
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1

Micheal chuckled and swirled the drink around. Some alcohol might splash out, but that wasn’t too much of a worry. Getting drunk wasn’t his highest priority tonight.

No, his highest priority was sitting at another table, alone and taking nervous sips from someone that wouldn’t even get him drunk if he tilted it back and took it all down at once.

Keith, works in IT. Legendarily out of place and awkward. Normally Micheal wouldn’t bother — he’s got business contacts to maintain, schedules to keep. But this is Keith.

Micheal said his excuses and made his way over to Keith’s table, smoothing his black hair back as he left. One day all the printers in his half of the office went down and Keith popped in.

“So what—uh, what happened here?” He nervously pointed at the surrounding area. Micheal explained they all had no idea what was going on.

Keith chuckled as he followed along, Micheal caught him avoiding eye contact, constantly looking either down at the ground or at one of the printers.

Micheal stepped into his line of sight to make sure and Keith immediately turned his head again. Was this guy serious?

“It’s polite to look at someone when you’re talking to them.”

Keith laughed, wiped his hands on his legs and tried to skitter away towards one of the printers. Micheal welcomed himself back into his personal space, grinning as he did so. Keith stopped, holding his hands protectively in front of himself.

“Can I—Can I help you?” Keith asked, cocking his head. Micheal tried to wipe the grin off his face, failed.

“Yeah, you’re here to fix the printers?”

“Yes.”

Keith glanced at him for a half second, had to tip his head up to look up at Micheal. Had to be at least a full foot difference in height. Micheal saw the nervous swallow in the column of his neck before he side stepped him.

Some pretty fucking green eyes.

Micheal almost felt bad.

Almost.

Micheal chuckled, walked back to his desk and propped his feet up. Let Keith have a moment to relax.

Jake, one of his co-workers, nudged him on his shoulder.

“What are you doing?”

Hopefully him. In a pretty little skirt and panties. But he wasn’t about to say that out loud. He threw Jake a wink and turned back to Keith. Watched him run around like a chicken with his head cut off for a couple minutes. Got up once he was done.

Keith was finicking with a solid black printer across the floor from his desk. Micheal came up from behind him, quiet as he could without attracting too much attention.

“Alright, so no one knows how this happened…I’ll have to do diagnostics upstairs.”

“Tell me more.”

Keith whirled around and backed up like he was being threatened. Micheal didn’t want to tell him he kind of was.

But Keith couldn’t help but act like a nervous little baby bird who lost its mother.

How could Micheal not tease him hen he had nothing to do himself?

“I’m—” Keith blinked, shocked. Looked to the nearest person—Jake—wide eyed and then immediately turned to the door. “I’m heading upstairs.”

He sped out of the room and Micheal was left there, grinning to himself.

Micheal approached his table in this noisy ass bar. He already had the stuff ready to go at his place. All he needed to do was get Keith back here.

Keith was managing to look even more out of place with every passing moment. Micheal locked eyes with him, sped up and made it to the bar table before Keith could comfortably leave.

“Hey Keith.”

“H-hey.”

“It’s me, Micheal. From the office.”

“Yeah, can’t forget…” Keith scratched his arm and stared at the bar on the opposite side of the room. Micheal figured he should get acquainted with his dick now rather than later. He stood right in front of Keith; sitting, he was at waist level.

Keith blinked and looked down at his drink.

“What brings you here?” Keith said, faster than normal and followed up with a deep swig of his drink.

“I just figured I’d have a couple drinks with a friend from work.”

Micheal took a seat and kicked his feet back. Keith glared at his legs for a second before looking back down at his drink again.

“How’ve things been going as of late with you?”

“Nothing new.”

“Really, nothing interesting?”

“No.”

“Not a single thing?”

“Are you hoping I’ll say you?” Keith said with a shadow of a smile.

A little feisty. Micheal isn’t sure whether or not that’s a good thing. He’ll prod a touch more.

“I don’t know, we keep running into each other.”

Keith rolled his eyes. “We met twice.”

“Magical both times.” He tried to be funny about it.

“You’re unremarkable.”

“Really? I think I’m—”

“Not drunk enough for this.” Keith spat and chugged down the rest of his drink.

So this wasn’t working. New tactic.

“I don’t know why you don’t like me. I’m trying my best here, you’re too drunk to drive home.”

“I’m fine.”

“Give it five.”

Micheal knows damn well he’s drunk more than him. But he can also tell Keith doesn’t drink.

Keith tisked and pushed his glass away.

“Come on, let me drive you back to my place. You stay a couple hours and sleep it off. Come back, get your car, meet you in the office on Monday.”

