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It wouldn’t be long now. Soon everyone would come flooding back into this half of the college — though how long it would take for the first football team member to come in was anyone’s guess.

Normally Danny Lee wouldn’t dare sneak into this place. He was a straight-A and B+ student with a long history of quiet nervousness. Sis parents, too lazy to care about his further development, confused that with maturity before releasing him onto the world like a skittering mouse in the middle of a bright lit room. Quick to duck where no one was and hide, only darting out when it was convenient and ‘safe’.

Meaning football was the polar opposite to all openly expressed interests.

Danny told himself it was because he couldn’t find another place in the school with floor-to-ceiling mirrors. He tried the janitors, the girl’s bathrooms, all the other bathroom’s in the school and most of the classrooms he could be bothered to enter — or could find empty.

Though he’d be lying if he hadn’t thought about what it might be like to take on the team, so to speak.

He found the first mirror, curled a few fingers through his jet black shining hair, and swung his heavy brown bag off his shoulder and onto the tiled floor. He should be quicker about this…

No voices in the hallway and no footsteps either. Danny would write himself off as in the clear, but he also didn’t know how well the locker room filtered out the noise. Really, it was anyone’s guess if he was truly alone.

Danny swallowed and took one last good look at himself in the mirror. The image of a picture-perfect shut-in college scholarship student stared back at him. Plain white tee, jeans, and glasses that made him look like a hipster owl more than like a person.

He undid the little tie in his hair. He'd been slowly changing himself into a sissy for a while now and passed off his sudden decision to let his hair grow out as a 'lazy' fashion choice. Now the normally untouched black strands formed a shoulder-length bob with a curl that tickled his chin.

He peeled himself out of his normal clothes, dropped them to the ground. Cold air bit into his skin. You’d think they’d keep it warm in here…

Danny opened the brown bag revealing a treasure trove of stolen red skirts and white midriff tank tops with a logo of a gray junk-built robot’s powerful hand gripping the phrase ‘Steel City Smashers’.

Moment of truth. It’d been so hard to get access to the girl’s uniforms. It had taken him stealing a city from one of the janitor’s closets when they weren’t looking, and making sure that said janitor had taken the day off to ensure he wouldn’t be found out. Took him a full week to muster up the courage.

Sneaking into the football locker room was one thing, but stealing girl’s clothing was on a level of freak that most teachers and administrators wouldn’t engage with.

Not a single doubt about it; if he was caught, he’d be expelled. Charged even.

Had to make it count.

The skirts were tight--always were, but he managed to shimmy into them well enough. He long dreamed of wearing these sorts of outfits, getting to play around like girls did. A long line of military and football men -- the boy's boys -- led up to him, a scrawny, 5'1 guy that his father didn't 'openly' call a disgrace but family dinners and alcohol being what they are, it wasn't hard to find the truth.

Maybe that was why when he turned around to see himself in the mirror he felt a faint burst of something resembling joy. He looked nice for once. He didn't feel awkward and out of his skin like he normally did. Sometimes he even felt like he was just a clumsy, abnormally huge girl. Wearing this he almost felt...normal.

He shouldn't.

Oh, but it would be wonderful, wouldn't it?

Danny grabbed his phone. A couple quick pictures wouldn't hurt, yeah? He posed in front of the mirror, giving a peace sign with his free hand, then another with a kissy face. Looking at them made him so happy. He looked so cute. Imagine if he managed to get his hands on some makeup!

Hmm...he looked cute. But could he look sexy?

He turned around and bent over just enough so that the pure white panties he wore with the outfit peeked out from underneath the all-too-short red skirt. He ran his hand over the curve of his ass, gave it a slap, and pretended like it was a strong man's doing. He bit his lip, aimed, and took the picture of his reddened cheek.

Danny stared at his picture bouncing the ideas and possibilities around in his head.

Should he do more?

He shouldn't.

He shouldn't.

Buuuut…

One more wouldn't hurt, would it?

