
        
            
                
            
        

    
Sissy Enslaved, Feminized, Dominated

Book 1: Taken by Surprise

From the looks of the sidewalk behind me, I haven’t been followed. Good, I swallow down the rest of my nervousness and proceed to the clothing store. Whatever I’m wearing now is enough, though I might be sweating a tad; the wig should be enough to mask the fact that I’m a girl. Just a normal girl…

But I’m not. My name is Jason and my dick is sitting right between my legs, a constant reminder that I’m not a girl, I’m not someone’s pretty little baby. I’m a grown man, and I’m walking into a clothing shop and buying skirts and t-shirts with sassy words on them and wearing wigs to get away with it lest my co-workers, or anyone who knows me for that matter, finds out.

I take the items from the racks and head into the dressing room. I pull off my clothes, ignore the parts of my body that I’m continuously finding to either be weird or inconsistent with my image of myself; the knobby fingers and not so smooth skin.

I picked out blue and white striped shirt and the blue skirt - with the black stockings to cover up my legs that I was confident would never pass. 

It’s the closest a guy like me would ever get. Too much of a spineless wimp to just full blown jump out and get the transition, but too little of spineless wimp to do things like this.

I took a picture of my pretty slim looking body in the mirror; I was too petite to be sexy to women, wasn’t well endowed enough to impress men. Just a little stick like figure with a butt on the slightly side. But with a dress and my hair done up like this? I could pass as something vaguely attractive.

With one last round of pictures, pocketed the phone, paid and headed towards the door, happy enough.

***

I was settling down for the night; I didn’t have work tomorrow.

Then my phone vibrated; I reached for it. Someone texted me. My tongue stuck to the roof of my mouth; it was a picture of me, undeniably me, walking down the street in my girly outfit, my effeminate clothes, my wig.

I tried to text back, ‘who is this’. Then more came. So many more. More that I didn’t think anyone would ever even have. Pictures of me at the cashier, pictures of me in the dressing rooms themselves, at many different stores. I tried to swallow, but my throat closed up.

How could I excuse this behavior, disenfranchise whoever had this proof of me to begin with? The only thing I could think of was to say it was a girlfriend or a sister and that would never convince anyone, not anyone who could recognize my face under the wig or cheap makeup.

Then, the last picture. This one of the very same bags I had days prior now sitting in my closet like a guilty verdict that I chose to ignore. Someone had been in here, in my apartment. Someone knew what I did in my spare time, about the wigs and the outfits, about everything.

The phone rang without another second wasted. I picked it up without waiting a second. Nothing had changed about my place while I was out, nothing had been out of place. Whoever the photo of my bags was someone who had access to my home.

I wanted to know who.

“Hello?” I spoke as bravely as I could.

“Here’s the plan,” It was a man’s voice. “If you don’t want these pictures to leave my hands you’re going to head to the same store you went to yesterday. You get in the third dressing room, put on the bag of clothes you find there, and wait for me.”

“Wait, hold on, why are you doing this?”

“If you have time to be talking to me, you have time to get to the store.”

“I don’t have any money.”

“I never asked.”

“So I show up, then you’ll give me the pictures?” There was no way it would be that easy; that came through in my voice. A moment’s pause, then he responded.

“I’m a man of my word.”

There was no way a deal like this was that clear cut. “Hold on - what do you want from me?”

The voice on the other end laughed, then with a click I found myself alone in my apartment, terrified down to my fucking bones. Someone knew. I swore I took every precaution and someone knew. I would have to go and face them in real life, and there was still no guarantee that they would give me back the pictures.

Who could I turn to to help me out? No one, obviously. Because I never told anyone I was a cross-dresser to begin with, hence why he was a danger. This person could ruin my life, ruin the entire history and reputation I cultivated that, while not hyper-masculine, was fragile to this sort of thing.

I was alone in this. I shoved my phone in my pocket and tossed on a jacket.

And not just any person either. A stalker. Someone who clearly followed me around enough to learn my habits, enough to pick me out of a crowd without much effort. Enough to follow me around without earning my suspicion. 

