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Holiday Springs.

This town’s a shit hole not worthy of even being a dot on the map. A dirt town that never evolved past fantasy wild west where wanderers, criminals, and truckers come to empty their balls without the worry of having to ever get caught or tell their wives. The only things around here are sand, empty graves and a hell of a lot of whores.

One of which, I happen to be.

It’s about that time, so I sling an empty backpack over my shoulder for the death metal t-shirt and ripped up jeans I’m currently wearing and head out. I live alone, and my nearest neighbor is pushing eighty, so there’s no reason to hide or take the back streets when I step up to the place.

Hell, I still haven’t gotten the pink glitter nail polish off from last time.

‘The Sugar Shack’. The old, hardly lit pink and blue neon sign of a partially nude woman promises fun for all despite having seen better days and a blatant lie given our clientele, though that’s more my personal experience talking than anything else.

People come here to fuck guys dressed up to look all feminine.

Walking into the place, it's not quite full yet. I linger beside the entrance to the back, peeking and doing my best to not attract too much attention. I wasn’t in costume yet and if one of these guys actually cares—a rarity, but it happens—they might think I’m trying to sneak a peek. In reality, I’m an employee here.

I walk in. Night’s coming, and out come the main clientele; waves upon waves of truckers crashing onto our shores with enough baseball caps and beer-stained shirts to make your average fuck boy blush. Not a bad haul; for some reason a lot of people think truckers don't get paid good money. Truth is they can make six figures and most make five as long as they put in work year round.

In short, the clientele is ripe for the pickin'. No reason to come home with less than five hundred, even without selling out my ass.

I make a beeline for the back. There’s an unspoken rule about not breaking the vague illusion that the grown men working here are actually doing anything other than being whores. I guess its hard to empty your balls if you know the person’s just using you to pay rent? But why even come here otherwise? Hell, I wouldn’t be here if I wasn’t born here.

“Sweetie bear!”

A woman who looks like she’s been sewn together with threads of cotton candy, with a smile of sunshine, giggles and jumps up and down as I enter. Not a lot of guys working tonight and the few that are are already working the side-poles outside or are back here, working on their makeup.

“Stella.” I smile at her.

We share a hug, she squeezes me tight and for the half second I have it, I appreciate it. It’s vague, unpaid-for affection. Rare find, in this town.

It ends as soon as it starts and I take a seat in the white chair in front of the ancient makeup table and mirror, right alongside a couple sparse others. We don’t share words most of the time. Makes sense; the few guys that work here, work here to get out of here. Same with me. A couple thousand more, about a couple good weeks work and I’ll be in the wind.

But I said that last month as well.

Stella stands behind me, smooths her hands down my shoulders.

“What’re we feelin’ tonight? Rockabye? Diva?”

“It’s a trucker night. Gimmie the typical south hog-wash hooker affair.”

“Copy that.”

Stella gets to work on my face with a surplus of blushes and powders. The other guys are either putting their final touches on themselves or getting them off. A guy way down the line is pulling on a plaid stereotypical Japanese-style miniskirt. The one right next to me has his hair curly and short, with a pink polka dot dress, like he’s been pulled straight from a parody of old, middle class, Stepford wife cul-de-sac style America.

From what I can tell in the little snapshots of the Internet I can get out here, we’d be considered a weird bunch. But this is just what you do to make money out here. Either that or try finding a town in a distance nearby that’ll hopefully hire you as a trucker without certifications, which is just a quick way of ending up arrested and right back where you started.

“A little more…”

Stella finishes my makeup, going heavy on the glitter on my eyelashes and a touch dramatic on the blush on my cheeks. She retreats, her smile glowing in the light of the boudoir; one of the few people genuinely happy to be here. I chuckle.

“And~there we go. Knock ‘em dead, darling.”

With how much she’s dumped on my face, there’s no chance that anyone will confuse me for being anything less than a whore.

All that’s left is the outfit.

I get rid of my clothes, right down to the underwear. Spray a bit of body glitter on myself and then get in the outfit hanging on the line beside me. A plaid shirt tied up in that childish way so that it looks like a half-top and some booty shorts that look like they’ve been torn straight from the rest of the jeans, with a hidden zipper in the back for…

‘Easy access’.

"Here I go."

"Best of luck sweetie." She waves.

I push the door open and walk onto the floor.

The main show pole’s empty. It’s not supposed to be a lively night after all, but luckily for our unsuspecting patrons, I need money.

I step up onto the badly lit stage and grab the pole and round it. Less a beginning of a dance and more a declaration of me being here. There’s no announcement or starting song, not one I’m interested in keying into or sticking with anyway.

I can see a couple guys start paying attention. At this point, the only other dancer out is posing for a couple fives and tens — I know them, they work part-time at the tool store down the block. I half smile, he’s probably exhausted.

I offer a little wave to the crowd, turn around and bend over. Draw my sparkly pink nails down the slope of my ass, right where the thigh and the cheek connect, right where the booty jean shorts come to a threaded end. Then I shake a little and give it a smack.

The guys in the crowd are starting to love and to a certain extent, I am too. It’s a slow start, but the longer I’m up here the easier and easier it becomes to sort of ‘sink in’ and let the work take over.

I’d be lying if I wasn’t dreaming of some thick-cocked man to come in here one day, buy my ass and run me through, take me with him far, far away from this place. That’s not happening any time soon, but the fantasy is nice. Makes the work a little easier.

I do the usual startup routine, spin around the pole and get in a Marilyn rose or two. That gets people’s attention, takes a few more move before I can get into it, smooth myself from being someone here to earn money to someone here to fuck, to get people to give them money.

Then, I slip down the pole and unzip the back of my pants and repeat the motion I did earlier. Most strip clubs have rules against this sort of thing, about not licking the pole or doing anything too sexual.

Most strip clubs also have women in them. Or at least men. Not one dressed as the other.

I start moving again. I can feel the heated air of the club against my ass. That’s when they start really tossing that cash. Twenties, ah so many twenties. They love to see the ass and I admit, I love giving it to them. When I start throwing myself around the pole again, the money keeps coming, and then by the time I’m done and start collecting — intentionally keeping my ass jeans unzipped for more, I can hardly hold it all.

Eight hundred seventy-two in all. I stuff my jean pockets. Not a bad haul in the slightest. But that’s not going to be the main money maker for tonight. I can just tell.

I take a quick look around as I step down and toward the back. Plenty of guys still lingering, hoping to get a second look. Not for free dears.

I take five in the back, zipping my pants back up before slinking into a seat. Stella refreshes my makeup, “You looked great.”

“You figure?”

“Definitely. The table’s already prepped and everything, you going?”

“Yeah, why not?”

“Okie.” She puts a kiss to my cheek. “The room in the back is free if you wanna be safe.”

“That’s the plan,” I say and get up, giving her one last hug.

The ‘table’ is the only white table in the place. Dancers go and sit there, chat a little with the customers and…offer some extra services. Not an uncommon set up in towns like ours. Most people would call foul but, we get extra cash, guys get to have some more 'fun', and the local police get the occasional free head and ass to look the other way. A little nice arrangement for all involved.

I take a seat and wait, tapping my fingers against the table surface. Another person — the one in the Japanese schoolgirl outfit, comes out to dance on the main pole. I watch him, smiling. It won’t be long at all.

"Well now, aren't you fine?"

The voice has got more than a little traditional southern twang to it.

I cock my head to the side, expecting your typical trucker affair, beer belly and all. He's not what I expected; the baseball cap and the beer strained gray tee is there, but he's built pretty lean and got a killer grin. A touch of gray in the spot between the baseball cap and his ear but, all in all? Suspiciously good looking.

"Thank you," I say, sweeping my brown hair from beside my ear.

He welcomes himself to the table.

"So, you that pretty dancer with the torn open jeans?"

"That would be me."

"Mmm,” He swipes a tongue over his lips. The squirm it gets from me only embarrasses me further. "Cute, but you see, me and my friend over there--" He points to a guy lingering near the dance bar. Can't make out any details, but he's definitely trying his best to not stand out.  "We were making a bet."

"Oh yeah?" I smile, "What sort of bet would that be?"

"See, he thinks that no one has an ass that perky and would be that bold. He thinks it's a costume piece you show off to get more cash. I say its real."

"Your friend’s got quite the imagination."

"Well, I'm willing to believe anything."

"A questionable trait."

"So I guess it falls to you then." He chuckles. "How are we going to prove that that perky ass we saw was for real?"

"I don't know, I mean I can't reveal trade secrets if I'm telling the truth." I stick my tongue out at him.

"Fair. How about this then; you prove your ass is real to the both of us and we'll give you the money."

"How much we talkin' here?"

"Two thousand combined."

Not fucking bad at all. I push my chair back, make sure the secret zipper is undone enough for him to slip his fingers into and walk over to his side of the table. He looks me up and down, never felt more like a piece of meat in my life -- not entirely bad though. His cock sure as hell loves the sight of me too.

“In that case, how about you let me sit in your lap first and you can feel for yourself?"

He pushes his chair back and lets my clamber onto his lap. At first it’s awkward, he has to finesse his hand underneath me despite the clear lack of space in order to get his hand inside, so instead, I turn to the side, let his hand get easy access. He doesn’t waste time. The most I get is spit before his finger tucks itself between my asscheeks and prods my hole.

I smooth my hand down the middle of his chest. Not in bad shape at all. In fact, he’s on the solid side. Looking closer in the dim light, I think he’s got a farmer’s tan. Would explain the build and the south in the voice.

His finger swirls, teasing my muscle to tighten around him. Then he thrusts in. Deep and slow. I blink, hand gripping his shoulder. Half-squirming in his lap. Anyone who looks over, if they cared, would be able to see my ass hanging out of these fake-whore jeans, hole getting prepped for a fuck. My cock is aching against the front of the jeans. They’ll have to be washed, but what would the point be? Just like what we’re doing, everything in this place is so filthy nothing amount of bleach or prayer will wash it away.

“You like that?”

“Yeah.” I breathe, blinking a little. His hand retreats and I feel just a little empty. Though, given what I can feel hardening underneath me, that’s not going to last long.

“Uh—”

I turn around, a bit shocked. The man from near the dance floor is now standing there, clearly staring at my ass. His friend pulling his finger out must've snapped him out of it. Either way, he can stare all he wants. I’ve got bigger things on my mind…

“Convinced?”

