

    
        
          Sissy Dreams: Bad Girls

        

        
        
          Paul Zante

        

        
          Published by Paul Zante, 2017.

        

    


Sissy Dreams:

Bad Girls

By

Paul Zante

––––––––

Story Copyright © Paul Zante 2017

Cover Image Copyright ©  © Cristi_m / Dreamstime.com

––––––––

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your own use only, then please purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

All rights reserved.

All the characters in this book are fictitious, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

––––––––

Author Note: All characters portrayed in this story are over 18 years old.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Sissy Dreams: | Bad Girls

Also By Paul Zante

Sissy Dreams:

Bad Girls

––––––––

The world around me seemed to hold its breath as her right hand slowly stroked down over her bare midriff to the top of her short, plaid skirt. Would she? Oh how I wanted her to!

I could barely breathe I was so excited. My face pressed tight against the wooden fence with the broken slat in it. Almost without conscious thought my own right hand slid underneath my belt and the top of my jeans searching for my dick. Silently I thanked whatever deity was watching over me and let me smell the smoke from the girl’s illicit roll-up as I walked by the school wall.

Her hand paused in its trajectory as she took another puff of her handmade cigarette and quickly glanced round.

Please please please!

Her hand resumed motion, pressing against the plaid material outlining her thighs and then gently gripping the pleated hem.

I wasn’t sure my heart would survive the excitement of watching her slowly uncover her white cotton panties.

The building she was hiding behind, to have a quick smoke and duck out of her sports session, was the hidden side of the sports large gym, where the girls got changed to play whatever the fuck they were meant to do with balls and sticks and stuff. And here I was, the timing brilliant, to wank while watching her make herself cum. The high brick wall that surrounded the whole of the college grounds had been undercut here by tree roots and a tall temporary fence had been put in its place.

She glanced at the fence where I stood looking at her and what felt like a spark of electricity made me push away from the wooden slats. Quickly I pulled my hand out of my jeans. She could see me? How could she know I was there? I’d been silent! At least I was pretty sure I’d been silent.

Likewise I glanced quickly around making sure no-one had crept up on me in the little tree-shadowed hollow. No-one. Good.

Licking my dry lips I leant back to the split and cautiously looked through.

“You like watching girls?”

I froze in place, my heart stopped between beats.

“I know you’re there. I can see your shadow. What’s your name?”

Fearing even to breath out I moved away from the fence.

“Wanna watch me touch myself?”

I stopped. Desire and fear warred inside me. She was offering to let me watch?

“It’s kinda fun knowing I’ve got a secret audience.”

Slowly I moved back to the fence.

“If you want I’ll take them off afterwards and let you sniff them.”

My face resumed its original position, hard against the hot, sun-dried wood.

She stood with her right hand on her hip looking directly at the split where I stood.

“But you gotta do something for me? Deal?”

I thought about it. She’d let me watch her touch herself and then let me sniff her white cotton panties, but she wanted me to do something for her? How hard could it be? I could always walk away and pretend nothing had ever happened.

Casually she flicked the ash off the end of her roll-up.

She was hot and my dick knew it. Normally I liked longer hair on girls, but her short dark hair was gorgeous. The uniform the girls wore at their school was meant to be demure and lady-like, but some girls liked to turn the white blouse into a crop-top, hitch their plaid skirt up over their thighs, wear make-up, heels. Smoke. I seemed to have a thing for bad girls.

“So?” she asked.

“What?”

“We got a deal?”

“Yeah, s’pose.”

She rolled her heavily made-up eyes at my reluctance and flicked the nearly finished roll-up at the part of the fence I was watching her through. I jerked back, smelling the ash. I hoped it had gone out.

Glancing around again she lifted her skirt up with her left hand and let her right roam over her cotton panties.

“Is your dick hard?”

Soon, very soon.

My hand slid underneath my jeans and found its second home – wrapped round my growing erection.

“Yeah,” I whispered.

Her hand stopped moving, pressed against her most sensitive area. “I’m horny.” Her dark-lined eyes seemed to burn into mine and our hands slowly moved in unison.

Her red lips opened slightly and her tongue darted out licking them. I gasped as excitement built up in my hand.

“You horny too?” she whispered. Her voice clearly carrying to where I stood.

“Yeah.”

“I’m so wet.”

Ohmygod! I was going to cum!

A loud bark startled me. I spun round to see a large dog far too close to me, growling.

“Shit!”

