

Becoming Daquan's White Sissy Princess

(Pleasuring My Wife's Black Boyfriend)

Chapter #1

I was incredibly nervous. Daquan would be here any minute. Looking in the mirror one last time I made sure that my hair and makeup looked perfect.

How had it all come to this?

My wife and I weren't exactly sex crazed maniacs, but we'd always done well enough. It was nothing incredible, but at least it got us by.

Or at least it did. That all changed after our first year of marriage. Once our one year anniversary hit, the sex began to slowdown and taper off. Eventually it became completely nonexistent. But that wasn't so bad. A lot of couples had the same problem, right? Some of the other guys at work had complained about similar issues in their own relationships.

But a lack of sex was usually the only issue that those guys had to deal with. They didn't start growing their hair out or letting their wives dress them up like women, two things that I had allowed. My wife had wanted this and I figured that it was the only way to save our relationship. Divorces and lawyers cost big money, I couldn't afford something like that.

Then things changed again. My wife was still unhappy and had a new set of demands she wanted me to meet. This time they were about sex. She wanted to sleep with other men. I was hurt, but allowed it.

A few weeks after that my wife met Daquan. The two hit it off right away and began to cultivate an incredible relationship. Or so I heard. One of the rules of our agreement was that I was never allowed to meet my wife's lovers. It was supposed to be part of the allure. Like she was cheating on me.

But there affair wasn't much of a secret. Daquan had taken my wife in every single room of our house. And on all the pieces of furniture. There were thousands of stains from his cum. My wife always made sure to point the new ones out whenever I got home.

Eventually I decided to ask if I could meet Daquan. I figured that I'd heard enough about him that I should get to know him in real life. My wife agreed for us to meet, but warned me that there was one issue. Daquan only talked to white women. If I wanted to be introduced, I'd have to look more like a chick. It was a weird proposal, but one I accepted. My hair was already long and my wife had bought me a lot of girly clothes from before her and Daquan had met. I didn't see the harm in this. It was only a simple meet and greet after all.

After that our relationship changed again. My wife began to feminize me with much more enthusiasm. She locked me in chastity, gave me hormone therapy, and started penetrating me with her various strap-ons and dildos.

After eight months she finally told me that I was ready to meet Daquan. In fact, she planned for us to get together at some point during the week. I was excited and even a little turned on.

Unfortunately, there was a problem. My wife had to leave on a business trip and wouldn't be home for several days. Just when I'd thought that Daquan and I would meet the whole situation fell apart. Oh well. There was always next week.

My wife left on Monday morning. On Tuesday night I got a text from her saying that Daquan would be over the next afternoon. He was expecting his Wednesday night fuck session and I'd better not disappoint. In fact, my wife even sweetened the deal by making me an offer. If Daquan enjoyed himself I'd be let out of my chastity cage for good and she'd let me have sex again.

It seemed like a fair deal. A generous offer if anything. One night of pleasuring my wife's black boyfriend in exchange for a lifetime of freedom. I'd finally be able to reclaim my manhood. Even if that meant slurping down a thick black cock.

When Wednesday came I was incredibly nervous. To prepare I did my makeup and hair. I also looked through my wardrobe of outfits, trying to find the perfect one. Eventually I settled on something frilly and girly that screamed “I am a black cock slut, take my virgin ass.” If I ever wanted to get free I needed to give Daquan the experience of a lifetime.

After dolling myself up I put on a pair of six-inch heels and fastened a small collar around my neck. Playing up the submissive white sissy bitch was crucial and I wasn't going to hold anything back.  It was all about pleasing my man tonight.

Looking at the clock I saw it was about time for my special guest to arrive. Seconds later there was a knock at the door. I rushed to the living room, hoping to make a great first impression.

However, I was nervous and in a bit of a panic. What should I do? I couldn't just stand there rigidly to greet him. I needed to show Daquan that he was the man of this house. To do so I took the best position I could think of. I bent over the couch with my ass in the air, ready for his taking. Putting on my best fuck me face I turned my head back to look him in the eyes once he entered.

As I peeked around behind me I could hear the door beginning to creak pen. My wife had given Daquan his own keys ages ago and now was was in my home. I mentally rehearsed every sex technique that my wife had made me practice on her dildos. Grinding my ass into them, flicking my tongue just right, I'd need every tool at my disposal if I wanted to get tonight right.

My thoughts were interrupted as Daquan rounded the corner and entered the room. The fun was about to begin...

