
        
            
                
            
        

    
It’s been two weeks. I look at myself in the mirror. A girly pink sweater and some black pants, toe heels, even lipstick and a blonde curly wig. All provided by Damien for our next meeting.  
   
 The pictures were still in his possession, because of course they were, but as far as I knew he wasn’t distributing them. Yet. Not that something of that complex a nature was a concern at the moment;I was at a loss as to how to get them away from that fucker to begin with.  
   
 Maybe this was my life now, meeting a strange man to get fucked so he didn’t ruin what was left of my life.  
   
 God damn it.  
   
 I called my job ahead of time to let them know I was taking the day off. My boss sounded concerned over the phone, but I feigned like nothing was going on and she seemed to buy it. As far as the rest of the world knew I was still just another guy.  
   
 Every part of my appearance looking so starkly in the polar opposite. I didn’t just look like a girl, I looked like how a girl would want to look like; the overly curly hair and bright clothing.  
   
 This would be something I would normally want, but - 
   
 The car honked outside. That was my ride. Had to be. I scrambled downstairs, taking my purse as an afterthought. God willing I’ll be able to get the pictures this time. God willing. Damien’s car came into view; a black car that was a couple years old, shined to gleaming.  
   
 I never owned something like that. My eyes didn’t break from his car to make sure I didn’t start playing with the comparison game of my own. I had enough problems with Damien, I didn’t need to start trying to one up him. 
   
 “Well, hello there gorgeous.” He smiled from the front seat of the car. Eyes hooded by the brim of his baseball cap. The pit of my stomach heated up, god only knows why. There was nothing sexy about this, I shouldn’t feel anything from this. Without a word I climbed into the passenger’s seat and focused on the road ahead. 
   
 The car didn’t move an inch; I glanced over to the side and saw Damien’s stare at my direction. As if he intended to light the side of my head on fire. I killed my laughter; how childish could he be, he doesn’t get acknowledged and he acts like this?  
   
 Damien eventually pulled the car out and started to drive. I counted my blessings, I didn’t want to have a conversation with this man, I didn’t want to be in this car right now. My brain’s still functioning. And I’m grateful for that. There’s no way in hell that getting involved with him is a good idea.  
   
 Though, it wasn’t like I chose to. He inserted himself into my life - in every literal way I could think of and given his current actions, he probably planned to do it more. My fingers toy with the hem of my tiny skirt.  
   
 The car drives past and out of the city, down a road of foresty trees. I can see Damien’s glare in the overhead. He’s still mad.  
   
 I bridge my hands together and remember what I first thought this morning: He chose to insert himself into my life. His choice, not mine.  
   
 “You know, very rude of you to not thank me for at least picking you up.”  
   
 A low ball of heat settled in my stomach. Should I thank him? On one hand, I don’t want any trouble. On the other hand, fuck him.  
   
 The car jerked to the side, my body went slamming against the car door. My head, luckily, hadn’t been hit. It skidded to a sudden stop. When I looked up, Damien was out of the car and slamming the door. I shook in my seat, did he see something or — 
   
 It was worse than I feared. His angered face appeared in my side window. I went to lock the door; didn’t matter, he grinned and flashed the keys. My heart was in my chest. He tore open the door, grabbed my arm and yanked me out. He was so clearly stronger than me that any struggle I put up would be fruitless.  
   
 If this was how he acted when he wasn’t thanked was I going to welcome his ire by resisting?  
   
 Of course not. I let him drag me to the front of the car, shouting apologies on the way. They fell on deaf ears. Damien wasn’t done, he tossed me onto the hood of the car, belly down.  
   
 The breath rushed out of my lungs. His hands were on my thighs by the time I started pleading with him to forgive me. It didn’t seem to be working. With a sharp yank he pulled the candy pink panties he bought from me off, the sound of it ripping and tearing drawing a tight line through me.  
   
 Yes, he was a stalker, a manipulator, a man I should cower in fear of forever, but I didn’t think Damien was capable of this much anger. Especially towards an object of affection like myself. I tried to turn around and one of his arms gripped mine to the point of it hurting, put it back on the hood of the car.  
   
 “The only time I want your hands away from this car top is when your spreading yourself, is that understood?” Damien said, ending it with a sharp slap against my ass. I pushed myself to tip toe; my cock was uncomfortably squeezed between the bunched up front of my skirt and the hood of the car. Anything further might hurt and do permanent damage. 
   
 “Yes.” I whisper. I don’t want to cause any more ‘infractions’. 
   
