
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    Desert Sissy I 
 
    Desperate Times 
 
    By J.J. Cummings 
 
      
 
      
 
    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. 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 crossing on the horizon.  
 
      
 
    Zilas’ caravan.  
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