
        
            
                
            
        

     I’ve never been particularly muscular or strong. Couldn’t pick me out of a bunch of people.  That’s my thought when Scott Mitchell shoves me out of the way. My back hits the bright green row of lockers and my books scatter on the floor.  
   
 “Ow—” I say, more wanting someone to respond than anything.  
   
 Scott responds with a resounding, “Fuckin’ watch it.” Not even looking back as he passes.  
   
 I gather my books and fade back into the crowd of people in their late teens and early twenties.  Not difficult to do; I’m invisible. 
   
 With black hair short enough to be masculine, long enough to be feminine. Completely unassuming at best and the usual class nerd at worst. No one fucked with me. Everyone just passed me by and didn’t even recognize me. I could say hi and introduce myself to someone on one day and they wouldn’t recognize me from Adam on the next.  
   
 But what they don’t know, is that I take advantage of that. No one can recognize me means no one can get revenge when I fuck them over. For the past three years, I’ve been doing a routine on the random wannabe Alpha males in the school. 
   
 Every guy who pushes or shoves another underclass nerd like myself, or me, every bully, every thug, gets the same treatment. A mysteriously cute girl invites them to an abandoned room of the school for a quickie, and just when they think they’ve hit the jackpot, they end up getting a face full of dick.  
   
 I pull on my plaid pleated blue skirt and tiny white tee. Then the knee-high navy blue socks and black shoes. The stereotypical school girl outfit. They can’t fuckin’ help themselves.  
   
 My little trick’s made a lot of bullies fucking quit it for a day or two - they get off balance, don’t know what to do or what to think. Blame all that alpha male posturing or homophobia, but they never tell anyone. Sure, rumors spread, but rumors also fade. No one’s investigated me yet and, even better, I’m bulling the bullies.  
   
 Enter Scott Mitchell. Voted most likely in high school to be a career criminal. He and his posse basically do nothing but drugs, fuck and fight.  
   
 After school I make a beeline for their usual haunt, my backpack slung over my shoulder - sans my clothing, which I am now wearing.  
   
 He’s there, black jacket, ‘fuck you’ shirt, ripped up jeans and all. Couldn’t look more like a fuckin’ tryhard. Three blocks away, I all but skip to the opposite side of the street and watch them for a bit as I approach. 
   
 I come to a stop opposite them, in front of a hipster cafe. Scott’s leaning against a closed storefront, chatting shit with one of the guys. He’s saying something about beating him smart again before he stops mid-sentence and sees me. I wiggle my fingers and begin approaching him, walking across the street.  
   
 “Hey cutie,” I said to him, sliding right up and wrapping my arm around his shoulder. He took one look at me and I could practically see the plans to fuck me in his eyes. What a goddamn rube. 
   
 “Now, where the hell did you come from?” Judging from how wide his smile was, I could give him the most ridiculous, bullshit, over the top answer and he wouldn’t care. 
   
 I could hear one of his pals slap another on the shoulder and whisper, “Oh shit, dude — is she, is she serious?” 
   
 Ha. What a bunch of fucking dumbasses.  
   
 “Nowhere in particular.” I shrugged, hugged his arm a little tighter. “Just saw you and your friends walkin’ around and—got a little…curious?” I added an up and down motion in my eyes, just to make him think I had an actual interest in him beyond trickery. 
   
 “Name’s Scott.” 
   
 “Regina.” I lied. 
   
 “Alright, Regina, where we—uh, where we doing this?” 
   
 “You wanna meet me in the school on Saturday, around six? Won’t be bothered. No one has to know.”  
   
 “Whew.” More of his posse said. 
   
 Scott nodded slowly, enough to make me wonder if the rusty gears in his head had finally creaked into motion. What sort of girl would just slide right up and ask for a pre-planned fuck in two days?  
   
 “Sure, I’ll see you there.” He laughed. 
   
 I gave him a little giggle and wink as I sauntered away. Swear I could feel at least a dozen eyes on me as I did so. What a bunch of gullible idiots.  
   
 Made it home, did the school work, stored the outfit away for two days from now when I’d reap the rewards of my deception. 
   
 Kind of wondered what would happen if I went with a video camera, or some sort of recorder. Then I could show everyone that the big bad bully was a fucking gay loser who liked fucking dudes in school girl outfits. His reputation would be ruined — there was, however, always a chance my phone could be tracked. I eyeballed it as I plugged it in for the night. 
   
 Either way, I headed to school the next day with my ear to the ground. Scott and his gang lurked around the backside of the school, littering the ground with cigarette butts and chatting shit. I stuck to the outside of the gate, walking as slow as I could.  
   
 “You think she really gonna show?” 
   
 “Might be Micheal Reed’s sister — what if he jumps you in the hallway.” 
   
 “Micheal jumps me I’ll rip him a new asshole and shove his head in it,” Scott said, breathing out a heavy cloud of off-white smoke.  
   
 “Damn you sure, man?” 
   