 “Alright.” Just from that my nerves ease a little; he sounds less tense, less angry. His hands travel up, until the skirt is held all the way out. My bare, bruising ass and thighs revealed to the world, cock peeking out past the fabric. “It was rude of you to be mean to me, but I’ll be merciful. Just nine more, then I’ll get you off and we’ll head up to the office, okay?” 
   
 I whisper a meek ‘Ok’. Damien’s deep breath is the signifier for the windup. I bit my lip, lower my head. If I can last past this I can try to make it to the office, get the phone away from him, delete the photos and get the hell away from him.  
   
 The second strike hits me and it takes all my personal strength to not drag my nails down the front of this fuck’s car. It’s a rough, painful sting. This is going to be harder than I thought. 
   
 The next three come in quick succession, ending in my sudden yelp of pain. There’s no way in hell I’m not bruising right now, how does he expect me to sit in the car? 
   
 The next two are slow and methodical, one for each cheek. Twice as hard as the last. Tear prickle at the corner of my eyes and the back of my throat is dry. That’s seven. Two more. Only two. ‘You can do this.’ 
   
 Damien doesn’t immediately overwhelm me; no, he takes his time. He draws patterns in my no doubt bruising ass with his fingers, squeezes and kneads it until my head drops against the car hood; the sensation is almost good. Dancing on the point of being downright soothing.  
   
 “You know, I don’t mean to be mean. I’m sorry, if you’re scared. I could be good to you, good for you even.” Damien’s crouch presses insistently against my ass.  
   
 There’s a sting and then the phantom memory of me against a bench, his cock ramming knee deep into my ass until my brain couldn’t function correctly. I bite back anything I’m feeling. Don’t even want to imagine what the faint dizzy spell and sudden tight feeling in the pit of my stomach meant. 
   
 Damien moves onto the other cheek, giving it two rough smacks in slow, drawn out succession. The sting draws my thighs tight and closed; Damien’s hand snakes between them, his knuckles brush against my aching cock.  
   
 “Do you know how cute and desperate you look?” Damien’s hand squeezes my ass particularly hard, then slowly his hands hover down to my thighs. “A guy like me might get tempted.”  
   
 I cover my face with my hands, he can’t see me from this angle, but even then I felt the need to hide and curl back. I wasn’t okay with dressing as a woman as is, why does he have to treat me like I’m ‘his’ woman and we have some established relationship?  
   
 Damien pulled my thighs apart and held them there. Some horrifically embarrassed sound escaped my throat because who the fuck wouldn’t be embarrassed with someone staring there? He let one leg go, some vague relief of ‘at least that hell is over’ washed over me.  
   
 His fingers trailed the crest of my ass, slipped down and then slipped right inside. I didn’t even feel as if I put up resistance. But that’s how it just was between us, wasn’t it?  
   
 He took what he wanted and I just…let him. Because he was bigger, and stronger, and because my cock was between my legs getting and staying hard at being used and mistreated. 
   
 “Did you get ready before hand?” Damien asked; for once he sounded genuinely confused, like even he was caught out.  
   
 “No.” 
   
 “Nice.” Damien’s fingers moved, deeper and deeper, until I choked out a note of pain. Then he recoiled, pushed further, my head hit the car hood. Then, again and my voice broke out into a more pleasurable tone. I can’t even recall how long he kept doing that, until I was standing on the tips of my toes, my cock dripping precum against the black paint.  
   
 “God, you even shake like a woman.”  
   
 My cock was aching, my balls felt tight as hell - my orgasm was just out of reach. Whether I liked it or not, it wasn’t enough. I wasn’t full enough with just his fingers. Then I was empty again as he pulled his fingers out and instead spread my cheeks. Goddamn it, how many times does he have to look? 
   
 “That is so cute.” 
   
 What the hell was cute about it? 
   
 An exasperated groan left me and I just released all my anger and frustration without thinking. “If you’re going to fuck me could you just do it; I don’t need the commentary!” I felt frozen for a second; I didn’t want to tempt Damien to anger again. 
   
 Damien chuckled. “If you want me to fuck you, you can ask nicely. Like a polite little girl does, right?” 
   
 I didn’t voice the ‘fuck you’, but I felt it was implied in my silence.  
   
 Either way, Damien didn’t stop, nor did the pleasure I felt. I was dancing on the knife’s edge of it. Always almost on orgasm, never quite there. I was losing my mind; letting out little peeps of pleas for more, hands balling into fists, a thin sheen of sweat now covering my skin. My cock leaking cum, but now less frequently.  
   
 I was being milked, not fucked.  
   
