cheek stopped to pinch it. “You don’t have to worry about trying to be an alpha anymore.”

He doesn’t have to worry about that?

That sounds almost…comforting. He doesn’t have to keep putting people in line, he doesn’t have to keep shouting or yelling or being angry. Just focus on Adam’s dick? Adam’s wonderful, thick cock that spreads out his insides? That?

…That he can do.

Sissy Son Revealed

Back to Top

Francis clutches his off white backpack, the cold bites into his fingers but its all so distant. He can damn near feel his own heartbeat. He reads the watch on his wrist — wishes that it was his own phone.

The bus is three minutes late today of all days.

His breath fogs and dissipates before it can hit the bus stop wall, and his shoe taps against the concrete. College kids buzzed about here and there. They have the luxury of heading home in their own cars, safe and secure in their self-sufficiency.

Not him.

If he was lucky, there was a chance he could get home long before Jonathan did. Then he wouldn't have to worry about that. If he was lucky.

He left his phone at home. Unlocked. Not the first time, and who doesn't fear that? It's as common of a fear as keeping the oven on. Chalk it up to paranoia and forgetfulness. This time though, he was certain of his mistake, and given the situation it could be a grave one.

Jonathan could not find out what was on that phone. If Francis' wanted to stay in his father's good favor he would not find out, what was on it. Ever.

No amount of caution could ever be too great.

The roar of the bus’ overworking engines comes round the corner. Five minutes late. Francis’ tongue clicks. Better than never supposedly.

Not much of a chance of Jonathan getting home this early. The soap casing factory where he worked didn't close early often. But, it could happen and that was enough reason to hurry.

Francis climbs into the bus, scans his pass and sticks to the front of the vehicle. It's packed wall to wall with people from all across the city. The stench of cigarette smoke and bum piss makes his tongue stick to the roof of his mouth.

God help him if someone tries to fondle or touch him and discovers the lacy panties he’s wearing. The thought makes him shiver.

Can’t risk someone else finding out about him as well.

Francis drags his hand over his face as if he could wipe away the stress. Fifteen minutes of this agonizing commute. If he didn't have something to worry about, it might've gone by that much faster. Now, all his head could do was conjure images of his father's enraged face, his disgust.

“Come on, come on.” Francis bounces up and down, jitters traveling up and down his legs as the bus comes to his stop at last. The metal doors open and he leaps out, dashing down three blocks to his home. Gray-blue, two stories plus an attic. The porch held a sorry attempt at Christmas decorations. Tinsel, a mini Christmas tree, and a wreath. Courtesy of the 'good son' cover.

With two huge leaps, he's up the steps and through the door. He slams it shut behind him and when he turns his mouth goes dry.

Jonathan's sitting on  the living room couch. His bushy brown beard with the touch of gray at the chin, scrunching, eyes squinting, phone in hand.

Francis’ heart leaps up to his throat.

Okay, okay. Maybe this isn’t all bad? Jonathan’s face is a wave of stilted confusion. He probably saw that it was a different phone than the one he normally carries and wondered whose it was. Or why Francis might own two phones.

“H-hi Dad.”

“Hi.” Jonathan doesn’t look. Francis’ tongue turns to lead in his mouth.

“Oh that’s—that’s mine.”

Now those forest-green eyes turn up to him, narrow and stabbing in their suspicion. His lips purse and he leans back on the couch, “Is that so?”

“Y-yeah.”

“Okay.”

Every heartbeat and every moment screams that Jonathan knows. He must. He must’ve seen something or heard something.

He reaches out, intending to take the phone. Jonathan retracts his hand. “What’s on it?”

There it is.

Francis feels his stomach twisting in horror. If there’s a God he won’t let the weakness show on his face.

“Nothing, it’s an old one.”

“Oh, really?”

“Yeah.”

“You’re a bad liar.” Jonathan gets up, his thick, old, stained brown jacket ruffling the entire way.

Jonathan shoves the phone into Francis' hands.

The younger throat tightens. Jonathan stands in front of him, flames of wrath flickering in his eyes. Francis looks back up at him, close to tilting his head to see him even as his stomach does back-flips.

“Unlock it. Right here in front of me.”

Francis takes the phone in hand, the weight and warmth of it feeling like a death sentence. Hours of video, hundreds of pictures and private messages. All contained in here and all a piece of evidence to a crime he never wanted Jonathan to find out about.

Francis takes a deep breath.

If it came down to it, he’d rather destroy the damn thing—!

Francis clutches the phone tight and raises his arm, to toss the phone to the floor. Jonathan sees his move, grabs his arm in a painful clutch and seizes the phone before it drops. Francis shouts, elbow aching under the stress. He starts to step backward, trying to get out of Jonathan’s clutches. The back of his knee hits the corner of the living room table, it stings like a bitch. His hisses, Jonathan takes advantage and follows the movement. The older man locks Francis in an arm hold and advances on Francis until his back slams against the wall.

Francis coughs, mother’s blue eyes watering as Jonathan’s weight against his chest hits his diaphragm.

“Dumb move, jackass.”

Francis heaves out a pained ‘thanks’.

“Now, smartass, you’re gonna tell me the password and I’m gonna put it in. If--I swear to God--I find out you’re doing any sort of drugs or committing a crime you’re out of my fucking home, do you understand me?”

Francis’ head rolls to the side. If he fights any more not only is he going to lose, but Jonathan is going to be even less patient with him.

“Two-four-three-one.”

“Smart boy.”

Jonathan abandons him to slip down the drywall, defeated. With four telltale beeps, the phone unlocks. Like a caught rat Francis snatches his book bag and scrambles to his room, slipping on the edge of the carpet as he does so. He slams the door shut and locks it from his side. Bile gathers in the back of his throat. The top of his head hurts. The room seems so small. What’s the game plan now? What can he do now?

Francis combs his fingers through his hair. Jonathan knows now. He wasn't the most technologically advanced person on the planet but he knows how to look at videos and how to check messages. Any moment now he’s going to knock on that door, if not full-blown kick it down, and demand answers. Assuming he even wants answers. More than likely it’s going to be disgust he’ll be facing. Disgust and horror as he packs his shit and hits the curb.

“Oh god.” Francis’ eyes widen as the horror clutches his gut nails first. He doesn’t know what to do. He doesn’t know how to fix this.

At first, the idea seemed foolproof. Nothing was cutting it for him, women weren’t interesting and men alone weren’t enough. When he came across more and more sexual tastes and finally found what fit him. A dress and a wig.  He sought satisfaction with pictures and video. He felt so filthy and free. Doing what he actually loved while doubling as a boring college boy, living with his single father.

It had first started as fingering himself, images and videos of sissies just like him taking big, long cocks and pleading for more. The more he watched the more he desperately wanted to be like them. Nights of getting absolutely railed by some no-name with no attachments required and never seeing them again? A dream come true for a guy trying his damnedest to pass as straight.

One day Jonathan was out and he gathered the courage to take a taxi into the city proper. He found a nice half-run down sex toy shop and got himself a few things with his own saved up cash.

Things snowballed from there. First a nervous meet up in the back of a bar on the outskirts of town during what Jonathan would only know as a 'study night'. After that, lingerie and planned meet-ups through download and delete hook up apps in truck stop bathrooms and sexts to strangers.

If Jonathan wasn’t in the area, Francis was finding a way to sate his needs. A rough, creampie quickie with a needy man with a face tattoo and more muscles than brains. A lucky drunk in an alleyway. A handful of dating app meetups. No callbacks, no one got it more than once. He would saunter in a blonde wig and lingerie, take cock and cum and be out by the next hour, stuffed full, hopefully, sore and wanting more.

Now, what was going to happen?

And of all things, to try and destroy the phone? What was a dumb last-ditch effort! Jonathan was right in range. He might be an old man now, but high school football left him with something to show for it. He should’ve stepped back before he tried that, maybe even pretended to forget the password entirely. Jonathan wouldn’t have bought it but he wouldn’t be spiraling into madness right now trying to figure out what to do when his father gets through half the material on his phone.

Hell, he might as well start packing now—

“Francis!”  His father shouts from the other room.

A chill races down the young man’s spine and all he can hear in his heartbeat and his own frantic, painful breathing.

“Francis!”

The longer he keeps Jonathan waiting, the more pissed off and potentially violent he’ll be.

Francis steps out of his room, body wound tight, fists balled by his sides to protect himself if necessary. Jonathan’s seated on the couch, hands folded together neatly in his lap. The phone is on the living room table — restored to straight after their tussle. Francis stands there, expecting an explosion that never comes.

Jonathan’s smile, though close-lipped, could not be any brighter. “Come here, son.”

“I—”

Jonathan shakes his head, denying him more words. He pats the seat beside him to welcome Francis to his side.