“We might have to do a bit more testing someplace quiet.”

“So we’ll be getting better acquainted then.”

“What do I call you?

My name is Adam. He clearly wants a woman. “Annie.”

“Ken, that’s Dave.”

Dave’s new to this, clearly. And he's the trucker type I was expecting; stocky, with a heavy set beard and plaid shirt to match.

“Hi, Dave.” I give him a wave with a wiggle of my painted fingers. He doesn’t respond. That’s not the reaction I want, I want that money.

“I heard you thought my butt was fake. Having a nice, tight, thick ass is in right now, so that’s a real mean thing to say about a girl, ya’ know?”

Now he’s visibly uncomfortable, shifts a bit. Better.

“Dave didn’t mean it; he’s not the best with chatting.” He whispers, with a little chuckle. I’ve got a feeling these two are more a student mentor thing than friends. And that Dave’s on the slow side.

“I’ll—go sit down?”

“No need.” I smile and get up. “We can head to a nice room in the back. It’s got a nice place where we can get comfortable, a little loud.” I say with a raise of my eyebrows. Dave steps back as I approach, but when it's clear he can’t smoothly get away, he allows me into his personal space.

Poor baby is nervous.

“It’s okay Dave, don’t you wanna touch me?”

“Yeah—” It comes out with the most confidence he’s shown since I’ve seen him. Then he reels himself back in, “Yes.”

I try my best to not let a genuine laugh out. He’s adorable.

“Alrighty, let’s head to the back and be friends, hm?” I grab his hand and lead him. Ken follows.

It’s a short walk to the back; the back being a near bare room with a sofa on one side and a bed on the other, separated by a fake glass table and a strippers pole. It’s meant specifically for ‘private’ shows, stripping only. But there’s no way in hell anything back here has seen less than gallons of semen. Luckily for all involved, it’s been recently cleaned and there’s no used condoms or broken syringes anywhere. Hell, the smell of air fresher still hangs around. I shudder to think of what this place looks like on a busy night.

“Alright boys, you were wondering about my ass?”

Dave unlocks his arm from mine the minute I let him free. Ken shuts the door behind us, smiling all the while. I step back, approach the pole and Dave relocates to the sofa, curiosity lingering in his eyes. It’s almost cute, how he doesn’t have the slightest clue what’s going on. Give it a few years and he’ll be dropping hundreds on girls in every other town every year like the rest of them but for now, his lack of experience is charming and makes my job —for the most part— much easier.

Ken hangs by the arm. He’s immensely calm and reasonable about this, making sure Dave has a nice time no doubt. That’s even cuter.

My ass is still hanging out, I smile at the boys and turn the strippers pole. I lean forward slowly, let them watch my legs stretch, my ass stick out more and more as I glide my hands down the pole. Bending over, letting them see everything.

“Whew, not bad,” Ken says.

Dave’s gasp is charming in how breathless he sounds. Ken’s endlessly amused and I am too a little bit. I’m thin enough to slide around a pole, but there’s some fat there and I let it bounce for his amusement. I hear Dave rise from the chair, turn to look at him and watch him come down to his knees behind me.

“You like that?”

“Y-yes,” He says. His hands come up to grab either side of my waist. I’m half expecting him to tear through the jeans — which would be a damn shame, all things considered. Instead, the thick muscle of his tongue sweeps between my cheeks and against my entrance. The noise I make is unbecoming of me.

Ken’s abandoned the pretense of southern hospitality. He’s dropped his pants to his knees and is leaning against the wall in front of us, cock in hand. The head is a vicious angry red, and there’s no way at the slow, agonizing speed he’s touching himself that he’s getting off to that alone.

Fine by me, I know what I’m being paid for.

Dave retreats. His blunt fingers prod my hole again; two fingers pull the entrance apart. I feel a rush of air and then another swirl of tongue around it.

“Come on, please—” I can’t help the little breathless sounds that leave me. There’s something so fucking ground about having someone use their wet, slick tongue to prep your ass. It’s a feeling I can’t explain. Fingers can’t compare. My thighs are trembling at every slight twitch of that skilled tongue. Definitely not even his first time.  Makes me wonder why he’s so shaking and nervous on the dance floor. Given how he’s eating me, the poor thing must be so pent up.

“Fuckin’ hell, Dave hurry it up.”

Dave’s tongue abandons me and I slide down. My knees feel like jelly. Cock is straining against the shorts. I’m beyond ready.

Ken practically pushes Dave out of the way, drops to his knees. His body frames mine and almost entirely covers me. His cock presses insistently against my ass. He lines up his head to my entrance and pushes forward, hisses as he breaches and enters me. I let out a long breathy note. Not my first time taking cock, but its always an experience.

By now I’ve completely sunken to the floor, fingers splaying against the floor as Ken pushes his cock into the hilt inside of me. Against the wall Dave is stroking his cock and I know, I know that I’m not leaving without two loads inside me. Minimum. My cock aches at the thought, I can’t stop the broken noise that comes out when I feel Ken bottoming out inside me.

Back when I was younger, when I didn’t really know any better, I didn’t think or consider myself gay. A few nights I did, in a tiny fit of curiosity go prodding back there. Find myself breathless and panting just like now. Only to be either interrupted, almost found out by my overly puritanical and controlling parents or too sensitive to continue.

Now an adult, this sort of lifestyle made me push whatever reservations I had about my body aside; and I certainly didn’t pause out of sensitivity anymore.  I couldn’t pull my hips back and nervously retreat, and no one was coming in to stop him. My head pressed against the cold floor; I was completely his.

Ken doesn’t have those reservations either. His cock shifts in and out of me and his enjoyment of my body can be read in his deep, growling grunts as he makes use of me. My body feels like a shivering, shaking mess as he thrusts in and out of me against the floor. My parents would be mortified. My piggy bank will be full. My ass is, undoubtedly, going to be sore.

“Please—” My knees are trembling. If I had the strength to withstand him before he began fucking me, I don’t know, and I don’t want him to stop. I clutch his arm and plead for him, to not stop giving me this amazing feeling of fullness, or of filth. Ken’s hips slapping against mine are a constant, I can’t think straight—

Then he’s filling me, holding my waist tight with shallow thrusts that paint my entrance with hot lines. I sigh. My cock is leaking pre-cum and the jeans are definitely beyond ruined by now. There’s no chance of me ever using them again. I’m half a mind to unzip them and finally get off myself.

Ken does one final thrust before he pulls free.

“There. Whew, all ready for you man.”

I can distantly hear Ken slapping Dave’s shoulder.

One down one more to go.

Dave positions himself behind me and I relax, shoulders slouching a touch.

The initial push eeks more cum out of my dripping cock. He’s thicker, I can feel my ass opening for him. Parts and spaces that I didn’t think I would have to worry about being used.

“Mother of God.”

My heels click on the floor as I kick my feet. It’s too much. Like the sort of dick girls who’ve never fucked think they can take or joke about their favorite movie stars having. Monstrously long, stretching, making one aware of its being inside you at all times, no exceptions. I repeat myself, “Mother of God.”

I thought Ken was trying to inspire Dave with some confidence. No, his cum was lube.

It’s such a mercy when Dave’s cock finally, at long last, seems to come to an end against my ass.

“Uuugh—” Dave makes a disgusting sound from the back of his throat, his hands grip my limp hips. The few remaining threads of my sanity and endurance clench tight as my ass does around his cock, then he moves and I go limp once again.

My mouth drops open and I can only manage low, droning noises while he pounds away. Wet, filthy sounds fill the room. I can feel my own spit dripping from the corner of my mouth; this is what its like to be used to one’s fullest potential, to be completely full.

“I love coming—to broken down towns like this—and wrecking little holes like yours.”

“Whew, Dave mercy on him. Please.”

I try to manage a response. My voice breaks in my chest and I can only whine. My legs tremble and pull up, which only makes Dave smack them back to the floor with his own. A hitched note leaves his throat and I’m being filled up again, more cum for me. More stuffed inside.

My hole is literally dripping.

“Yes.” I pant, eyelashes fluttering.

I might have lost my mind, but my stomach is tightening around his cock. Never before in the past have I cum from anal only, but I can feel my control unraveling and Dave isn’t stopping. The wet squish of cum slipping out of me as his cock goes from tip to hilt and back again is hypnotic. I find myself face down ass up again, this time with Dave’s hands on my hips. How long it goes is beyond me, I can’t track the time. All I know is I feel so blissfully full—if I had the presence of mind, I’d thank him. Thank you for coming to this backwater town to use my sissy hole. Thank you for wrecking me with your cock.

Dave growls, deep and low — but there’s a hitch. Don’t stop. I can’t manage to say it. I can’t manage anything at all but wild moans as my ass tightens against my will and every part of me draws taut and I finally tumble over the edge, staining the front of the jeans more with my sticky, hot cum.

Dave follows after. My stomach is full of him, I can almost taste him on my tongue.

When he pulls free there’s a sound of sloppy exit, I can feel the cum trailing down my legs and dripping onto the floor. I lay there as Dave climbs off and leaves me there.

Ken’s shadow looms over me and against all sense of professional control, I’m hoping he wants a round two. Instead, he chuckles. “You look like a used up slut.”

Was that not what I was? It’s what I wanted to be. I manage to roll over onto my stomach.

Ken smiles. “Well, here you go darling. Much obliged.” He showers my used body with money. I collect and count it, two thousand dollars total, in a mixture of hundreds and twenties. A little celebratory glee rises with my post orgasmic bliss. One more night like this and I’ll be able to get out of this hellhole town…

Then again, one more night like this, and I might not want to…
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The clock strikes half-past eight, it’s time for work. I get my curly blond hair into something feasibly decent and almost cherub-like and wipe the mess out of my off-blue eyes. Shove at least four days worth of my work clothing in my bag and abandon my band and video game shirts for a white button up and some black slacks. One would think I’d wear my work clothing to the job, but there’s a level of discretion to be had to these things. That and, given the passionate nature of the work, it’s best to keep things clinical with clean-cut professionalism.

As much as one like me can anyway.

I wipe the smirk from my face and head out. It’s a fifteen-minute drive from my current place, though it weaves out of the gray and unwashed brick red city and into the cul-de-sac laden suburbs.