Walking there, just fifteen minutes away it was as if everyone had become a suspect. Everyone I passed by on the way there caught my eye, who could it be? Who was following me and trailing me for so long - it must’ve been weeks, if not months, worth of photos. Where had I gotten so sloppy that someone was able to get all that information without my knowing?

The store came into view. No sign of anyone who could be my peeping tom (as it were). I pulled my baseball cap down that much further, shoved my hands in my jacket and walked into the clothing store, doing my best to look out of place and awkward. I never went into places like this when I was dressed ‘normally’, as far as the rest of the world knew, Jason Conners pulled his clothing out of thin air like a fucking wizard. The idea of being caught in this store, called out but someone who not only recognizes me but knows me?

God, I can’t find this guy fast enough.

Luckily, he finds me. A solid hand grasps my shoulder. I whirl around, breathless and the phone screen is shoved in my face; the image of myself disguised as a woman shown clear as day in front of me. I reach up to grab the phone and the man points back towards the dressing rooms.

I shoot him a look with as much vitriol as I can manage. Then, right past him I see a woman turn and glance towards us. Nothing on Earth could’ve put me out faster.

His smile needles at me; I don’t even recognize his face, but how could I publicly fight him?

The interaction in and of itself was causing some heads to turn. Confronting him now means more people are going to look, more people who might potentially recognize me in the future - in woman’s clothing or out of it. Without another glare I head back to the dressing room. It’s a small miracle that no one’s nearby to make this any more awkward then it needs to be.

The room is spacious, enough so that there’s a bench against the furthest wall from the door. That’s where the covered in pictures of flowers and strips of pink couldn’t be any more frilly or stereotypically feminine if it tried.

I cracked the top of the bag open. Curious of what would be inside and sickened at everything that was going on. Dressing like a woman was something I did of my own accord - now someone was forcing me to do it. The spark was there, but it was perverted now. Someone else was taking pleasure in something I privately enjoyed.

Basic examination proved it wasn’t clothing from this store - nothing I was daring enough to buy anyway. Lingerie, bright pink frilly lingerie with flowers and lacy strings and fancy clasps and little pieces. Beneath those, a solid black wig. I shut the bag closed, leaned back against the wall and let myself just breathe for a moment.

What the hell?

I took off my clothes piece by piece, letting them drop to the floor. There was a distinct buzzing in my flesh, as if every part of me knew what was about to happen. I was going to get fucked in a clothing store room; there was no way any one would go to this much trouble to just embarrass a cross dresser.

I put the clothes he brought for me on. Piece by piece. It was like he picked out everything I liked; all the girly, frilly designs I secretly wanted to wear out in public.  When I fit the wig on everything felt right. This was exactly what I would wear, what I would pick for myself.

It brought the bile to my stomach. How long had this person been following me?

The door of the dressing room is swung wide open. There he is, bright blue baseball cap, tight white t-shirt and washed out jeans. The sort of guy I’d find myself smacking shoulders with at the sports bar every other Friday night. He took one look at me and nodded, “Gorgeous.”

Gorgeous. Gorgeous, me? No one ever called me that, ever. With my knobby fingers and weird body. Men just don’t say words like that about other men. Gorgeous.

I wanted to ask what this guy was smoking, but he stepped into my personal space until I was looking straight up at him; he was taller than me, wider then me, until I was craning my neck and completely trapped between him and the dressing room table.

“Hey sweetness.” He pressed his nose against mine. One of his hands swept around my waist. The other pressed against the flat of my stomach, toying with the hem of the shirt he bought for me. “I bet you waited a long time for a guy like me to come around?”

How fucking stuck up could one guy be? I turned my head away. Damien clearly wasn’t deterred. He focused his mouth on my neck; suckling a trail there to my collarbone. His hands cupped and squeezed my ass, his full palms wrapping around both cheeks.