Francis joins his father on the seat, bundled nerves and cautious instincts calming down and speeding up again in equal measure. Where one side finally exhaled in relief, the other feared a ploy. Francis searches his father’s face, finds only a shrouded smile.

“I’m sorry for scaring you son.”

Jonathan pulls him into a hug and Francis melts against him, terror washing off of him in waves.

“You’re not mad?”

“No, son, I’m not mad.” He smiles.

“T-thank you.”

“I’m sorry you felt so out of place about yourself. I don’t exactly understand this whole…sissy thing. But you should feel at home with who you are and, as your father, I should make an attempt to understand.”

Fuck.

Francis clenches his teeth as waves of misery comes sloughing off his shoulders. Years of ducking around corners and dodging questions come to a pained halt that wells up in his throat.

It makes him rasp before he forces everything back down again.

Fuck.

“Alright, how about you head upstairs and put on some of those clothes you like and,” Jonathan waves his hand, “show me what it is you do?”

“I-I don’t know—”

“Francis?”

“Yes?”

“Clothes?”

“Oh-okay.”

Francis heads to his room without another word and gathers some of his favorite pieces. A red dress that hugs his vaguely effeminate curves right, a skirt that's almost too short. He lays eyes on the maid outfit, far, far in the back and scrambles for that and the attached wig instead. Would it be right to wear this? The lace feels right and tickles his hand as he inspects the piece. Perhaps it would be better, given his father’s unfamiliarity with this whole thing. Presenting it more as cosplay and a fun thing to do in the off-time rather than a sexual fetish.

Francis wonders exactly what content on his phone Jonathan saw.

Then he shoves the maid outfit back. For another time maybe. Instead, he grabs a short dirty sand blonde wig and a stereotypical blue and white school girl outfit. Black knee-high socks with diamond patterns and touches of gray and red. Plus some black loafers, just because. Jonathan would think this far less kinky and sexually charged, he assumes.

He comes back to the living room, with the constant tingling of nervousness running through his system. Jonathan’s spent the better part of his life avoiding contact, shutting down anything that would expose him to harm. Reopening up these lines of communication and getting all the skeletons out of the closet would be for the best, wouldn’t it?

Jonathan’s old eyes widen at the sight of him. Francis can only imagine the thoughts that must be running through his head right about now. When Jonathan was growing up this sort of stuff wouldn’t be allowed. There’s parts of town Francis knows well to avoid unless he wants to get fitted for a body bag.

Francis stands, rubbing his arm and feeling horrifically out of place, criminally so. The real meaning behind Jonathan’s strange, amused expression is a mystery.

“So this is it.” Francis says, “This is what I do.”

That’s as watered down and safe for work as he can manage it. Jonathan blinks again as if waking up, then adjusts his throat.

“Right. Right.”

Jonathan goes quiet. Francis feels awkward, but he can’t find it in him to blame his father. Even he doesn’t know what he should be feeling right about now. The silence stretches on forever before Jonathan pats the seat next to him again.

Francis walks over, the skirt swaying a bit as he goes. Suddenly the outfit feels abrasive; is the skirt too short? Are the socks too much? Is the shirt too tight?

He straightens the back of his skirt as he sits down.

“So this is what you wear…”

“Yeah, sometimes.”

“Hm.” Francis stays stock still as Jonathan reaches forward, brushes one of the stray wig strands from his face. The rough pad of his fingers glances against his cheek and keeps going down and down, lower and lower against his soft skin until he reaches the chin. “So you see men like this?”

Right, he’s seen the erotic stuff. Francis nods sheepishly. His hands toy with his navy blue skirt’s edge.

“Yeah, a couple times.”

“You know that’s not right, right?”

Oh, Francis’ heart sunk. “W-what do you mean?”

“You can get all the dick you need right from home,” Jonathan says with a sharp-toothed smile.

Oh god, hold on—

“You just want to fuck me—”

“Yeah.”

It isn’t even the outright clear disrespect of familial bonds that shocks Francis’ more the brazen glee that Jonathan presents it with. As if he’d already had it all worked out in his head of how he would convince his own son to start fucking him. Francis doesn’t even know how to respond, his mouth opens, words are intending to come out. Jonathan's mouth latches onto his and everything passes by in a blur.

Dry, almost cracked lips overtake his, Jonathan’s weight pushes and pushes against his body and Francis is caught between him and the couch arm. Jonathan presses himself against Francis so tight that he can feel the wood underneath the couch cushions pushing back on him. His tongue pushes against teeth for entry which Francis thinks about, then grants with the worst feeling twisting in his stomach.

Without wasting a moment, a rough, calloused hand grabs the soft flesh of his thigh, hard enough to bruise. Jonathan is practically slurping up his tongue as if wanting to devour Francis alive.

Francis lets him, draws his hands around Jonathan’s back and lets the older man have his wicked way. His knees come to either side of Jonathan’s waist—if his father can feel his cock hardening between the two of them, he doesn’t say anything about it.

Jonathan pulls back, panting and reaching and grabbing for more—this time his hands find Francis’ waist. Francis takes big gulps of air. His father is touching him all over, pushing up against him. Why isn’t he pushing back? Calloused fingers bruise his skin as he’s lifted from the couch, “Come on, come on,” Jonathan grumbles as he maneuvers’ Francis’ little body into position until the young man is on his hands and knees.

What a pretty sight. His flushed cock peeks out beneath the skirt, those milky thighs that he can’t get enough of.

“What are we doing?”

“Fuck if I care,” Jonathan growls, he grips Francis’ skirt, pushes it up to reveal some tight pink panties with intricate lines of lace where the thigh meets the leg. Jonathan slips them down until they’re stretched between Francis’ knees, revealing that beautiful backside. His.

Jonathan’s fingers ghost between his ass cheeks and then spread them, revealing that puffy soft hole. The little yelp Francis gives him before sinking into the couch arm is absolutely delicious.

Francis lets out a tiny whimper — shouldn’t he be used to this by now? Jonathan had a point; Every other day he was heading out to get cock from some random stranger, what was the harm in getting some right from home? Far safer, and Jonathan clearly wasn’t about to tell him no.

Much the opposite, Jonathan spat on his fingers, coated them in saliva and pushed two against Francis’ ass.

What made Jonathan so voraciously hungry to fuck him senseless? Perhaps it was the outfit itself, or some video of how well he could take cock from a horny trucker on the side of the road, bent over at the waist and begging.

The ring of muscle opened up against his fingers and Jonathan thrust in, not aiming for any sweet spot. Francis’ pleasure was a secondary thing in this, a mere side effect of what Jonathan wanted. He was focused on opening up that slit so he could fit himself inside.

Francis still panted, breath being knocked from his lungs at how Jonathan rushed to open him up. He reached back, arm brushing against the lifted skirt to spread his ass open and display everything he can to his father.

“Fuck.” Jonathan breathes. His fingers sink in down to the second knuckle. “Do you like it when men fuck you like this?”

“Yes,” Then after a pause, he tests the waters. “Yes, Daddy.”

That earns him a rough, hungry growl and more wonderful curl in those fingers. Francis’ own nails draw angry marks down the couch arm.

“Fucking hell, if I know I c-could just ream ass at home—fuck.”

Francis trembles when Jonathan’s fingers retreat. The couch shifts and whines as Jonathan gets on his knees, yanks off his belt and tosses the damned thing across the room. It lands with a clinking rattle as he pulls his pants down to his upper thighs. His cock springs free of its confines, flushed at the head the same as his sissy son’s.

Francis’ gasped and braced himself. Jonathan’s hands came down on either side of his tight little waist and moved him in position. “Stay there.” He growled and Francis’ stomach went full of knots. His body was tight, his breath heavy as he tried to stay stock for Jonathan’s thick cock. It pushed itself between his cheeks and pressed firmly against his hole, almost like a threat.

Jonathan pulled him back and pushed forward, groaning as Francis’ ass took him in. The wet, slick heat dried the deeper he went in until it was like a heated vice. Francis’ whimpered—Jonathan give him more preparation then he typically got, but also more girth.

“Yes.” His father hissed through gritted teeth. At long last, their hips touched and he was fully seated.

Francis could feel the thin sweat of their sweat mixing, raw heat that melted off Jonathan’s body in waves. His cock was trembling inside of him, every movement felt like he was just daring to spread himself across Francis’ insides. A voiced agreement escaped him in a stunning mewl. How long had it been since someone was so deep inside of him? How long had it last been since Jonathan fucked? Was it before mom left months ago, and this was his first time getting a taste of something he yearned for; a new slut to pump his load into.

Francis groans. His entire body feels the long, sliding drag of Jonathan’s cock pulling free and then thrusting in. Slow, drawn-out and delectably needy for contact at first, then speeding up with Jonathan’s heaving for breath.

“Please daddy, please daddy, please—” Francis’ chanted over and over again, voice growing weaker and thinner each time as Jonathan’s thrusts wore at him.

