
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    Sissy Stripper 
 
    J.J. Cummings 
 
      
 
    Holiday Springs. 
 
      
 
    This town’s a shit hole not worthy of even being a dot on the map. A dirt town that never evolved past fantasy wild west where wanderers, criminals, and truckers come to empty their balls without the worry of having to ever get caught or tell their wives. The only things around here are sand, empty graves and a hell of a lot of whores.  
 
      
 
    One of which, I happen to be.  
 
      
 
    It’s about that time, so I sling an empty backpack over my shoulder for the death metal t-shirt and ripped up jeans I’m currently wearing and head out. I live alone, and my nearest neighbor is pushing eighty, so there’s no reason to hide or take the back streets when I step up to the place.  
 
      
 
    Hell, I still haven’t gotten the pink glitter nail polish off from last time.  
 
      
 
    ‘The Sugar Shack’. The old, hardly lit pink and blue neon sign of a partially nude woman promises fun for all despite having seen better days and a blatant lie given our clientele, though that’s more my personal experience talking than anything else.  
 
      
 
    People come here to fuck guys dressed up to look all feminine.  
 
      
 
    Walking into the place, it's not quite full yet. I linger beside the entrance to the back, peeking and doing my best to not attract too much attention. I wasn’t in costume yet and if one of these guys actually cares—a rarity, but it happens—they might think I’m trying to sneak a peek. In reality, I’m an employee here.  
 
      
 
    I walk in. Night’s coming, and out come the main clientele; waves upon waves of truckers crashing onto our shores with enough baseball caps and beer-stained shirts to make your average fuck boy blush. Not a bad haul; for some reason a lot of people think truckers don't get paid good money. Truth is they can make six figures and most make five as long as they put in work year round.  
 
      
 
    In short, the clientele is ripe for the pickin'. No reason to come home with less than five hundred, even without selling out my ass.  
 
      
 
    I make a beeline for the back. There’s an unspoken rule about not breaking the vague illusion that the grown men working here are actually doing anything other than being whores. I guess its hard to empty your balls if you know the person’s just using you to pay rent? But why even come here otherwise? Hell, I wouldn’t be here if I wasn’t born here.  
 
      
 
    “Sweetie bear!”  
 
      
 
    A woman who looks like she’s been sewn together with threads of cotton candy, with a smile of sunshine, giggles and jumps up and down as I enter. Not a lot of guys working tonight and the few that are are already working the side-poles outside or are back here, working on their makeup.  
 
      
 
    “Stella.” I smile at her.  
 
      
 
    We share a hug, she squeezes me tight and for the half second I have it, I appreciate it. It’s vague, unpaid-for affection. Rare find, in this town. 
 
      
 
    It ends as soon as it starts and I take a seat in the white chair in front of the ancient makeup table and mirror, right alongside a couple sparse others. We don’t share words most of the time. Makes sense; the few guys that work here, work here to get out of here. Same with me. A couple thousand more, about a couple good weeks work and I’ll be in the wind. 
 
      
 
    But I said that last month as well.  
 
      
 
    Stella stands behind me, smooths her hands down my shoulders. 
 
      
 
    “What’re we feelin’ tonight? Rockabye? Diva?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s a trucker night. Gimmie the typical south hog-wash hooker affair.” 
 
      
 
    “Copy that.”  
 
      
 
    Stella gets to work on my face with a surplus of blushes and powders. The other guys are either putting their final touches on themselves or getting them off. A guy way down the line is pulling on a plaid stereotypical Japanese-style miniskirt. The one right next to me has his hair curly and short, with a pink polka dot dress, like he’s been pulled straight from a parody of old, middle class, Stepford wife cul-de-sac style America.  
 
      
 
    From what I can tell in the little snapshots of the Internet I can get out here, we’d be considered a weird bunch. But this is just what you do to make money out here. Either that or try finding a town in a distance nearby that’ll hopefully hire you as a trucker without certifications, which is just a quick way of ending up arrested and right back where you started.  
 
      
 
    “A little more…” 
 
      
 
    Stella finishes my makeup, going heavy on the glitter on my eyelashes and a touch dramatic on the blush on my cheeks. She retreats, her smile glowing in the light of the boudoir; one of the few people genuinely happy to be here. I chuckle.  
 
      
 
    “And~there we go. Knock ‘em dead, darling.”  
 
      
 
    With how much she’s dumped on my face, there’s no chance that anyone will confuse me for being anything less than a whore.  
 
      
 
    All that’s left is the outfit.  
 
