
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    From Trap to Sissy 
 
    J.J. Cummings 
 
      
 
    Anthony finished his shopping and left the store with a bright pink frilly bag swinging on one of his arms, full of lingerie and toys of all sorts. Typically he wouldn’t be so bold as to shop in, well, ‘working gear’, but there was another stream to do tonight. A sexual stream, to be precise. A hundred or so waiting, paying fans who would be hungry to see him debased, talking about his sissy transformation, his hair, his nails, his ‘walk’.  
 
      
 
    Their money was one of the better parts of his life but wasn't so much concerned about fulfilling their desires as he was about fulfilling his own.  
 
      
 
    Walking home, he spots something that seems even more fulfilling though. At least six feet tall and leaning against a half-broken down apartment building. A cigarette dangling out the side of his mouth and wearing nothing more than some baggy jeans, a set scowl, and a bleached wife beater. 
 
      
 
    A million bad ideas pop into Anthony’s head. If this goes wrong, the stream will be delayed. But it’s never gone wrong before. And it’s been long, so long, since he’s had a real, strong dick use his throat like it was meant to be. Hell, it going wrong might serves as some nice food for the stream. So what’s the harm in poking the beast a little, if it meant getting a taste of its ‘meat’?  
 
      
 
    Anthony all but skipped towards him, smiling—and his target could see him coming. Hell, Anthony's outfit was so 'loud' he was drawing the attention of people across the street and everywhere else.  
 
      
 
    Big sparkle pink bow-tied blond ponytails. Pink slip-on heels, itsy bitsy pink pleated skirt, fishnet stockings begging to be ripped, and a white crop top with puffy pink script reading 'Daddy's Little Slut'. Tyrone’s staring long before Anthony even has to do a thing. 
 
      
 
    Anthony gives him an ear to ear smile, looks at him with all the admiration he can muster. "Hi." His eyes slip down to the bulge in his pants. He’s curious, is that just the bagginess of his jeans or is Tyrone packing something that’s going to make his biggest and most ‘difficult’ of toys look like virgin party favors? 
 
      
 
    "Sup?" 
 
      
 
    "What's your name?"  
 
      
 
    "Tyrone." 
 
      
 
    "Ooh. My name's Annie."  
 
      
 
    It helps the illusion if there’s a different name. All the other guys he’s done this too have fallen for that very same name. Beguiled by a cute little slinky Annie, only for the wool to be pulled from their eyes and to recoil.  
 
      
 
    "O-kay?"  
 
      
 
    Clearly, Tyrone was suspicious. Smart man. Anthony sways in place, in that oh-so-innocent-way, wearing a mischievous little devils grin like he got away with nine men's murders by blaming it on the tenth.  
 
      
 
    "Well, I was just wondering if maybe we could head to that alleyway over there?" Anthony motions with his head, all but bouncing where he stands. "I'm in a kind of mood and I'd like to get to know you better." 
 
      
 
    Tyrone huffs and looks around. His brows are drawn tight in apprehension, but if there's anything nearby that could stop him, it's not in sight. He shrugs off whatever concern he has and nods in silent agreement.  
 
      
 
    Anthony giggles. It takes all of his energy to not skip to the alleyway with Tyrone in tow. Since first laying eyes on him Anthony was wondering what he was packing, now he'll get to see for himself. Then, as is tradition, he'll show Tyrone that he's also packing and the guy will run away in disgust.  
 
      
 
    Or to desperately protect his perceived heterosexuality, can't have anyone knowing he's 'gay' after all. Would ruin his 'street cred'.  
 
      
 
    Anthony smirks to himself. 
 
      
 
    They duck into the alleyway between two buildings, stepping over a fallen trashcan and towards a half rusted green dumpster. Tyrone takes his place on the side opposite from the main street. Anthony wiggles happily and sinks low to the ground, squatting right between Tyrone's legs. He draws his fake nailed hands down Tyrone's built body as he goes. From this spot, they would be invisible to the rest of the world.  
 
      
 
    Perfect.  
 
      
 
    He pulls down the zipper first before moving to graze his hands down Tyrone’s sides. Typically, he’d do this with his teeth; but there’s a time limit to how long he can wait for this to happen. That and too much build-up is a dangerous thing, don’t want to risk this turning into something more.  
 
      
 
    When his delicate hands hit the rim of those baggy jeans, it is a simple task to pull them down until he’s welcomed with Tyrone’s cock. A hot, hard and heavy thing standing defiant in those black too-tight boxers. He can feel the heat long before he ever touches it. He remembers the first time he ever had a cock in his mouth, a story the stream gets told every now and again.  
 