Micheal hand waved the entire thing. Keith looked down at his drink, then looked up at Micheal again.

“Sure. But only because I can’t see straight anymore.”

Micheal licked his lips, damn right he couldn’t. And if Micheal had his way he wouldn’t be seeing straight for quite some time.

Chapter 2

Micheal held Keith up as they nearly collapsed through his front door. Keith was hanging off his shoulders, half laughing his ass off at a joke he wouldn’t share.

“This is stupid.”

“I agree.” Micheal groaned, dumped Keith off on his sofa. Didn’t think such a small guy would be so damn heavy.

“Thankies.” Keith grinned, cocking his head to the side.

Micheal wiped a hand down his face. Keith was heavier then he looked, and drunker than he first gave off. This was more exciting then he thought it’d first be. Who knows how far Keith would go, how much he would want?

“Where d’you keep the beer?” Keith stuck to the arm of the sofa, his speech cleared up but he was clearly clinging to that to keep him upright for now.

Micheal toyed with the idea of giving him more alcohol, decided against it. Only so much further he could go comfortably…”No man, I’m out—”

“Shit, why’d you drag me here then?” Keith said, giving up to gravity and sinking into the couch with a frown. “Only reason I’m here to get smashed.”

Micheal chuckled. Nice choice of words. “I mean, I got some shit—”

“Hand it the fuck over then,”

“No.”

Keith rolled his eyes like he was going to go unconscious. Micheal wondered if he could get him there, came up with a fantastic plan.

“Tell you what, I’ll give you some more beer, but you have to do something for me first.”

“M’ listening.”

Micheal nodded. Perfect. He motioned to the bedroom, Keith got up with little difficulty and came alongside — weaving only once. Surprising, Micheal was expecting him to collapse over at least once. Keith can handle his liquor way better than he thought.

He let Keith lean against the far side of the room while he rummaged around in his drawers for the required things. Nothing specific, just a few things of women’s clothes he kept for the men who were dumb enough to come back to his apartment.

Easier to make them come to him then search out someone. Keith was just someone perfect he found. Sometimes things didn’t work out, sometimes they did. Either way, more often then not he’d end the night with his cock eight inches deep in a newly made sissy boy’s ass.

He grabbed a few things; a loose fitting tank top, a tight little red skirt and a blonde wig. Simple shit, tossed the skirt to Keith without a word. Moment of truth…

Keith missed it, it hit his chest and fell to the floor before he realized what had happened, took him a full three seconds to bend down and pick the item back up. He examined it, rolled his eyes.

“Pft, this is so stupid.” Keith laughed. He abandoned his pants and underwear, kicking them aside. His legs were nearly completely hairless, Micheal rubbed his hand on his thigh. Keith’s drunken grin never wavered a touch, even when he turned back to Micheal and took the rest of the outfit, plus the wig.

He didn’t even question it.

Good.

It’s been a long fucking time since Micheal got the opportunity to get someone so perfectly befitting in his bed; hairless, submissive, and going right the fuck along with it.

Keith straightened himself out, patted down the skirt and laughed about it. Micheal gave him a once over - he looked exactly like what Micheal had hoped for; a pretty little submissive sissy with messy hair. Needing a fuck.

Micheal approached him, pinning Keith between his body and the bed. Keith’s eyes widened—that drunken bravado only did so much to mask the continuous nervousness, it seemed. He fell back, Micheal followed him. He kept retreating, until he was in the center of the bed, a sober look in his eyes.

“Come on, tapping out already?”

“No, just—” Keith stopped. They both heard that squeak in his words, the nervous whimper tucked inside. “Just get done what you need to get done.”

Micheal grabbed both of Keith’s arms and shoved him back onto the bed. He’d waited so damn long after seeing Keith in his office, so nervous and small. Not a man, not in the slightest. Yeah, he had a penis, but there was no muscle, no hair, no spine. Just smooth skin and submissive tendencies.

Tendencies Micheal planned to take advantage of, over and over again.

Micheal skips the pleasantries, heads straight for the soft column of neck tucked in next to his shoulder. Abuses it with the sharp edges of his teeth. Another squeak eeks out from the back of Keith’s throat. This is heaven. Micheal can’t stop thinking of ways he could debauch him now, if it meant getting more of that.

Micheal hoisted himself onto his knees. Enough waiting for it, time to just take the plunge and make Keith face his destiny. He tore off his belt, dumped it on the bed side table.

Keith audibly swallowed.