I drive up to my destination, get out and lock the door behind me. Won’t be driving again for a couple days.

The agency called me for this position two weeks ago. A day-long assignment as a maid — it’s a customer favorite fetish and not a cheap one to fulfill, given the skill set involved. Of course, that’s including the other privately requested services.

I walk up to the door, it swings open before I can knock. There stands the assumed owner of the house. Thin rimmed glasses and a touch of gray at the temple, a buttoned-up office shirt that pulls just right at the biceps and upper chest. Daddy. It brings a tiny quirk to the side of my lips that I quell before it grows any further.

“Hello. I’m assuming you’re Nathan Richards?” Takes work to keep my voice even.

“Yes, I assume you’re from the agency?”

“Yes, you may call me Alan.” It’s a slick way to tell him that’s not really my name, the nod he gives me says he picks up on it. He seems like the type who does this often in secret, hiding his more socially reviled indulgences from the wife and kids.

Something in the pit of my stomach rears its head and I grip the briefcase by my side ever tighter. Calm down, we'll start soon.

“May I come in?”

“Oh yes, of course.”

No, this is definitely not this guy’s first time ordering services such as mine. He conducts and holds himself with too much decorum. Usually, when people call our agency for the first time, you’re greeted with stilted speech and more stuttering than a dying car.

He holds himself too well to be a ‘virgin’.

I’d be lying if I said that wasn’t exciting.

I straighten myself out as he leads me from his nondescript foyer and into the living room. The typical and plain set up of sofa, table, television, well put together enough to be welcoming.

“I’ll use your bathroom to get ready. Upstairs, right?”

“Yes. I’ll wait for you.”

Right. I move upstairs, gripping my bag a little tighter. This is the sort of work I enjoy, but the wait to finally get it on and moving is killing me. When I into the tiled bathroom and all but tear into the briefcase, I’m practically shaking.

I pull my work outfit free from the confines; a maid’s dress, complete with stockings ending just over the thigh but beneath the skirt hem, lace headband and pink ribbon lace choker. And of course, the little black heels.

I scramble out of the stuffy work outfit to put it on.

I check over myself in the mirror. Make what changes I can with a tiny makeup case of blush and eyeliner.

What a blessing to be twenty three and still girly looking. Old enough to be legal, young enough to pull off a vague feminine look without makeup. Now I look like I should, like what I am. I shove the things back into the briefcase—I won’t have to wear that shit for a while. I come down the stairs one deliberate step at a time.

Nathan looks over the sofa at me and smiles ear to ear. He’s got plans for me, I’m sure of it, and the more I wonder about them the more excited I get. How much of a freak is my newest customer? The best one I’ve ever had was…well—Nathan would be frightening if he was that good.

“I’m ready for work, Master Nathan.”

“Good. Good.” Nathan says, nodding. His gaze is becoming a burning weight on me. My cock stirs in the lace panties that came with the outfit. Not yet.

I have to focus on pleasing him first, after all.

“Why don’t you get started by grabbing some cleaning supplies from the kitchen and wiping the underside of the table?”

A…weird first request. Most people just skip straight to the fucking—on the other hand, cleaning is actually an optional added service that he’s paid for. My excitement slows and I retrieve something resembling cleaning products from underneath the sink in the kitchen, returning to his side.

He pushes the table forward to make room and I get on my hands and knees, crawl in front of him and underneath the table. My skirt hiked up enough to show off my panties, and the position makes far, far more sense then I’d previously thought.

There’s something heavy about Nathan. Something sinful in his gaze that even while I’m somewhat cleaning the underside of the already spotless table, I can feel him leering at me.

“Turn around.”

That’s a task and a half. I’m shorter than most at hardly four eleven feet, but I’m still a grown man.

I manage it though. The sound of his zipper being drawn down draws my eyes upward. Nathan frees his cock from his pants. “While you’re down there…”  It comes down right next to my face, below the edge of the table. I can practically feel the heat irradiating off him. Better, I was beginning to think I wasn’t having any effect on him.

He’s uncut, with a thick vein traveling down the shaft. I focus there first, lining the heated length with kisses. He releases a sigh that’s music to my ears. There’s something magical in having a cock in my hands. My mouth waters and my throat gets tight as if knowing that I’ll be trying to deep-throat it soon.

I trail my tongue down the underside of the shaft. Under my hand, I can feel his right leg tense up.

“Do you like it, master?” I croon in a voice unlike myself.

“Yes—just take it—take it all.”

He might not be too much longer, even with this little bit of treatment. Perhaps I shouldn’t. Perhaps I should toy with him a little longer. Make him wait and work for it until those bespectacled eyes narrowed until he grabbed me by my shoulders and took me hard against the table. Work the beast out of him so he could fuck me like one.

On the other hand, I need cum. I can’t ascribe any comparable glory to the feeling of cum sliding down my throat. When it’s been so long, I need it.

I slurp the head up into my mouth, guide it the first few tantalizing inches and then let it glide down my throat. When I’d first started I couldn’t do it and denied how wonderful the feeling was. To have inches of another man deep inside your throat, blocking your breathing, feeling so helpless and yet having your head haze into desire.

Now I can’t live without it—hell I’ve made it my profession.

He pushes me back, his cock pulls free from my throat none too gently. I cough, swipe the saliva from my lips. A graceless, messy affair. 

“Get up here, come on—” He reaches down and helps me scramble from underneath the table. I go from crawling on my knees to being grabbed by my shoulders and shoved gracelessly belly first onto the table surface. I’m still gripping the cleaning cloth in one of my hands.

There’s a physical lurch as my underwear is all but torn off me until it hangs, half ripped on the carpet around my bent knees.

Too long. Even if it was only a week its been too long. Blame it on the training or the desperation, but I can’t help but begin to quiver at the press of his uncut head at my entrance.

All it took was a paycheck and a push in the right direction to prove that on some level I was meant for this position. Constantly on my knees, taking a dick and being a real man’s bitch was supposed to be my purpose.

Now I was finally getting what I wanted.

“Please, please—” It becomes a mantra as solemn as prayer as Nathan fucks me against the table so hard it scraps along the carpeted flooring. That’ll cause damage, neither of us cares. My cock bounces underneath the silk fabric of my maid uniform, aching with the need to be stroked to completion. With how Nathan is thrusting into me, slamming into that one spot that drives me absolutely mad, I won’t need to.

“This--is how a sissy slut like you--needs to be reamed.” His breath is labored. He’s right and that thought alone sends my eyes rolling back. With every thrust I can feel both our orgasms coming, drawing closer and closer.

I clutch the opposite end of the table to stop myself from falling over. My orgasm is coming fast and I can practically feel the hot flashes of his cum already. When it comes I let out a broken, pleading shout. My cum stains the table surface and the front of my maid’s outfit. Nathan shoves his face in the crook of my neck, thrusting through his orgasm. I can feel every single drop he releases into me like molten lava.

By the time he’s done, I’ve sunk onto the table.

Satisfaction is melting into my bones. His warmth has flooded me.

“Is this how a maid is supposed to hold themselves?”

“I didn’t think you hired me for my modesty.”

He laughs. Eventually, his cock pulls free of me. I catch myself drawing circles in the table surface like a lovestruck girl. I feel wretchedly empty. Shouldn’t last. With how quickly we got to this point I have a feeling that over the next two days, I won’t be without him for long.

I face him. He looks over me and he shakes his head. There’s cum all over the front of my outfit. 

“Should I go change?”

He appears to toy with the idea before discarding it. “No.”

Oh. I swallow hard. Throat suddenly dry. Not fear, excitement. Most men don’t even want to see me out of the outfit, much less so blatantly unkempt. Panties destroyed, outfit cum-laden, mused and ruined. It reminds them too much that I’m a sissy and not a woman.

This man, however, is…

Filthy.

He pulls up his zipper, reclines on the couch. “Now, are you sleeping on the premises or off?”

“Your preference.”

He grins like a snake that’s caught its prey. “Fantastic.”

***

I’d been instructed to ‘pretend’ clean the front windows for a while and meet him back upstairs in an hour. Whatever he was planning or wanted would be finished by then.

Excitement makes the time pass slow. It isn’t as if I’m some sort of blushing virgin, I’ve been working as a sissy for months to a year now, selling my ass out to anyone who could afford the high fee (for a high-quality product). But, I can’t help but wonder ‘what’s this one into?’ whenever I meet my clients. Box of chocolates, as they say.

Ten minutes before the next hour. The windows can’t be any cleaner than they already are. The cum on my outfit has long since dried and either flaked off or sunk into the fabric, ruining it forever. I swear, just run my way through these things…

“Alan, can you come here for a moment?”

It must be time. I dump the paper towels into the garbage as I head upstairs. Takes me a moment to find his bedroom, but when I do he’s seated on the edge of the bed, rubbing his wrists.

I stand in front of him, doing my best to hide my smile.

“Alan.”

“Yes, sir?”

“It's your job to clean the house, top to bottom, correct?”

“Yes, sir.”

“But look at you.” He says and reaches out to brush his fingers over my dirtied uniform. That explains the point of this scene, at least. “If your job is to clean, don’t you think it’s wrong for you to hold yourself in such a way?”

“M-master—” I cut myself off, nervously fidgeting. ‘You made me look like this’ dies on my tongue.

He chuckles and gets up. “Punishment is in order. Come here, lie down on the bed.”

I eye the deep red bedsheets and sturdy, thick wooden frame. What’s this guy planning? The last time I’d been fucked in a bed it hadn’t been nearly as interesting as I thought it would be; just my face shoved in the sheets and ass in the air for all of five minutes before he blew his load and rolled to the side. Slept until my assignment was done.

Easy money, but boring.

I sit over the edge before fully crawling into the center. Nathan stands there, as casual as ever. If I wasn’t as well versed in the usual look of our clientele I would’ve written him off as your stereotypical, if abnormally handsome, middle-class guy. I know better now; the more ‘normal’ someone looks, the more likely they’re a complete freak.

Nathan reaches over, runs a warm palm down my leg stocking. I shift, lying down straight as a board before Nathan guides me upward, my head at about pillow level.

“Now, let me see what you’ve done here.”

He draws the skirt up until the lacy undergarments are on full display. Still half torn from our previous session downstairs on the table. Nathan’s smile is enough of a tell; They must be stained and beyond repair at this point.