“Damien is this—”

“Excuse you?” He cocked his head to the side, squinting at me. “You’re aware I’ve been very patient with your whole nonsense thus far, aren’t you? Walking in and out of girly stores, dressing like an outright slut. Fat girly ass running around my neck of the woods, and now that I’m finally giving you what you want you start shying away?”

But, I hadn’t…said anything?

Damien whirled me around and made me face the wall. The skirt was torn off my body with a loud ripping sound, he bent me at the waist. Then there was a pause. “Not enough.” He said, and put me up on the table completely, I crawled up and away - wished I could go further, but he stopped me with an arm around my waist. “Perfect.” He said.

His hand slapped against my ass and I went weak in the knees; my legs shook underneath me, my head felt like someone was stuffing me full of cotton. “Slut.” He said, then grabbed my ass with both hands again, this time squeezing harder. My hands turned to fists against the smooth wood; no one’s ever treated me like this. No one’s ever done this to me and I’m just lying down and accepting it because this guy says I have to.

“Damien-” I begin to speak, but I’m cut off with a shudder from an absurd and alien feeling I’ve never had before. Wet slick dripping from a bottle, all over my ass, between my cheeks in places where no one should be. I can tell just by feeling it that its either baby oil or lube and I don’t like imagining which one. A lump in my throat stops me from talking.

“…Spend all your time probably hoping a guy comes along and fucks you. Stuffs this full of dick ‘til you can’t walk.” He slapped my ass again, laughing and muttering to himself like a madman. What had I been thinking coming out here? That I could somehow save my standing in the community by preserving this?

I knew, somewhere inside me I knew it would end up like this. Who wouldn’t after finding the bag full of sexual clothing?  But I didn’t stop him, I didn’t contact anybody. I just came here like I was told, now I had a cock pushing at my lubed up ass. But my own cock is harder than its ever been, peeking hard between my legs. 

I was going to take a dick like a woman.

The first pressure of his head against my entrance made me tense up, which made the first breach infinitely worse. My teeth clenched until he made it past the ring of muscle. Then I released an uneasy breath I didn’t know I was holding.

He grabbed my waist and thrust in without any other preparation. It took all my strength not to scream to the high heavens. He was stretching me out in ways I’d only dreamed of stretching out women before. That was probably why he was getting to do this to me now; I dreamed of doing it, spent times playing around in frilly dresses. He took charge and took control of my body.

His nails pressed tip first into the sides of my waist. I had a girlfriend who did that once during sex. Keyword; had. I choked out that I didn’t like it, Damien growled that he didn’t care and thrust into me again. I felt his hips flush against mine; a man was bottoming out in my ass. I wasn’t gay, why had I let this go as far as it did?

“Fuck.” I swore out, eyes going wide. That one…that one felt good. My head hit the bench.

I wasn’t gay. I’d fucked women before, I wasn’t supposed to feel good from this--

“Please,” I huffed out, before he thrust into me so hard the breath tore from my lungs in a scream I couldn’t even hold back.

There’s no way the entire store didn’t hear that, that anyone who knew me didn’t hear that, but I couldn’t stop myself. My cock bobbed between my legs as he thrust himself into me, each and every time knocking the breath out of my lungs.

Then a strange feeling like someone was burning me started at the tips of my toes, then before I could even warn him I was cumming. My thighs tightening up and body rocking on his cock while I came from being fucked.

“Holy—fuck-” Damien grit out, his own thrusts becoming erratic. I wanted to shove my face into a pillow just to stop how filthy I sounded. What if someone recognized me? Recognized my voice? Damien didn’t care, he growled almost violently as his thrusts sped into wild abandoned and the first flash of his orgasm shot into me.

The hot flash came though me again and again. Like some brilliant revelation I couldn’t stop happening; mainly that I was enjoying this, enjoying the embarrassment, the domination. Though I swiftly killed the plea for more when I remembered my position.

He pulled his cock free. One of his hands drew circles on the bruised side of my waist. His eyes were looking at my ass, what he’d done to me. I closed my own, to avoid looking at him. When did the embarrassment end?