Francis came faster than he thought would be possible—his stomach tightened until he felt damn near sick and then he came, shouting with his eyes screwing shut. His ass clamping down around his father’s cock, even as the older man fucked him through it.

When Francis’ voice melted into something pitiable, as if driven to desperation, Jonathan drew one arm across his chest and pushed them both down, away from the arm of the couch and towards the center. There, he put Francis’ down. With one hand on his upper back, he pushed his upper body down and then drew his lower body up until he was on his knees, spent cock dangling between his legs and fully revealed. Like a proper bitch, built to fuck.

Jonathan mounted him, pushing those legs apart in the process. Francis let out a small whimper, their mixed sweat and his cum starting to chill on his skin.

“Oh, we’re not done boy, not yet.”

Jonathan thrusts back in, fucks him hard and fast. Francis’ toes curl and let out little choked out noises that Jonathan can barely hear over his own grunts. The slapping becomes wet and uneven and every movement is earning a new keening cry from his desperate son. The young flushed cock between his legs ready to blow again as Jonathan’s moans grow louder and fiercer in the winter chilled room. Creaks from the sofa are drowned out by the sound of Jonathan reaching his peak. He reaches for Francis’ head, forces him down, deeper into the sofa’s now messy, cum stained cushions as he blows his load in his sissy’ son’s ass, the hem of his skirt knocking against his waist.

Francis’ cums too, this time hiding his scream in the sofa cushion. Tears peek at the corner of his eyes. His voice is ragged. His body on the verge of collapsing.

“Fucking hell.” Jonathan sighs. His thrusts slow as the last of his essence pours into his waiting son.

Jonathan pulls free and Francis’ body melts back into the sofa. Ass revealed and reddened, hair mused, outfit a sweaty, ruined mess.

Good, just like a sissy should be.

It’s a full fifteen minutes until Francis stirs again, rising from the sofa and looking around the room.

Jonathan’s cleaned up, got his pants back on and is standing in the archway to the kitchen, sipping a cup of coffee.

Francis’ mouth goes dry as he realizes everything that’s just happened. The realization comes in waves. First, it’s that he and his father just fucked and dear god, his cum is leaking out of him and Jonathan is staring at him as if he’s hungry and ready to go another round. The second is that his own cock stirs at the thought of that, his aching ass does nothing to stop the wanton need for more dick. But that his father—.

Jonathan snorts.

“Might wanna get cleaned up before you die of a heart attack over there.”

“What have we done?!” Francis shouts, getting up from the sofa in shock, glancing around as if the answer could be found in the ruined sofa or the discarded belt.

“We fucked.” Jonathan shrugs. What was the big deal? “You didn’t want it?”

“I—”

He did. He went along with it and the moment Jonathan’s cock entered him he knew exactly what this was and where it was going.

“I did.” Francis’ admitted sheepishly.

“Exactly,” Jonathan crosses the threshold to stand by Francis, face stern. “So what happens now is that you stop whoring around town when you think I’m not looking and you keep your ass home. You want a dicking, you come to me. Is that understood?”

All the same anger and authority Jonathan held in his voice when declaring he’d be kicked out if he did anything illegal reappeared. Francis manages a tiny ‘yes, sir’ before he heads upstairs to his room.

Sissy Maid Service
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The clock strikes half-past eight, it’s time for work. I get my curly blond hair into something feasibly decent and almost cherub-like and wipe the mess out of my off-blue eyes. Shove at least four days worth of my work clothing in my bag and abandon my band and video game shirts for a white button up and some black slacks. One would think I’d wear my work clothing to the job, but there’s a level of discretion to be had to these things. That and, given the passionate nature of the work, it’s best to keep things clinical with clean-cut professionalism.

As much as one like me can anyway.

I wipe the smirk from my face and head out. It’s a fifteen-minute drive from my current place, though it weaves out of the gray and unwashed brick red city and into the cul-de-sac laden suburbs.

I drive up to my destination, get out and lock the door behind me. Won’t be driving again for a couple days.

The agency called me for this position two weeks ago. A day-long assignment as a maid — it’s a customer favorite fetish and not a cheap one to fulfill, given the skill set involved. Of course, that’s including the other privately requested services.

I walk up to the door, it swings open before I can knock. There stands the assumed owner of the house. Thin rimmed glasses and a touch of gray at the temple, a buttoned-up office shirt that pulls just right at the biceps and upper chest. Daddy. It brings a tiny quirk to the side of my lips that I quell before it grows any further.

“Hello. I’m assuming you’re Nathan Richards?” Takes work to keep my voice even.

“Yes, I assume you’re from the agency?”

“Yes, you may call me Alan.” It’s a slick way to tell him that’s not really my name, the nod he gives me says he picks up on it. He seems like the type who does this often in secret, hiding his more socially reviled indulgences from the wife and kids.

Something in the pit of my stomach rears its head and I grip the briefcase by my side ever tighter. Calm down, we'll start soon.

“May I come in?”

“Oh yes, of course.”

No, this is definitely not this guy’s first time ordering services such as mine. He conducts and holds himself with too much decorum. Usually, when people call our agency for the first time, you’re greeted with stilted speech and more stuttering than a dying car.

He holds himself too well to be a ‘virgin’.

I’d be lying if I said that wasn’t exciting.

I straighten myself out as he leads me from his nondescript foyer and into the living room. The typical and plain set up of sofa, table, television, well put together enough to be welcoming.

“I’ll use your bathroom to get ready. Upstairs, right?”

“Yes. I’ll wait for you.”

Right. I move upstairs, gripping my bag a little tighter. This is the sort of work I enjoy, but the wait to finally get it on and moving is killing me. When I into the tiled bathroom and all but tear into the briefcase, I’m practically shaking.

I pull my work outfit free from the confines; a maid’s dress, complete with stockings ending just over the thigh but beneath the skirt hem, lace headband and pink ribbon lace choker. And of course, the little black heels.

I scramble out of the stuffy work outfit to put it on.

I check over myself in the mirror. Make what changes I can with a tiny makeup case of blush and eyeliner.

What a blessing to be twenty three and still girly looking. Old enough to be legal, young enough to pull off a vague feminine look without makeup. Now I look like I should, like what I am. I shove the things back into the briefcase—I won’t have to wear that shit for a while. I come down the stairs one deliberate step at a time.

Nathan looks over the sofa at me and smiles ear to ear. He’s got plans for me, I’m sure of it, and the more I wonder about them the more excited I get. How much of a freak is my newest customer? The best one I’ve ever had was…well—Nathan would be frightening if he was that good.

“I’m ready for work, Master Nathan.”

“Good. Good.” Nathan says, nodding. His gaze is becoming a burning weight on me. My cock stirs in the lace panties that came with the outfit. Not yet.

I have to focus on pleasing him first, after all.

“Why don’t you get started by grabbing some cleaning supplies from the kitchen and wiping the underside of the table?”

A…weird first request. Most people just skip straight to the fucking—on the other hand, cleaning is actually an optional added service that he’s paid for. My excitement slows and I retrieve something resembling cleaning products from underneath the sink in the kitchen, returning to his side.

He pushes the table forward to make room and I get on my hands and knees, crawl in front of him and underneath the table. My skirt hiked up enough to show off my panties, and the position makes far, far more sense then I’d previously thought.

There’s something heavy about Nathan. Something sinful in his gaze that even while I’m somewhat cleaning the underside of the already spotless table, I can feel him leering at me.

“Turn around.”

That’s a task and a half. I’m shorter than most at hardly four eleven feet, but I’m still a grown man.

I manage it though. The sound of his zipper being drawn down draws my eyes upward. Nathan frees his cock from his pants. “While you’re down there…”  It comes down right next to my face, below the edge of the table. I can practically feel the heat irradiating off him. Better, I was beginning to think I wasn’t having any effect on him.

He’s uncut, with a thick vein traveling down the shaft. I focus there first, lining the heated length with kisses. He releases a sigh that’s music to my ears. There’s something magical in having a cock in my hands. My mouth waters and my throat gets tight as if knowing that I’ll be trying to deep-throat it soon.

I trail my tongue down the underside of the shaft. Under my hand, I can feel his right leg tense up.

“Do you like it, master?” I croon in a voice unlike myself.

“Yes—just take it—take it all.”

He might not be too much longer, even with this little bit of treatment. Perhaps I shouldn’t. Perhaps I should toy with him a little longer. Make him wait and work for it until those bespectacled eyes narrowed until he grabbed me by my shoulders and took me hard against the table. Work the beast out of him so he could fuck me like one.

On the other hand, I need cum. I can’t ascribe any comparable glory to the feeling of cum sliding down my throat. When it’s been so long, I need it.