      
 
    I get rid of my clothes, right down to the underwear. Spray a bit of body glitter on myself and then get in the outfit hanging on the line beside me. A plaid shirt tied up in that childish way so that it looks like a half-top and some booty shorts that look like they’ve been torn straight from the rest of the jeans, with a hidden zipper in the back for… 
 
      
 
    ‘Easy access’.  
 
      
 
    "Here I go."  
 
      
 
    "Best of luck sweetie." She waves.  
 
      
 
    I push the door open and walk onto the floor.  
 
      
 
    The main show pole’s empty. It’s not supposed to be a lively night after all, but luckily for our unsuspecting patrons, I need money.  
 
      
 
    I step up onto the badly lit stage and grab the pole and round it. Less a beginning of a dance and more a declaration of me being here. There’s no announcement or starting song, not one I’m interested in keying into or sticking with anyway.  
 
      
 
    I can see a couple guys start paying attention. At this point, the only other dancer out is posing for a couple fives and tens — I know them, they work part-time at the tool store down the block. I half smile, he’s probably exhausted.  
 
      
 
    I offer a little wave to the crowd, turn around and bend over. Draw my sparkly pink nails down the slope of my ass, right where the thigh and the cheek connect, right where the booty jean shorts come to a threaded end. Then I shake a little and give it a smack.  
 
      
 
    The guys in the crowd are starting to love and to a certain extent, I am too. It’s a slow start, but the longer I’m up here the easier and easier it becomes to sort of ‘sink in’ and let the work take over.  
 
      
 
    I’d be lying if I wasn’t dreaming of some thick-cocked man to come in here one day, buy my ass and run me through, take me with him far, far away from this place. That’s not happening any time soon, but the fantasy is nice. Makes the work a little easier.  
 
      
 
    I do the usual startup routine, spin around the pole and get in a Marilyn rose or two. That gets people’s attention, takes a few more move before I can get into it, smooth myself from being someone here to earn money to someone here to fuck, to get people to give them money. 
 
      
 
    Then, I slip down the pole and unzip the back of my pants and repeat the motion I did earlier. Most strip clubs have rules against this sort of thing, about not licking the pole or doing anything too sexual.  
 
      
 
    Most strip clubs also have women in them. Or at least men. Not one dressed as the other.  
 
      
 
    I start moving again. I can feel the heated air of the club against my ass. That’s when they start really tossing that cash. Twenties, ah so many twenties. They love to see the ass and I admit, I love giving it to them. When I start throwing myself around the pole again, the money keeps coming, and then by the time I’m done and start collecting — intentionally keeping my ass jeans unzipped for more, I can hardly hold it all. 
 
      
 
    Eight hundred seventy-two in all. I stuff my jean pockets. Not a bad haul in the slightest. But that’s not going to be the main money maker for tonight. I can just tell. 
 
      
 
    I take a quick look around as I step down and toward the back. Plenty of guys still lingering, hoping to get a second look. Not for free dears.  
 
      
 
    I take five in the back, zipping my pants back up before slinking into a seat. Stella refreshes my makeup, “You looked great.” 
 
      
 
    “You figure?”  
 
      
 
    “Definitely. The table’s already prepped and everything, you going?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, why not?”  
 
      
 
    “Okie.” She puts a kiss to my cheek. “The room in the back is free if you wanna be safe.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s the plan,” I say and get up, giving her one last hug.  
 
      
 
    The ‘table’ is the only white table in the place. Dancers go and sit there, chat a little with the customers and…offer some extra services. Not an uncommon set up in towns like ours. Most people would call foul but, we get extra cash, guys get to have some more 'fun', and the local police get the occasional free head and ass to look the other way. A little nice arrangement for all involved.  
 
      
 
    I take a seat and wait, tapping my fingers against the table surface. Another person — the one in the Japanese schoolgirl outfit, comes out to dance on the main pole. I watch him, smiling. It won’t be long at all. 
 
      
 
    "Well now, aren't you fine?"  
 
      
 
    The voice has got more than a little traditional southern twang to it.  
 
      
 
    I cock my head to the side, expecting your typical trucker affair, beer belly and all. He's not what I expected; the baseball cap and the beer strained gray tee is there, but he's built pretty lean and got a killer grin. A touch of gray in the spot between the baseball cap and his ear but, all in all? Suspiciously good looking.  
 
      
 
    "Thank you," I say, sweeping my brown hair from beside my ear. 
 
      
 
    He welcomes himself to the table. 
 
      
 
    "So, you that pretty dancer with the torn open jeans?" 
 
      
 
    "That would be me."  
 