I leapt at the top of the fence as it ran at me barking again. Fear gave me strength and I pulled myself up and scraped myself over the top. The girl’s dark eyes watched in surprise as I fell to the ground in front of her. More barks made me to scurry towards the side of the building away from the vicious monster.

“What the fuck are you doing!” she cried. “You can’t come in here!”

“Dog!” I gasped at her, waving towards the loud barks beyond the wooden fence.

“So fucking what?”

“I hate them.”

“Tough. You’re not allowed in here!”

She turned and made to walk away. I quickly got up and grabbed her arm. “You heard it, it’s huge. I can’t go back that way!”

She shrugged off my hand. “Fuck. Off.”

My thoughts spun out of control. I hated dogs, especially big fuckers like that one. She was right that I was trespassing. I had no idea what they did to people like me - a man trespassing on the grounds of a girls school. Jail probably. But what could I do? Would they believe me about the dog? But why was I there in the first place?

She was almost past the corner of the building. Think fast!

“I’ll tell them you were smoking!”

She stopped and turned, her heavily made-up eyes glaring into mine.

“So?”

The dog barked again and we both looked towards the fence. I could hear it running back and forth, desperate to get its huge fangs into me. Thankfully there were no holes big enough for it to squeeze through. Where the fuck was its owner?

Her eyes regarded me, “You want my help to get off the grounds?”

“Well, yeah?” Talk about obvious! 

She slowly walked back towards me, a smile playing on her red lips.

“Wait here.”

“What for?”

“If you’re seen you’ll be caught. You need to be disguised.”

“Some sort of groundskeeper overalls?”

“Yeah... something like that.”

I couldn’t do anything, I had to trust her. I sat, leaning against the warm bricks and pulled my knees in to make myself as small as possible, as she disappeared around the corner. 

*

Time seemed to slow down and my mind began to imagine all sorts of shit coming my way. Then I heard someone walking towards me. Was it the dog’s owner? I could still hear it breathing past the fence just waiting for me to climb back over.

The girl came into sight back carrying a leather sports bag.

“Thank god!” I cried out in relief.

She nodded her head towards the fence, “Is it still there?”

“Yeah.”

“Ok. I’ve got the clothes for you. Put them on before the next sports session.”

She dropped the bag in front of me and I reached over to pull it towards me.

Quickly I unzipped it and pulled out... a plaid skirt? 

“What the fuck is this?” I held it up, showing her.

The dog chose that moment to start barking again.

“The groundskeepers office was locked. Be fucking thankful I got you that.”

“But–?”

“It’s a disguise, shit-for-brains.”

There was something else in the bag. I pulled out a white blouse.

“You want me to dress as a girl?”

“I can see nothing gets by you, Sherlock.”

Calmly she stood and reached into various pockets in her uniform and began to light another roll-up up.

What the fuck was I meant to do? The dog was still there. Could I risk climbing over the fence? No. But... girls clothes?

“What you gonna do, pervy?” she asked after blowing out a mouthful of smoke. “Oh, and don’t take your time about it.”

Time wasn’t on my side.

“How high can you roll your jeans up?”

Yeah, if I wore jeans underneath the skirt then it wouldn’t be so bad. Hastily I began to roll them up, but however hard I tried they couldn’t go over my calves.

“You’re gonna look weird with them like that under a skirt. Best take them off.”

Shit. My heart sank as I knew she was right.

Quickly I got up and unzipped them, then realised she was watching me while smoking a roll-up. I turned my back to her and ignored the burst of laughter she gave.

“Fucking hell. You wanted to watch me cum and you can’t even show me your little dicky.”

Fuck off, I thought, Just fuck right off.

Still with my back to her I peeled my jeans off and dropped them into the bag, then picked the skirt up. I wasn’t going to hitch it up - I wanted it as long as possible to hide my legs. I glanced over at hers, yeah she shaved. The less of my legs on view the better. I stepped in and pulled it up. It was tight, and was just under my knees, but it would do. I managed to fasten the button at the back and turned back to her. But... she was holding something up? What was she doing?

“Smile for the camera.”

My stomach felt like it had dropped through the ground. She’d taken a photo of me on her phone!

“Wha–? Why?”

“I know you weren’t going to go through with the deal, cuz you’re a piece of shit. So I’ve got some security,” she waved the phone at me. “What’s your name?”

If I got the phone off her could I delete it?

“And I know what you’re thinking.”

“What the fuck am I thinking?”

“Get my phone, delete
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