Eventually his hands left me, he pulled up his pants and left without a word. I sat there, exhaustion worming its way into my bones until I released the position and dressed myself, not thinking about anything. My mind floating in some sex fueled haze.

I sat there, cold and alone with another man’s cum. Another man’s seed, slipping out of my now fucked open hole. My tongue is stuck to the roof of my mouth. Who lets this be done to them? No matter what their proclivities are?

I threw whatever I could together for outfit on - didn’t bother to think whether or not it all ‘fit’ together or if people would code me male or female.

Every eye in the store was laser focused on me and every face was twisted in disgust as I passed. I held my arms around myself defensively and rushed to leave with some fragment of my dignity still intact. Whatever tiny fragment it was now, with another man’s semen dripping from between my legs.

I head straight home, enter the house and immediately tore every piece of clothing I had off of me. Wig too. All of it, discarded to the floor in a trail to the bathroom shower. I didn’t even think of it, I just set it on high enough heat to melt my brain and let it go.

‘Sorry baby. Just got home.’

It was the same number as the man who fucked me earlier. This was a horrible fucking idea, but if I block him won’t he start acting out? He knows damn well where I live, where I shop, everything. Am I genuinely going to risk angering this guy?

‘That was the nicest ass I’ve fucked in a long, long time. Did you enjoy it?’

My thoughts flashed back to the shower, how my cock got achingly hard between my legs when I thought of him brutalizing my hole again. When the aching stretch of my thighs were a strong reminder of how I’d been violated. Even now my brain screamed that maybe I was gay and should stop playing. The top of my head was hot. What the hell was today?

‘Can’t wait for next time ;).’

A cold feeling pooled into the pit of my belly. I never did get those pictures back or delete them, did I?

Sissy Enslaved, Feminized, Dominated

Book 2: Learning to Like it

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.
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Book 3: Used at Work

I spend the rest of the ride staring out the car window, eventually the forest just all melts together until it gives way to clearings for massive building; remote factories, maybe? Either way, the car takes a turn down another road and down to a homely looking office. I get out of the car alongside him and walk alongside Damien.

The office really does look like an ergonomical house. Rows of square windows for what I’m assuming is the first and second floor and might as well just be a cube for all the difference it makes. We walk through the front door, close enough to be considered ‘together’.

Part of me wonders if this is okay; to give people the impression he and I are something of a couple. But there’s no other reason for me to be here and Damien’s already made it clear that he’s going to introduce me somewhere along the line. Hiding is out of the question.

The lady at the receptionist’s desk stops us, takes down Damien’s name and then looks at me. I flash her a smile. I’m not sure if I feel comfortable with her knowing my name.

“Well, what’s your name sweetie?”

“Ja—” I half stumble through nearly saying it before I cut myself off. “Jessie.”

The woman, satisfied, scribbles my name down and hands over an ID of some description.

“Well, Jessie I hope you like visiting our office.” Her saccharine smile makes me kick myself for lying to her about my name. She hands me a temporary ID on a cord. I put it around my neck.

Damien flashes a toothy grin at me, but says nothing more. I walk with him through a hallway, up a stair case and towards a closed off office at the end of the hallway.

The etched letters on the wooden door say ‘Logistics Director’, so I’m guessing his job is to tell people where to go and what to do? Knowing him, it fits.

He opens the door for me and welcomes me in. I don’t know what I was expecting; its a nice office. Soft plain bluish gray carpet. Desk with a wide monitor for - I’m guessing - a computer. A sofa on the side. A television screen hanging on the opposite wall. Underneath it, a baseball jersey with crossed bats and a pinned up mit.

“Like it?” Damien takes a seat at his desk.

“Yeah.” I take a closer look at the jersey and mitt - its the only thing of any real note worthiness that I can see. Doesn’t look weathered or used - must be purely for decoration. “What’s your favorite team?”

“Didn’t think you’d want casual conversation.”

“Dunno why you’d think that.”

“Projecting maybe. Never been a fan of it. Or good at it either.”

