
        
            
                
            
        

    
 
    Sissy Trick: The Alleyway 
 
    J.J. Cummings 
 
      
 
      
 
    It’s a warm summer day in New York, meaning Jimmy’s about to have a bit of fun.  
 
      
 
    Jimmy stands on the edge of the block, holding a sparkly pink phone case and checking himself out in one of the car windows.  
 
      
 
    It’s all perfect and in place. His pink sparkly bag matching the phone case was given to him by a friend with the same ‘tastes’. Too tight yoga pants showing off a thick, trained, feminine ass, hyper-pink gym bra top and matching lipstick all plucked from a thrift store down the block from his apartment. The back-length blond hair that he grew up entirely by accident. 
 
      
 
    Last week when he pulled this stunt it was the funniest shit. One of the guys almost fell. He damn near fell running away. 
 
      
 
    The various guys standing around on the construction site are just bullshitting until the lunch bell rings.   
 
      
 
    Jimmy lingers around the area, pretending to be a window shopper. The dresses and necklaces in the overly gaudy store are the last things on his mind. Time ticks away at a snail's pace until he finds a nicely placed bench to wait the time away. 
 
      
 
    No real security besides the warning tape makes this easy. No sky-level scaffolding makes it a risk. He can always run away, they’re the ones who are going to try and cross it, not him.  
 
      
 
    Hey, all the more fun right? 
 
      
 
    One of the guys has noticed him. He looks completely out of place; freckles and huge glasses. A complete dweeb. The other guys probably spent high school shoving him into lockers.  
 
      
 
    Jimmy giggles and winks at him. His bushy brows hit the ceiling and he looks around and then points at himself, shocked.  
 
      
 
    What a sucker. 
 
      
 
    Jimmy crosses the road and stands on the sidewalk by one of the orange and white caution barrels on by the street side. Now a couple of them are looking at him. A bunch of dirty, unwashed, middle of the road lame asses see one piece of feminine-looking meat and can’t help themselves. He’d laugh if it wasn’t so sad.  
 
      
 
    He whistles, and now he’s got the whole group’s unabashed attention.  
 
      
 
    Some of them have even got wedding rings on. Jesus what a bunch of animals. He smirks, leans smoothly against the barrel, looks this way and that. It’s a heavy metro area but it isn’t rush hour yet. Most of the other people have already crossed to the other side of the road, not enjoying the sound of drills and jackhammers. The coast is relatively clear. 
 
      
 
    He gives a little shimmy. They’re all under the impression he’s a girl. Some of them give him a look like ‘go ahead, give me a show’ and show he does. He turns around and bends over the barrel as if stretching. Yoga pants are a godsend. A low whistle comes from behind him. 
 
      
 
    They’re so easy to please.  
 
      
 
    Jimmy runs a hand over the smooth surface of the black pants, gives one of his cheeks and health squeeze. He hit the gym and got those squats in like hell to do this. It wasn’t like he enjoyed it. He wasn’t like those weirdos who were staring at him now, cocks hard in their jean pants, probably wishing they could rail someone like him instead of their devoted wives.  
 
      
 
    He had dignity.  
 
      
 
    He pulled his hand back and gave his ass a hard slap. On his face, he winced; that hurt like hell but he could feel the jiggle. His adoring audience went from whistles to outright jeers and cheers. Who acts like that in public?  
 
      
 
    Whatever. 
 
      
 
    Jimmy wiggles his ass a little bit. Weeks of practice led up to this moment, he couldn’t really do it all that well before but now he’s a master he’s sure of it. He gets one hand to the front of his pants and undoes the little strap that keeps his ass hidden. He makes sure his cock isn’t seen as he twerks. His ass shakes effortlessly in the air, thick and inviting for fucking. 
 
      
 
    Hours spent watching video tutorials on how to do this ‘properly’. It pays off when they outright moan and whistle and call for him to come over. He’s even getting the attention of people walking by on the other side of the street. Who wouldn’t be curious about all the noise?  
 
      
 
    Time for the punchline.  
 
      
 
    He stops immediately and stands up ramrod straight.  
 
