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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.

Bully to Sissy: Too Big To Believe!

Back to the Table of Contents

It’s been two weeks and Luke hasn’t seen hind nor tail of the fuckwit four. What happened in that supply closet hasn’t hit the rumor mill yet. Even with him keeping an ear out no one’s even mentioned him.

If he’d seen Adam alone in all this time…either way, lunch is damn near over. He’s the only one raring to get the fuck out of dodge before the deluge of students comes crashing through the halls. He heads out the hallway—recognizes it as the same one with the closet in it and immediately spots Jess and Ashley lingering.

Wearing their usual schoolgirl set up, both in pigtails. Matching as usual…

No. Something's wrong. Ashley gives him a come hither motion.

Hell no.

Not doing this again.

He whirls on his heel to get the fuck out before he hears Jess.

“Scared?”

There’s such thing as too obvious bait, but Luke’s teeth grit. It’s a trap. There’s no doubt there’s a trap, but not going is such a show of weakness; he’d fucking think he was weak too if it were him doing this to anyone else.

Against all of his better judgment, Luke whirls back around and storms towards the girls. He’s not some punk-ass-bitch they can just intimidate whenever they want.

“Fancy meeting you here.” Ashley smiles.

He ignores her. “Where’s Zack?”

Jess smirks.

"He already went home." Ashley said.

Luke identifies what's giving him chills.

Ashley has a side bag with her. Usually, they're completely matching down to the socks. Now, this new addition. Jess has no bag. She smiles at him.

"What do you whores want?"

Fear underlines his speech, but keeping face is a requirement.

Jess chuckles. "Rude."

"I'm sorry. Its twenty-eighteen, current year argument. I should be more open-minded," He made quote markers in the air, "Sexually based entrepreneurs."

They both laughed.

"So like, we figured that after your class today at 11, your last one for the day right? We figured you'll come and meet us at the supply closet?"

Supply closet. Schoolgirl's skirt. Zack. Spanking. Pleasure. Coming... Shame.

"And what the fuck makes you two whores think I'm gonna go along with this shit?"

Jess smiled, Luke could practically feel the evil oozing out of her. She produced her phone and turned the screen towards him; a clear and obvious video of him getting fucked by Zack in the supply closet the other day. His moaning voice and pleading face clear as day.

God in heaven. What if people saw this? What if his father saw that? His entire tough guy reputation would be ruined. The same guys who kiss the ground he walks on now would be the ones trying to fuck him in the ass the next day. "Give me--!" Luke surged forward and Ashley put herself between the two.

"Dumbass, I saved it on my computer at home too. Go ahead and get fucking expelled for hitting a girl. Then I'll upload that to some porno sites and we'll see whose a fucking whore." Jess' toothy grin and words dragged chills down his spine.

Ashley laughed. What a fucking shit situation. Goddamnit, why? If Zack wasn't so fucking stupid big and he had just that much more constitution maybe he wouldn't be here. Maybe Jess and Ashley wouldn't have anything to hang over his head. Luke frowned, turned and started making his way toward the supply closet.

But they were staring like they were into it. Figures they would be though. They were the creepiest bitches in the school and kept the weirdest company. Luke took a little solace in the thought they were secretly some monstrous, terrible people and he wasn't their only victim.

He rolled the white stocking onto his left thigh. Did they wash this outfit? It didn't smell like sex -- smelled like Lilac. Must enjoy this too. Weirdos.

"Such a pretty girl," Jess handed over her camera to Ashley and stood beside him. She curled her hand under his skirt. Her fingers brushed against his cock, but she mostly pulled at the lacy pink pinkies underneath.

"Fucking quit it." He swatted her hand away. "Fucking weird ass bitches."

"Careful there, we're entrepreneurs. Maybe we'll tie you up so you're bent over the table and sell your ass out for twenty a pop."

"Fifty for the teachers. Fuck that last bunch of tests."

“So we’ll be playing with this for today.” With a strong yank, she pulls out a massive, long sex toy. It’s clearly modeled after a horse’s cock. Big and thick, with a flared out flat head and a little hole in the top. When she holds it up, it flops over. It’s thicker than her wrist.

Who the fuck would use that goddamn monster dick? Luke's breath is caught in his throat looking at it. Christ, he can feel his cock getting hard under his skirt.

“Knew you’d like it.”

"It's not--IT's not gonna fucking fit-"

"It'll fit."

"If not, we'll fist you and make it fit."

Jess' smile sent chills down his spine.

God, who the hell did they fuck with?

"Now, I'll give you a choice. You can ride it or I can fuck you with it."

"The fuck I'll ride that thing."

"Fuck it is." Jess shrugged. "Table. Now."

"Not happening."