He bites his bottom lip and leans back in his chair. “How about…we play a game instead?”

“I’m guessing we’re putting something on the line.”

There’s that smirk again. “You guess correctly. Come here.”

I follow his orders, stand at his desk side. If it weren’t for this morning I’d have sworn playing games with Damien was a bad idea. But there was something loving about him. Either our first encounter was a fluke or I’m growing on him. Not sure if thats a good thing or a bad thing.

“Guess my favorite team.”

I can’t decide whether or not to respond. “What are we wagering.”

Damien’s smile falters. “Just answer.”

“Not until you tell me what I’m getting myself into.”

Then its completely gone. “Alright, fine then.” he pushes his chair away and for a second I think he’s going to get up and do something untoward. Then he points to underneath his desk and I step back just to get further away from it.

A pair of black leather bindings underneath, bolted on. Just large enough to constrict two limbs and hide someone on the underside of the desk.

“Guess my favorite team.”

“I don’t see what I gain from this.” I focus my eyes on the edge of the desk so I don’t give away how scared I am. Damien’s not falling for it, he pulls his chair closer to me until I can see his toothy grin from the corner of my vision.

“I think you have a lot to gain from this.”

He pulls out his phone and after a few swipes I hear my own voice; ‘If you’re gonna fuck me just do it—’. I put my hands over my ears, but that doesn’t block out the visuals.

It’s me. Bent over the hood of the car, eyes rolling back in my head while Damien slams himself into me. A sinking sense of horror creeps into my stomach; then I remember why I’m here in the first place.

I was here to get evidence of my secret life from Damien. Not to just leap into it alongside him.

“I had my phone recording you the whole time and you didn’t even notice.” Damien looks so fucking satisfied with himself. And why wouldn’t he be? Hook line and sinker didn’t even begin to cover it. Somewhere along the line I just forgot that Damien was doing everything in his power to manipulate me and use me.

“This is fucking—” I can’t even conjure a word for it. Damien twists his chair back and forth. He holds all the cards and I hold none because I fucking forgot we were playing.

“How do I know you won’t just change your answer after I try—”

Damien pulls a sticky note out from a desk, scrawls something on it and puts it on the space between us.

“There.”

“And you’ll delete the video if I get it right?”

“I don’t see why I wouldn’t.”

“You didn’t the first time.”

Damien pouts, “I’m sorry, did I promise to delete the pictures if we fucked? Completely left my mind.”

“I can’t believe this.” My head is in my hands. Here I am standing in the office of  the man who did everything in his power to embarrass me, stalk me. Why did I go along with all this? Because for a few passing moments, he made me feel good?

“I find it immensely cute that after one slightly kind fuck, you completely forgot our positioning.” Damien cocks his head at me. “But hey, maybe you like this.”

I must, I act like a fucking idiot.

“What state are you from?” It’s my best bet…

“My favorite isn’t from my state.”

And it completely falls through. Not that knowing would help, I don’t follow sports. I know at best, five different sports teams and only two of them are in baseball.

“Can we make a different bet?”

“Nope. My way or highway.” Damien says, now toying with his bottom lip in a way I find disturbingly attractive. “And if you’re wondering, that’s not a team specific jersey.”

Fuck. Fuck everything. The only thing I can do is blurt out either Red Sox or Yankees. It’s a flip of the coin at this point. I say a little prayer and stick with one; “Red Sox.”

Damien shakes his head, pulls the sticky note off the table.

Yankees.

Shit.

“You tried.” He shrugs and takes off his cap, tossing it onto the desk without a care in the world.

I don’t even know how to process what just happened; when I come back to myself I’m creeping back to the door. Damien’s watching me from his desk, now twisting a pen between his fingers.

“Leaving? Wouldn’t blame you.”

“I can’t just— I’m not- holy fuck.”

“While I find your struggling to be about as cute as your ass is - and it is very cute - I’m still gonna release this video and all the pictures onto some porn site the moment you walk out that door.”