Poor thing must be so nervous, or anxious. Either way, Micheal’s going to make damn sure he gets what he needs soon enough. He reached down into the tank top, into the space between the arm and the chest. If Keith were a real woman, this would be where his breasts were. Micheal chuckled at the thought of Keith going so far. Babysteps.

He pressed his finger insistently against the nub of one of Keith’s nipples. With his other hand he tore his pants and boxes until they pooled at his knees. His cock sprung free, leaking precum. It’s been a damn long time since he’s been so excited. Damn long time since he had a sissy this willing, this ready.  He positioned himself to sit on his knees, hovering above Keith’s upper chest. The head of his cock pressing against Keith’s clumsy mouth.

Keith made eye contact—tentative at best— then his gaze dropped to the side and his mouth opened enough to let his tongue flash out against the flushed head. Micheal breathed out an ounce of breath.

Did Keith ever suck a dick before? Did it matter, when clearly being out of his depth and nervous was becoming the hottest thing about him?

Last time he fucked a sissy senseless was months ago. No idea how he lasted so long without losing his mind. This was fucking amazing. Keith’s tongue flashes out again, this time circling around the tip and risking eye contact for longer than Micheal thought possible, or fair.

“Come on, you can do more.” Micheal grabbed his chin and shook his head, a little tease. Enough to clearly get Keith going, his face molded into something more irritated before he opened his mouth fully and accepted the head of Micheal’s cock into his mouth. Keith glared at him like he intended to do him violence.

Micheal grabbed the bedpost so hard his knuckles turned white. It really has been too long, he needed to get into the habit of doing this more often; though where was he going to find socially anxious things like Keith here on the reg? “That’s it, little slut.”

Keith blinked, took his mouth away for a second to catch his breath. Micheal could see how lidded his eyes were, risked a look behind him to see Keith’s own cock half hardened, peeking out from the teeny tiny skirt.

“You like the taste of dick?” Micheal said. He slapped his cock against the side of Keith’s face, felt a pulling at the base of his gut when Keith groaned. “Open.” Micheal demanded, pressing his cock against Keith’s mouth. Keith obeyed. Micheal raised himself up on his knees just enough to get some hip movement in and slid himself into Keith’s open mouth. Felt like he was going to fucking sear.

It was a risk — not sure how willing Keith would be to keep doing this if he came and told him to wait — but he needed to see the sight of it for himself. He grabbed the sides of Keith’s head, bit down on his lip and thrust into his mouth, watched Keith’s eyes roll back as he hit his throat. Paused, waited to see if he’d bite down. Nothing. Kept going, tried to get deeper and groaned from the bottom of his lungs when Keith swallowed.

Anymore of this and he might cum. Micheal pressed his head to the headboard and sighed.

God willing, this would be a long night.

Chapter 3

Micheal breathed in the smell of Keith’s sweat. His chin has a light sheen of spit and pre-cum on it. He’s still trying to recapture his breath. Micheal doesn’t intend to give him that much of a chance. He wouldn’t normally be so greedy. He’d take his time, cum onto the guy’s face and wait and see what happened, if they stayed he’d debase them more, make them feel like real women.

In Keith’s case, come morning there’s no chance in hell he’s going to be sticking around. Micheal doesn’t see a reason to not have all the fun he can. He rolled Keith onto his stomach, lifted up his skirt until it was like a belt, fully revealing Keith’s ass. Christ, Micheal took it in both his hands and squeezed. Keith choked out a noise, Micheal didn’t pay him any mind.

He had a thick ass like some trend chasing whore. Between this and the wig Micheal isn’t sure what he’s more happy for. Probably that Keith’s still going along with this at all. He repositions himself at Keith’s ass, taps his cock against Keith’s asscheeks a couple times. He can see a string of his own pre-cum linking one of Keith’s asscheeks to the tip of his cock.

He’s never gonna forget tonight. This was something special.

He opens Keith’s ass with his hand. Tight little hole. Any other universe Micheal would take days just stretching him out. But, again, Keith ain’t sticking around. Micheal tisks, not everything can be perfect. He grabbed a bottle of lube from the side drawer, starts slicking up his cock. Keith manages to get up onto his elbows.

“What are we doing?”

Funny, Micheal’s been asking himself that question for a pretty damn long time now. Except he asks it far more…joyfully.  He positions himself at Keith’s entrance, pushes forward. Keith shoots up the bed—Micheal follows him, until Keith’s got both his hands on the headboard and Micheal is sitting on top of him on his feet, legs bent uncomfortably to keep himself hovering above Keith’s ass.

“No, dude—”

Seems like that was enough to sober him up. Micheal tisks again, this time with far more annoyance. So damn close, his balls feel like they’re going to explode. “Already came so far.”