I slurp the head up into my mouth, guide it the first few tantalizing inches and then let it glide down my throat. When I’d first started I couldn’t do it and denied how wonderful the feeling was. To have inches of another man deep inside your throat, blocking your breathing, feeling so helpless and yet having your head haze into desire.

Now I can’t live without it—hell I’ve made it my profession.

He pushes me back, his cock pulls free from my throat none too gently. I cough, swipe the saliva from my lips. A graceless, messy affair. 

“Get up here, come on—” He reaches down and helps me scramble from underneath the table. I go from crawling on my knees to being grabbed by my shoulders and shoved gracelessly belly first onto the table surface. I’m still gripping the cleaning cloth in one of my hands.

There’s a physical lurch as my underwear is all but torn off me until it hangs, half ripped on the carpet around my bent knees.

Too long. Even if it was only a week its been too long. Blame it on the training or the desperation, but I can’t help but begin to quiver at the press of his uncut head at my entrance.

All it took was a paycheck and a push in the right direction to prove that on some level I was meant for this position. Constantly on my knees, taking a dick and being a real man’s bitch was supposed to be my purpose.

Now I was finally getting what I wanted.

“Please, please—” It becomes a mantra as solemn as prayer as Nathan fucks me against the table so hard it scraps along the carpeted flooring. That’ll cause damage, neither of us cares. My cock bounces underneath the silk fabric of my maid uniform, aching with the need to be stroked to completion. With how Nathan is thrusting into me, slamming into that one spot that drives me absolutely mad, I won’t need to.

“This--is how a sissy slut like you--needs to be reamed.” His breath is labored. He’s right and that thought alone sends my eyes rolling back. With every thrust I can feel both our orgasms coming, drawing closer and closer.

I clutch the opposite end of the table to stop myself from falling over. My orgasm is coming fast and I can practically feel the hot flashes of his cum already. When it comes I let out a broken, pleading shout. My cum stains the table surface and the front of my maid’s outfit. Nathan shoves his face in the crook of my neck, thrusting through his orgasm. I can feel every single drop he releases into me like molten lava.

By the time he’s done, I’ve sunk onto the table.

Satisfaction is melting into my bones. His warmth has flooded me.

“Is this how a maid is supposed to hold themselves?”

“I didn’t think you hired me for my modesty.”

He laughs. Eventually, his cock pulls free of me. I catch myself drawing circles in the table surface like a lovestruck girl. I feel wretchedly empty. Shouldn’t last. With how quickly we got to this point I have a feeling that over the next two days, I won’t be without him for long.

I face him. He looks over me and he shakes his head. There’s cum all over the front of my outfit. 

“Should I go change?”

He appears to toy with the idea before discarding it. “No.”

Oh. I swallow hard. Throat suddenly dry. Not fear, excitement. Most men don’t even want to see me out of the outfit, much less so blatantly unkempt. Panties destroyed, outfit cum-laden, mused and ruined. It reminds them too much that I’m a sissy and not a woman.

This man, however, is…

Filthy.

He pulls up his zipper, reclines on the couch. “Now, are you sleeping on the premises or off?”

“Your preference.”

He grins like a snake that’s caught its prey. “Fantastic.”

***

I’d been instructed to ‘pretend’ clean the front windows for a while and meet him back upstairs in an hour. Whatever he was planning or wanted would be finished by then.

Excitement makes the time pass slow. It isn’t as if I’m some sort of blushing virgin, I’ve been working as a sissy for months to a year now, selling my ass out to anyone who could afford the high fee (for a high-quality product). But, I can’t help but wonder ‘what’s this one into?’ whenever I meet my clients. Box of chocolates, as they say.

Ten minutes before the next hour. The windows can’t be any cleaner than they already are. The cum on my outfit has long since dried and either flaked off or sunk into the fabric, ruining it forever. I swear, just run my way through these things…

“Alan, can you come here for a moment?”

It must be time. I dump the paper towels into the garbage as I head upstairs. Takes me a moment to find his bedroom, but when I do he’s seated on the edge of the bed, rubbing his wrists.

I stand in front of him, doing my best to hide my smile.

“Alan.”

“Yes, sir?”

“It's your job to clean the house, top to bottom, correct?”

“Yes, sir.”

“But look at you.” He says and reaches out to brush his fingers over my dirtied uniform. That explains the point of this scene, at least. “If your job is to clean, don’t you think it’s wrong for you to hold yourself in such a way?”

“M-master—” I cut myself off, nervously fidgeting. ‘You made me look like this’ dies on my tongue.

He chuckles and gets up. “Punishment is in order. Come here, lie down on the bed.”

I eye the deep red bedsheets and sturdy, thick wooden frame. What’s this guy planning? The last time I’d been fucked in a bed it hadn’t been nearly as interesting as I thought it would be; just my face shoved in the sheets and ass in the air for all of five minutes before he blew his load and rolled to the side. Slept until my assignment was done.

Easy money, but boring.

I sit over the edge before fully crawling into the center. Nathan stands there, as casual as ever. If I wasn’t as well versed in the usual look of our clientele I would’ve written him off as your stereotypical, if abnormally handsome, middle-class guy. I know better now; the more ‘normal’ someone looks, the more likely they’re a complete freak.

Nathan reaches over, runs a warm palm down my leg stocking. I shift, lying down straight as a board before Nathan guides me upward, my head at about pillow level.

“Now, let me see what you’ve done here.”

He draws the skirt up until the lacy undergarments are on full display. Still half torn from our previous session downstairs on the table. Nathan’s smile is enough of a tell; They must be stained and beyond repair at this point.

“Unacceptable.” He whispers.

He grabs the side of the fabric and tears it free from my body. A yelp escapes me before I can stop it—he notices, shoves the torn underwear into my mouth as a makeshift gag.

“Bite down.”

I do as he says. The pit of my stomach alighting and my cock stirring to life under all this attention. Simplicity has been abandoned here, this isn’t some rough merciless pounding against a table, this is more explicit and intimate than that.

“Getting hard already?” Nathan’s voice sounds disappointed, but the smile is constant. “Well, we’ll deal with that in time. Until then—” He reaches into the side table and pulls out a number of shining handcuffs and shows them to me. “You’ll be wearing these, understood?”

This is interesting.

I nod and raise my arms. Nathan maneuvers them to about the midpoint of each side of the bed-frame before clicking the cuffs into place. Two more are placed on the bedframe but hang there unused. They don’t feel tight or difficult, but I do feel trapped. I can’t lower my arms at all. Can’t remember the last time someone put cuffs on me in a sexual sense.

“Now, since you’re so willing to touch yourself, I figure we could skip the middle man and have me do it.”

I nod again. Nathan takes my cock into his hand. If it weren’t for the underwear in my mouth I would’ve filled the room with cries for him. My cock strains against his hand.

My own pre-cum was pooling onto the underside of the lifted skirt. If the goal was to make me not make a mess, we’ve already failed. The promise of orgasm is mounting in the pit of my stomach. My cock is stirring in his hand. I’m aching, ready for release when he pulls his hand away.

Discarding professional pride, I make an awful, desperate noise.

He feigns a sorry face. “Poor baby.” Nathan chides. He rolls his finger in circles against my cheek. “I’m sorry Alan, but you need to learn that you can’t just come whenever you want, wherever you want. It’s not only messy, but it’s also dangerous. What if I need you right after you’re done, hm?”

Nathan lowers his head, covers my neck and shoulders with kisses. After two minutes, the torment continues. Nathan drags me to the edge of cumming once, twice, then lets me hang there for some time, drawing his fingers up my cock enough to keep my attention but not enough to cum. I’m twitching. Not just at my dick, but all over.

When I’m about to call it quits, Nathan abandons my cock in favor of another pair of handcuffs. He slides down from my knee and takes one of my legs up and up until it’s almost equal level with the bed. I let out a sound of protest. I may be a prostitute, but that doesn’t mean I’m hyper-flexible.

Nathan soothes me with a line of kisses down my cheek and to my shoulder. “It’ll be good sweetheart, I promise.”

Nathan gets his cock free. I watch as he kisses the ankle of my cuffed leg and gets himself between my now spread legs. The press of his cock against my ass has me biting down harder and harder into the fabric. When he pushes past the ring of muscle he lets out a pleased sigh that draws my cock back to the brink.

He doesn’t waste his time. Places his hands on either side of my body, lingering over me before he thrusts, hard and fast and deep. Takes all my strength to keep my teeth solidly in the fabric. He sets a pace of a resting heartbeat and fucks me deep and proper, the sort of way I hope every customer does.

Then he takes my cock in hand, my muffled moaning fills the room. So close, so fucking--

“Don’t cum.” He orders between his heavy exhales. “Don’t cum. Don’t, cum.”