He turned back around, this time with a bold finger pulling the panties aside and coming oh-so-close to parting those cheeks for the camera.

"This is a surprise."

Danny turned around and saw the man, immediately sunk back with his hands raised. His phone clattered to the floor.

The other man smiled and approached him. For every step Danny took back, he took two forward.

"You're Danny, right? From the Computer Science course?"

"No-no--you've got me confus--"

"No, you're Danny. I'd recognize that voice anywhere."

"Okay, but I'm --"

"Those are the official girl uniforms, you order them?"

"Yes--"

"No, you didn't." He pointed down to one of the collected outfits in question. "That's Angie's. She wears body glitter. It's all over her outfit. You stole these."

Danny wanted to shriek. "Listen, listen I'm sorry okay? I'll put the clothes back just--just don't tell anyone."

"You could get kicked out of school for doing something like this."

"Yeah I know but please don't-"

"Why wouldn't I?"

Danny's stomach twisted into knots. His back hit the wall and now the man was hovering over him, wearing an ear-to-ear grin. He had a point. Why wouldn't he? It wasn't like Danny was anyone important to him. Hell, he didn't even know the other guy's name.

"I-I'll do anything." He still had to try though, to not get kicked out of school. Or worse, to not catch a case.

"Anything you say?"

"Yes," Danny said.

"Alright." He said, teeth biting down on his lower lip.

The little tilt in the man's voice made his lower stomach flutter. He wouldn't? Danny knew himself and that he was capable of some stupid shit but if this guy was going to try and fuck him in the locker rooms that would be a level of stupid crazy that Danny would be in awe of.

"You know who I am?"

"No," Danny said, then added a quick "I'm sorry." once the man flashed a frown.

"Nah, that's fine. I'm the QB. Eric."

"Hi, Eric." Danny said. Eric smirked as if laughing at a joke only he could hear. "Are you going to let me go?"

"Well, let's see...how about you face that mirror and show me that last pose you did and we'll talk about it."

Oh god, how long had Eric been watching him?

Danny faced the mirror, planted his hand against the glass, and leaned forward enough to show off his underwear again. Eric sat on the bench behind him, rubbing his hands together with his forest green eyes scanning up and down the pale expanse of Danny's thin legs and revealed ass. How could he not feel put on the spot? Danny hooked his finger against his panties and pulls them to the side, showing off the crack of his ass as Eric ordered.

Eric purred and leaned forward. A huge palm gripped Danny's ass hard enough to make his breath hiss. His cock woke up with an almost painful twitch. Fuck, he really was going to fuck him wasn't he?

Eric rubbed the front of his pants, eyes shutting and opening quick before the bulge came to life and Danny's entire lower body went into knots.

"That's not bad, Danny boy. Might have to get in some of that myself. You didn't happen to steal any lube did you?"

"Fuck, I didn't."

"Well, hard fuck for you then." Eric sauntered right up behind him.

If there was any time to say 'no' now was the time but Danny couldn't. He wanted it too bad. Months of scanning sissy forums and watching sissy porn had melted whatever part of him had enough sense to not let this happen. He was tired of pulling at his little prick hoping that he would get some massive cock shoved in him out of nowhere.

Fuck if it hurt, it was happening.

Eric reached down and spread his cheeks. Danny's puckered ass looked so cute and pretty and untouched in the too-bright to-look at lights of the locker room. Not a lot of girls wanted anal from him, he didn't think the answer to all his desires would be literally waiting for him. He spat on the cute little ring of muscle and pushed against it with his fingers. The little hole opened right up, swallowed the digits and practically begged for more with the delicious way it tightened around him.

Danny felt weak in the knees. His stomach fluttered. He played with his ass all the time and the pain that Eric had been so sure about wasn't appearing. Instead, he was just letting Eric feel him out and make that ass relax.

He wished he could see it from a porno angle, watch those fingers disappear inside of him. Was Eric impressed? Danny watched his focused, careful expression in the mirror shift from minor surprise to outright lust and that goddamn lip bite again.