Chapter #2

Truthfully, I was a little shocked when I first saw Daquan. I'd always thought that my wife's black stud would be younger than her. Something to make her feel vibrant and full of life. But he wasn't. In fact, Daquan was probably ten years older than me. And he wasn't even that good looking. Sure he was fit and muscular, with rippling sinew and beefy biceps, but he didn't look all that impressive. Just a big black guy who obviously went to the gym.

Wordlessly, Daquan walked up and pulled me from my position onto the floor. He had me on my knees like I was going to suck his cock, but my body was facing away from him. I couldn't see what was going on and had no idea what he was planning on doing to me.

After a moment there was some slight pressure on both my shoulders. Evidently he had placed his hands on them. However, my left shoulder felt a little weird. Daquan must have curled his hand up into a fist. It didn't feel like he had an open palm, the weight was too heavy and concentrated. I decided to look over and see for myself.

What I witness was incredible. It wasn't a hand resting on my shoulder at all. No, it was Daquan's massive ebony cock. The thing was huge and I could finally understand why my wife had chosen to be with this man. He had something I didn't. His member was soft and still bigger than mine. The shaft alone was at least twice the size.

I let out a little gasp upon seeing it and Daquan chuckled. However, he let it rest there for several more seconds. I assumed that he was showing me who the man in this relationship was. And I got the message loud and clear. There was no doubting that I was going to be this black stallion's little bitch. A worthless fuck toy for his superior cock's pleasure. Times were changing and us small packaged white men were quickly finding a new role in the world. One where we serviced and pleasured our well hung black masters. Upon seeing the size of Daquan's dark skinned ramrod I realized this. Me and thousands of men like me were inferior, to call us men was some kind of sick joke. At best all we could could aspire to be was a white sissy princess for our wives' black lovers.

I knew why my wife had arranged this session and I realized that being unlocked from my chastity cage was futile. I'd never be able to please a woman with my cock like Daquan could. And because of this, I'd have to settle with offering up my holes for the pleasure of other men. It was the only thing I would ever be good for.

I took one last look at the thick beautiful cock resting across my shoulder. Then I turned my head and looked up at Daquan. My eyes were pleading for him to let me suck it.

He lifted his heavy tool with one hand and spun me around with the other. I was now facing him, my mouth perfectly level with his crotch. He brought the head to my lips. I began to tease it with some gentle licks, just like my wife had trained me to do. As I did so I could watch his manhood swell up and start to become erect.

This growth made me excited. I attacked his dick with greater enthusiasm. Pressing it to my face, I let his rock hard cock part my lips and enter my mouth. It was bigger and better than any of the dildos that my wife had let me practice with. Feeling the warmth of his flesh, running my tongue down his vein shaft, and tasting his musky body was too much for me. My tiny caged cock strained against the plastic prison that was its chastity cage. It was a good thing that my wife had left me locked up. Doing so deprived me of any ability for self-pleasure. Instead I had to submit to Daquan and hope that he'd be willing to work my tight virginal sissy hole.

With a mouthful of his thick black meat, I looked up at Daquan and tried to focus on him. My straining little cock was no good anyway and tonight was all about him. Worrying about me was pointless.

Daquan reached a hand down and stroked my hair while I engulfed him. Using the skills I'd learned in practice, I was able to suppress my gag reflex and inch is manhood deeper into me. It was now pushing its way down my throat. I bobbed my head back and forth to bring it in the rest of  the way. My wife had told me that any good sissy could deep-throat her man. And I wanted to be a good sissy for my big black stud.

With one final bob I managed to push Daquan all the way down my throat. It was exciting and gave me an odd sense of achievement. Knowing that I was able to suck cock like a porn star was incredibly satisfying to me. And judging by the moan that he let out, Daquan found it just as pleasurable.

Moments after I had deep throated him, Daquan grabbed me by the shoulders and pulled me back. His massive ebony rod made a popping sound as it exited my wet sissy slut mouth. Reaching under my shoulders he lifted me up off the ground and swung my body away from him. I was now standing up with my perky little ass vulnerable to his every action.

Not being able to see what he was doing made me even more excited. Looking down I noticed that my locked cock had begun to leak precum all over my smoothly shaven legs. Suddenly I felt the wet caress of Daquan's tongue on my tight sissy hole. He was being a gentleman and lubing me up with his saliva before penetrating me. I was both turned on by this gesture and relieved at the fact that I'd actually be able to take him in a somewhat comfortable manner. While my wife's dildos and buttplugs had stretched me out, things were still going to be a tight fit.

At this point I was too turned on and excited to even care about Daquan stretching my asshole. All I wanted was his meaty cock buried inside of me. Filling up me lonely sissy hole and giving my life a sense of purpose. A higher calling. One where I satisfied that black studs of this world one cum load at a time. Yes, I needed some dark skinned dick. My transformation was complete, I was no longer a man. Instead I'd become an insatiable black cock slut.