      
 
    Then he whirls around, revealing his hardening cock with a wild smile.  
 
      
 
    Moans turn into groans of disgust and looks of desire turn into anguish and he just points and laughs at him. Many of the guys flash middle fingers and trudge off back to their shit job. Jimmy spends the whole rest of their lunch break laughing at them and giggling as he taps away on his phone, telling his chatting friends about his newest trap. 
 
      
 
    When they all leave, either not angry enough to actually give chase or called back by the lunch ending bell, Jimmy’s off and in the wind again, planning another trap. 
 
      
 
    Christ, that was fun.  
 
      
 
    Typically he’d have a friend around to tape the weirdos, make it seem more interesting and entice them and then take vids on his phone of them getting tricked. But Lee wasn’t answering for whatever reason and he couldn’t be assed to reach out to someone else. Lee was the only one who was consistent. Anyone else would just cancel last minute because for all their laughing about how ‘low key gay’ guys really are, they sure as shit didn’t actually participate. 
 
      
 
    Why did he even bother with them in the first place? 
 
      
 
    Out of the corner of his eye, Jimmy spots a new target.  
 
      
 
    A guy — tall, dark and handsome — leaning against a building wall, occasionally checking his phone, otherwise seemingly wasting time away. Bored, alone, vulnerable.  
 
      
 
    Two in one day though? A rare occasion to get through nowadays. Of course, Lee picked the perfect day to suddenly decide he didn’t want to answer his phone. But when will he have the opportunity to do this again? Jimmy checks himself out in the mirror—still looking good, cute, feminine. His makeup could use a re-up. If he were actually into that then maybe he’d be more particular about it. But, since he’s definitely not a sissy, he keeps it moving. Except to straighten out his hair.  
 
      
 
    This is just to troll the random guys he can find that aren’t paying attention. Guys like this one. 
 
      
 
    Jimmy giggles to himself at his reflection in the mirror and walks on the same side of the sidewalk as him. The guy is a towering hulk, but this is also a really public place. He wouldn’t do shit.  
 
      
 
    The guy notices him. Smirks to himself. Jimmy can already tell he’s playing in his head how he’d try to fuck him. The blonde trap practically skips up to him, smiling and giggling. 
 
      
 
    “Hi.” 
 
      
 
    “Hello.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m Elaine.” 
 
      
 
    The guy looks him up and down then scrounges up a smile for him. “Anthony.” 
 
      
 
    “Nice to meet you.” Jimmy feigns interest, gazes at him from head to toe. Not bad, not bad. Anthony keeps himself in shape, tone. Looks like he might actually fuck, unlike the typically overweight and barely working guys who work the construction zones. 
 
      
 
    “…Likewise.” 
 
      
 
    Jimmy giggles, Anthony copies him — trying to be friendly to a stranger. The trap sees his chance, whirls around and presses his ass against Anthony and moans loud enough for the whole block to hear.  
 
      
 
    “Yes daddy, yes daddy, YES!” Jimmy shouts. He makes sure the crest of his ass rubs against that prominent bulge just to make it extra awkward. Anthony’s thighs tease so hard he can feel it and Jimmy has to choke back laughter. People around them tumble away, their own eyes blown and shocked at the lewd display — people aren’t supposed to act like that in public. It’s indecent!  
 
      
 
    Jimmy gets up and whirls around as quickly as he started. He slips his pink-nailed thumbs into the band of his yoga pants. Anthony’s auburn eyes are wide as dinner plates. Jimmy curls his pants down enough to show off his bulge and laughs. 
 
      
 
    He expects a look of disgusted, mortified horror, or at least raw confusion. A hand curls around his waist and snatches him into the nearby alleyway. Anthony’s storming down the alleyway, past the discarded wet cardboard and leaking garbage bags and away from any of the surrounding crowd, who by now have either written Jimmy’s antics off as flirting, a joke, or just another crazy thing that you see when you live in the city.  
 
      
 
    Jimmy laughs.  
 
      
 
    This guy isn’t really interested. Can’t be. He just managed to call his bluff. Jimmy smirks at him, not to be outdone. “Something the matter, big boy?” His voice drops to something both feminine and sultry.  
 