The pace picks up and the bed creaks. I can feel Nathan’s cock entering and leaving me, pulling at my insides as it does so. My cock feels so full, so ready. Nathan keeps repeating the order but his hand and thrusts don’t slow—

This, amplified by the exhaustion…

I can’t hold it anymore—I spit out the filthy wet fabric.

“Please—”

“Shh, I know.” He whispered.

Nathan fucks back into me, doesn’t slow his pace at all. Things get hazy around the time I cum. Either exhaustion or going under, but either way I can only distantly hear myself calling his name, pleading for more. It could be hours, it could be seconds, all I know is that I feel an underlying sense of bliss at being his.

His cum floods my ass, my voice fills the room for more and more of him before it breaks on a sharp cry. He fucks through it, combs his fingers through my hair as we both come down and when I’m finally coming down the last thing I see before passing is his smile.

***

It’s about six a.m. the next day when I roll out of bed from beside him. Looks about like we’re done here. The first thing I do after the roll is cradle my wrists and check on my ankle; the man has done a number on me. Soreness lingers in every limb. Can’t say he didn’t get his money’s worth.

I swipe the exhaustion out of my eyes and tumble to the bathroom, nude and filthy. I get my clothing back on, my maid outfits get shoved back into my backpack. I’m not wasting the time cleaning them but I can’t just leave them here.

It’s a struggle to get my pants above my knees. I manage with an annoyed grunt. Can’t remember the last time I’ve felt this drained. I could sleep for a week—

“Alan?”

Right, shit. I turn and smile at Nathan as best I can.

“Good morning, Mr. Richards.”

“Morning.” He says slowly. He looks as drained as I do, but he works his way next to me in the bathroom anyway. He plants a kiss on my cheek, whispers something I don’t have the time or energy to listen to.

It’s always like this after my work is done.

“Well, have a nice rest of your day sir,” I say, taking the bag in hand. He wishes me the same, in an even duller tone of voice and I get the hell out of there and back to my car. My job here is done.

Desert Sissy

Back to Top

It was a shame, but there was nothing to be done about it. Under any other circumstances, I wouldn’t be sitting here in my tent on my red carpet, mind full of worry. Watching the desert sands on the horizon gather and scatter to the wind.

Other tents in our collective nomadic village were probably full of the same sight. Men pacing the floor, rubbing their heads if not outright praying. Women cuddling young children and preparing to have to be far more careful and precise with rations in the future. Families now uprooted and having to head elsewhere. Myself included.

I rubbed my hands over my head and sunk down closer to the ground. As if that would help my situation. Even now my stomach rumbled. Knowing how thin the sack of jerky and dried meats that made up my diet was…

The future did not seem bright.

Outside the desert we traverse, there are villages that skirt the outside. Lacking much food of our own, we rely on their corn to feed our animals. But their crops had failed not once, but twice in the past two years.

We were nomads, not farmers. We needed those crops to feed our animals. Yet, the village chiefs denied us. There was always sadness twinkling in their old and withered eyes as they did so. This was not a selfish act, but one of self-preservation.

Our animals were looking thinner and thinner by the day. And soon, so would our people.

I lied against the ground for a while, enjoying the softness of the carpet. One of the view valued items I had. Everything else I owned I kept in pots or light packs for travel. I could carry it all some distance, even in the desert sun.

I had a chance. We all had a chance. I was a man after all. Young, in my twenties, still strong but lithe. The thinness of my legs and the strength of my back were my only two things of value. Depressingly enough. A sword was beyond my grasp.

It would, however, have to be a choice. And tomorrow would be the day that I would decide whether or not I would take that choice.

It came faster than I wanted it to - faster than any of us wanted it to. Sometime in the night, I fell into dreamless sleep. When the sun hit my face, I could hear the announcement sounding through the camp.

‘Any who want food, report to the fire!’ A man bellowed.

I got up, the gold bracelet on my wrist tinging as I did. I hooked the pack of dried meat I kept for backup food around my waist, plus a leather skin of water. I kept telling myself it was either this or I run the risk of going hungry.

It was the only thing keeping me going. I walked past the tents of women peeking out, often with children in tow, watching their husbands and lovers gather around the fire.

There was a man with a river of gray through his black hair and wide shoulders. In his hands was a sword he stuck into the ground. His outfit was a never-ending cascade of straps and knives quickly tucked here and there in case of sudden battle. His face was marred with the scars of battle, left eye without pupil and his right ever keen.

“I am Captain Zilas.”

He looks over us and as I fall into the ragged line of men, I feel momentously out of place. I’m half the height of every man there. The moment the man with the suit of knives looks at me we’re both thinking the same thing; ‘What am I doing here?’.

“For those of you who are new to this,” I felt called out, even though I was here last year when this very same thing happened. “I’m with the army of Briaros to the far west. We come here to get spare soldiers. We will trade your loyalties for food for your wives and children.”

He spent some time walking around us, examining all. Then his eyes fell on me again.

“You, boy.” The man points to me. “What’s your name?”

“Roma.”

“Roma.” He says, with some consideration. Then he strides over to me. Couldn’t look cockier if he tried. “And what would you be doing here, dear Roma?”

“I’m here for the same reason everyone else is.”

“Food.”

“Yes.”

“And you mean to tell me you don’t have a husband to take care of you?” Zilas grinned. The other men around me began to laugh, quietly under their breath. I erased every hint of emotion off my face.

If Zilas had anything else to say he let it pass and the humor died quickly.

He moved right along, inspecting the rest of the line of people. Eventually, his eyes settled down on multiple men, the biggest and the strongest of the pack. They stepped forward and he motioned for them to follow. The rest of us? We received small packets of meat from the man who shouted the announcements. I unfolded mine. It wouldn’t be enough to feed a family for a week.

Then, despite our pleas, we were dismissed. Some men got angry, some threatened violence. Then the army men who accompanied Zilas brandished their swords. It was enough to get the rest of us in line.

I walked back to my tent. This would not be enough to survive.

Yet it made sense I’d be looked over. The rest of the men spent their time hunting or fighting brigands, strengthening their muscles and growing bigger and stronger. I spent my time racing across the desert, cutting through the sand with a pack on my back. Stamina was my strong suit. Not strength.

But I had to get food. The immediate knowledge that my needs might not be met made me needier. Like thinking of being thirsty in the future made one need water, the thought of going hungry when the food ran out made me hunger.

There had to be some way I could help or serve the army of Briaros.

When I resolved to head out and face the captain again, cold night was resting on the horizon. I’d taken a tiny, red scarf from my pile of blankets — a tiny thing that a girl had discarded to the wind and I kept for reasons even I didn’t know — and replaced them with my pants. Made sure to pull the edge of the skirt tight around my waist. I looked like a common whore now, everything was showing. Surely, my intentions wouldn’t go unnoticed. But why not? Survival was imperative.

The sky was blooming into shades of orange and purple. They’d be gone in the morning. This was my last shot.

I entered his red and gold tent, passing by the two stoic, sword-wielding guards without asking. Either, like Zilas, they didn’t consider me a threat, or Zilas’ guards were complete failures.

He was seated at a desk, overlooking a map of sorts. Packs and bags lined the outer sides of the tent, being used to hold down the sides no doubt. His gaze jutted from the map to me, “How can I help you?”

Whores in the desert weren’t unheard of. By any means. It was a simple thing to add a touch of coyness to my voice.

“I’m Roma, from earlier,” I said, clinging onto the strap that held the dwindling remainder of my food.

“I’m aware.” His eyes flashed up, then down to my lower body where the near-see-through scarf hung. My tiny penis pressed against the sheet thin scarf. He looked back up at my face. I couldn’t tell what he was thinking.

“Is there any way I can earn a keep?”

The captain stilled, then rubbed a hand down his mouth. His face was heavy with consideration. He got up and walked towards me.

Standing in front of me now, it was no wonder he didn’t hold me in high regard. Strong and tall as he was broad, it hurt my neck to look up to him.

He looked down at me in kind and, without warning, wrapped his hands around my waist. Despite being each side of my hips, his hands almost touched the middle. I felt briefly ashamed to be so lithe and feminine, moved to push his hands off before he tightened his grip. Then I let out a yelp of pain.

Even thinner than I first feared. I wouldn’t last a minute without some type of additional food. Zilas’s hands moved down, curving with the slope of my ass until his fingers dug under the scarf. He grabbed each individual cheek and squeezed. My mouth parted, I felt weak in the knees.

The skin on skin contact wasn’t a thing I did or experienced. People gave me packages, I ran with them. That was about it. My time wasn’t devoted to anything else.

So when I looked down, intending to push Zilas away, to find my cock half hard, peeking from underneath the fabric, I was shocked. Shocked and unsure.

“Good,” Zilas growled and retracted his hands. With a smooth movement, he gripped my shoulder and guided me to the desk. Was this really happening? My head felt foggy and cloudy so I couldn’t quite say for sure. Zilas slapped my ass and I gripped the opposite edge of the desk to stop from falling. “You’ll get your food when I’m done, sissy boy.”