      
 
    "Mmm,” He swipes a tongue over his lips. The squirm it gets from me only embarrasses me further. "Cute, but you see, me and my friend over there--" He points to a guy lingering near the dance bar. Can't make out any details, but he's definitely trying his best to not stand out.  "We were making a bet." 
 
      
 
    "Oh yeah?" I smile, "What sort of bet would that be?" 
 
      
 
    "See, he thinks that no one has an ass that perky and would be that bold. He thinks it's a costume piece you show off to get more cash. I say its real." 
 
      
 
    "Your friend’s got quite the imagination."  
 
      
 
    "Well, I'm willing to believe anything." 
 
      
 
    "A questionable trait."  
 
      
 
    "So I guess it falls to you then." He chuckles. "How are we going to prove that that perky ass we saw was for real?" 
 
      
 
    "I don't know, I mean I can't reveal trade secrets if I'm telling the truth." I stick my tongue out at him. 
 
      
 
    "Fair. How about this then; you prove your ass is real to the both of us and we'll give you the money." 
 
      
 
    "How much we talkin' here?" 
 
      
 
    "Two thousand combined." 
 
      
 
    Not fucking bad at all. I push my chair back, make sure the secret zipper is undone enough for him to slip his fingers into and walk over to his side of the table. He looks me up and down, never felt more like a piece of meat in my life -- not entirely bad though. His cock sure as hell loves the sight of me too.  
 
      
 
    “In that case, how about you let me sit in your lap first and you can feel for yourself?" 
 
      
 
    He pushes his chair back and lets my clamber onto his lap. At first it’s awkward, he has to finesse his hand underneath me despite the clear lack of space in order to get his hand inside, so instead, I turn to the side, let his hand get easy access. He doesn’t waste time. The most I get is spit before his finger tucks itself between my asscheeks and prods my hole.  
 
      
 
    I smooth my hand down the middle of his chest. Not in bad shape at all. In fact, he’s on the solid side. Looking closer in the dim light, I think he’s got a farmer’s tan. Would explain the build and the south in the voice.  
 
      
 
    His finger swirls, teasing my muscle to tighten around him. Then he thrusts in. Deep and slow. I blink, hand gripping his shoulder. Half-squirming in his lap. Anyone who looks over, if they cared, would be able to see my ass hanging out of these fake-whore jeans, hole getting prepped for a fuck. My cock is aching against the front of the jeans. They’ll have to be washed, but what would the point be? Just like what we’re doing, everything in this place is so filthy nothing amount of bleach or prayer will wash it away. 
 
      
 
    “You like that?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah.” I breathe, blinking a little. His hand retreats and I feel just a little empty. Though, given what I can feel hardening underneath me, that’s not going to last long.  
 
      
 
    “Uh—” 
 
      
 
    I turn around, a bit shocked. The man from near the dance floor is now standing there, clearly staring at my ass. His friend pulling his finger out must've snapped him out of it. Either way, he can stare all he wants. I’ve got bigger things on my mind… 
 
      
 
    “Convinced?”  
 
      
 
    “We might have to do a bit more testing someplace quiet.” 
 
      
 
    “So we’ll be getting better acquainted then.” 
 
      
 
    “What do I call you? 
 
      
 
     My name is Adam. He clearly wants a woman. “Annie.” 
 
      
 
    “Ken, that’s Dave.” 
 
      
 
    Dave’s new to this, clearly. And he's the trucker type I was expecting; stocky, with a heavy set beard and plaid shirt to match.  
 
      
 
    “Hi, Dave.” I give him a wave with a wiggle of my painted fingers. He doesn’t respond. That’s not the reaction I want, I want that money. 
 
      
 
    “I heard you thought my butt was fake. Having a nice, tight, thick ass is in right now, so that’s a real mean thing to say about a girl, ya’ know?”  
 
      
 
    Now he’s visibly uncomfortable, shifts a bit. Better.  
 
      
 
    “Dave didn’t mean it; he’s not the best with chatting.” He whispers, with a little chuckle. I’ve got a feeling these two are more a student mentor thing than friends. And that Dave’s on the slow side. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll—go sit down?” 
 
      
 
    “No need.” I smile and get up. “We can head to a nice room in the back. It’s got a nice place where we can get comfortable, a little loud.” I say with a raise of my eyebrows. Dave steps back as I approach, but when it's clear he can’t smoothly get away, he allows me into his personal space. 
 
      
 
    Poor baby is nervous. 
 
      
 
    “It’s okay Dave, don’t you wanna touch me?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah—” It comes out with the most confidence he’s shown since I’ve seen him. Then he reels himself back in, “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    I try my best to not let a genuine laugh out. He’s adorable. 
 