      
 
    Anthony snorts and dumps him belly first over a nearby black garbage can that’s leaning against a green garbage dump—should help to keep the bitch stable long enough for him to breed him.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, I guess you’re the sort of freak into this sort of shit.” Jimmy holds his sneer. He won’t be outdone by some rando on the streets — Anthony may have called his bluff but any second now he’ll say something like ‘fucking faggot’ and recoil in terror at the idea that someone would go this far.  
 
      
 
    Anthony towers over him, his shadow is twice as big as Jimmy standing upright, never mind when he’s laying down. Strong hands reach down and tear Jimmy’s pink yoga pants apart at the ass. Cold air breezes over his smooth skin and earns a delicious, pleading yelp, a sound that Anthony can’t get enough of.  
 
      
 
    Jimmy’s brain is falling to pieces.  
 
      
 
    Anthony’s hand crashes down on Jimmy’s ass, over and over again until those cheeks turn a bright rosy pink. The sound of the spanking is hard enough to echo off the building walls and Jimmy’s whines go straight to Anthony’s aching cock.  
 
      
 
    Jimmy’s head hits the trash can and he blinks. His head feels damn near dizzy with how hard his cock is getting. Anthony must really think he’s just going to tap out any second now. Jimmy groans, grits his teeth and gets ready for the long haul; he’s not going to lose to this guy.  
 
      
 
    Hell, if it means winning he’ll fuck him so good he’ll fall in love. Just to prove to Anthony that he’s the weird one here for getting off to it. 
 
      
 
    Anthony brings his fingers to Jimmy’s mouth and the sissy boy swipes his tongue over the calloused digits before slurping them inside with a shuddering moan. A hard, thick cock slides against Jimmy’s backside like a threat and Jimmy only takes the fingers deeper and deeper. He isn’t scared of Anthony.  
 
      
 
    A sense of victory blooms in him when Anthony pulls his fingers free with a ‘pop’. Saliva strings he him to, if Jimmy could be honest, some of his finest work. His blonde hair is mussed this way and that. Smudges of dirt are clinging to his face where makeup once was. Sweat is taking over his forehead. 
 
      
 
    Anthony’s wet fingers push into the crevice between his asscheeks and against his virgin hole. Jimmy gasps and tries to move, only succeeds in making the barrel threaten to roll underneath him before the fingers breach his ass and he melts.  
 
      
 
    Jimmy’s pink nails carve scraping lines against the side of the plastic trash can. His cock throbs in the space between his body and the can. Holy fuck, that’s good. Words die in his constricting throat and when he’s on the verge of catching them again Anthony’s fingers curl and brush against that spot.  
 
      
 
    Jimmy’s knees buckle.  
 
      
 
    “Slut.” 
 
      
 
    Jimmy’s sense of competition alights again and he hisses, “That’s right baby. I’m your little slut. Fuck my sissy ass, you fucking freak.” He spits, and spreads his legs twice shoulder length apart — Anthony abuses that desperate little spot in his ass even more. Until Jimmy’s choking back the sort of needy sounds that can’t be mistaken for anything but want.  
 
      
 
    “My little slut.” Anthony growls.  
 
      
 
    Jimmy’s cock stirs and rages against the too-tight yoga pants. A widening pool of pre-cum stains the front and his ass aches when Anthony’s fingers retreat and leave his hole empty.  
 
      
 
    Jimmy chuckles, legs trembling. Anthony must not be able to handle the heat; called out for nothing. When Jimmy looks back though, Anthony’s cock is slick and heavy, pressing at the crest of his ass. Bigger than fingers, much bigger.  
 
      
 
    “You’re a fucking freak,” Jimmy repeats himself between needy sounds and visible breaths. Who the hell would go this far for a joke?  
 
      
 
    Whatever. He’ll take it and then laugh to his friends about this weirdo who couldn’t help but fuck a sissy in a random alleyway.  
 
      
 
    Anthony’s cock pushes against his ass until the muscle starts giving way to let him in. Jimmy’s fist balls against the dumpster metal and he hisses. It fucking hurts. His eyes screw shut and he whimpers.  
 