“Unacceptable.” He whispers.

He grabs the side of the fabric and tears it free from my body. A yelp escapes me before I can stop it—he notices, shoves the torn underwear into my mouth as a makeshift gag.

“Bite down.”

I do as he says. The pit of my stomach alighting and my cock stirring to life under all this attention. Simplicity has been abandoned here, this isn’t some rough merciless pounding against a table, this is more explicit and intimate than that.

“Getting hard already?” Nathan’s voice sounds disappointed, but the smile is constant. “Well, we’ll deal with that in time. Until then—” He reaches into the side table and pulls out a number of shining handcuffs and shows them to me. “You’ll be wearing these, understood?”

This is interesting.

I nod and raise my arms. Nathan maneuvers them to about the midpoint of each side of the bed-frame before clicking the cuffs into place. Two more are placed on the bedframe but hang there unused. They don’t feel tight or difficult, but I do feel trapped. I can’t lower my arms at all. Can’t remember the last time someone put cuffs on me in a sexual sense.

“Now, since you’re so willing to touch yourself, I figure we could skip the middle man and have me do it.”

I nod again. Nathan takes my cock into his hand. If it weren’t for the underwear in my mouth I would’ve filled the room with cries for him. My cock strains against his hand.

My own pre-cum was pooling onto the underside of the lifted skirt. If the goal was to make me not make a mess, we’ve already failed. The promise of orgasm is mounting in the pit of my stomach. My cock is stirring in his hand. I’m aching, ready for release when he pulls his hand away.

Discarding professional pride, I make an awful, desperate noise.

He feigns a sorry face. “Poor baby.” Nathan chides. He rolls his finger in circles against my cheek. “I’m sorry Alan, but you need to learn that you can’t just come whenever you want, wherever you want. It’s not only messy, but it’s also dangerous. What if I need you right after you’re done, hm?”

Nathan lowers his head, covers my neck and shoulders with kisses. After two minutes, the torment continues. Nathan drags me to the edge of cumming once, twice, then lets me hang there for some time, drawing his fingers up my cock enough to keep my attention but not enough to cum. I’m twitching. Not just at my dick, but all over.

When I’m about to call it quits, Nathan abandons my cock in favor of another pair of handcuffs. He slides down from my knee and takes one of my legs up and up until it’s almost equal level with the bed. I let out a sound of protest. I may be a prostitute, but that doesn’t mean I’m hyper-flexible.

Nathan soothes me with a line of kisses down my cheek and to my shoulder. “It’ll be good sweetheart, I promise.”

Nathan gets his cock free. I watch as he kisses the ankle of my cuffed leg and gets himself between my now spread legs. The press of his cock against my ass has me biting down harder and harder into the fabric. When he pushes past the ring of muscle he lets out a pleased sigh that draws my cock back to the brink.

He doesn’t waste his time. Places his hands on either side of my body, lingering over me before he thrusts, hard and fast and deep. Takes all my strength to keep my teeth solidly in the fabric. He sets a pace of a resting heartbeat and fucks me deep and proper, the sort of way I hope every customer does.

Then he takes my cock in hand, my muffled moaning fills the room. So close, so fucking--

“Don’t cum.” He orders between his heavy exhales. “Don’t cum. Don’t, cum.”

The pace picks up and the bed creaks. I can feel Nathan’s cock entering and leaving me, pulling at my insides as it does so. My cock feels so full, so ready. Nathan keeps repeating the order but his hand and thrusts don’t slow—

This, amplified by the exhaustion…

I can’t hold it anymore—I spit out the filthy wet fabric.

“Please—”

“Shh, I know.” He whispered.

Nathan fucks back into me, doesn’t slow his pace at all. Things get hazy around the time I cum. Either exhaustion or going under, but either way I can only distantly hear myself calling his name, pleading for more. It could be hours, it could be seconds, all I know is that I feel an underlying sense of bliss at being his.

His cum floods my ass, my voice fills the room for more and more of him before it breaks on a sharp cry. He fucks through it, combs his fingers through my hair as we both come down and when I’m finally coming down the last thing I see before passing is his smile.

***

It’s about six a.m. the next day when I roll out of bed from beside him. Looks about like we’re done here. The first thing I do after the roll is cradle my wrists and check on my ankle; the man has done a number on me. Soreness lingers in every limb. Can’t say he didn’t get his money’s worth.

I swipe the exhaustion out of my eyes and tumble to the bathroom, nude and filthy. I get my clothing back on, my maid outfits get shoved back into my backpack. I’m not wasting the time cleaning them but I can’t just leave them here.

It’s a struggle to get my pants above my knees. I manage with an annoyed grunt. Can’t remember the last time I’ve felt this drained. I could sleep for a week—

“Alan?”

Right, shit. I turn and smile at Nathan as best I can.

“Good morning, Mr. Richards.”

“Morning.” He says slowly. He looks as drained as I do, but he works his way next to me in the bathroom anyway. He plants a kiss on my cheek, whispers something I don’t have the time or energy to listen to.

It’s always like this after my work is done.

“Well, have a nice rest of your day sir,” I say, taking the bag in hand. He wishes me the same, in an even duller tone of voice and I get the hell out of there and back to my car. My job here is done.

Desert Sissy

Desperate Times

J.J. Cummings

It was a shame, but there was nothing to be done about it. Under any other circumstances, I wouldn’t be sitting here in my tent on my red carpet, mind full of worry. Watching the desert sands on the horizon gather and scatter to the wind.

Other tents in our collective nomadic village were probably full of the same sight. Men pacing the floor, rubbing their heads if not outright praying. Women cuddling young children and preparing to have to be far more careful and precise with rations in the future. Families now uprooted and having to head elsewhere. Myself included.

I rubbed my hands over my head and sunk down closer to the ground. As if that would help my situation. Even now my stomach rumbled. Knowing how thin the sack of jerky and dried meats that made up my diet was…

The future did not seem bright.

Outside the desert we traverse, there are villages that skirt the outside. Lacking much food of our own, we rely on their corn to feed our animals. But their crops had failed not once, but twice in the past two years.

We were nomads, not farmers. We needed those crops to feed our animals. Yet, the village chiefs denied us. There was always sadness twinkling in their old and withered eyes as they did so. This was not a selfish act, but one of self-preservation.

Our animals were looking thinner and thinner by the day. And soon, so would our people.

I lied against the ground for a while, enjoying the softness of the carpet. One of the view valued items I had. Everything else I owned I kept in pots or light packs for travel. I could carry it all some distance, even in the desert sun.

I had a chance. We all had a chance. I was a man after all. Young, in my twenties, still strong but lithe. The thinness of my legs and the strength of my back were my only two things of value. Depressingly enough. A sword was beyond my grasp.

It would, however, have to be a choice. And tomorrow would be the day that I would decide whether or not I would take that choice.

It came faster than I wanted it to - faster than any of us wanted it to. Sometime in the night, I fell into dreamless sleep. When the sun hit my face, I could hear the announcement sounding through the camp.

‘Any who want food, report to the fire!’ A man bellowed.

I got up, the gold bracelet on my wrist tinging as I did. I hooked the pack of dried meat I kept for backup food around my waist, plus a leather skin of water. I kept telling myself it was either this or I run the risk of going hungry.

It was the only thing keeping me going. I walked past the tents of women peeking out, often with children in tow, watching their husbands and lovers gather around the fire.

There was a man with a river of gray through his black hair and wide shoulders. In his hands was a sword he stuck into the ground. His outfit was a never-ending cascade of straps and knives quickly tucked here and there in case of sudden battle. His face was marred with the scars of battle, left eye without pupil and his right ever keen.

“I am Captain Zilas.”

He looks over us and as I fall into the ragged line of men, I feel momentously out of place. I’m half the height of every man there. The moment the man with the suit of knives looks at me we’re both thinking the same thing; ‘What am I doing here?’.

“For those of you who are new to this,” I felt called out, even though I was here last year when this very same thing happened. “I’m with the army of Briaros to the far west. We come here to get spare soldiers. We will trade your loyalties for food for your wives and children.”

He spent some time walking around us, examining all. Then his eyes fell on me again.

“You, boy.” The man points to me. “What’s your name?”

“Roma.”

“Roma.” He says, with some consideration. Then he strides over to me. Couldn’t look cockier if he tried. “And what would you be doing here, dear Roma?”

“I’m here for the same reason everyone else is.”

“Food.”

“Yes.”

“And you mean to tell me you don’t have a husband to take care of you?” Zilas grinned. The other men around me began to laugh, quietly under their breath. I erased every hint of emotion off my face.

If Zilas had anything else to say he let it pass and the humor died quickly.

He moved right along, inspecting the rest of the line of people. Eventually, his eyes settled down on multiple men, the biggest and the strongest of the pack. They stepped forward and he motioned for them to follow. The rest of us? We received small packets of meat from the man who shouted the announcements. I unfolded mine. It wouldn’t be enough to feed a family for a week.

Then, despite our pleas, we were dismissed. Some men got angry, some threatened violence. Then the army men who accompanied Zilas brandished their swords. It was enough to get the rest of us in line.

I walked back to my tent. This would not be enough to survive.

Yet it made sense I’d be looked over. The rest of the men spent their time hunting or fighting brigands, strengthening their muscles and growing bigger and stronger. I spent my time racing across the desert, cutting through the sand with a pack on my back. Stamina was my strong suit. Not strength.

But I had to get food. The immediate knowledge that my needs might not be met made me needier. Like thinking of being thirsty in the future made one need water, the thought of going hungry when the food ran out made me hunger.

There had to be some way I could help or serve the army of Briaros.

When I resolved to head out and face the captain again, cold night was resting on the horizon. I’d taken a tiny, red scarf from my pile of blankets — a tiny thing that a girl had discarded to the wind and I kept for reasons even I didn’t know — and replaced them with my pants. Made sure to pull the edge of the skirt tight around my waist. I looked like a common whore now, everything was showing. Surely, my intentions wouldn’t go unnoticed. But why not? Survival was imperative.

The sky was blooming into shades of orange and purple. They’d be gone in the morning. This was my last shot.

I entered his red and gold tent, passing by the two stoic, sword-wielding guards without asking. Either, like Zilas, they didn’t consider me a threat, or Zilas’ guards were complete failures.

