

Becoming The Billionaire's Sissy Plaything

(Interracial Submission And Sissification To A Black Alpha Male)

Chapter 1:

              DeShawn Damian was the world's 40th richest man. A self made billionaire by the age of 21, he'd become something of a global legend. Know for his savvy business skills and generous philanthropy. He was a god among men.

              And I was about to go work for him.

              At 9 am sharp Damian's black Aston Matin DB 9 pulled up in front of my house. I almost had a heart attack. Two months ago I'd been unemployed and dead broke. Now I was about to become the personal assistant to one of the wealthiest men who had ever lived. It was unbelievable. 

              How or why Damian had chosen me was still a mystery. I got a random phone call from his office one day asking if I'd come work for him. Only a fool would have declined.

              Damian was waiting inside the car for me. He sat in the back, drinking expensive Japanese whiskey from a gold encrusted glass. 

              I'd seen pictures of Damian online and in magazines, he was an impressive looking guy. Tall, muscular, and very athletic looking. You'd think he was a bodybuilder and not a businessman. His skin was ebony colored, dark but not too black. It gave him a sleek and edgy looking. Refined and handsome.

              “Good morning,” he said in a husky tone. His voice was deep and commanding. I immediately felt submissive and weak in his presence. “You must be Alan.”

              “Yes,” I meekly chirped back. He was so imposing and powerful that I couldn't even think straight. Gone was my usually confidence, now I felt giddy and nervous. Like a school girl going to prom with her football playing crush.

              “Get in,” he motioned to the empty seat next to him.

              I gulped and obeyed his command.

              I'd never ridden in a nice car before, let alone an Aston Martin DB9. Damian's vesicle cost more than most people's made in a year. 

              My new boss sipped his drink methodically, leaving us in complete silence for several minutes. After an unbearably long time he finally spoke. “Before we get started, I need you to sign something for me. It isn't anything special, just a little agreement that all my assistants have to make.” 

              I took the papers he handed me and signed without much thought. Probably just some sort of nondisclosure contract.

              “Thanks,” he said, taking the form from me and putting it in his custom made Gucci briefcase.

              The rest of our ride was fairly quiet. We drove for almost an hour before the car took us to a Damian's private estate. It was an ornate mansion on top of a wooded hill.

              The home's exterior took my breath away. Outside was an ornate fountain, adorned in gold and spitting water 20 feet into the air.

              Surrounding it was a well maintained garden with a multitude of exotic flowers.

              And behind it all, the biggest mansion I had ever seen. This place looked like it belonged to royalty. It was at least four stories and 100,000 square feet. White marble steps lead up to a grand doorway. The walk inside must have cost a couple million dollars alone. I couldn't even begin to imagine what the inside was like.

              The doors swung open and we were greeted by a stunning blonde wearing a very revealing French maid's outfit. Damian licked his lips as he eyed her up and down.

              “She's quite an attractive young woman,” I commented. 

              “I'll be you'd like to be her,” he replied.

              My heart skipped a beat. How did he know? What kind of trap had I just walked into. Cross dressing and envisioning myself as an obedient little sissy had been a fetish of mine for years. And somehow DeShawn Damian knew about it.

              I'd need to act cool. Brush it off. Pretend like I knew nothing about what he was saying.

              “I'd like to be in her,” I said in the most unconvincing tone of all time. There's no way he'd buy it.

              “Really? I thought a man who posted to Internet forums as 'Sissyprincesslana' would want to look as beautiful as that girl over there.”

              I gulped. He knew everything. 

              “Of course Priscilla wasn't always the beautiful maid she is now. Oh no,” he chuckled. “She started out exactly like you.”

              I was scared but also a little intrigued. Being the perfect woman and servicing a powerful man was my ultimate fantasy. And now I had the chance to make it real.

              “Lana,” Damian said, using my online sissy name. “I want to make you a deal. That document you signed in my car, it was a legal contract giving me full possession of you body.”

              I didn't like where this was going.

              “We can do this the easy way or the hard one. And since being a sissy is already your fantasy, I suggest taking the path of least resistance.”

              I nodded.

              “Good. Now you're going to become my new live in sissy maid for the next one year. You, and the other girls, are in charge of setting my appointments, keeping my mansion clean, and sexually satisfying me and my friends.”

              He paused, letting his words sink in.