      
 
    He may not be a virgin but his ass is, he swears it is. 
 
      
 
    Anthony’s cockhead is finally all the way in. Jimmy’s this close to outright calling it off, head regaining some sense of self after the shock and pleasure. When the shaft follows he’s making mindless notes. Wordless noises and sounds that don’t connect or mean anything.  
 
      
 
    How do gay guys do it? Take cock like this? It’s just so much — no matter how long Jimmy feels like he lies there, there’s more dick shoving itself inside and he’s so damn full. Every nerve in his body is on edge.  
 
      
 
    It’s overwhelming.  
 
      
 
    “Fuck.” Anthony hisses and rolls his wide shoulders. Jimmy’s so tight he can hardly breathe—his cock is in heaven right now and he doesn’t want to leave it for anything. “Let’s go.” He says and starts rocking himself out of Jimmy and right back in again.  
 
      
 
    A rolling, sudden sensation hits Jimmy’s lower stomach and his toes curl, skin scraping against the filthy pavement. It's overwhelming and intense, washes over him and pulls his attention away from keeping his mouth closed and staying quiet.  
 
      
 
    A mortifying sound escapes him. It's starting to feel good. 
 
      
 
    If he begs, will Anthony fuck him harder? Will he make him have that mythical, supposedly fantastic anal only orgasm that gay guys do? Jimmy bites his lip and wonders as his cock drips from the prostate pounding. The side of the trash can is stained with pre-cum and his hips are trembling in Anthony’s hands. 
 
      
 
    Anthony’s hands tighten their grip and he changes his angle to something that makes Jimmy see stars. The blonde’s jaw drops and his eyes roll back in his head. Anthony’s balls slap against his ass loud and hard as he reams Jimmy open for all he’s worth. Jimmy starts pleading in earnest, ass tightening and clamping down that thick black cock. 
 
      
 
    “Yes daddy, yes daddy, yes—” Jimmy chants, over and over, tears are prickling at the corners of his eyes. His legs tremble around the can, his foot bumps against the brick side wall of the apartment alleyway.  
 
      
 
    Cock is so fucking amazing. This guy is such a weirdo, who just fucks someone in an alleyway like this? 
 
      
 
    Anthony is fucking him like he’s got something to prove and every time Jimmy can manage out a sound that isn’t a pathetic squawk or squeal, every time he can manage a word, its as if he’s offended and seeks out to fuck him that much harder.  
 
      
 
    Until Jimmy cums against the top of the garbage can, through the yoga pants and goes limp. Until he’s just a painted whore cock sleeve being dragged up and down Anthony’s cock, eyes widening as he approaches over-sensitivity and then surpasses it.  
 
      
 
    By the time Anthony’s cock starts to tremble. Jimmy’s rocking steady against the can. Sticky sweat slicks his sissy costume. The pink bra top is damn near see-through except for the dirt stains. His entire body trembling from over-use, mouth open and simple letting out a low, droning, broken moan as his ass is torn in two by strong black dick.  
 
      
 
    A shadow falls on him and through his horny haze, Jimmy can see a random passerby at the entrance to the alleyway. He’s in a suit and holding a briefcase, and it takes all of two seconds before his cock goes worryingly hard.  
 
      
 
    Jimmy wonders if maybe he’ll come in next, right after Anthony dumps his hot, powerful load. Then he’ll have to please more cocks. The idea of that; an entire line of guys waiting to use his ass. The entire city’s worth of weirdos piling in to fuck him. 
 
      
 
    More big black men, more frustrated construction workers. Victims of his prank ready to get what they really want; a willing little sissy asshole to dump their loads in. 
 
      
 
    The businessman pulls out a black and gold phone, Jimmy recognizes the tell-tale flash of a camera shot, before he quickly scrambles off.  
 
      
 
    “Fucking take it, take it you f-fucking slut.” Anthony’s balls slap against him as they tighten. His hips stutter but those thrusts become more desperate, more unbidden.  
 
      
 
    “Yes. Yes!” 
 