That was enough to keep me there, as Zilas tore the scarf free, then he spread each of my legs apart. I felt exposed, open for all to see.

I knew what was happening to me, but I didn’t stop him. A few more sounds of clothing being removed, a gruff grunt and I felt a hard shaft pushed up against my entrance. It was a man’s dick. Another man’s dick was about to enter me.

Zilas guided his dick against my ass. I’d never fucked a man before, but I guess that’s why Zilas joked about me earlier. I clenched my teeth together. His cock pushed past the initial ring of muscle. I felt torn open as the head made its way in, then the rest of the shaft following.

“Damn tight,” Zilas growled. His hand yanked hard at my red hair, pulling me back until my back was bent. I looked up at him, watched him as he treated me like a woman. He looked down on me and jutted his hips forward as if spurred on by my expression of pain and insecurity.

A groan of pain was choked out. Zilas spat down - a bit of moisture that wouldn’t do much - and then surged his hips back and forth. My feet stretched upward until tiptoe as if getting my ass higher would spare me his inches. It did not, I was completely impaled by him and Zilas had no intention of slowing down.

His hips slapped against mine. I could distantly feel myself getting fucked through the haze. A needy heat was pooling in my stomach. Felt like my brain was leaving me. Like the entire concept of thought was beyond me and all I could do was feel while a man used me like a whore.

“Yes,” Zilas growls, all through his thrusts as every hint of sense leaves me. I’m not even sure what I’m doing anymore. All I know is there’s a cock buried inside me and I don’t even know how to process it anymore. My mouth falls open and I make high pitched keening noise - completely unlike me.

I can hardly hear Zilas through the haze. “…that’s right, slut...” His thrusts pause to grab at my throat and pull me back further until my airway is blocked and the need to breath burns in my throat. He burns the back of my neck with searing open mouthed kisses. Tears gathered at the corner of my eyes.

Through the strange affection, a faint amount of sense returns to my brain.

I want him to thrust into me. Not to just keep doing it, but to fuck me harder, faster, until…

When did I start to like this?

“Please—” Escapes me and Zilas releases me. I fall back onto the desk, my entire upper body resting on it as Zilas pounds into me, harder and faster until the desk itself moves from the force of his thrusts. My nails drag against the wooden surface of the desk. I can physically feel myself coming unwound. When Zilas begins to moan, louder and louder, I know what’s going to happen. It’s like another sense. My eyes close as the first flash of hot cum spurts inside me. I pant all through it. I love the very feeling of having his cum inside me. 

Zilas steps back. Probably admiring his handiwork. My cock is still hard against the front of the desk, I’m aching to touch myself. When I move my hands to do so, Zilas knocks them away. “Not done yet.” Touching is forbidden then. I wonder if I should even bother getting up. Then Zilas approaches me again, I feel my ass being prodded — but this time with a finger.

He shoves his finger inside, swirls it around and pulls it out. My knees go weak again, I’m on the very edge of release. I can feel his cum now leaving me, dripping from my fucked open entrance and onto his carpet.

“Now. Now I’m done.” He says, a smile in every word of his voice.

I rise slowly. I can feel his gaze on me like a hot knife. When I go to rub my dick again, he swipes my arm aside. I’m shocked, then I reach for my scarf. Still, I’m refused. He then makes the rules clear, or at least as clear as they can be to my fogged brain. ‘Guards will escort you, naked, to your tent, give you a sack of food twice as big as you head, no masturbating until you’re back at your tent.’

By now the sky’s turned a deep blue, the lights being the half moon, the stars and the fires dotted here and there that we used for warmth.

My cock is still hard. It almost hurts to walk with it, but I go anyway. The quicker I’m home, the quicker I can get rid of it and not be naked in public. I head through the camp with two guards in tow; they’re wearing cloaks of deep brown, like horse hair or burned leather. By their sides are swords whose sheaths are just as dark.

I can see the random straggler dotted here and there. They look up, see me with my sack of food, my exposed and bruised lower body and see the guards. Some point and turn to others either to gossip or to simply spread the news, others’ interest dissipates as soon as it arrives. It must be a sight to see, but I’m not sure how to feel about it. On one hand, fuck them all if they’ve something to say of it. I was robbed of an opportunity because of my place as their messenger, so I made another for myself. Or, rather, one made itself upon me.

On the other, it would be selfish to keep the wealth as my own.

Either way, there’s no doubt I will be the talk of the town by morning.

I get to my tent, toss the bag of meat towards the back, on another sack of my stuff.  There were slightly more pressing matters. I reach for myself about. When I was younger I heard other men let themselves 'edge' in order to increase their stamina. I never took onto it; the need for release was always too much. Just when I was about to finish myself off, one of the two guards coughed.

I turned to face them and one of them chuckled.- I couldn't tell which under their black masks. I only just realized they'd stepped inside and closed the tent behind them. Something in me just knew--

"We guarded you didn't we?" One of them cocked their heads at me. "After all, we hear that when food goes tight, nomads can get a little rowdy." He welcomed himself into my personal space, drew a gloved hand down my side. I can feel the heat of his hand through the cloth. The other one followed suit but instead rubbed agonizing circles against the back of my pants.

"Poor kid, the captain loves to leave them hanging." He stopped teasing, grabbed my ass hard enough to pull a yelp from me.

The other one chuckled, "You make noise like that and every guy in the village might want a taste." His finger danced down the curve of my upper thigh.

My stomach went into knots and my knees felt like jelly. Its a fight to stay upright. Were Briarian men always so eager to conquer? “I don’t know, I can’t think—”

“I’ll help.” One says before biting the edge of my ear. I take a sharp breath. The other guard tears the half sash top I’m wearing off, then he runs his thumbs over my nipples. Breath trails, burning down the crest of my neck.

His hand pushes at the swell of my back until I bend over. He instructs me with patience. Hands shoulder width apart to hold me up, legs about a time and a half that width.

"Like this, so we can see how pretty you look.”

This time I didn’t have the comfort of my legs being closed; I felt stretched open and showed off. The guard released a whisper and I felt a finger prod at my entrance. “So cute and pink, no wonder…” The pad of his thumb rubbed circles against my entrance. What was a faint feeling of soreness became excitement and I opened up and sucked him in without intending to.

“Fucking hell—he stretched you open good…” The guard groaned. The noise of his voice was only half as audible as the sounds of them tearing their leather pants free. The other guard’s cock flopped free from its confines. He sat on his knees, his cock in the perfect position to rest against my mouth.

He pressed his thumb to my mouth and coaxed it to open. The head of his cock rested just on the tip of my tongue.

“I can do better,” The one behind me growled. And then with one rough thrust, his cock entered me. My throat closed on a silent scream that the other guard used to push his cock deeper into my mouth until he was teasing my throat.

I was completely impaled by other men. Hands gripping my waist with bruising force pushed me down on inches. I never communicated much with the other people, just labored across the desert for food. Hence I never went through the phase of finding a lover here with them.

And now? I was not just once, but twice, fucking Briarian men. Letting them fuck me up until I couldn’t think straight. Twice in one day. And now not even for food, not out of desperation. I wanted this. I moaned out loud as the guard whose cock I was sucking came streaks across my face, I stuck out my tongue and drank every precious drop.

The other guard kept fucking me, harder and harder with a constant desperate rasp leaving his throat. I could feel myself opening up in new ways to his cock. I could only vocalize how much more I wanted, how I wanted him to go faster and harder and completely use me up. Soon the pressure was too much, heat in my stomach burst and I came, pleading for more. He followed soon after and mercifully let me collapse onto the carpet.

The only audible noise was the air rushing in and out of my mouth. I couldn’t bear to move. Whatever overwhelming lust made me so pliable had been sated. When I could hear again, past my own satisfaction, the soldiers were already redressed.

One guard tossed a cloth from one of the few objects I had onto me.

I looked at him.

“Luke,” He pointed to himself, then the other. “Franz.” Then he tapped his finger over his lips twice and they left.

Where most would feel conflicted about being fucked like this, this humiliation - or what I would assume it should be, given the looks I was given as we came here - I felt a different sort of conflict. One part of me wanted to thank these men as they left. The other wanted to whirl around, spread my cheeks and plead for them to take me with them. Use me every way they knew how.

Neither happened.

I was alone, nude and shivering through the aftershocks of orgasm. Sleep took me soon after.

Coming to in the morning, something in my chest didn’t settle right. Perhaps it was how very achy I felt, being used by three men on the same night. Or maybe it was sleeping nude. That would be courting sickness. I rose from the carpet, spied a flicker by my tent opening.

Could also be that.