He was seated at a desk, overlooking a map of sorts. Packs and bags lined the outer sides of the tent, being used to hold down the sides no doubt. His gaze jutted from the map to me, “How can I help you?”

Whores in the desert weren’t unheard of. By any means. It was a simple thing to add a touch of coyness to my voice.

“I’m Roma, from earlier,” I said, clinging onto the strap that held the dwindling remainder of my food.

“I’m aware.” His eyes flashed up, then down to my lower body where the near-see-through scarf hung. My tiny penis pressed against the sheet thin scarf. He looked back up at my face. I couldn’t tell what he was thinking.

“Is there any way I can earn a keep?”

The captain stilled, then rubbed a hand down his mouth. His face was heavy with consideration. He got up and walked towards me.

Standing in front of me now, it was no wonder he didn’t hold me in high regard. Strong and tall as he was broad, it hurt my neck to look up to him.

He looked down at me in kind and, without warning, wrapped his hands around my waist. Despite being each side of my hips, his hands almost touched the middle. I felt briefly ashamed to be so lithe and feminine, moved to push his hands off before he tightened his grip. Then I let out a yelp of pain.

Even thinner than I first feared. I wouldn’t last a minute without some type of additional food. Zilas’s hands moved down, curving with the slope of my ass until his fingers dug under the scarf. He grabbed each individual cheek and squeezed. My mouth parted, I felt weak in the knees.

The skin on skin contact wasn’t a thing I did or experienced. People gave me packages, I ran with them. That was about it. My time wasn’t devoted to anything else.

So when I looked down, intending to push Zilas away, to find my cock half hard, peeking from underneath the fabric, I was shocked. Shocked and unsure.

“Good,” Zilas growled and retracted his hands. With a smooth movement, he gripped my shoulder and guided me to the desk. Was this really happening? My head felt foggy and cloudy so I couldn’t quite say for sure. Zilas slapped my ass and I gripped the opposite edge of the desk to stop from falling. “You’ll get your food when I’m done, sissy boy.”

That was enough to keep me there, as Zilas tore the scarf free, then he spread each of my legs apart. I felt exposed, open for all to see.

I knew what was happening to me, but I didn’t stop him. A few more sounds of clothing being removed, a gruff grunt and I felt a hard shaft pushed up against my entrance. It was a man’s dick. Another man’s dick was about to enter me.

Zilas guided his dick against my ass. I’d never fucked a man before, but I guess that’s why Zilas joked about me earlier. I clenched my teeth together. His cock pushed past the initial ring of muscle. I felt torn open as the head made its way in, then the rest of the shaft following.

“Damn tight,” Zilas growled. His hand yanked hard at my red hair, pulling me back until my back was bent. I looked up at him, watched him as he treated me like a woman. He looked down on me and jutted his hips forward as if spurred on by my expression of pain and insecurity.

A groan of pain was choked out. Zilas spat down - a bit of moisture that wouldn’t do much - and then surged his hips back and forth. My feet stretched upward until tiptoe as if getting my ass higher would spare me his inches. It did not, I was completely impaled by him and Zilas had no intention of slowing down.

His hips slapped against mine. I could distantly feel myself getting fucked through the haze. A needy heat was pooling in my stomach. Felt like my brain was leaving me. Like the entire concept of thought was beyond me and all I could do was feel while a man used me like a whore.

“Yes,” Zilas growls, all through his thrusts as every hint of sense leaves me. I’m not even sure what I’m doing anymore. All I know is there’s a cock buried inside me and I don’t even know how to process it anymore. My mouth falls open and I make high pitched keening noise - completely unlike me.

I can hardly hear Zilas through the haze. “…that’s right, slut...” His thrusts pause to grab at my throat and pull me back further until my airway is blocked and the need to breath burns in my throat. He burns the back of my neck with searing open mouthed kisses. Tears gathered at the corner of my eyes.

Through the strange affection, a faint amount of sense returns to my brain.

I want him to thrust into me. Not to just keep doing it, but to fuck me harder, faster, until…

When did I start to like this?

“Please—” Escapes me and Zilas releases me. I fall back onto the desk, my entire upper body resting on it as Zilas pounds into me, harder and faster until the desk itself moves from the force of his thrusts. My nails drag against the wooden surface of the desk. I can physically feel myself coming unwound. When Zilas begins to moan, louder and louder, I know what’s going to happen. It’s like another sense. My eyes close as the first flash of hot cum spurts inside me. I pant all through it. I love the very feeling of having his cum inside me. 

Zilas steps back. Probably admiring his handiwork. My cock is still hard against the front of the desk, I’m aching to touch myself. When I move my hands to do so, Zilas knocks them away. “Not done yet.” Touching is forbidden then. I wonder if I should even bother getting up. Then Zilas approaches me again, I feel my ass being prodded — but this time with a finger.

He shoves his finger inside, swirls it around and pulls it out. My knees go weak again, I’m on the very edge of release. I can feel his cum now leaving me, dripping from my fucked open entrance and onto his carpet.

“Now. Now I’m done.” He says, a smile in every word of his voice.

I rise slowly. I can feel his gaze on me like a hot knife. When I go to rub my dick again, he swipes my arm aside. I’m shocked, then I reach for my scarf. Still, I’m refused. He then makes the rules clear, or at least as clear as they can be to my fogged brain. ‘Guards will escort you, naked, to your tent, give you a sack of food twice as big as you head, no masturbating until you’re back at your tent.’

By now the sky’s turned a deep blue, the lights being the half moon, the stars and the fires dotted here and there that we used for warmth.

My cock is still hard. It almost hurts to walk with it, but I go anyway. The quicker I’m home, the quicker I can get rid of it and not be naked in public. I head through the camp with two guards in tow; they’re wearing cloaks of deep brown, like horse hair or burned leather. By their sides are swords whose sheaths are just as dark.

I can see the random straggler dotted here and there. They look up, see me with my sack of food, my exposed and bruised lower body and see the guards. Some point and turn to others either to gossip or to simply spread the news, others’ interest dissipates as soon as it arrives. It must be a sight to see, but I’m not sure how to feel about it. On one hand, fuck them all if they’ve something to say of it. I was robbed of an opportunity because of my place as their messenger, so I made another for myself. Or, rather, one made itself upon me.

On the other, it would be selfish to keep the wealth as my own.

Either way, there’s no doubt I will be the talk of the town by morning.

I get to my tent, toss the bag of meat towards the back, on another sack of my stuff.  There were slightly more pressing matters. I reach for myself about. When I was younger I heard other men let themselves 'edge' in order to increase their stamina. I never took onto it; the need for release was always too much. Just when I was about to finish myself off, one of the two guards coughed.

I turned to face them and one of them chuckled.- I couldn't tell which under their black masks. I only just realized they'd stepped inside and closed the tent behind them. Something in me just knew--

"We guarded you didn't we?" One of them cocked their heads at me. "After all, we hear that when food goes tight, nomads can get a little rowdy." He welcomed himself into my personal space, drew a gloved hand down my side. I can feel the heat of his hand through the cloth. The other one followed suit but instead rubbed agonizing circles against the back of my pants.

"Poor kid, the captain loves to leave them hanging." He stopped teasing, grabbed my ass hard enough to pull a yelp from me.

The other one chuckled, "You make noise like that and every guy in the village might want a taste." His finger danced down the curve of my upper thigh.

My stomach went into knots and my knees felt like jelly. Its a fight to stay upright. Were Briarian men always so eager to conquer? “I don’t know, I can’t think—”

“I’ll help.” One says before biting the edge of my ear. I take a sharp breath. The other guard tears the half sash top I’m wearing off, then he runs his thumbs over my nipples. Breath trails, burning down the crest of my neck.

His hand pushes at the swell of my back until I bend over. He instructs me with patience. Hands shoulder width apart to hold me up, legs about a time and a half that width.

"Like this, so we can see how pretty you look.”

This time I didn’t have the comfort of my legs being closed; I felt stretched open and showed off. The guard released a whisper and I felt a finger prod at my entrance. “So cute and pink, no wonder…” The pad of his thumb rubbed circles against my entrance. What was a faint feeling of soreness became excitement and I opened up and sucked him in without intending to.

“Fucking hell—he stretched you open good…” The guard groaned. The noise of his voice was only half as audible as the sounds of them tearing their leather pants free. The other guard’s cock flopped free from its confines. He sat on his knees, his cock in the perfect position to rest against my mouth.

He pressed his thumb to my mouth and coaxed it to open. The head of his cock rested just on the tip of my tongue.

“I can do better,” The one behind me growled. And then with one rough thrust, his cock entered me. My throat closed on a silent scream that the other guard used to push his cock deeper into my mouth until he was teasing my throat.

I was completely impaled by other men. Hands gripping my waist with bruising force pushed me down on inches. I never communicated much with the other people, just labored across the desert for food. Hence I never went through the phase of finding a lover here with them.

And now? I was not just once, but twice, fucking Briarian men. Letting them fuck me up until I couldn’t think straight. Twice in one day. And now not even for food, not out of desperation. I wanted this. I moaned out loud as the guard whose cock I was sucking came streaks across my face, I stuck out my tongue and drank every precious drop.

The other guard kept fucking me, harder and harder with a constant desperate rasp leaving his throat. I could feel myself opening up in new ways to his cock. I could only vocalize how much more I wanted, how I wanted him to go faster and harder and completely use me up. Soon the pressure was too much, heat in my stomach burst and I came, pleading for more. He followed soon after and mercifully let me collapse onto the carpet.

The only audible noise was the air rushing in and out of my mouth. I couldn’t bear to move. Whatever overwhelming lust made me so pliable had been sated. When I could hear again, past my own satisfaction, the soldiers were already redressed.

One guard tossed a cloth from one of the few objects I had onto me.

I looked at him.

“Luke,” He pointed to himself, then the other. “Franz.” Then he tapped his finger over his lips twice and they left.

Where most would feel conflicted about being fucked like this, this humiliation - or what I would assume it should be, given the looks I was given as we came here - I felt a different sort of conflict. One part of me wanted to thank these men as they left. The other wanted to whirl around, spread my cheeks and plead for them to take me with them. Use me every way they knew how.

Neither happened.

I was alone, nude and shivering through the aftershocks of orgasm. Sleep took me soon after.