"Ashley, how quick can you upload that last video?"

"I can do it right now." Ashley beamed.

Jess smiled at him.  "Your choice."

Fuck everything, fucking Christ that huge god-damned torture thing was going to split him in two. It looked like how you broke someone, how you turned them into brainless messes.

"Fine, I'll do it."

"Good...but first things first," Jess said and produced two collars. Dog collars. Luke glared at them.

Not as intense as the sex toy she was holding now, still didn’t rub him the right way.

"Why'd you get two?"

"Not mine. These are Adam's. They broke, so we went to get him new ones. Brought too many."

Jess stepped past him and wrapped the handles of the collars around the hooks on either wall. Normally, if this school wasn't a massive shit pile, there would be well maintained or at least usable items on those hooks.

But it was a shit pile, so there weren't.

"Alright, now lay down."

Luke hated every moment of it, but he crawled into place. The skirt felt like it was riding up as he did so. Then he laid down flat, most of his lower body hanging off the table and his upper body on top of it, static.

Jess moved in, took both dog collars and clicked them into place. One on each of his thighs -- the moment she let go of each one, the leashes recoiled, pulling his thighs up and aside until he was spread wide for all to see. Pink flowery panties revealed under a plaid skirt.

"That's so cute." Jess rolled her hand against the slope of Luke's ass. He wasn't sure what to feel more horrid and ashamed of -- that he was like this or that he wasn't immediately loathing it.

Then his shoulder bumped into the toy and knocked it over and he remembered that damn thing existed.

"Can't wait, huh?" Jess laughed. So did Ashley. Fuck the both of them.

"It's not gonna fit." He repeated. Jess ignored him. She pulled at his panties and slowly slid them up his thighs. Luke watched Ashley become that much more enthralled and record him closer. The cold air touched his entrance. He wasn't spread open. Not yet. But if these two had their way he would never close up.

"I thought you'd stay fucked open." Jess went digging into Ashley's bag and came back with a bottle of baby oil as big as his head, set it to the side. "Fisting it is."

"You're crazy if you think that's gonna fucking work."

"Oh, the human body is amazing, Luke. You'd know that if you were passing Biology." Jess got another bottle, this one a deep pink, and uncapped it. She took a whiff, smiled and raised it to Luke's nose.

"Fuck you."

"Luke, there's obstinate and then there's infuriating." Jess frowned. "If you know what those words are, you know which one you're being right now. Stop it."

One day, he'd get his revenge on these two for this. Luke sniffed the bottle. It smelled like candy and roses.

"This one I'll make you feel really, really good okay?" Jess said, then without warning brought the bottle over his balls and upended it. It poured all over him, slipped past his balls and dripped against and down his entrance. Luke bit his lip. It was slipping inside him and dripping against his ass and against the floor.

When Jess was satisfied, she replaced the cap and stuffed the bottle back in Ashley's bag.

"You're dripping like a girl. It's cute."

"Shut up," Luke said bluntly.

"Hey!" Jess said, and then landed an open-palmed slap against his ass. Luke gasped on impact and blinked. The last thing he felt from that was pain instead, it was a heady pleasure. Something that he knew very, very well he shouldn't be enjoying. But did."Almost ready.”

Jess got the other bottle, the one with the baby oil and readied herself in front of Luke, getting on her knees so she'd be level with his entrance.

"Time to open up." She poured oil all over her hand and started with a single finger. A single prodding finger made tingles dance up and down the back of Luke's thighs. His eyelashes fluttered--fucking god in heaven he needs this to be over tomorrow. The digit wriggled in and out of him in a steady rhythm. With Zack, he'd told him that his fucking little finger wouldn't be enough to bash him open. Now Luke swears his ass is about to part in two.

Another finger, slow and sensuous movement that brings shaky breaths to the back of Luke's throat. He won't last to five. He won't last to a hand. He's going to lose his mind now. Luke clamps his hands down on his throat. Even if he can't stop himself from loving it, he can stop himself from making noise.

Jess doesn't stop him. No one prevents him. So when the fingers increase to three all he does is make muffled out noises. Eyes roll in their sockets. Pleasure builds and rises onto a cap, where he isn't cumming, but the sensation of being fucked is enough to keep his cock hard and leaky.

More oil, tons more oil and then four.

Four is where he feels the first thralls of too much. The passing of time becomes a questionable thing. Jess isn't like Zack. She's not shoving him down and making him painfully aware that he's being taken. She lets him float, takes her time and makes him come undone until Luke has to let his moans out freely so he can breathe past all the heat and stress he's feeling.