Damien rolls the pen between his fingers. Looking up and off into the distance, “Then you’d probably lost your job, most of your friends. Best work you could get into then would be whoring.”

I clamp my hands down over my ears. God knows I’ve thought about this stuff before; I don’t need him outright telling it to me. I approach the desk, send a pleaing look for him to stop. He doesn’t say anything, but he makes sure to move so that I can hunch down and get under the desk.

It’s not much of a squeeze. Damien reaches down and locks my arms above my head and to the desk bottom with little effort. His legs are on either side of me, still not taking up enough space to make it entirely unbearable.

Even then, I wouldn’t dare complain.

Damien unzips his pants, presents his cock. I’m at the perfect height to take the head into my mouth, and as he pushes his chair in take even more. It’s dark down here, doesn’t take much to just close my eyes and try and push this all away. Imagine I’m not here and I didn’t fuck up and get myself into even deeper shit because I forgot why I was here in the first place.

For a few moments, it’s almost pleasant. Like I’m fantasizing almost, about the entirety of the situation. I’m an actual woman, wearing pretty clothes and feeling naughty because I’m not wearing any panties. I’m with a guy of my own volition, who I picked out, and I’m indulging in pleasing him.

Doesn’t last — the sound of the door opening wakes me from my little reverie. Damien doesn’t move. His cock is still halfway in my mouth — while my ears are perking at the sound I’m not sure whether or not I should stop.

Damien doesn’t change his position at all.

“Mornin’ Ken.”

“Well, look whose up bright and early.”

They share a laugh together, I let my jaw go slack.

Damien suddenly shoves his chair forward. In that moment his cock almost reaches the back of my throat — in my shock I damn near bite down, it takes all my strength not to sputter. God, what if whoever this is finds out?

I know he publicly fucked me on the hood of his car, on a public road. Careful is not a word he applies to anything, but why couldn’t Damien be even the slightest bit more careful?

On that note, biting down now would be the most satisfying feeling.

“You know how it is, gotta make sure everyone’s heading where they’re supposed to.”

“God, you should’ve been here Thursday, couple weeks ago while you were gone.”

But then I’d be the one embarrassed wouldn’t I? Or would this guy be kind and appalled at the scene? Mistake this whole thing for something less complicated, call the cops, arrest Damien and I go free? My secret hidden from the world and preserved?

My throat closes his cock. It’s so deep, I feel like some sort of weird human sheathe. When I lower my head to try and get some breath, its already a struggle with my wrists being tied. But it feels like every time I try and manage to get even the slightest bit of air, Damien’s hips move or shove in some way that blocks my throat again.

“This about that shipment that ended up in goddamn Toronto of all places?”

“So you heard!”

“Please, you could hear the boss bitching about it from space.”

I blink away the tears from my eyes, swallow again just to get my bearings back. I can’t breathe or talk — Ken’s right there, someone’s right there.

I don’t bite, I violently swing my self away, hard enough to free Damien’s cock from my mouth. I hit my head on the side of the desk. Pain blooms on the side of my head, under the wig. The room is disturbingly quiet.

“Pft.” Damien groans. There’s a zipping noise before I finally see an acceptable amount of light again. I look up and there’s a ginger haired man looking inquisitively at me.

“Well, hello there.” He waves, wiggling his fingers. “Damien’s a bit of a rough one, I’m guessing?”

I don’t even know how to speak. Or for that matter, process what he’s saying. His entire expression is entirely unconcerned with it all; my wrists bound, my heaving breath, no doubt teary, reddening face.

“Yeah, he was always a little rough with mine too. Bit much to not at least give ‘em something to ride Damien.”

Damien’s expression isn’t that of anger though; not even vague displeasure. The most he gives off is a sense of boredom.

“Tell ya’ what, I’ll keep it a secret that he’s so damn cute from the rest of the office, and in exchange I get to watch him tomorrow. That sound good?”

Now, and only now, does Damien seem visibly annoyed by the prospect.