Coming to in the morning, something in my chest didn’t settle right. Perhaps it was how very achy I felt, being used by three men on the same night. Or maybe it was sleeping nude. That would be courting sickness. I rose from the carpet, spied a flicker by my tent opening.

Could also be that.

I got up, pulling the blanket ever tighter and collected my clothing. Both them and I were not in the best shape, after all the rough treatment. I felt sore and sticky all over. Dried cum peeled off my face when I frowned at the feeling of it. I dropped the blanket to drag my hands against my face to get some of it off. Let whoever’s outside see what they want.

I got my clothing back on. Thinking of it, now that I’ve been publicly seen with a large amount of food…this might not end up as good as I had previously hoped. I looked at the entrance again, the person either stopped trying to be stealthy or didn’t care.

I’ll clean up later, this has to be dealt with now.

I didn’t know how to seduce anyone or make anyone obey my desires to get ‘ill-gotten goods’.

I opened my tent and let the light flood in. In front of me was a darling young man. Wearing baggy pants, far too young to hunt, freckles dancing on his face and a heavy suntan settled on his shoulders.

Three men stood about ten feet behind him, facing each other and us in a little trinity. Something dangerous lingered in their gaze.

There was no chance something wasn't up. But I'd already answered and showed myself. What could I do?

"Can I...help you?"

"Y-yeah." He spoke as if he'd just realized I existed, and ran his hand down his opposite arm. "You're--your Roma? Right?"

"Yes."

"The village elder asked what you were gonna do with all that food."

Figures.

"I'm not going to keep it all to myself if that's what you're asking."

"Well, he wanted to know how you would distribute it. Or —” He paused and looked behind him. The men couldn’t be more obviously in charge of the situation. This kid was just the scout. “More like we could help you distribute it."

"You mean take it?"

With a flicker of guilt in his eyes, he stayed silent.

"Listen, what's your name?"

"Thomas."

"Very strange. Thomas--I'm going to take a small share and then hand the rest over okay?"

Thomas didn't budge, just looked up at me with strangely round eyes.

"Give me a second."

I turned and headed into the tent. Stupid of me to turn my back on the three men. There was a flurry of movement and the men flooded into my tent. A wave of muscle and strength pushed me aside and I could hear Thomas’ voice of shock and displeasure. I fell to the ground, stumbling over myself.

They set to work fumbling around the tent, tossing blankets and boxes aside to look underneath and find the food. I cursed myself in time to see the village chief come in. His eyes bagged, his posture bent, face frozen in a look of constant disapproval.

“You let them fuck you for food.”

Seems like the word got around fast. I tried my best to not seem scared, but I would be lying if I knew what type of face or reaction would please him best.

“Desperate times.”

“Found it!” One of the men said, raising it up like a grand achievement. The other men looked at it and the village elder shook his head.

“You have more.”

"I don't have any more--"

"Liar." The chieftain turned to the rest of the tent. "Tear the place apart--" Then, as if realizing I was wearing my side sack, he reached down and grabbed it.

"No!" I shouted and tried to cling to it, but the chieftain bought his foot down again and I groaned, let go and rolled, holding my side.

“And what’s this?” He pulled out a handful of jerky. Pain was sprouting through my side, I rolled to face him.

"That's my food from before the soldiers came--"

"Get him out of here." He completely ignored my words. His eyes narrowed at me. "I want him gone."

Men surrounded me. Even more in number than the ones that had entered the tent. They took a hold of each of my limbs and began carrying me out into the desert sun.

I could see Thomas’ wide eyes as I passed. “You said you weren’t gonna do anything.” He said to the elder.

The elder gave me a stern look as I was carried out of range to hear him, but reading his lips I could see the words ‘Plans change’.

I shouted, of course. My voice becoming nothing more than a tirade of weak pleas that fell on deaf ears. “Please, don’t do this!” I made promises I could never fulfill. That I could whore myself out for even more food, that I would do anything — anything to not be tossed away like this.

Whatever weak attempts I made to escape only served to aggravate my assailants; the nomadic tribe I’d only weakly called home and family, but were the only ones I knew, faded and became nothing more than a dot on the horizon. Farther and farther they all but ran, wanting to get rid of me as soon as possible.

After the sky began to change and the heat died down to the desert chill, they dropped me.

I curled in on myself, on the verge of tears. Exile in a place like this was nothing more than an extended death sentence. The men began to walk away and I scrambled to my feet, maybe if I offered myself to them — one of the men stopped at the sound of my voice.

“Please, don’t do this—” I cried, and clung to his ankle. He looked down at me with so much disgust, as if he’d stepped in something horrific and stomach turning. I recoiled as if struck.

“You come back, we kill you.”

Those were the rules — after all why even bother dropping me out here if they were going to accept me back if I showed up again? My body dropped down to the sandy earth and I sobbed as even they became nothing but dots in the distance.

This was it. I was going to die. I was going to die for trying to ensure that I would not. I screamed I sobbed, I hit the ground with my bared fists. Cycling between misery, despair, and rage. How could this happen? How could everything have fallen apart so succinctly? No food, no water, sore and fucked open. Used and discarded.

I got up, still sobbing.

Staying in the same place with nothing would only kill me faster. One would think that the reservation of energy would be paramount, but what would be the point when all that was around me was shrubs and the occasional wave of dancing sand? I needed food, sustenance.

I walked. And walked. And walked. Until my feet ached and my body was racked with tiredness and the sun became hot again and then cold again. My stomach shrieked murder, hunger was even more constant than the heat. I could feel myself getting more and more hungry by the hour. One full day, then two. And still, I walked. Often, passing out and then coming to only to walk more.

Misery and hungry were a hair’s breadth from overtaking me when my heart was lifted by a familiar sight. Marked by the sight of a smidgen of purple crossing on the horizon.

Zilas’ caravan.

Go-To-Office Girl

J.J. Cummings

Prologue

In Search of Work

Jason was between jobs and needed something to do to get the bills paid. That’s how he ended up staring at the computer screen at seven at night when the job of ‘Bodily Collections Assistant’ popped up, staring him in the face with offer of a damn good paycheck attached. Probably something about collecting the recently deceased or something. He applied. The requirements weren’t all that beyond his abilities anyway.

Rent was coming up, utilities were rising in cost and when times are tough you have to do what you can to make ends meet. Even work weird jobs that are completely out of your skill set.

So Jason didn’t question it when he got that usual ear to ear, stressed out, used up, washed out businessman smile that told him he’ll get the call soon. He didn’t question it when he received the call over the phone that said he’d be hired and working by the end of the month. He didn’t even question the fact that the business outfit they’d graciously sent him was a black, tight skirt and a white shirt with black heels. Just chalked it up to a flaw of the corporate machine.

But he did question one thing: the weird pink pill that came along with it. Hardly the size of his fingernail. Gave him a chill through his spine seeing it sitting inside the box with his clothes, separated by a plastic canister.

He took it out of the box and up ended the canister on his bed. Out tumbled a pink box and two pieces of stapled together paper.

‘Dear Jason McHarven,

Congratulations on your new position of Bodily Collections Assistant or B.C.A. for short!

Your orientation begins upon opening this box; please come to your assigned office the day after you’ve followed all given instructions.

Given that you’ve already retrieved this box, we assume that you’ve already seen your outfit located within aforementioned box. Allow us to first inform you that this is not, by any stretch of the imagination, a mistake! Your outfit is likely of the feminine persuasion and you will be expected to don and own it, wear nothing that would obscure the most important details and aspect of it (the long stretch of legs between the heels and the skirt, the thinness of the shirt, etc). Doing so would lead to immediate termination!

If you’d like to change or modify the outfit in anyway, please talk to your assigned Overhead Manager of Bodily Collections at the nearest corporate office!’

…The fucking hell? So he was supposed to wear those things to work? The fuck?

‘Please see the box that was shipped with this letter for the first and most important part of your orientation. Please ensure that you do not skip following all instructions of the box, or you will be fired immediately. Please ensure that you follow all instructions on the box to the letter, or you will be fired immediately. Please ensure that no damage (modification, intentional changing, discarding, etc) is done to the contents of the box prior to following all instructions, or you will be fired immediately.’

Oh. Well, wow, that little pink box just got a hell of a lot more important. Jason glared at it like it hissed at him; gave him the heebie jeebies all over just looking at it. Something about the box gave off the vibe of being ‘too happy’ and put all his senses on watch. Either way, he needed to deal with it eventually. Or he’d be fired immediately, as the paper so subtly put it.

He opened it up and there was another note, smaller this time. On it, the specific instructions:

‘Ingest whole, orally, do not chew. Consume before midnight, drink with water. Do not take with other drugs.’

Yeah, real fucking complicated, so complicated he needed to be told three times in the same paragraph of corporate warning jargon not to fuck it up. Underneath where he picked up the note, there the pink pill was, sitting in its own little depression in the casing like a ring in a proposal box.

He hadn’t even stepped foot inside their offices yet and here he was, about to ingest weird chemicals the night before going in.

He got it done and over with before the clock hit ten, hit the hay and tried not to think about what he might’ve just signed up for.

A paycheck is a paycheck.

Chapter 1

Preparation

The drive there manages to be more annoying then the pill was. Mainly because he’d never driven in a skirt before. He wasn’t about to drive in heels - fuck that. He tossed those sharp bringers of pain and trips to the shotgun seat and kept it moving.

The entire act of putting on the outfit was a hell-scape of misery. Having to carefully button each button because the shirt was so tight around the chest, shaking his ass to squeeze into the tiny, tight black pencil skirt and looking awkward and out place in the mirror. A feminine outfit awkwardly stretched over a body that was distinctly not effeminate. His nobby fingers, wild hair and dark knees standing out where anything more girly would easily slot right in.

The thought of pulling back occurred to him, then so did the thought of rent.

He’ll just monkey bar to his next job.

After twenty minutes of feeling awkward and out of place, he drove up to the building, parked his car in the designated spot around back. Eyed the heels like they’d tried to punch him in the face. Put them on anyway and walked, as carefully as he could, to the building.

The moment his foot crosses the threshold she appears. A bubbly brunette with glasses the size of saucers. She holds a clipboard in her hand and her business suit is actually appropriate. That’s a bit of a shock, given his predicament.