He has no problems believing Eric is the QB. Seemed like the sort of guy to accidentally walk in here thinking he was gonna smash a popular girl, not finding her and shrugging it off in favor of smashing the first thing with a desperate hole.

How lucky was he? To get to watch in the mirror while a big guy like Eric unzipped his pants and let that cock of his rest against his ass? The weight of it was enough to make Danny purr. He wanted to ride it. He wanted to drain Eric of every last bit of his cum and then some.

"God." Eric groaned and slapped his cock against Danny's ass. Gave his hole one last good lob of spit before putting his fat head against the slutty little hole and pushing forward.

Heat drowned Eric's cock and Danny's knees felt like jelly. Is this what a real man's cock felt like? Danny's forehead pressed against the mirror and strands of his hair splayed against the glass. It was so much to take.

Electric fire danced on every nerve as his never used hole tried to adjust to the shape and strength of a real dick. He swore he could feel every pulsing vein pushing against his insides and the inches felt like they would never end.

Eric pulled his hips back, exhaled. "Next one I'm gonna get all the way in, then I'm gonna fuck you till I'm done, alright?"

"Okay, sir."

Danny had no idea why he added a 'sir' to that. Eric's cock slipped out of him slowly, inch by inch until Danny could feel the head stretching his walls out. He swore the feeling alone could make him melt. The sissy forums didn't make a big enough deal about it. It was so damn good.

Then Eric thrust back in, hard enough to make Danny's knees jolt. "Almost," Eric said and moved again, this time with a touch of pain, his and Eric's hips met. Sweat slick and shaking. He was impossibly full. It was a test of will to get his eyes to stay focused instead of crossing.

Eric clutched Denny’s skirt like reins and started in earnest. In out, in, out, over and over again and picking up speed until the sound of their hips slapping together was all Danny knew. Eric's cock was big enough that Danny felt it surging past his prostate and giving him that beautiful, messy feeling like he was this* close to pushing the cum out of him.

“Please, please fuck me more.” Danny’s voice was so ragged the words came out bloodied, raw, like they’d been dragged up from the pit of his belly. Eric’s breath burned at his back like fire and boiled the pit of his stomach. The sound of their hips meeting had turned wet and sticky with sweat.

Something in Danny’s chest just clicked in and it all felt so damn right. “Don’t stop.” He rasped. “Please, please don’t stop.”

Eric’s blunt, calloused fingers ran through Danny’s hair and pulled him back up to face the mirror. With the other kept a death’s grip on the back of the miniskirt, keeping it high enough to show his cock moving in and out underneath.

Danny stared ahead. A beautiful, mindless, happy, slack-jawed whore stared back at him. His head floated on clouds of pleasure. What if Eric never stopped fucking him and they just melted like this?

Fuck, that would be beautiful wouldn’t it? Danny’s knees threatened to buckle again as his cock twitched. Pre-cum streamed from his cock to the floor and Eric’s thrusts became wilder, less aimed and controlled.

Danny felt it first; the twitching of Eric’s veins against all those wonderful, sensitive spots inside of him and knowing it was coming was enough to push him straight over the edge. Danny came, breath leaving him in huge exhales as he tried and failed to stay silent. Desperate calls of Eric’s name echoed off the tiled walls in time with heavy, hard slapping sounds.

Eric himself growled and grit his teeth, his hips powering through his orgasm as Danny’s heated ass clenched down around him like it wanted to squeeze his soul out through his dick.

“Gah-goddamn that’s…that was fuckin’ amazing.” Eric said. He stroked Danny’s trembling ass and leaned back to watch his twitching hole. Cum was threatening to ooze free and still, he was holding onto Eric’s dick tight. Eric felt breathless. His body felt weightless and his toes tingled with that incredible feeling of a dragon he’d be chasing for a lifetime…

Unless…

“Fuck, I can’t…” Eric mumbled, pulling his cock free and wandering away. His feet were unsteady, the tile felt stilted. Fuck he can’t remember a time he felt this good, not even the time he got head from the cheer captain and the co-leader at the same time.