“I’ll be back in fifteen.” Seems like he wasn’t making a deal so much as demanding; doesn’t change the fact that he isn’t even acknowledging me. His footsteps trail out the room, the door closes and Damien groans, running a hand across his face.

“Congratulations, Jessie. You’ve complicated things.”

“I couldn’t fucking breathe.”

“Meh.”

Damien doesn’t care. After all this, that shouldn’t hurt me as much as it does.

“You’re a complete asshole. I want out of these fucking bindings.”

“I could let you go, but I’m not fond of your tone and I’m tired of it.” Damien leans to the side of his chair, drained. “But, you’ve embarrassed me and there needs to be a punishment for that before you go. Kent thinks I somehow don’t know how to train my sissies. I will give you that; you are obstinate.”

Damien has something else to say. It dies in his throat and Kent pops into view, this time with a green bag tossed over his shoulder.

“I’m back! He didn’t hurt you while I was gone did he?”

I don’t justify that with an answer, hoping that my implying he wouldn’t care if he did, was clear. Kent’s smile eventually fades and he drops the question right alongside his bag.

Damien crosses his arms, eyeballs Kent.  “Rude of you to come in here and try and fuck without asking.”

“I mean, it would be ruder of me to see someone so cute and not fuck them.” Kent shrugs. Just minutes prior I thought this man would be my salvation, but now I’m wondering if he has any concept of human morality in him. “So, lets put her legs up in the bindings and head to town.”

It hits me that Damien isn’t even mad that Kent walked in - he’s mad Kent wants to be involved.

Kent drops to his knees, Damien follows. I instinctively try to pull away. The desk budges, that’s about it. Kent unhooks one of my hands, Damien grabs one of my legs. I try to resist, thrash about, but they’re bigger and stronger than me apart, never mind together.

One by one my legs end up in the bindings. I’m laying down on my back with my arms at my side with enough space under the desk to not risk hitting my head. My ass and cock are hanging out on full display. Kent beams ear to ear just looking at me. For some reason I had some feigned hope that seeing I had a dick would make him less interested.

“Let’s hurry this up.” Damien says, reaching for my skirt.

“Let’s not.” Kent says, and pulls out a small bottle of some sort. I can’t read the label from where I’m laying, but I have a sinking feeling…

I feel fingers prod at my entrance, my arms instinctively move downward to try and cover myself. Kent’s fingers aren’t too big, but the sudden intrusion is something else. I blink my way past the first painful pushes. Damien looks onward, interested but unengaged.

Then he pushes up against something and my breath leaps from my lungs. Damien’s brows rise and now I’ve got his unabashed attention.

“Beautiful.” Kent torments me, fingers prodding inside until my cock is leaking pre-cum onto my belly and staining the now useless skirt hanging off my raised hips. I’m taking full, long breaths of air to breathe past all the sensation. For a while I can’t even think straight, then Kent pulls his fingers loose and I come back to my senses.

“Very nice, where’d you find him?”

“Not telling.” Damien says, one hand rubbing circles over his lower lip. He gestures to Kent’s bag. “Got anything else in there?”

“Perceptive.” Kent grins, and pulls out what looks like a vibrator. Damien blinks, then looks off into the distance as if considering it. Then looks back at me.

Damien taps his fingers against his lip, then looks at me with the widest smile. “Touch yourself and I’ll take photos of you. Don’t, I’ll delete some.”

It’s a sad state of affairs when ‘I’ll delete some of my blackmail’ becomes an agreeable term. But my position sure as hell wouldn’t allow much more than that. I give him a -regrettable- affirmative nod.

Damien nods at Kent and leans back, unzips his pants again and frees his still hard cock.

It hits me; They’re going to shove that thing inside me and just watch. Who knows how long it’ll take me to cum from it since I’m not allowed to touch myself? I tell him to wait, Kent actually laughs before squeezing it inside. It sinks in without much resistance. Between Damien fucking me earlier today and Kent now taking advantage of me, it almost feels too loose.

What’s happening to me? When did this all get so out of hand?