              “Your employment will last exactly one year. During this time you will receive a monthly payment of $15,000. At the end of the year you will then be offered two choices. You can stay and live here forever, or you can go home and resume your normal life.”

              This deal didn't sound so bad anymore.

              “However,” Damian said, examining my figure. “I will be making some modifications to you. Hair extensions, facial surgery to feminize you, and breast implants. Plus anything else I view as necessary.”

              My knees went weak as soon as he spoke. I'd always dreamed of getting implants and looking evenn more passable. Right now I was pretty good at looking girly, but the surgeries would make me much more attractive. And the money too, that was amazing pay. 

              “Alright,” I said hesitantly. “You got me, I'm yours.”

              He smiled. “Good girl. Now walk through that door,” he pointed down a long hallway. “Your new sissy sisters' will give you a nice makeover.”

Chapter 2:

              The room was unlike anything I'd ever seen before. It wasn't just a little area to do makeup and pick out an outfit. Oh no, Damian had a fully staffed salon. There were multiple stations, a huge cabinet full of different lipsticks and eyeliners, dozens of mannequins adorned with various wigs, a walk-in closet full of clothes, and a female beautician who was standing by to help me look my best.

              “Hi! I'm Holly” The beautician chirped. She was petite and blonde with a nice pair of D cup breasts, she looked like the kind of girl most guys would kill for.

              Seeing her melted away all my male traits. 

              “Heyyy,” I cooed softly. I'd spent years training my voice to sound more feminine. Extending my hand in a dainty manner, I weakly gripped Holly's for a loose handshake.  

              She grinned enthusiastically. “you must be my new sister. Let's get you all cleaned up for the big date! First things first, you need to strip.”

              I shed my old and ugly male clothes. Standing naked before Holly didn't seem weird at all. There was no attraction between us. We were just two sissies alone and preparing to please our master.

              Holly sat me down in one of the room's big salon chairs. She immediately washed my face, rising it with warm water.

              Afterward she started to apply foundation, then makeup, and finally some minor accents like eye liner and shadow.

              When we were done with that she helped me to pick out a wig.

              “Mr. Damian likes his white girls to be blonde,” she explained, handing me my new hair. It was towhead blonde and reached down past my shoulders.

              “Cute!” I exclaimed, looking myself over in the mirror. I'd cleaned up nicely and actually looked like a real women. Damian was going to be in for a treat tonight!

              Holly clapped her hands in excitement. “Now let's pick out a special out,” she suggested.

              We walked to the walk-in closet.

              Damian was a generous man. He'd bought his girls' thousands of outfits, from slutty fetish wear to classy dresses for black tie events. 

              “He usually likes bunny suits.”

              “Bunny suits?” I had never heard of these before.

              “Like what those Playboy Bunnies used to wear. It's a tight outfit with a little tail, and the ears. Mr. Damian loves when his girls wear those ears.

              We found a bunny suit that was just my size. It was tight fitting and showed off all my curves. Best of all, the skimpy little dress could barely contain my fat ass. I was on full display for my man. Eager to tease and ready to please.

              “You look splendid!” Holly was giddy. “Now let's take you to the master bedroom where you and Mr. Damian can play.” 

              The master bedroom's view was so spectacular that I had to stop and catch my breath. Damian had a giant California King Size bed, bigger than any I'd ever seen before. And the whole ceiling was completely mirrored. 

              “Mr. Damian likes to have lots of slumber parties with his girls,” Holly giggled. “Sometimes he brings three or four of us in with him so we won't get lonely. And sometimes he sets up play dates for us, letting us spend time with his wealthy friends. Robin even got to meet the president, he's a big man.” she tittered uncontrollably at this.

              Out of nowhere a buzzer sounded. It was so loud and unexpected that I nearly jumped out of my skin. Holly put her arm on me in a reassuring manner.

              “Don't worry babe. He's just buzzing himself into the room. I'd better go. Mr. Damian will want you all to himself, for now at least.”

              Holly sashayed out the door in a hurry leaving me all alone.

              I waited, looking around the room.

              Aside from the huge bed and mirrored ceiling, there was a whole wall made up of nothing but bookcases. 

              Being nervous, I decided to walk over and see what was on the shelf. I was a bit of a reader myself and especially fond of novels. Seeing what Damian read would be interesting.

              As I approached, the bookcase began to tremble and shake. The movement was scary, I jumped back, eyes widening. What was going on?