      
 
    It was the school quarterback who spotted the skirt in his knapsack, seized on the opportunity and pulled him aside into an abandoned library room. A struggle trying to take it like a porn star, not realizing his own limits and all that. A fumbly thing with teeth and swearing while he was still nervous about people spotting his dick in those plaid schoolgirl skirts.  
 
      
 
    Anthony mouths the hard cock shape under the black fabric, watches Tyrone’s tongue flash over his lips. The lightest sigh escapes his mouth. Now, he can take it like a pro. And Tyrone’s about to be lucky enough to find out.  
 
      
 
    He doesn’t bother asking when Tyrone would prefer being tucked out or having the damn things off, he just pulls the boxers down and lets that cock fly free. Anthony spits on his hand and holds it, feels the sheer, intimidating weight of Tyrone’s pulsing masculinity in his hands. The back of his throat is already aching. It’s not often he gets the opportunity to suck a cock this big.  
 
      
 
    He takes the head into his mouth. Salty pre-cum lingers on his tongue as he toys and plays with it, focusing on that sensitive spot where the shaft and head meet. Tyrone lets out a huff of breath, that focused discipline to stay ‘hard’ and ‘masculine’ at all times slowly cracking under Anthony’s ministrations. 
 
      
 
    The quarterback might’ve been the first, but a lot of lucky, unsuspecting men have gotten to blow their thick loads inside of his mouth before he flipped up his skirt and revealed they’d been played. Tyrone will be the next one. He almost can’t wait to watch Tyrone’s face twist in horror at the sight, the swearing and cursing and anger as Anthony all but skips out. It’ll be a joy.  
 
      
 
    The sissy moves onto the shaft, opening himself up with a few quick slurps, pulling back from the imposing dick and letting it come out of his mouth only to watch those beads of spit break. Then to slap it against his face and look up at Tyrone, who couldn’t look more pleased.  
 
      
 
    A strong black hand settles down on the top of his head and Anthony gets to work for real. He takes a deep breath, then the whole flavored lipgloss stained head into his mouth then moves to swallow the rest of him down.  
 
      
 
    It’s so smooth. Young starting sissy trap Anthony, with his barely-reasonable makeup who could be clocked from miles away, would’ve applauded and wanted to be where he is now. Sucking a strong, thick cock where only one can see him and no one can stop him.  
 
      
 
    “That’s right, bitch.” Tyrone grunts. His hand pushes Anthony down and up faster. “Take the whole damn thing, take the whole thing…”  
 
      
 
    There’s breathiness to Tyrone’s voice that’s driving Anthony wild. Won’t be long now. Takes only a few mouth thrusts until Tyrone’s abandoned any sense of mercy or reasonable pacing. Swollen black balls slap against Anthony’s spit sloppy chin. Mascara eyes water, blackened tears tumble down his cheeks. His cock feels so hard, he swears it hurts and it must be leaking.  
 
      
 
    Tyrone's groans are low and guttural, his hips are unstoppable and he moves like a beast claiming and marking his territory.  
 
      
 
    Then he pulls back suddenly. Anthony thinks he going to cum and he blinks twice, more heated tears rolling down his face. "Do you like it, Daddy?" He says in his little cute sing-song voice, one hand coming to rest one Tyrone’s chest. "Do you like watching me swallow your cock?"  
 
      
 
    Tyrone groans at the sight, Anthony can feel the rumble from where his hand is on Tyrone's chest. 
 
      
 
    "Fucking stop, lemme get up in that—” 
 
      
 
    Tyrone wanted to fuck now? Ugh, that ruins the surprise a bit, but it’s too late. The man’s already pushing Anthony to his feet and towards the disposal unit. Now was time for the surprise, Anthony was waiting for this for so long, it might hurt worse than his cock does. "Sure, if you don't mind--"  
 
      
 
    He pulls up his skirt, revealing his uncaged cock, hard and ready, bulging almost free of a pair of too-tight pink panties. 
 
      
 
    Tyrone blinks. Lets out a quick “Pft,” and all but slams Anthony against the mossy brick. A little dazed, Anthony realizes only briefly that he’s being bent at the waist. Tyrone tears his skirt off at the waist, leaving him in those fishnet thigh highs and fully exposed, ass bare for his eyes only.  
 
      
 
    Holy shit, he didn’t plan for this.  
 