“Hello -” She pauses to check the board, smile disappearing for a moment and then reappearing, just as aggressively happy as before. “Jason McHarven! You’re the new worker for the Bodily Collections division!”

“That’s me.” It comes out with less enthusiasm then he intended to - and he didn’t intend for it to have any. The woman’s face melts a bit before she perks right up again.

“Well, I’m Michelle, your Physical Preparation Specialist. You’re right on schedule -” The paper he was sent had no note of when he was supposed to appear. He just assumed nine in the morning. “Come with me!” She bounds off, how she does that in heels he will never know. Either way he follows her, hands ever so carefully reaching towards the wall to help him catch himself should he fall. How do women deal with heels?! And how does Michelle have so much energy - its nine in the goddamn morning…

Michelle waits for him by the elevator. He’s thankful for her holding it open and for the elevator itself to have bars on the side he can grip onto. Michelle presses a button, then moves onto her board, writing things Jason can’t see. Hopefully, she isn’t writing down some bad report or something on him. These are the sort of people that will fire you for fucking up a pill.

The elevator opens on a room that…asks many, many questions and presents no answers. It’s like a hair salon, but inside. There’s smooth black leather chairs and sinks and blow-dryers, all manner of hair care and facial products. Bright lights abound - and its, again, only nine in the goddamn morning.

Jason slams his eyes shut. A force - Michelle, he assumes - grabs him by the arm and leads him inside while he blinks back tears from the intensity of the lights.

“’S’okay, in a couple days you’ll get used to it!” Yeah its the first day but Michelle sounds entirely too chipper about this.

“For this part I’m going to have to change your physical appearance.” She makes a motion towards her own face as example. Jason takes one look at the lipstick on the counter and doesn’t ask any further. Maybe this is some sort of male modeling gig or something. That’s the most he can make of it.

He takes a seat. A cover is lowered over his head and Michelle gets to work, sniping and cutting and curling in ways he fears to look at; one second his head is a mess of bubbles and shampoo, the next its being molded into all sorts of shapes. Was this what the inside of a salon was like?  Was this what women just did?

Hot air brushes against either side of his face from the air dryer; Michelle is talking, but Jason can hardly hear her. What sort of mess did he get involved in now?

“Alrighty, all done! How’d you like it?”

Jason stared at himself in the mirror and knew he’d have to put his resignation in A.S.A.P. Short brown almost a-cut-esque hair stared him in the face and he’d never felt so…vaguely demeaned in his life.

“Michelle, what sort of work are you having me do?”

“Bodily collections.” She said, with a hidden, robotic twang, freed him from the hair cover and dragged him off to the elevator once again. Jason tried to pull his arm back but a sense of weakness suddenly rocked him; he chalked it up to not getting enough rest last night. They climb inside the elevator and Jason isn’t sure how to start the topic of ‘where do I resign’, especially not when Michelle seems to overly upbeat. How much do they pay her for that never surrendering smile?

The elevator eventually comes to a stop. The doors open and a person - they’re wearing woman’s clothing, with woman’s hair, but so is he - all but tumbles inside. Brown hair mused this way and that, clothing - an infinitely shorter, tighter skirt then his own - half removed. Couldn’t look any less like the image of the phrase ‘just had sex’.  Jason’s heart is pounding his chest, its becoming increasingly clear that he should have done more research on—quite literally— everything about this place.

Michelle steps past her and presses another button again. Jason can’t help but keep looking down at the ‘woman’ at his feet, who lies there, exhaling in and out with ‘her’ entire body as if she’s just run a marathon or three. The makeup on ‘her’ face is mussed up, but ‘her’ eyes are aglitter, the idea and sight of it makes Jason…decidedly uncomfortable.

“Don’t worry.” Michelle says as if reading his mind. “You’ll be okay.”

It doesn’t do much to ease his fears, but it is a start. As the lights above that read the floor numbers begin to go slower and slower, the ‘woman’ gets up and leans against the side of the elevator. Jason’s fingers twiddle at his side, if he was sitting in a chair he’d be able to work it off, but it’s been months now, months since he’s been alone, with a ‘woman’ that was so clearly…

Turned on.

Eyes hooded, makeup ruined, entire body and demeanor something like out of a porno, Jason has to grip his waist and dig his nails into his skin in order to stop from moving.

The elevator doors open again and Michelle urges him forward first, saying something to the ‘woman’ as they leave. Jason isn’t sure whether or not to start thanking God: On one hand he’s out of the frying pan, on the other this place as been a wondrous mountain of surprises so far, so there no telling when he’ll get the freezer.

The hallway is wide and open, shockingly clean with eggshell white walling. No windows in sight but that’s to be expected with the rooms on either side. There’s only six of them even though, if the rooms were like those of any normal office, there would be space for far, far more. Above their doors is a sign not unlike an ‘Exit’ sign, but all numbered with one recognizable word. ‘Orientation’

All but one of them ‘Orientation - 3’ is lit up. And that’s the one Michelle leads him to.

“Oh, we’re at my favorite part!” Michelle’s little giggle does a little something to brighten things up. She comes to a stop at the front of the door and Jason takes one look at her, one look at the door and decides he’ll give it one try, just one try, until before he puts in his resignation or tries to monkey bar his way out.

“Alrighty, this is your stop. So glad we got here when we did; Orientation three is notoriously gentle with new comers, but you seem on edge so I have a feeling you’ll really like what we have planned for you in here.” Michelle checks something off her board and returns to Jason, smiling and smoothing down one side of his now shoulder length brown hair. “You’re gonna do great, I just know you’re gonna love it here. Takes a little getting used to.”

“Michelle, can I ask you a question?”

“No.”

…Wait, what?

Michelle opens the door and pushes Jason forward; her heels click all the way down the hall until they can’t be heard anymore. Not that Jason would’ve noticed given what he’s witnessing in front of him right now.

Two men, two tall men with wide shoulders, top heavy, strong builds, laughing and standing across from each other at a sturdy looking table. The splitting image of each other and of what you’d see on a particularly intense package of underwear. Tight muscles, cute, unaged faces with little texture to them. One whose black hair basically a sweaty mess on his head, the other who had his longer, blonde hair in a tight bun. Black boxers, red and black sneakers and nothing else. Each of them holding a water bottle, looking no different then that women on the elevator.

He straightened up, looked for Michelle only to find he was alone in the hallway.

“Well, hello.” The blond said. Now they were both looking at him, leaning against the table expectantly. Jason’s hand clutched the door a little harder at hearing him.

Jason laughed it off; this was madness. “Listen, this must be some sort of really weird mistake. I’m here for Orientation?”

“Yeah, for your training. We’re your trainers.”

Chapter 2

First Day in Orientation Room 3

“Hi, names Reeves.” The blond waved from his spot at the table. He was tall, tan, the sort of beach going type that Jason imagined he might one day have a chance of being back when he was starting high school, back long ago when he was dreaming of living that rich, awesome guy life. Reeves pointed to the closer man, with the black hair. “That’s Alex.”

Alex waved.

“Welcome to your first day of Orientation…?”

Jason took a solid step back. “I’m not walking into this room until you tell me why you’re both basically naked.”

Reeves and Alex took one look at each other, then back to Jason with smiles on their faces as if the reason should be obvious.

“Yeah, sorry. Our clothes got messed up during another part of orientation.”

Well, that makes some small kernel of sense, especially if all their work is done in this room. Can’t have employees just walking about with messy clothing of whatever. On the other hand is this really the more ‘okay’ solution? Jason isn’t sure whether he’s trying to rationalize everything or just make excuses for the company at this point. This entire job is like getting thrown into some weird wonderland. Everything’s topsy turvey, these heels still hurt like a bitch.

“…What exactly is my job here, if you don’t mind me asking?”

“Just some rudimentary, simple work. After a while it’ll be second nature to you.” Reeves shrugged, took back his water until the bottle was drained and dumped it into a neighboring trash can. Alex stood facing him, rubbing his hands together. Jason’s eyes kept wandering back to him; Alex seemed like the more physically ‘mature’ of the two, his abs were drawn tighter, more ready,  then Jason realized he was dressed as a woman and looking at another man like he was a meal.

Jason shook his head. How long could he keep it up in this strange place? He walked inside, was half comforted by the thick smell of old coffee and carpet cleaner; at least that was normal office stuff he could cling to like a constant.

The room was made up of three rather large cubicles against the wall on one side, each with a chair, a computer and a drawer lined desk’s worth of space to work. An apparent break room on the other marked by an invisible line drawn by a damn sturdy looking table.

“I’ll get you set up on the computer.” Reeves guided Jason where he needed to be, despite it only being a few steps away. The entire way Jaosn swore he could feel Alex’s eyes on him like focused lasers and on top of that, he wasn’t sure just how much he didn’t like it. Or if he did like it. Or anything for that matter because everything in this place made no damn sense.

Must be that Alex thinks he’s a woman. That must be it. The disguise must be working, despite how banged up and frankly masculine his knees look. Jason takes his seat, but turns around to face Jason as he does so.

“You realize I’m a man right?”

Alex smiles at him, “I’m quite aware.”

Oh.

Well then, shit.

He seems to see that Jason’s come to the revelation of him not giving a damn and outright licks his lips at him. There’s a gleam of very sexual intent in his eyes. Jason looks at Reeves with the sort of ‘Oh god help me’ look that only he could.

“Now now, let’s try and play nice you two.” Reeve slaps Jason on the shoulder, not hard enough to bruise, but enough to make it clear its time to cut it out. Alex pulls a face and turns away, taking down his own water bottle. “It’s important we all learn to work along here, but especially you two, okay?

“Why-” Jason’s eyes keep flashing between Reeve’s face and Alex’s abs, against his will. What the fuck? He’s never been interested in men before. Holy fuck though, Alex’s abs. “Why especially us?”

“For the first couple days of orientation, I’ll just be an observer. After the computer stuff Alex, for the most part, will be your teacher.”

No, no, no. Jason eyes the door before asking Reeves. “Why Alex?”

“Cause I like you.” Alex said, then cocked his head to the side and gave Jason a equally cocky grin.

How is he even supposed to focus on anything with the two of them? The pain coming from his heels is enough to focus on; even when he’s not pressing down its a godawful ache; how did women deal with this sort of nonsense?