      
 
    “Alrighty, let’s head to the back and be friends, hm?” I grab his hand and lead him. Ken follows. 
 
      
 
    It’s a short walk to the back; the back being a near bare room with a sofa on one side and a bed on the other, separated by a fake glass table and a strippers pole. It’s meant specifically for ‘private’ shows, stripping only. But there’s no way in hell anything back here has seen less than gallons of semen. Luckily for all involved, it’s been recently cleaned and there’s no used condoms or broken syringes anywhere. Hell, the smell of air fresher still hangs around. I shudder to think of what this place looks like on a busy night.  
 
      
 
    “Alright boys, you were wondering about my ass?”  
 
      
 
    Dave unlocks his arm from mine the minute I let him free. Ken shuts the door behind us, smiling all the while. I step back, approach the pole and Dave relocates to the sofa, curiosity lingering in his eyes. It’s almost cute, how he doesn’t have the slightest clue what’s going on. Give it a few years and he’ll be dropping hundreds on girls in every other town every year like the rest of them but for now, his lack of experience is charming and makes my job —for the most part— much easier.  
 
      
 
    Ken hangs by the arm. He’s immensely calm and reasonable about this, making sure Dave has a nice time no doubt. That’s even cuter.  
 
      
 
    My ass is still hanging out, I smile at the boys and turn the strippers pole. I lean forward slowly, let them watch my legs stretch, my ass stick out more and more as I glide my hands down the pole. Bending over, letting them see everything.  
 
      
 
    “Whew, not bad,” Ken says. 
 
      
 
    Dave’s gasp is charming in how breathless he sounds. Ken’s endlessly amused and I am too a little bit. I’m thin enough to slide around a pole, but there’s some fat there and I let it bounce for his amusement. I hear Dave rise from the chair, turn to look at him and watch him come down to his knees behind me.  
 
      
 
    “You like that?” 
 
      
 
    “Y-yes,” He says. His hands come up to grab either side of my waist. I’m half expecting him to tear through the jeans — which would be a damn shame, all things considered. Instead, the thick muscle of his tongue sweeps between my cheeks and against my entrance. The noise I make is unbecoming of me.  
 
      
 
    Ken’s abandoned the pretense of southern hospitality. He’s dropped his pants to his knees and is leaning against the wall in front of us, cock in hand. The head is a vicious angry red, and there’s no way at the slow, agonizing speed he’s touching himself that he’s getting off to that alone.  
 
      
 
    Fine by me, I know what I’m being paid for.  
 
      
 
    Dave retreats. His blunt fingers prod my hole again; two fingers pull the entrance apart. I feel a rush of air and then another swirl of tongue around it.  
 
      
 
    “Come on, please—” I can’t help the little breathless sounds that leave me. There’s something so fucking ground about having someone use their wet, slick tongue to prep your ass. It’s a feeling I can’t explain. Fingers can’t compare. My thighs are trembling at every slight twitch of that skilled tongue. Definitely not even his first time.  Makes me wonder why he’s so shaking and nervous on the dance floor. Given how he’s eating me, the poor thing must be so pent up.  
 
      
 
    “Fuckin’ hell, Dave hurry it up.”  
 
      
 
    Dave’s tongue abandons me and I slide down. My knees feel like jelly. Cock is straining against the shorts. I’m beyond ready.  
 
      
 
    Ken practically pushes Dave out of the way, drops to his knees. His body frames mine and almost entirely covers me. His cock presses insistently against my ass. He lines up his head to my entrance and pushes forward, hisses as he breaches and enters me. I let out a long breathy note. Not my first time taking cock, but its always an experience.  
 
      
 
    By now I’ve completely sunken to the floor, fingers splaying against the floor as Ken pushes his cock into the hilt inside of me. Against the wall Dave is stroking his cock and I know, I know that I’m not leaving without two loads inside me. Minimum. My cock aches at the thought, I can’t stop the broken noise that comes out when I feel Ken bottoming out inside me.  
 
      
 
    Back when I was younger, when I didn’t really know any better, I didn’t think or consider myself gay. A few nights I did, in a tiny fit of curiosity go prodding back there. Find myself breathless and panting just like now. Only to be either interrupted, almost found out by my overly puritanical and controlling parents or too sensitive to continue.  
 
      
 
    Now an adult, this sort of lifestyle made me push whatever reservations I had about my body aside; and I certainly didn’t pause out of sensitivity anymore.  I couldn’t pull my hips back and nervously retreat, and no one was coming in to stop him. My head pressed against the cold floor; I was completely his.  
 