 “He’s a fuckin’ dweeb.” Like a predator, his head whirled around and he motioned to me, “Like that guy over there.” 
   
 “Pft, Micheal’s not that scrawny. Looks like he can throw a punch.” 
   
 “Bitch ain’t shit.” Scott laughed.  
   
 I took firm hold of my backpack straps and scrambled out of range of them. I didn’t want them to get more interested in me or catch any ideas that I might have the confidence to take them on. They didn’t chase me or even move toward me, but I ran all the way home and that was my Friday. 
   
 Tomorrow was the day and revenge would be sweet. 
   
 I lingered at the house until my family all went out for burgers. Me not attending social events was a constant, they learned to accept that pretty damn quick. It was five thirty. I shrugged my outfit on and tossed my backpack over my shoulder. Haleheart College was a fifteen-minute walk away. Not many people dotting the streets on my way there and the ones who did, I didn’t recognize. Most students don’t linger around the school right before a two-week recess.  
   
 There’s a lock on the front entrance — but the gate is an easy hop. I tumble over and make a rough landing. Pain blooms over one cheek of my ass, I rub it away as I walk. Scott’s probably already here. I smile to myself the thought of him suddenly finding out I’m a dude and just blanking.  
   
 I get inside through the side entrance make my way to the fourth-floor library. I forgot to make any sort of logistical plans, but the lock on this door is broken - has been for about a year now. Plus the nearest classroom is three doors down, its quiet and available meaning everyone comes here to fuck, masturbate or do their dirty dealings. I usually avoid a place this obvious, but its break time. 
   
 I walk in and Scott’s already there. Chilling against a bookcase by the window in nothing more than a worn out pair of white sneakers, some ripped up jeans and a black wife-beater. The dumbass actually came — how lucky did he think he was to just accept some random girl’s offer for some pre-planned quickie? 
   
 He grins at seeing me, opens his arms to me even.  
   
 I put on all the false pretenses of interest, a coy smile, and wide eyes. “Scott,” 
   
 “Regina.”  
   
 Takes me a moment to remember; I’m shocked he remembered my fake name, I almost didn’t. Would’ve been better to pick something more similar to ‘Thomas’ though, wouldn’t it? Either way, I approach him, pressing my hands against his chest first. A hug would’ve been waaaay too damn formal for a quickie. He realizes that too because the first thing he does with his hands is take full hold of my ass. 
   
 I have to stand on my tip toe and he has to bend down to get his first taste of me. His mouth presses, insistent. Tongue, hot, flashes against my lips. I open them. I can feel his heartbeat speed up against my hands, the rise and fall of his strong chest; and all the muscles half-hidden underneath.  
   
 I’ll give him that much, he could probably arrest a needy woman’s attention. 
   
 His tongue invades my mouth, explores it before he begins to work his tongue against mine. I submit, mouth open enough to moan pleas for more. Scott’s greedy as shit, domineering as all fuck too. It’s fine, he’ll learn. He curls his hand into my shirt. 
   
 “Flat as a dude.” He groans. That should’ve been the giveaway, but Scott is exceedingly stupid, tears the shirt clean open and suckles on my chest. I sigh, this is taking a while. His hand is lingering in the divet right by my belly button, where the leg begins and the stomach ends.  
   
 If he were to just push his hands down a little further, start trying to plow me into this desk, he’d discover the truth. I wanted to see the look on his face when he did. I pull away from his mouth to gather breath. Scott must’ve done the same — he gives me five full heartbeats before he’s back on me again, this time his hand pulls at the back of my panties.  
   
 What’s at the front is standing at half mast right now.  
   
 Scott’s mouth separates from mine to attack my neck, right by the pulse. A hard spike of need goes through me. I moan, this time in earnest. Then it happens, his hand presses against the front of my skirt and… 
   
 "What the fuck?!" He hissed, recoiling his hand back as if he'd touched fire. I grinned ear to ear and pushed my body back on the desk, turning on an overlord of that churlish, girlish charm. 
   
 "Oh, I'm sorry, I thought you knew." Then, back to my regular voice, "I'm a man." 
   
 He squinted at me, face red with fury, then it morphed into something that looked like he'd just seen that most revolting thing on planet Earth. "No the fuck you aren't--"  
   
 He lunged at me, I shouted. I expected things to get heated, but when that happens the guys usually rough me up and walk away. Not this one, he snatched me by the front of my torn open white button up and whirled me around and against the table so hard I doubled over.  
   
 "Fuck--!" I shouted. Not like anyone would hear me, I'd be lucky if the janitor even cared. Our school was the sort of shithole where things like this happened all the time--I wasn't expecting it to happen to me.  
   
 He tore my blue pleated skirt right off my body. "Panties too huh? Fuckin' gross." He said before he tore them off me and discarded the ruined cloth to the floor with a tisk.  
   
 A finger breached me. My breath hitched. What the fuck—no, this wasn’t how I planned any of this out. He was supposed to not be interested. 
   