Danny let himself slump to the floor, skirt tickling his lower thighs as he sunk down like any sudden movements would shatter the bliss like glass. His needy ass was satisfied and stuffed full of warm cum.   It was amazing. His head floated back to the first time he laid eyes on a sissy forum, full of guys talking about how much they loved girl's clothing and acting ‘feminine’ but all of it falling to the wayside for cock.

Now it was a no-brainer. Being ‘girly’ was fun but…cock was something else.

“Hey.”

Eric bought him crashing back down to Earth, waving his phone in front of him.

“H-hey, give that back.”

“Sure.”

Eric tossed the phone. Danny almost fumbled it, managed to catch it before it hit the ground.

“Thanks.”

“No problem. By the way, I put my number in there. It’s under ‘QB’.” Eric smiled as if he won the lottery. “I also took pictures of your little…” He paused, tried to find the words, and then shrugged. “Ass shots.”

Danny’s heart sunk to the pits of his chest. “No—no, nono—listen please, don’t fucking—”

“Oh no. I won’t. So long as you don’t tell anyone about our little…arrangement.”

“Our arrangement?”

Eric sighed in an almost pitying way before stepping back over the bench and next to Danny. The sissy was almost expecting to be hit before Eric’s calloused fingers found his hair again and combed through it.

He spoke with a sort of gentle clarity. As if soothing a weeping soul. “The one where I give you pretty outfits and you give me your ass to use. Whenever and however I want. I’ll give you all your girly little makeup kits and outfits and lingerie and all you have to do is lift that skirt on command, send me pictures of you playing with that slutty little hole back there whenever I ask for it.”

“Oh,” Danny said quietly and hands interlocking in his lap. All the clothing and cock he could ever possibly want. Being all but tied to the waist of the QB, used like a pretty little fleshlight….

That sounded like a dream come true. Did Eric think he was getting the better part of this deal?

“Okay.” Danny nodded and rubbed his head against Eric’s thigh while Eric rolled his hand in his hair.

Eventually, Eric spoke again. “We have to hurry up and get out of here, they really will find us.”

Danny agreed and pried himself off of Eric. Watched the quarterback get himself straightened out before he headed towards the door.

“And by the way? Be sure to put those,” Eric motioned to the cheerleader outfits, “back. I’ll get you one of your own.”

More Sissy Stories by J.J. Cummings

Bully to Sissy: Too Big to Believe

Bully to Sissy: Finally Feminized

Bully to Sissy: Blacked

Desert Sissy (First Time Feminization, Rough, Menage)

Feminized and Dominated: Sissy Goes Black

Feminized and Dominated: Sissy Toy 1

Feminized and Dominated: Sissy Toy 2

Feminized and Dominated By My Bully

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

Pounded by Police Futa: A Futa on Male, Rough, Submissive Erotica

Sissy For My Bully

Sissy: Taboo Tale (Crossdressing, Taboo)

Sissy: Taboo Tale 2 (Crossdressing, Taboo)

Sissy: Taboo Tale 3 (Crossdressing, Menage, Maid)

Sissy Online: Feminized and Sissified by an Alpha Male

Sissy Stripper (Feminization, Crossdressing, Menage)

Sissy Maid Service: (Rough, Crossdressing, Feminization)

Sissy for Pay: 4 Book Bundle!

Sissy Gets Black

Sissy Enslaved, Feminized, Dominated Book 1: Taken By Surprise

Sissy Enslaved, Feminized, Dominated: Book 2: Learning to Like it

Sissy Enslaved, Feminized, Dominated: Book 3: Used at Work

Sissy Son Revealed

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

Used By My Bully

Used by a Futa Succubus Book 1: The New Boy Toy

Used by A Futa Succubus Book 2: Sadistic Games

Used by A Futa Succubus Book 3: Used In Secret

OEBPS/image_rsrc63.jpg
INIRC UMINIINES





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