“Ahhhh,” I moaned. “Fuck me. Fuck me now. I need it.”

As soon as those words left my lips I felt Daquan's strong hands against my back. He pushed me over with force. Shoving my face to the floor while my ass stuck up in the air. All his for the taking.

Chapter #3

I was now helpless and exposed. At my black master's mercy. Suddenly I felt Daquan grip my hips, holding me in place. I could sense his presence behind me and knew what was coming. Moments later I could feel the head of his cock pressed against my waiting asshole. Although I had practiced taking my wife's dildos up the ass, I wasn't ready for anything as big as Daquan's ginormous dick. Clenching my teeth I braced myself for penetration, hoping not to scream out in pain.

My vow of silence was a failure. A slight moan escaped my lips as the first inch of his manhood invaded me. It was so big that I couldn't help myself! My tiny white sissy clit strained against its chastity cage. The effort was futile and I remained flaccid. My limpness reminded me of my new role, to provide others with pleasure while sacrificing my own.

Daquan continued to push himself inside of me. And I began to experience a wonderful sensation unlike anything that I had ever known. Being stretched out felt incredible and my entire body began to shake and quiver. As my black stud pushed the final inch of himself inside of me, I began to have my first full blown sissy orgasm. The excitement of being a powerful alpha male's personal fuck toy, combine with the sensation of being filled with cock, had driven me over the edge. My entire body shook and convulsed as cum spurted out of my imprisoned dicklet.

The sex hadn't even started yet and I'd cum already. If Daquan was able to do that with no effort at all, I could only imagine how incredible the sex would be. Within moments I had my answer and there was no need to wonder any more. Daquan began to thrust deep inside me, pumping with a precise and forceful rhythm that sent shock waves of pleasure up my spine. Right from his very first thrust I knew that I was in store for multiple orgasms today. Having sex like the sissy slut that I was had turned out to be far more enjoyable than I would have ever imagined.

The tempo began to increase and I started to moan like a woman. Even if my wife did unlock me there was no way that I was ever going to have sex like a man ever again. This was just too pleasurable. Before I'd let Daquan make me his bitch I hadn't understood why my wife had chosen him over me. Now it was clear. Daquan was a real man with a big cock. It was his job to pleasure women and give them what they wanted. I was just a sissy white boy with a small and pitiful little clitty. I couldn't use it to satisfy women. Instead I had to use my ass and mouth as a means of pleasuring superior black studs. It was a role I was excited to embrace.

From now on Daquan would be the man of the house and I would be his plaything. Something to sexually satisfy him whenever he wanted. A living sex toy to meet his every need.

Daquan was railing me even harder now. I began squealing and gasping for air, my eyes unfocussed and rolling into the back of my head. Judging from his grunts I knew that both of us were about to cum very soon.

As soon as the thought of cumming entered my mind I began to spurt again. The powerful thrusts were connecting in all the right places and I just couldn't control myself. As I moaned and came Daquan slapped me across the ass and said, “you're a good little bitch. Right?”

“Yes Daddy. Thank you for fucking me.” I meekly replied.

“Do you want me to cum inside of you?”

The idea scared me a little. I'd never tried something like this before and was a bit worried. Still, I didn't want to disappoint. “Yes! Please cum inside of my sissy ass. I want your seed to fill me up!” I begged.

I felt Daquan thrust into one final time before he let out a savage growling sound. It was primal and really turned me on. Then I felt my insides grow warmer. I knew that Daquan had just came inside of me. It felt amazing. When I had been with my wife it had been difficult to make her orgasm. But now I could make men cum with ease. Being a sissy was so much fun!

It took several minutes for Daquans massive black snake to grow soft enough for him to pull out. But when he did he rolled me onto my side and spanked me one last time. I was still exhausted and just laid there in a puddle of my sissy juices, cum leaking from my freshly fucked ass.

I must have fallen asleep moments later because I never saw or heard Daquan leave the house. But when I woke up he was gone. Panic set in. What if he was mad? What if I really wasn't that good? My mind was racing at a million miles a minute.

Finally I was interrupted from my freak out. The phone started to ring. I walked over and picked it up. My wife was on the other end.

“Hey sissy,” she said. “I heard you had fun with Daquan and made quite a first impression.” She began to giggle. “He liked you so much that he wants to introduce you to his friend Marcus tomorrow. Have fun!”

I was glad to hear this. Going into the bathroom I prepared to clean myself up. Afterward I'd head to the bedroom and find something sexy to wear for my boys. If one hung black stud was fun I couldn't wait to experience two of them!
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