 “Fucking tight for a sissy, ain’t you?” There was a sound of spit before his finger surged in, hard. My hand clenched around the desk edge. “Well, don’t worry, I’mma tear it open for you.” Nothing was ever supposed to go up there. Nothing ever went up there.  
   
 My knees felt weak under me, they bent. Fucking Christ—Scott was goddamn gay. And fuck, I’d forgotten to bring my phone and camera. My head hit the desk. Another finger was added and it earned a groan from me. Holy ever-loving fuck, everything feels bigger inside you.  
   
 His fingers pull out to the nail and then push back in. Over and over again. When I opened my mouth to deny him, all that left me was loud, desperate, broken sound.  
   
 I can’t put words to it or identify it, but there’s a feeling I get that whatever masculinity I felt, or authority I had, its gone now. Never to return.  
   
 Because Scott was going to fuck it out of me. And I was going to let him. 
   
 My voice was caught in my throat. Scott’s fingers finally pulled free. I felt open, there was a space there Scott had made that Scott was supposed to fill. And he didn’t for so long I was beginning to sag against the desk. Then his cock was pressed against my entrance. I clamped a hand down over my mouth and tried to bite it back. The initial push was searing, painful, as my virgin ring of muscle twitched on him. Too big. Way too big. 
   
 Scott didn’t care, Scott kept going and pushed harder, further, until my hole relented and let him in. Inch after rough inch entered me and cleared my head of any thought that I would leave here today walking normal. It felt like Scott’s cock would never bottom out or end all even despite all my concerns and the discomfort of it, that idea still drew a hot line down through my stomach. 
   
 “Fuckin’ tight. Guess you’re not that much of a whore.”  
   
 “Go--fuck yourself,” I said, biting past the pain. Tears were peeking at the corners of my eyes. Scott didn’t seem to care about my comfort or lack of such, and he certainly didn’t care about how I expressed that. In fact, he probably loathed it, as his cock pressed even deeper inside me. 
   
 His dick is becoming a constant. As my body beings to sweat and shake, I can feel his dick inside me with every heartbeat. It’s only when Scott exhales a rough note that I feel the telltale pressing of his hips against my ass. My head drops to the desk in amazement that I’ve even survived. I can feel him every moment, it is all I can think about.  
   
 Then his cock begins to leave me and my hands twist against the wood of the desk. Then forward again. Over and over until he’s outright fucking me. His hands on the sides of my hips holding me in place. I feel every one of them right down to my curling toes and the pain is turning into something else.  
   
 Pleasure. 
   
 My nails rake down the desk and there’s a fluttery feeling in my throat—a fluttery feeling everywhere that’s becoming hotter and hotter, harder to ignore. 
   
 With a rough yank, Scott tugged me back by my hair, pain shot through my head and I yelped. He took advantage, shoved his fingers in my mouth with his other hand. I couldn't even bite back my moans anymore.  
   
 My drool was slipping down his fingers, coating them. I sang praises to his dick as he fucked me open, the repetitive sound of his hips slapping against mine being everything I heard, or wanted to hear.  
   
 It just felt so damn good. 
   
 "Hm? Bet you fuckin' love it."  
   
 I did.  
   
 "Slut."  
   
 I was. 
   
 "Cummin'" 
   
 "I bet." He growled. 
   
 Pain is lacing all through my scalp. More is lingering at my hips. It all seems to disappear as my body begins to shake on him and around him. I feel completely exhausted, used, as my cock finally twitches through a weak, untouched orgasm in three short spurts.  
   
 I exhale, body physically drained and Scott allows me the freedom of collapsing against the desk as he finishes off in my ass, hot lances of cum shooting into me and the most noise he makes being a faint grunt through grit teeth. 
   
 He releases me. Eventually. I cling to the table to hold myself upright. This wasn’t supposed to happen, but I’m not unhappy that it did. Should I be? I’m not sure. My ass is aching like something’s missing from it. Like a cock should be fully seated in my right this moment. Even while I feel cum still dripping from it. 
   
 "Didn’t think that was your real hair; Shocked the shit didn't come flying off." He said, popping a cigarette in his mouth. Strands of my hair in his hand, stuck between his fingers. He rubbed them off on his cargo pants.  
   
 My eyes flicker for a moment. I’m so fucking tired, but Scott notices and pauses. He’s clearly not happy.  "Hey up and at 'em," He swatted my ass hard enough to make a smack echo through the room. "You ain't done yet..." 
   
 I doze off, without even considering what Scott might mean… 



 More Sissy Stories by J.J. Cummings 

Sissy Gets Black


Bully to Sissy: Too Big to Believe


Bully to Sissy: Finally Feminized


Bully to Sissy: Blacked


Used By My Bully


Desert Sissy (First Time Feminization, Rough, Menage)


Feminized and Dominated: Sissy Blacked


Feminized and Dominated: Sissy Toy 1


Feminized and Dominated: Sissy Toy 2


Feminized and Dominated By My Bully


The Go-To-Office Girl: Orientation Part 1 (Sissy at Work 1) 


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


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



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

   
   


cover1.jpeg