Five. Five inside and Luke's completely given up on the concept of silence. If he was above his basest instincts right now he'd justify it with everyone probably being out of the school by now, with the exception of the dumb people who take after-school activities. Now, he can't make sense of what's up or down. Jess pulls her fingers free and re-enters them. Starts the process of fucking him open with five.

When the baby oil bottle is overturned and it is her fist, for the first time, pushing past that previously tight ring of muscle, Luke has the first flash of clarity he's had since this started.

This is maddening.

Then he loses his mind, back arching off the table. Covered in oil and sweat.

"What a cute pussy you have now." Jess purred. "It can take my whole hand." She pulls her fist free, then re-enters him. Over and over again. Until its damn near effortless.

Luke can’t even find it in him to fight. He’s open and spread and can’t gather the strength to either refuse or pull his legs together in some feigned mock refusal.

Jess pulls her oily hand free,  "Alright, you're ready." She says, quiet and gentle.

When Luke comes back to distant reason, the horse shaped toy is pressing against his entrance. He raises his upper body as best he can to see it; Jess doesn't wait and he can't measure the size properly before it begins to enter him.

"Fuck."

The first few inches are harder than he thought. It was bigger and wider than Jess' fist or his body was hitting its natural limit. Jess noticed, added more oil and slowed down. The drag became less and less until it was almost a slide. Then she pushed forward with more inches. Then more oil. A cycle of seeing how far she could go and then making it easier to go that far.

As it went fully seated he could feel his body growing weak.

"Oh my God," Luke whispered, reverently quiet. There was a bump in his lower stomach signaling where the toy was. That looked so fucking amazing. Legs trembling in his arms, breath shaking. Holding his upper body up enough to watch made ache bloom in his abs. But he couldn't look away.

He'd never have the bravery to take on the real thing, but watching the slow, slick drag of the massive, thick shaft slide out, inch by inch until his dropped mouth moan leaped to a high pitched sob with the mind-numbing pull of its flared out head.

Jess bit her lip, "Amazing." Made eye contact with Luke. He nodded in agreement. She pressed it back and with a push it re-entered him. Another full body tremble, this time accompanied by a few, desperate drips of pre-cum from his unattended cock.

"What a fucking slut," Ashley said, one hand reaching down and rubbing circles in her panties.

"I'm not." Luke half sobbed, voice breaking on a desperate moan. Shit, he wasn't even convincing himself anymore. His toes were curling, legs shaking enough that the collars the girls used to hold his legs up were looking questionable.

Jess chuckled, pushed the toy in until Luke's back arched and his moan became a pleading shout. He could feel her fingers against his hole, how very, very deep he could feel the toy, and not much else.

"Ready?" Jess said, repositioning her second hand from his upper thigh to his entrance.

She didn't even wait for an answer, she pulled the toy until it was almost out, steadied the normally floppy shaft with her other hand and pushed it back in. Luke lost control of his body, dropped back to the desk. Jess got into a rhythm, earning deep, throaty growls as she retreated and higher pitched, broken noises as she pushed in.

Luke wanted to break down into goddamn tears. It was so good, so fucking incredible, he could hardly breathe around the thing. He could feel the stirring of orgasm, that turned into an actual one when Ashley stumbled forward, mouth opening on a quiet moan.

Fucking Christ, he shouted Jess' name and tried - tried so bad - to ride it. But Jess just kept fucking him through it, pushing that much further with every needy spurt from his untouched cock.

"Holy shit, that was good," Ashley said, pushing herself up from the floor.

"Yup," Jess said, repeating quiet words as she finished through the last few thrusts. Then, with one last tug at Luke's used entrance, she pulled the toy free.

Luke let out a whimper from feeling so open - in more than one way. He didn't dare look at the two girls. Fucking Christ, how was he ever going to face anyone in school like this?

"Alrighty, time for some mercy," Jess said, and reached above and unclipped the collars from Luke's lifted thighs.

Luke's legs dropped, but he could still feel the horse shaped cock inside him. The movement itself drew another hot line in him. Jess and Ashley, laughing, said their goodbyes and left him in the cold room. It was some time before he managed to get up and move again.

On shaky legs, he collected his original clothes.

They did this to him. They made him into a sissy. Zack and Jess and Ashley and Adam -- Oh Adam especially. Adam was the mastermind behind this whole thing, no doubt. Hiding how much of a fucking pervert he was by making the other two do his dirty work.

He hid the girl ones in the bag and walked out of the closet. Aftershocks melted through him and made him sigh, shoulders slumping. Jess had said it was time for mercy. Did that mean they were done reeking whatever havoc on him that they wanted to? Finally satisfied with how far they made the King of the School fall?

Either way, he slammed the door shut behind him.

He’s never going into that closet again as long as he lives.

Bully to Sissy: Finally Feminized

Back to the Table of Contents

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.
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