 “You can ask me any time.” He whispered.  
   
 His cock was pressing against my ass, ready to enter and fuck me. All I could think about was back at the department store, when he fucked me until I screamed for it, until I came and I was stuffed full of his cum. When I was still getting hard from it then. 
   
 I’m still getting hard from it now.  
   
 “Please.” It came like a tiny whimper, like I was a cornered mouse, “Please.” 
   
 “’Please’ what?” 
   
 “Please fuck me.”  
   
 “Good girl. Spread your legs and ass for me.”  
   
 I did what I was told; stood with my legs spread shoulder width and reached down, took each of my asscheeks in either hand and spread myself open for him. Did he have to do this on a public road? Did it matter, now that I was doing it, now that I was making it so blatantly clear that I wanted to get off on his cock?  
   
 “Beautiful.” He said, and his cock pressed into me. I felt every inch breach me, could only gasp and shudder as Damien began to bottom out. He was so much bigger and more than I was, than I ever could be. I wasn’t sure what felt better, the entry stretch or when he bottomed out.  
   
 The thought occurred to me that that might be why I was here. Because Damien was bigger and stronger than me, had the balls and authority to do what I couldn’t. He was an ‘alpha’ of sorts and I was just some sissy bitch he used to empty his balls.  
   
 Did I have that coming, running around town in woman’s clothing, gathering and hiding it away like some weird obsessive outcast? Now, here I was, nude from the waist down bent over the hood of another man’s car, in public. What use was the blackmail when I didn’t want to move? 
   
 Damien slides almost all the way out before he powers back into me again. My hands clench and unclench on the car; I try to position myself to look back at him. One hand lifting me ever so slightly off the car hood so I can look back at him. He notices me immediately and powers into me again; I bite back the moan and try to keep my eyes off of him. The last thing I want is a Damien with something to prove.  
   
 He pulls me back by my neck and chin, grabbing them and forcing me to look at him again.  
   
 “No, watch me. Watch me tear your ass in two.” He growls, then his grasping hands are back on my waist.  
   
 The sound of that draws a deep, needy gasp from the bottom of my lungs. I think of the department store and think of how much I want that again. That burning desire and need.  
   
 Damien fucks him in a steady rhythm that drives every other thought out of my brain. I feel like I’m floating almost, and with what little working brain I have left I can hear myself moaning in some high pitched, feminine tone that I don’t remember putting on? Like it fit like a glove. Like Damien toyed and played with me enough to know how to make me make noise for him.  
   
 He fucks me against the car until the air feels harsh on my skin and everything is too raw to process. The breath leaves my body all at once. I cum, shooting long spurts against the hood of the car, shaking as I do so. Damien holds me the whole way through, hips still moving in that maddening circular motion. Fucking hell.  
   
 It’s only after the oversensitivity kicks in that Damien pauses and pulls himself out of me. I don’t think I’ve ever felt as on edge as I feel now. I can feel tingling on the edge of my tongue, coursing through my limbs. Like I’ve been shocked.  
   
 Damien’s hands rub circles against my flank. I twitch away from that at first — even the skin there is sensitive. Then it calms down until the touch is almost relaxing in a drowsy sort of way. I float back down to Earth and exhale an easy breath against the car hood. 
   
 I was expecting something more mortifying, embarrassing even. But even accounting for the knife’s edge sensitivity this was downright pleasant, in a way. Something we both wanted.  
   
 Damien’s hand moves from my thigh to my ass, gives it a stinging slap.  
   
 “Not done. Turn around.”  
   
 I obey, partially because I don’t have the energy to resist and because I want Damien to get off since it’s only fair. It doesn’t take long for him to make me regret that. He snatches my thighs and pushes my whole body upward until I’m resting on the hood of the car, my back solidly against it. Then he raises my legs until I’m L-shaped and spreads them wide.  
   
 Being moved into this shape is uncomfortable to say the least; I can feel the stretch in the back of my legs. I reach down, as if I can hide myself from his gaze, he slaps my hands away and moves us both back into position. He slides back in easily, continues right where he left off. My small, tiny little cock is unhardened on my stomach, but I still feel him moving inside of me.  
   
 I can even watch his face, the longer than normal blinks, the tiny twitches in his Adam’s apple as he takes every hint of pleasure I have to offer him, whether I’m offering it or not. 
   
 Fucking was always a sordid affair with my previous lovers. Before Damien all my lovers were women. Sex was a robotic event where made sure she came at least once, stopped right after I came, rolled to the side and woke up the next morning for some awkward breakfast. Where as most affairs stopped right after with nothing else to go on or stopped awkwardly with nothing to draw from, Damien offered me the solstice of a vague, off kilter sense of peace afterward…as long as he got what he wanted.  
   