I feel Kent maneuver the toy until its at a place that makes my toes curl.

“Please—”

Kent chuckles, “Sure, hun.” And there’s the sound of a ‘click’.

I can feel it moving inside me, vibrating against my prostate. My heart leaps to my throat and my body goes rigid.

In the past, before I met Damien, I never had toys like this nor did I ever played with myself using them. Simply dressing like a woman was satisfactory for the time. The need never took root in me to shove something up there.

Now I’m not sure why I never did. It takes all my strength to bite down on my lip and not let anything escape. I risk opening my eyes to see Damien giving me his full, unbashed attention and snap them closed again.

I clamp my hands down around my mouth, muffling the moans. The familiar sensation of tingling is being to lace through my lower stomach. The only saving grace is that it might not be too long now.

“Please-” My toes are curling. They shouldn’t be - this isn’t a position I’ve ever wanted to take, ever with anyone. Kent’s hand spreads my cheeks apart.

“Take it, pretty girl.” He whispers.

I come, my back arcing off the carpet.

I don’t want to open my eyes again. I roll to my side as the toy keeps shaking away at me, until the sensitivity becomes too much and all I can vocalize are pleas for Kent to take it out.

The toy is pulled free. There’s no doubt about it now, I’m loose.

There’s the sound of quick movement.

“Dude-” That’s Kent’s voice. The sound of someone getting up, I think. Then something’s pushing against my entrance and I can’t even think.

“Desperate much?” Kent again. My heart sinks, Damien’s above me, standing up against the desk and getting ready to fuck me for the second time today.

One would think after so many times, exhaustion would settle in and I would fade in and out, hardly able to pay attention. Not the case. I’m hopped up on so much sensation, so acutely aware of everything that moans begin to leave me when Damien’s cock stretches out my entrance again. I’d grown used to the toy, the thickness of Damien’s dick penetrating me again sends a shiver up my spine.

He doesn’t waste time preparing me, his hips thrust forward with everything he has. I can tell because I can hear his sputtering breaths that turn to shudders when he grinds down, forcing his cock to grind against my insides. My nails scrap against the carpet and my voice breaks.

“Yes, yes—” The chant goes on and on while Damien slams his hips to me. The desk shakes in response. My eyes are rolling and my cock is hard to dripping cum, spilling onto my own stomach. Release is just out of my reach.

His cries reach a crescendo, his hips begin to stutter at the same time that I can’t handle any more. Enough of being so close to the edge I can hardly feel or think anymore. I want this to finish. He cries out my name, cums inside me and fucks me all through it,

“Well, you look absolutely wrecked.” I don’t think Kent could sound more delighted. “Here’s your reward.” He exhales, shuddering.

A hot lance of cum spurts across my face, then two more and Kent collapses back, satisfied. Damien follows suit, punctuating his orgasm with a sigh.

The two of them gather their breath against the opposing wall. I lie there, stiff. There’s an achey feeling coursing through both my thighs. I’m not exactly the athletic type, my legs aren’t supposed to be up for this long. Damien eventually reaches over, pulls the straps and they come loose. My legs drop to the floor, even more tired than the rest of me.

“You alright?” Damien asks. All I want to do is go to sleep.  I communicate that with my eyes and Damien nods, picking me up as if I was nothing. He walks us across the floor to the sofa by the window, then kisses my cheek and lets me down.

“You did good.”

Really? I don’t know what to even make of that.

Sleep takes me soon after.
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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? 

Jake's First Time: Trained by Billionares (Sissy Sellout 2)

Jake Tanbon's recently begun his new job; being a sissy sellout for billionaires to train however they please! His dreams of obtaining wealth and power aren't far from his grasp with a new billionaire; Reed Harlock decided to try and make him his own. He'll have to go through some downright sadistic training to truly realize Reed's fantasies, but the pay is oh-so-worth it! 


In this second book, Jake will take the plunge and become a full-fledged sellout, giving Reed everything he desires and then some - while discovering a few new things about himself too! 
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