      
 
    Anthony’s stunned. Whatever words would’ve normally been said, typically in jest, die in his throat. Tyrone gives him a courtesy spit and then, the thick and heavy head of his swollen cock is aiming directly at Anthony’s puckered entrance.  
 
      
 
    Tyrone pushes his cock in through that tight, trained ring of muscle and Anthony melts against the wall, heels clicking at he threatens to tip over. Between his legs, his own cock is freely leaking out cum. No one's ever seen that he was a man, a fully grown and uncut man and then decided to keep going, but Tyrone wasn't going to be denied a damn thing. 
 
      
 
    Fuck, Anthony never actually took a dick off stream. Sure, he sucked and played and toyed and strung along guys who were dumb enough to either get involved with him knowing he was a sissy or getting involved with him not suspecting a thing. The ones he took on-stream were mere toys, plastic replicas on the things he never intended to actually fuck.  
 
      
 
    Now another man’s cock is sheathing itself in him and his brain is heading out on holiday. Every inch makes Anthony freeze up and jitter more and more, his waist twitches at the sheer feeling of how much dick is being pushed inside.  
 
      
 
    Anthony cries out like he’s got a sudden pain, but really it’s the constant, insistent movement that’s getting to him. Who the fuck does Tyrone fuck on the regular, to take so much? Who is so damned lucky and skilled?  
 
      
 
    Tyrone’s chuckle draws his already aching balls that much tighter. "You wanna play around, slut? You can take it just like this."  He fully sheathes himself in Anthony's ass. The shuddering purr Anthony gives out only makes Tyrone's cock that much harder.  
 
      
 
    Anthony quivers. He never intended a man to get into this hole, he’d only watched hundreds of hours of sissies taking these sorts of thick, strong, imposing cocks before and thought no one would actually fuck him. Now Tyrone’s hips are flush against him and its hard to breathe or think.  
 
      
 
    Then Tyrone starts moving. 
 
      
 
    First, his thrusts are more suggestions of movement than a real, brutal fuck. The rhythm is easy to adjust to as Tyrone also physically forces him into position, bending the dazed sissy at the waist so his ass is all but sticking out, open and free for use with Tyrone’s cock putting that hole into submission.  
 
      
 
    But Anthony’s no saint. His ass has already been trained, so he opens up quick enough that Tyrone’s soon slapping his hips against Anthony, his entire cock coming free up to the tip only to slam back home again.  
 
      
 
    Anthony wishes he could see it, wishes he’d met or prowled on Tyrone’s street some more so he could get these inches sooner.  
 
      
 
    "D-daddy, please!" Anthony's legs are shaking, he isn't sure if he's being kept up by sheer strength alone or if Tyrone's thrusting hard and fast enough that he's just bouncing on his cock, kept up only by the force of their slapping thighs. 
 
      
 
    "Fuck!" Tyrone spits, the full-body shudder that goes through him is shared with Anthony.  
 
      
 
    His pleas reverb off the walls and Tyrone's cock is pulsing in his ass. Anthony had a cock before, but not like this. It was always a spirited fuck at best, never being outright used like a sex toy in an alleyway. 
 
      
 
    "Oh my god, oh my god--" Anthony's hand slaps against the apartment's brick side. Tyrone's abusing his ass. Strong black hands grip each side of his creamy sissy waist and ram him back every time the tip is stretching his hole out. His ass is tightening around Tyrone without him having to do a thing and he can feel the coming orgasm tightening in his balls.  
 
      
 
    When it does cum it earns a shriek from him as Tyrone's hips stutter halfway through and those hard-worked graveling grunts combined with flashes of molten wet heat means Tyrone is filling him up. He thrusts through it until Anthony is sobbing from the sheer over-sensitivity and sliding down the wall.  
 
      
 
    When Anthony's on all fours, pleading for more, pleading for Tyrone to never go or stop, Tyrone pulls his cock free, stroking it still.  
 
      
 
    Anthony lies there, clothes a bunched up mess and skirt hiked up to show his quivering, open and cum-slick hole.  
 
      
 
    Goddamn it, if he had the strength he’d cling to Tyrone and beg him for more, beg him to dump whoever is taking all that and plow him every night. 
 
      
 
    "If I find you prowlin' on my street again, the same shit'll happen."  Tyrone slaps his ass and then, with a satisfied hum, leaves.  
 
      
 
    Anthony's still shaking even ten minutes after Tyrone leaves. No one's ever given it to him like that. Like he's wanted so desperately. And if Tyrone wasn't joking about his threat, he'll be getting it tomorrow too… 
 
      
 
    Though, now he has an interesting story to tell his fans on stream!  
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