 Damien keeps going, his thrusts turning into short, quick ones that are punctuated with sharp intakes of breath. I breath like my body is on the verge of fucking breaking, even breath feels strained almost. Who fucks like this?  
   
 Damien’s hands grip my thighs harder, until I choke out that it hurts. His thrusts become erratic. I feel the first twitches of his cock inside me before the first flash of hot cum explodes into me. He fucks through it, growling my name with a faint whisper of ‘fucking take it.’ And I do. It’s all I can do, when the feeling of him filling me up is making my cock hard again.  
   
 Damien pulls himself free and I can feel the cum begin to ooze out of me. I don’t even want to look at what my ass must look like right now. Red and sore, stuffed full. My own dick is now erect and Damien must see it.  
   
 There’s no way he can’t.  
   
 But he doesn’t act on it. Instead he releases me and focuses on getting ready again. Straightening his outfit, fixing his hair as best he can without a mirror. I climb off the car hood, unsure of how to properly move. My ass still feels the stretch of his cock and my own is unsatisfied; a needy thought to finger myself hits me. Do I risk drawing Damien’s ire again? 
   
 God. When did thoughts like that start happening? How did I even end up here?  
   
 Damien hands me back my panties. I take them and he shimmies back into his work pants, buckles his belt and zips up.  
   
 He must’ve caught me staring, because he grinned in that same sort of challenging way he did before. “We’re late.”  
   
 I looked at the panties; there was no way these would even hold onto my body, much less be wearable. Damien shrugged, “I’ll get you new ones. Car. Late.”  
   
 I do as he says, for what little he does. I climb into the shotgun seat; my ass stinging with pain as soon as I sit down, but Damien’s already buckling himself in. I grit my teeth and deal.  
   
 All and all, this wasn’t a bad day so far. Hopefully it would be nice, wherever Damien is taking me. I buckle myself in, try to make myself look ‘girly’ - and like I didn’t just finish getting anal - in the mirror. God willing, someone who knows me might think I just look similar and not directly talk to me. 
   
 Damien stares at me. 
   
 “What is it?” 
   
 “Nothing.” He smiles again, with more ‘purity’ in it than the last time. He looks away and takes his phone from the dashboard. Hopefully he just thinks I look cute. That’s how I decide to take it.  
   
 The car is back in motion. Damien turns the radio on and keeps the music very, very quiet.  
   
 “We’re heading to my job.” He says, “We’ll mainly be spending the day in my office, you’ll meet the boys, I’ll take you out to lunch, etcetera.” 
   
 Sounds simple and casual enough. Like a date. I cross my hands one over the other in my lap. “Sounds nice.” 
   
 “I’m glad you think so.” He smiled, I could see the flicker of his eyes to me in the overhead mirror. For some reason it seemed like things were looking up for today.  
   
   
   
   
   
   



      More Sissy Stories by J.J. Cummings

   



      The Go-To-Office Girl: Orientation Part 1 

      (Sissy at Work 1) 

   
 Jason's in a bit of a bind - he's out of cash and he hasn't got a job anymore. Randomly searching on the internet he finally finds something that can help him out. A job at a faceless corporation in a 'B.C.A.' position! Pretty soon though, he'll find out that maybe he should've done a bit more research. 

It's J.J. Cummings' latest Sissy book series, with all the naughty action you can imagine!  
   



      Jake's First Change: Trained By Billionaires (Sissy Sellout 1) 

   
   
 J.J. Cummings makes first foray into sissy romance and gender change in this 8k short made for your pleasure!

Jake Tanbon is a guy with no career prospects, no money and no hope of advancement in his life; he dreams of having crazy wealth, shining cars, beautiful women, the works, but the best thing he has going for him is that Amille Zangbier, the richest guy in town, is more than willing to share his secrets of how he rakes in so much cash! 

In this first book, Jake Tanbon will sell himself out to become Amille's newest employee; a transformed sissy that serves billionaires! Will he decide that his masculinity is worth more than millions, or will he discover that even he has a price?  
   



      Sissy Enslaved, Feminized, Dominated 




      Book 1: Taken By Surprise

   
 Jason's dirty little secret has been found out! What's he going to do when his secret double life as a cross-dresser is found out by a strong alpha who can't deny himself anything? Is he going to find a way to get out of this situation or will he become a feminized sissy slave?  
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