Reeves urges him back to the computer, signs him in and runs him through rudimentary work, such as copying and pasting files between places, filling out various forms of legal paperwork, reading over documents for errors that normal spell check wouldn’t be able to pick up. That sort of sleep inducing stuff.

It’s only an hour when Reeves’ more calming, less sexually aggressive presence wanes off; he steps back out of Jason’s space, claps his hands together. “Alright, ready to start work on your own?”

“Uh, sure.” Jason says, but he doesn’t dare look back. At least turned towards the desk he can ignore that Alex is in the space with him. He distracts himself by running a cold hand against the top of his foot, it does little to ease the pain.

For the next half hour he’s doing the same thing, but now without the guiding hand of Reeves checking over every mistake. Occasionally, he tries to ease his pain. He didn’t watch Reeves’ leave, even though he couldn’t hear his footsteps, or discern them from Alex’s footsteps for that matter.

“God, fuck.” Jason swore and ducked down beneath the desk to rub at his feet for the third time in ten minutes.

“You okay?”

Alex’s voice. Jason clung to the side of the desk.

“Yeah, yeah I’m fine.”

“No, you’re not.” Alex cuts him off.

Jason hears his footsteps and feels him behind him, still wasn’t expecting it when Alex physically lifted him from his seat and moved him against his will. Jason’s half way through a comment about being able to take care of himself, despite the fact that he doesn’t even think he can drive home, when Alex sits him down on the center table and starts slipping him out of his heeled shoes.

Once Alex’s abs are finally out of line of sight, Jason notices the room is has a distinct lack of Reeves in it.

“These are too small for you.” His tone is almost saddening, pitying even.

“I’m fin-”

“You’ve got blisters.” Alex’s tone went from compassionately concerned to ‘this is a matter entirely out of your hands’ level of concerned; Jason tried to voice dissent, got a quick ‘hush’ for his trouble. Alex’s hands gripped his waist, pushed him further back onto the table, then onto his back. “Lift your feet.”

“Oh no, no - no listen to me Alex, you are not going to use my fucking blisters as an excuse to fuck me.”

“I don’t need an excuse to fuck you, unlike you I’m not trying to hide that I’m checking out the hottest guy in the room.” Jason didn’t know how to respond to that. Alex rolled his eyes. “Lift you feet so I can take care of you.”

Jason groaned, brought his legs up enough that Alex could check his feet without having to bend over or kneel for too long. The action was disturbingly intimate…but not entirely unpleasant. Alex got to work rubbing his feet and Jason stole a few minutes rest, laid out on the table in the center of the room. Where had Reeve gone? Why the hell was this job - that was nothing but paperwork so far - called ‘bodily collections assistant’?

Alex pressed a soft kiss to his ankle, close to the heel. Jason pulled his leg back on instinct, not enjoying the strangely electric sensation he was getting. This was weird, too intimate, pressing too close to something like ‘companionship’ with a man he only just met. Where was Reeve, couldn’t they just take turns fucking him and make it less awkward?

Reeves was still no where in sight and Alex was set on one thing. His hands, bigger than Jason’s, began slowly sliding up his leg, against calves that Jason never payed any attention to and onto his knee, fingers scrapping against the edge of the bottom of his skirt. Jason met Alex’s eyes, wished he hadn’t at how ferociously intent Alex seemed on getting him out of his clothing.

Alex’s hands ventured underneath the skirt, fingers almost clawing down his inner thigh. “Let me rub your shoulders.”

“Alex, listen I’m-”

“Jason, stop playing games with me. You’ve been looking at me like a piece of meat the moment you opened that door and we’re finally alone. Why are you ashamed now?”

“We’re at work.”

“Cool, you wanna head home and do this?”

“Just-just rub my shoulders and get it over with.”

Alex did just that, hands gripping and eclipsing Jason’s shoulders, then kneading them until it was like a burden began to fall from him. Years ago, this would be the sort of solace he’d think he’d been giving to his own wife. Not receiving from another man. Jason swallowed, tried his best to stay calm.

Alex’s hands slipped underneath the thin white shirt they’d assigned him, Jason leaned forward, intending to break off contact and only lead Alex’s hands to his nipples. Then something wild and needy went through him and breathed out a hot breath, not even knowing what he just felt. Alex paused too, but instead of lingering in shock he continued forward, pushing his hands down further despite the awkward angle and reaching Jason’s nipples with his thumbs.

“Oh. Oh fuck.” Jason leaned back into Alex’s arms while his fingers drew circles on his nipples, nails occasionally scratching or flicking enough to earn a sharp jolt. His cock painfully reminded him of its restrictive existence inside his pencil skirt. Holy hell, what? What was going on now?

“Enough games.” Alex groaned, pulled his skirt down from the bottom and had it pool on at his feet before slipping off to the floor; his cock sprung free. Jason hissed at the cold air of the room, didn’t even want to look Alex in the face. How ridiculous must he look with his cock hanging out and his hair done up like this, makeup included?

If he did look stupid, Alex didn’t voice it. Instead he pulled Jason to the edge of the table, put both his legs over his shoulders and sucked on his own fingers. Jason’s head hit the desk, how did things end up like this? Just a few days prior his biggest worry was wondering how to pay the bills, now he’s about to get fucked on a desk edge by a black haired Adonis and he isn’t sure whether or not he’s got a complaint about that.

“Listen, Alex-” Not that saying that’s ever made him listen before, “This is so fucking weird for me man.”

“Life’s weird.” Alex shot back, before his hands moved to a place that Jason didn’t want to think about. And after a half second he couldn’t; his limbs slumped, even his legs on Alex’s shoulders lost their rigid awkwardness. As if control was taken from him by a shocking force almost, his head turned to the side, breath felt caught between his lungs and his throat.

Alex cocked his head to the side, fingers dancing just outside that ring of muscle. “So, you took the pill. Good, that means I can be as rough with you as I want.”

Fingers pushed against him, demanded access and eventually the muscle gave way; Jason felt something inside him, something old and dead set on this never happening to him, fall away and give in to the pleasure that filled him. Almost like flying, better than most of the fucks he’s had in recent years, in that dingy apartment. Then all at once the fingers were gone and he felt empty, deprived even.

“Tight. Virgin tight. S’cute.” Alex pressed his nose to the side of Jason’s face, exhaled a deep and heavy breath as his fingers breached Jason’s entrance again, as if it was his own raw cock penetrating that tight heat. He smelled of sweat, cologne and peppermint.

“Don’t stop.” He said. Was that really his voice? Whimpering and wavy and lacking any and all command in spite of itself? Jason bite his tongue, wasn’t sure whether to sob or laugh at himself, at the sheer madness of the whole situation.

“No Jason, I won’t stop.” Alex pushed both his fingers straight in to the first knuckle. Jason’s entire body arched, voice breaking in a half shout of his name. “I won’t stop until you’re dreaming of how much you want our cocks, how much you want to spread this tight little hole for us. Until you can’t wait to come into work and spread your cheeks and collect all our cum into this tight little sissy hole of yours.”

Why did he use the words ‘us’?

Why did the idea of everything in that statement make his cock ache and his hole feel empty, like he wanted it now?

The fingers left him, Alex pulled away and there he was, cock dripping cum onto his belly, lower body bared to the world, femme styled hair mused, makeup in ruin, looking no different then the woman on the elevator.

“Every time you walk into this office for the next week, we’re going to ruin you, we’re going to turn you into nothing but a slutty little play toy for dick, until you learn how to collect cum like a good little slut. Tomorrow, I’m going to shove two fingers inside you, then the day after that, I’ll shove in three, then I’ll teach you how to suck a cock and fuck you like you’ve never dreamed.”

Oh god, Jason’s mouth fell open on a moan.

By ‘bodily collections assistant’ they meant cum dump. Jason banged his head against the table, dear god this was the weirdest day of his life. The only sound besides his banging was the sound of another crinkling, draining water bottle.

“I didn’t know my job here was to have sex.”

“Want to quit?”

Alex promised to fuck him. Alex was going to cum inside him and fill him up with every last drop of his cum after teasing his holes open. That was the truth of the matter. Jason wasn’t even sure how to parse the feeling that came into him as he tried to imagine himself, coming apart on another man’s fingers.

“No.”

“Good sissy.”

Alex kissed Jason’s cheek, hand dropping down to grope his ass. Jason sighed, the feeling of Alex’s hand, big and able to grab the whole of one of part of his ass, the fantasy that maybe in the future he’d grab it with both hands, part it, completely destroy it…

Jason didn’t know how to stand upright anymore.

Heading home was like a blow to the head, mainly because he was still sporting a boner underneath his pencil skirt when Reeves came, with Michelle in tow, to ‘clock’ him out as it were. Alex took a moment to explain that the heels assigned to Jason were too tight, recommended flats of some sort and sent them off on their way as if his fingers hadn’t just been where no man had ever gone before with Jason.

“One more thing…”

Alex kicked off his sneakers, pushed them into Jason’s arms.

“Make sure you don’t hurt your feet anymore, alright?”

“O…kay?” Jason asked, then when Alex didn’t break eye contact immediately put them on, just to break the awkward tension. Perfect fit. Huh.

Michelle was still her overly chipper self, happily going over what she’d been doing while Jason was in the office; not that he’d directly absorbed any of this information. His cock was underneath his skirt, hard, needy, possibly leaking, a man’s fingers had been inside him and he’d moaned and told him not to stop. Absorbing information was not that M.O. for today, not anymore.

Reeves gave him another hearty slap on the shoulder. “Good day?”

“I have no fucking clue.” Jason answered honestly, possibly for the first time that day.

“Well, look at it this way; you’ve overcome the first hurdle and even Alex likes you. He doesn’t usually get that feisty that quick.”

If there was anything he didn’t know what to make of, it was Alex. That man…

That man.

The moment Michelle made it clear she was done giving Jason all his paperwork — including a badge he’d need to come in and out of the office, in addition to health care paperwork and other various forms he couldn’t be assed to care about Jason all but ran out of the office and into the safe space of his car. Got home in lightning fast time too, without needing to wait in traffic since he got out before the lunch rush.

Then he was back in his apartment, shedding off the clothing and - god yes, finally his got his cock free, fell back onto his bed. Clutched both his hands around his cock and thought of Alex, Alex’s abs, Alex’s voice, his everything and tomorrow when he would get to go back and experience more…

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
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