      
 
    The first flashes are hot enough for him to yell. Heated lines of jizz loading into his ass through Anthony’s needy dicking of him. His toes curl and he swears that dick and cum are all he can feel and want.  
 
      
 
    Anthony shoves his cock in until he’s fully seated. The last of his jizz is emptied and buried deep inside Jimmy. 
 
      
 
    “Good.” Anthony breathes slow and long, taking in full lungfuls. Jimmy’s body is a hypersensitive, taut line underneath him, slumped and limp and used. “Good.”  
 
      
 
    A steady hand rolls over Jimmy’s ass then curls underneath to grab his thigh.  
 
      
 
    “Mmm…” 
 
      
 
    Something about this feels too right. He should get up, push this weird guy off of him, and remind him that he’s not a weirdo like him. Then Anthony shifts enough to move his cock inside of Jimmy and that thought melts away like everything else.  
 
      
 
    “Good slut.” Anthony’s hand comes up, smooths down Jimmy’s back twice.  
 
      
 
    Been a while since he had a good whore to warm his cock. Anthony rolls his shoulders and sighs before he pulls out, leaving Jimmy empty and wanting. The trapping boy makes a whiny noise from the back of his throat. 
 
      
 
    Anthony fixes himself up, makes sure his dick is in his pants before he goes and retrieves Jimmy’s sparkly pink bag. He fishes out Jimmy’s phone without asking, realizes he doesn’t know the entry code, and settles for a pen and a piece of discarded, ripped open lip balm package. 
 
      
 
    “If you ever want your ass plowed in, you know where to find me,” Anthony says, scribbling down his details, shoving everything back in and dropping the phone by Jimmy’s still limp body. Typically he wouldn’t bother, sissies around here are a dime a dozen, but what the hell? Why not?  
 
      
 
    Jimmy lies on the trash can for a while.  
 
      
 
    A million different posts online detailed the differences between being a sissy and just ‘trapping’. The main one? Not taking dick.  
 
      
 
    But was he the weirdo here? No, definitely not. Anthony was. Jimmy got his stuff, fixed himself up into something more acceptable, and scrambled out of the alleyway as soon as he was sure no one was looking.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

 More Sissy Stories by J.J. Cummings 
 
     
 
    Bully to Sissy: Too Big to Believe 
 
    Bully to Sissy: Finally Feminized 
 
    Bully to Sissy: Blacked 
 
    Desert Sissy (First Time Feminization, Rough, Menage) 
 
    Feminized and Dominated: Sissy Goes Black 
 
    Feminized and Dominated: Sissy Toy 1 
 
    Feminized and Dominated: Sissy Toy 2 
 
    Feminized and Dominated By My Bully 
 
    Jake's First Change: Trained By Billionaires (Sissy Sellout 1)  
 
    Pounded by Police Futa: A Futa on Male, Rough, Submissive Erotica 
 
    Sissy For My Bully  
 
    Sissy: Taboo Tale (Crossdressing, Taboo) 
 
    Sissy: Taboo Tale 2 (Crossdressing, Taboo) 
 
    Sissy: Taboo Tale 3 (Crossdressing, Menage, Maid) 
 
    Sissy Online: Feminized and Sissified by an Alpha Male  
 
    Sissy Stripper (Feminization, Crossdressing, Menage)  
 
    Sissy Maid Service: (Rough, Crossdressing, Feminization) 
 
    Sissy for Pay: 4 Book Bundle! 
 
    Sissy Gets Black 
 
    Sissy Enslaved, Feminized, Dominated Book 1: Taken By Surprise 
 
    Sissy Enslaved, Feminized, Dominated: Book 2: Learning to Like it 
 
    Sissy Enslaved, Feminized, Dominated: Book 3: Used at Work  
 
    Sissy Son Revealed  
 
    The Go-To-Office Girl: Orientation Part 1 (Sissy at Work 1)  
 
    Used By My Bully 
 
    Used by a Futa Succubus Book 1: The New Boy Toy 
 
    Used by A Futa Succubus Book 2: Sadistic Games 
 
    Used by A Futa Succubus Book 3: Used In Secret 
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