      
 
    Ken doesn’t have those reservations either. His cock shifts in and out of me and his enjoyment of my body can be read in his deep, growling grunts as he makes use of me. My body feels like a shivering, shaking mess as he thrusts in and out of me against the floor. My parents would be mortified. My piggy bank will be full. My ass is, undoubtedly, going to be sore.  
 
      
 
    “Please—” My knees are trembling. If I had the strength to withstand him before he began fucking me, I don’t know, and I don’t want him to stop. I clutch his arm and plead for him, to not stop giving me this amazing feeling of fullness, or of filth. Ken’s hips slapping against mine are a constant, I can’t think straight—  
 
      
 
    Then he’s filling me, holding my waist tight with shallow thrusts that paint my entrance with hot lines. I sigh. My cock is leaking pre-cum and the jeans are definitely beyond ruined by now. There’s no chance of me ever using them again. I’m half a mind to unzip them and finally get off myself. 
 
      
 
    Ken does one final thrust before he pulls free. 
 
      
 
    “There. Whew, all ready for you man.”  
 
      
 
    I can distantly hear Ken slapping Dave’s shoulder.  
 
      
 
    One down one more to go.  
 
      
 
    Dave positions himself behind me and I relax, shoulders slouching a touch. 
 
      
 
    The initial push eeks more cum out of my dripping cock. He’s thicker, I can feel my ass opening for him. Parts and spaces that I didn’t think I would have to worry about being used.  
 
      
 
    “Mother of God.” 
 
      
 
    My heels click on the floor as I kick my feet. It’s too much. Like the sort of dick girls who’ve never fucked think they can take or joke about their favorite movie stars having. Monstrously long, stretching, making one aware of its being inside you at all times, no exceptions. I repeat myself, “Mother of God.” 
 
      
 
    I thought Ken was trying to inspire Dave with some confidence. No, his cum was lube.  
 
      
 
    It’s such a mercy when Dave’s cock finally, at long last, seems to come to an end against my ass.  
 
      
 
    “Uuugh—” Dave makes a disgusting sound from the back of his throat, his hands grip my limp hips. The few remaining threads of my sanity and endurance clench tight as my ass does around his cock, then he moves and I go limp once again.  
 
      
 
    My mouth drops open and I can only manage low, droning noises while he pounds away. Wet, filthy sounds fill the room. I can feel my own spit dripping from the corner of my mouth; this is what its like to be used to one’s fullest potential, to be completely full.  
 
      
 
    “I love coming—to broken down towns like this—and wrecking little holes like yours.”  
 
      
 
    “Whew, Dave mercy on him. Please.”  
 
      
 
    I try to manage a response. My voice breaks in my chest and I can only whine. My legs tremble and pull up, which only makes Dave smack them back to the floor with his own. A hitched note leaves his throat and I’m being filled up again, more cum for me. More stuffed inside.  
 
      
 
    My hole is literally dripping. 
 
      
 
    “Yes.” I pant, eyelashes fluttering. 
 
      
 
    I might have lost my mind, but my stomach is tightening around his cock. Never before in the past have I cum from anal only, but I can feel my control unraveling and Dave isn’t stopping. The wet squish of cum slipping out of me as his cock goes from tip to hilt and back again is hypnotic. I find myself face down ass up again, this time with Dave’s hands on my hips. How long it goes is beyond me, I can’t track the time. All I know is I feel so blissfully full—if I had the presence of mind, I’d thank him. Thank you for coming to this backwater town to use my sissy hole. Thank you for wrecking me with your cock.  
 
      
 
    Dave growls, deep and low — but there’s a hitch. Don’t stop. I can’t manage to say it. I can’t manage anything at all but wild moans as my ass tightens against my will and every part of me draws taut and I finally tumble over the edge, staining the front of the jeans more with my sticky, hot cum. 
 
      
 
    Dave follows after. My stomach is full of him, I can almost taste him on my tongue.  
 
      
 
    When he pulls free there’s a sound of sloppy exit, I can feel the cum trailing down my legs and dripping onto the floor. I lay there as Dave climbs off and leaves me there.  
 
      
 
    Ken’s shadow looms over me and against all sense of professional control, I’m hoping he wants a round two. Instead, he chuckles. “You look like a used up slut.”  
 
      
 
    Was that not what I was? It’s what I wanted to be. I manage to roll over onto my stomach.  
 
      
 
    Ken smiles. “Well, here you go darling. Much obliged.” He showers my used body with money. I collect and count it, two thousand dollars total, in a mixture of hundreds and twenties. A little celebratory glee rises with my post orgasmic bliss. One more night like this and I’ll be able to get out of this hellhole town… 
 
      
 
    Then again, one more night like this, and I might not want to… 
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