I got up, pulling the blanket ever tighter and collected my clothing. Both them and I were not in the best shape, after all the rough treatment. I felt sore and sticky all over. The pants had to been spared the worst of it. Dried cum peeled off my face when I frowned at the feeling of it. I dropped the blanket to drag my hands against my face to get some of it off. Let whoever’s outside see what they want.

I got my clothing back on. Thinking of it, now that I’ve been publicly seen with a large amount of food…this might not end up as good as I had previously hoped. I looked at the entrance again, the person either stopped trying to be stealthy or didn’t care.

I’ll clean up later, this has to be dealt with now.

I didn’t know how to seduce anyone or make anyone obey my desires to get ‘ill-gotten goods’.

I opened my tent and let the light flood in. In front of me was a darling young man. Wearing baggy pants, far too young to hunt, freckles dancing on his face and a heavy suntan settled on his shoulders.

Three men stood about ten feet behind him, facing each other and us in a little trinity. Something dangerous lingered in their gaze.

There was no chance something wasn't up. But I'd already answered and showed myself. What could I do?

"Can I...help you?"

"Y-yeah." He spoke as if he'd just realized I existed, and ran his hand down his opposite arm. "You're--your Roma? Right?"

"Yes."

"The village elder asked what you were gonna do with all that food."

Figures.

"I'm not going to keep it all to myself if that's what you're asking."

"Well, he wanted to know how you would distribute it. Or —” He paused and looked behind him. The men couldn’t be more obviously in charge of the situation. This kid was just the scout. “More like we could help you distribute it."

"You mean take it?"

With a flicker of guilt in his eyes, he stayed silent.

"Listen, what's your name?"

"Thomas."

"Very strange. Thomas--I'm going to take a small share and then hand the rest over okay?"

Thomas didn't budge, just looked up at me with strangely round eyes.

"Give me a second."

I turned and headed into the tent. Stupid of me to turn my back on the three men. There was a flurry of movement and the men flooded into my tent. A wave of muscle and strength pushed me aside and I could hear Thomas’ voice of shock and displeasure. I fell to the ground, stumbling over myself.

They set to work fumbling around the tent, tossing blankets and boxes aside to look underneath and find the food. I cursed myself in time to see the village chief come in. His eyes bagged, his posture bent, face frozen in a look of constant disapproval.

“You let them fuck you for food.”

Seems like the word got around fast. I tried my best to not seem scared, but I would be lying if I knew what type of face or reaction would please him best.

“Desperate times.”

“Found it!” One of the men said, raising it up like a grand achievement. The other men looked at it and the village elder shook his head.

“You have more.”

"I don't have any more--"

"Liar." The chieftain turned to the rest of the tent. "Tear the place apart--" Then, as if realizing I was wearing my side sack, he reached down and grabbed it.

"No!" I shouted and tried to cling to it, but the chieftain bought his foot down again and I groaned, let go and rolled, holding my side.

“And what’s this?” He pulled out a handful of jerky. Pain was sprouting through my side, I rolled to face him.

"That's my food from before the soldiers came--"

"Get him out of here." He completely ignored my words. His eyes narrowed at me. "I want him gone."

Men surrounded me. Even more in number than the ones that had entered the tent. They took a hold of each of my limbs and began carrying me out into the desert sun.

I could see Thomas’ wide eyes as I passed. “You said you weren’t gonna do anything.” He said to the elder.

The elder gave me a stern look as I was carried out of range to hear him, but reading his lips I could see the words ‘Plans change’.

I shouted, of course. My voice becoming nothing more than a tirade of weak pleas that fell on deaf ears. “Please, don’t do this!” I made promises I could never fulfill. That I could whore myself out for even more food, that I would do anything — anything to not be tossed away like this.

Whatever weak attempts I made to escape only served to aggravate my assailants; the nomadic tribe I’d only weakly called home and family, but were the only ones I knew, faded and became nothing more than a dot on the horizon. Farther and farther they all but ran, wanting to get rid of me as soon as possible.

After the sky began to change and the heat died down to the desert chill, they dropped me.

I curled in on myself, on the verge of tears. Exile in a place like this was nothing more than an extended death sentence. The men began to walk away and I scrambled to my feet, maybe if I offered myself to them — one of the men stopped at the sound of my voice.

“Please, don’t do this—” I cried, and clung to his ankle. He looked down at me with so much disgust, as if he’d stepped in something horrific and stomach turning. I recoiled as if struck.

“You come back, we kill you.”

Those were the rules — after all why even bother dropping me out here if they were going to accept me back if I showed up again? My body dropped down to the sandy earth and I sobbed as even they became nothing but dots in the distance.

This was it. I was going to die. I was going to die for trying to ensure that I would not. I screamed I sobbed, I hit the ground with my bared fists. Cycling between misery, despair, and rage. How could this happen? How could everything have fallen apart so succinctly? No food, no water, sore and fucked open. Used and discarded.

I got up, still sobbing.

Staying in the same place with nothing would only kill me faster. One would think that the reservation of energy would be paramount, but what would be the point when all that was around me was shrubs and the occasional wave of dancing sand? I needed food, sustenance.

I walked. And walked. And walked. Until my feet ached and my body was racked with tiredness and the sun became hot again and then cold again. My stomach shrieked murder, hunger was even more constant than the heat. I could feel myself getting more and more hungry by the hour. One full day, then two. And still, I walked. Often, passing out and then coming to only to walk more.

Misery and hungry were a hair’s breadth from overtaking me when my heart was lifted by a familiar sight. Marked by the sight of a smidgen of purple on the horizon.

A circle of tents, and a purple carriage.

Zilas’ caravan.

From Trap to Sissy

Back to Top

Anthony finished his shopping and left the store with a bright pink frilly bag swinging on one of his arms, full of lingerie and toys of all sorts. Typically he wouldn’t be so bold as to shop in, well, ‘working gear’, but there was another stream to do tonight. A sexual stream, to be precise. A hundred or so waiting, paying fans who would be hungry to see him debased, talking about his sissy transformation, his hair, his nails, his ‘walk’.

Their money was one of the better parts of his life but wasn't so much concerned about fulfilling their desires as he was about fulfilling his own.

Walking home, he spots something that seems even more fulfilling though. At least six feet tall and leaning against a half-broken down apartment building. A cigarette dangling out the side of his mouth and wearing nothing more than some baggy jeans, a set scowl, and a bleached wife beater.

A million bad ideas pop into Anthony’s head. If this goes wrong, the stream will be delayed. But it’s never gone wrong before. And it’s been long, so long, since he’s had a real, strong dick use his throat like it was meant to be. Hell, it going wrong might serves as some nice food for the stream. So what’s the harm in poking the beast a little, if it meant getting a taste of its ‘meat’?

Anthony all but skipped towards him, smiling—and his target could see him coming. Hell, Anthony's outfit was so 'loud' he was drawing the attention of people across the street and everywhere else.

Big sparkle pink bow-tied blond ponytails. Pink slip-on heels, itsy bitsy pink pleated skirt, fishnet stockings begging to be ripped, and a white crop top with puffy pink script reading 'Daddy's Little Slut'. Tyrone’s staring long before Anthony even has to do a thing.

Anthony gives him an ear to ear smile, looks at him with all the admiration he can muster. "Hi." His eyes slip down to the bulge in his pants. He’s curious, is that just the bagginess of his jeans or is Tyrone packing something that’s going to make his biggest and most ‘difficult’ of toys look like virgin party favors?

"Sup?"

"What's your name?"

"Tyrone."

"Ooh. My name's Annie."

It helps the illusion if there’s a different name. All the other guys he’s done this too have fallen for that very same name. Beguiled by a cute little slinky Annie, only for the wool to be pulled from their eyes and to recoil.

"O-kay?"

Clearly, Tyrone was suspicious. Smart man. Anthony sways in place, in that oh-so-innocent-way, wearing a mischievous little devils grin like he got away with nine men's murders by blaming it on the tenth.

"Well, I was just wondering if maybe we could head to that alleyway over there?" Anthony motions with his head, all but bouncing where he stands. "I'm in a kind of mood and I'd like to get to know you better."

Tyrone huffs and looks around. His brows are drawn tight in apprehension, but if there's anything nearby that could stop him, it's not in sight. He shrugs off whatever concern he has and nods in silent agreement.

Anthony giggles. It takes all of his energy to not skip to the alleyway with Tyrone in tow. Since first laying eyes on him Anthony was wondering what he was packing, now he'll get to see for himself. Then, as is tradition, he'll show Tyrone that he's also packing and the guy will run away in disgust.

Or to desperately protect his perceived heterosexuality, can't have anyone knowing he's 'gay' after all. Would ruin his 'street cred'.

Anthony smirks to himself.

They duck into the alleyway between two buildings, stepping over a fallen trashcan and towards a half rusted green dumpster. Tyrone takes his place on the side opposite from the main street. Anthony wiggles happily and sinks low to the ground, squatting right between Tyrone's legs. He draws his fake nailed hands down Tyrone's built body as he goes. From this spot, they would be invisible to the rest of the world.