“This is fucked.” Keith said and managed to get up from under Micheal’s weight. Micheal backed off, crossing his arms and sulking on the other side of the room. Keith got up and wiped his face, Micheal heard a groan of disgust. He leaned against the headboard and waited to see how to play this…

“God, where’s the fucking beer?” Keith groaned.

“I haven’t orgasmed yet.” Micheal shrugged, “I don’t know why you’re even asking.”

“Then just let me suck  you off.”

Does Keith have a problem, trying to get this drunk? Micheal laughed him off, “Nah.”

“Christ you’re unbearable.” Keith rubbed his eyes.

“I’ll be gentle.”

“Whatever.” Keith groaned and walked around the room, rubbing his temples. Micheal’s got his eyes firmly squared in on Keith’s ass. With a sigh, Keith went to the bedside and fell to his knees.  “Come on.”

“Hm?”

“Just fuck me.” Keith said, resigned. Micheal smiled, drew a hand up and down his cock again and rolled his shoulders. Looks like he’ll get what he wants after all.

Micheal slid off the bed, positioned himself behind Keith. The angle is too weird, too awkward; he repositioned Keith until he’s bent over at the waist and prepares himself again.

He pressed his cock against Keith’s ass and thrusts against the crevice of his ass, its so smooth. Who’d have thunk nervous baby Keith shaved himself here of all places? To show off to who? Micheal stored the idea of that to tease him about later.

Micheal pushes. The ring of muscle is tight—unused. No one’s ever fucked him here. Keith’s hands are clenching the sheets. Micheal doesn’t give him a moment’s warning before pushing inside. Keith goes rigid, legs straightening to the side before trying to close. Micheal gets all the way inside and waits. The pain will subside. He isn’t going to leave. Everything inside Keith is tight and hot and velvety like his dreams.

Its a couple minutes before Keith loosens back up, a stream of curses leave his mouth as Micheal begins to move again, his hands draw angry lines in the bed spread.

“Fucker!” Keith shouted.

“Yeah.” Micheal sighed, hands running underneath the colorful tank top. “You’re right.”

Keith let out another yelp, back bending before he shoves his head into the bedspread. Micheal hisses. Keith’s so hot inside, feels like he’s burning into nothingness. He’s fucked a lot of sissies before but never one so tight, never a virgin like Keith.

The minutes melt into one another and Micheal’s hips begin to tremble. That’s when he first feel Keith stir.

“Oh my god.” Keith said. His head turned to the side. Micheal can feel his body twitching and clenching around his cock, as tight as his death grip. Micheal pressed his open mouth against Keith’s back to taste the sweat. His hands squeezed Keith’s hips, pulled him back over and over again. The heat is mesmerizing, he can feel his hips shaking and trembling.

“Holy fuck.” Keith said, mouth dropped open. Micheal leans over him and watches Keith’s face go from discomfort to a distant pleasure, his blinking becoming quicker and between his blinks, his eyes are half lidded. That’s exactly the sort of shit he wants to see;  the realization and the submission, Keith knows it damn well now. He’s not a man, he’s a bitch, a slut, a dicked out whore and cock sleeve.

The sheer thought of it forced Micheal to take in a sharp breath. His nails pressed into Keith’s hips as he powers into him. His orgasm is seconds away, he can feel Keith’s hole squeezing it out of him. Keith’s voice has molded into a low droning sound, drowned out by the smacking. The sound turns wet as Micheal cums inside him. Keith’s feet twitch, his body tenses up as Micheal dumps the last of his load inside him.

Micheal looked down. Now every time he went into work and saw Keith, every time some technical problem happened and Keith had to fix it, every time he peeked him across the lunch room, he would think of his moment. The moment is seeing his cock pulling free from Keith’s ass and that thin line of cum that connected him to his insides.

Keith didn’t move further. Further inspection, he’d cum too against the bedsheets at least once. His cock covered in cum and spent. Micheal maneuvered him to the sofa as best he could, exhaustion limiting his finer faculties. He hit the hay the moment he was done moving Keith.

***

Micheal woke up in the morning to an empty apartment, the sissy clothing left on the couch in a pile and Keith’s clothing nowhere to be seen. That was to be expected. There was no way Keith would stick around after all that. He really did dump the kid into the deep end of the pool.

Either way, that was a night he won’t be forgetting any time soon. His own waist feels slightly strained, like he fucked too hard. And thinking of it further, it was so much more than a simple fuck. Now he and Keith had a thing and there was no way he was going to let that go…

Micheal grinned, got his clothes together and headed for the showers. Work just got ten times more interesting.
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