Perfect.

He pulls down the zipper first before moving to graze his hands down Tyrone’s sides. Typically, he’d do this with his teeth; but there’s a time limit to how long he can wait for this to happen. That and too much build-up is a dangerous thing, don’t want to risk this turning into something more.

When his delicate hands hit the rim of those baggy jeans, it is a simple task to pull them down until he’s welcomed with Tyrone’s cock. A hot, hard and heavy thing standing defiant in those black too-tight boxers. He can feel the heat long before he ever touches it. He remembers the first time he ever had a cock in his mouth, a story the stream gets told every now and again.

It was the school quarterback who spotted the skirt in his knapsack, seized on the opportunity and pulled him aside into an abandoned library room. A struggle trying to take it like a porn star, not realizing his own limits and all that. A fumbly thing with teeth and swearing while he was still nervous about people spotting his dick in those plaid schoolgirl skirts.

Anthony mouths the hard cock shape under the black fabric, watches Tyrone’s tongue flash over his lips. The lightest sigh escapes his mouth. Now, he can take it like a pro. And Tyrone’s about to be lucky enough to find out.

He doesn’t bother asking when Tyrone would prefer being tucked out or having the damn things off, he just pulls the boxers down and lets that cock fly free. Anthony spits on his hand and holds it, feels the sheer, intimidating weight of Tyrone’s pulsing masculinity in his hands. The back of his throat is already aching. It’s not often he gets the opportunity to suck a cock this big.

He takes the head into his mouth. Salty pre-cum lingers on his tongue as he toys and plays with it, focusing on that sensitive spot where the shaft and head meet. Tyrone lets out a huff of breath, that focused discipline to stay ‘hard’ and ‘masculine’ at all times slowly cracking under Anthony’s ministrations.

The quarterback might’ve been the first, but a lot of lucky, unsuspecting men have gotten to blow their thick loads inside of his mouth before he flipped up his skirt and revealed they’d been played. Tyrone will be the next one. He almost can’t wait to watch Tyrone’s face twist in horror at the sight, the swearing and cursing and anger as Anthony all but skips out. It’ll be a joy.

The sissy moves onto the shaft, opening himself up with a few quick slurps, pulling back from the imposing dick and letting it come out of his mouth only to watch those beads of spit break. Then to slap it against his face and look up at Tyrone, who couldn’t look more pleased.

A strong black hand settles down on the top of his head and Anthony gets to work for real. He takes a deep breath, then the whole flavored lipgloss stained head into his mouth then moves to swallow the rest of him down.

It’s so smooth. Young starting sissy trap Anthony, with his barely-reasonable makeup who could be clocked from miles away, would’ve applauded and wanted to be where he is now. Sucking a strong, thick cock where only one can see him and no one can stop him.

“That’s right, bitch.” Tyrone grunts. His hand pushes Anthony down and up faster. “Take the whole damn thing, take the whole thing…”

There’s breathiness to Tyrone’s voice that’s driving Anthony wild. Won’t be long now. Takes only a few mouth thrusts until Tyrone’s abandoned any sense of mercy or reasonable pacing. Swollen black balls slap against Anthony’s spit sloppy chin. Mascara eyes water, blackened tears tumble down his cheeks. His cock feels so hard, he swears it hurts and it must be leaking.

Tyrone's groans are low and guttural, his hips are unstoppable and he moves like a beast claiming and marking his territory.

Then he pulls back suddenly. Anthony thinks he going to cum and he blinks twice, more heated tears rolling down his face. "Do you like it, Daddy?" He says in his little cute sing-song voice, one hand coming to rest one Tyrone’s chest. "Do you like watching me swallow your cock?"

Tyrone groans at the sight, Anthony can feel the rumble from where his hand is on Tyrone's chest.

"Fucking stop, lemme get up in that—”

Tyrone wanted to fuck now? Ugh, that ruins the surprise a bit, but it’s too late. The man’s already pushing Anthony to his feet and towards the disposal unit. Now was time for the surprise, Anthony was waiting for this for so long, it might hurt worse than his cock does. "Sure, if you don't mind--"

He pulls up his skirt, revealing his uncaged cock, hard and ready, bulging almost free of a pair of too-tight pink panties.

Tyrone blinks. Lets out a quick “Pft,” and all but slams Anthony against the mossy brick. A little dazed, Anthony realizes only briefly that he’s being bent at the waist. Tyrone tears his skirt off at the waist, leaving him in those fishnet thigh highs and fully exposed, ass bare for his eyes only.

Holy shit, he didn’t plan for this.

Anthony’s stunned. Whatever words would’ve normally been said, typically in jest, die in his throat. Tyrone gives him a courtesy spit and then, the thick and heavy head of his swollen cock is aiming directly at Anthony’s puckered entrance.

Tyrone pushes his cock in through that tight, trained ring of muscle and Anthony melts against the wall, heels clicking at he threatens to tip over. Between his legs, his own cock is freely leaking out cum. No one's ever seen that he was a man, a fully grown and uncut man and then decided to keep going, but Tyrone wasn't going to be denied a damn thing.

Fuck, Anthony never actually took a dick off stream. Sure, he sucked and played and toyed and strung along guys who were dumb enough to either get involved with him knowing he was a sissy or getting involved with him not suspecting a thing. The ones he took on-stream were mere toys, plastic replicas on the things he never intended to actually fuck.

Now another man’s cock is sheathing itself in him and his brain is heading out on holiday. Every inch makes Anthony freeze up and jitter more and more, his waist twitches at the sheer feeling of how much dick is being pushed inside.

Anthony cries out like he’s got a sudden pain, but really it’s the constant, insistent movement that’s getting to him. Who the fuck does Tyrone fuck on the regular, to take so much? Who is so damned lucky and skilled?

Tyrone’s chuckle draws his already aching balls that much tighter. "You wanna play around, slut? You can take it just like this."  He fully sheathes himself in Anthony's ass. The shuddering purr Anthony gives out only makes Tyrone's cock that much harder.

Anthony quivers. He never intended a man to get into this hole, he’d only watched hundreds of hours of sissies taking these sorts of thick, strong, imposing cocks before and thought no one would actually fuck him. Now Tyrone’s hips are flush against him and its hard to breathe or think.

Then Tyrone starts moving.

First, his thrusts are more suggestions of movement than a real, brutal fuck. The rhythm is easy to adjust to as Tyrone also physically forces him into position, bending the dazed sissy at the waist so his ass is all but sticking out, open and free for use with Tyrone’s cock putting that hole into submission.

But Anthony’s no saint. His ass has already been trained, so he opens up quick enough that Tyrone’s soon slapping his hips against Anthony, his entire cock coming free up to the tip only to slam back home again.

Anthony wishes he could see it, wishes he’d met or prowled on Tyrone’s street some more so he could get these inches sooner.

"D-daddy, please!" Anthony's legs are shaking, he isn't sure if he's being kept up by sheer strength alone or if Tyrone's thrusting hard and fast enough that he's just bouncing on his cock, kept up only by the force of their slapping thighs.

"Fuck!" Tyrone spits, the full-body shudder that goes through him is shared with Anthony.

His pleas reverb off the walls and Tyrone's cock is pulsing in his ass. Anthony had a cock before, but not like this. It was always a spirited fuck at best, never being outright used like a sex toy in an alleyway.

"Oh my god, oh my god--" Anthony's hand slaps against the apartment's brick side. Tyrone's abusing his ass. Strong black hands grip each side of his creamy sissy waist and ram him back every time the tip is stretching his hole out. His ass is tightening around Tyrone without him having to do a thing and he can feel the coming orgasm tightening in his balls.

When it does cum it earns a shriek from him as Tyrone's hips stutter halfway through and those hard-worked graveling grunts combined with flashes of molten wet heat means Tyrone is filling him up. He thrusts through it until Anthony is sobbing from the sheer over-sensitivity and sliding down the wall.

When Anthony's on all fours, pleading for more, pleading for Tyrone to never go or stop, Tyrone pulls his cock free, stroking it still.

Anthony lies there, clothes a bunched up mess and skirt hiked up to show his quivering, open and cum-slick hole.

Goddamn it, if he had the strength he’d cling to Tyrone and beg him for more, beg him to dump whoever is taking all that and plow him every night.

"If I find you prowlin' on my street again, the same shit'll happen."  Tyrone slaps his ass and then, with a satisfied hum, leaves.

Anthony's still shaking even ten minutes after Tyrone leaves. No one's ever given it to him like that. Like he's wanted so desperately. And if Tyrone wasn't joking about his threat, he'll be getting it tomorrow too…

Though, now he has an interesting story to tell his fans on stream!
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