              The bookcase began to lift itself off the  floor, fog rolling in from under the opening. It was a secret door to a hidden passage!

              As the case raised I began to see the outline of a hulking figure. It was Damian! The guy was so rich that he had a secret entrance, just like Batman! 

              I felt myself getting giddy with excitement. I was about to be taken by the coolest billionaire in the world. This guy was a real man. He made Christian Grey look like a complete loser.

              Damian strode in with an air of confidence. In one fluid motion he reached over and grabbed my helpless body. His strong masculine gripe pulled me in, his lips pressing against mine.

              I was so weak and powerless, and he was so strong and dominant. It was the perfect mixture. A formula that allowed me to naturally unleash my sissy tendencies. 

              His rough hands grasped and groped at my body, driving me wild. It felt like I was going to explode in my panties, he was so good!

              Damian pushed us towards the bed, his forceful motions shoving me along. There was no mistaking who the man would be in the relationship. He was the unquestionable alpha. My new daddy, caring for his little sissy plaything, giving her everything she could ever want. And only asking for one thing in return...

              We reached the edge of the bed and Damian roughly threw me on to the mattress. The fun was about to really start.

Chapter 3:

              I looked up at Damian with my big doe eyes. At the same time I ran my hand down his chest, making my way towards his crotch. Once there I unzipped his fly and began fondling his massive cock. 

              It was longer than any dick I'd ever seen before, and wider too! So wide that I couldn't even wrap my whole hand around it.

              Damian was enjoying himself. He'd closed his eyes let out a soft moan, giving me to the motivation to continue pleasuring him. He began to move his hips along with each of my strokes, synchronizing himself with my own movements. 

              We had become one.

              Seeing his pulsing dick made me grow greedy. Satisfying him with my hands wasn't enough. I bent down and stretched my mouth over his gorgeous ebony shaft. The taste of that big black cock drove me wild. I was fiending for more. Pushing his member as deep as I could, I quickly hit my gag reflex. 

              He was just too big!

              Damian laughed at this. He was clearly enjoying the sight. His new employee had become a cock crazed sissy slut mere hours after her hiring. That's how much power he really had.

              I came up for a breath before plunging back down. Damian's huge manhood strained against my gag reflex, but this time I was able to push it all the way down. He slid deeper than I thought any dick ever could have.

              Tears welled in my eyes as Damian grabbed my head, holding me in place. I couldn't last much longer!

              His rough treatment was driving me crazy. I was trembling with desire as he held his massive member right down my throat, preventing me from getting any air. 

              My own cock was straining in its panties, aching and throbbing. It took every ounce of will power to keep from blowing my load.

              I wanted him to cum inside of me. I wanted him to use me for his pleasure. I wanted to be his private fuck toy, ready to get him off at a moments notice. 

              Damian pushed my head up and down, making me pleasure him exactly how he likes it. He was in control here. And I was nothing but his worthless fuck slave.

              The lack of air was making me light headed. I need to breath. Otherwise I'd pass out. At the last second, just as things were starting to fade away, Damian pulled me up, letting me gulp down heaving breaths of air.

              “I fucking love that your big cock,” I say, gasping for breath. “I need you in me. I need you in my asshole!”

              Immediately, Damian lifts me up and tosses me stomach down on the bed, his hands rip away my bunny costume and I can feel his strong grip working its way across my supple and venerable flesh.

              His rugged hands grab my panties and slide them to the side. My little sissy ass is now exposed and his for the taking.

              “Oh god,” I whimper as his cold fingers probe my tight hole. Somehow he's already lubed one of his hands up, this man wastes no time. “I'm such a naughty little girl”

              “Yes you are,” her replies, slapping my ass with a meaty paw. His other hand continues to lube me up. Prepping my hole for the vicious fucking it is about to receive.

              I love it.

              Bucking my hips, I bend back to take him deeper. The cold lube tingles, but somehow it still feels good.

              Once my sissy hole as been properly prepared, Damian grasps my hips and aligns them with his thick shaft. Then he thrusts.

              My eyes roll into the back of my head as soon as he rams into my puckered hole. As he breaks the seal my body is bathed in orgasmic joy like I have never felt before. I can feel my pathetic little cock swell up and spurt. 

              There's no doubt about it, I'm a bonafide sissy.  

              If Damian has noticed he hasn't said anything. Instead he begins to pump in and out. His movements are slow at first, but soon he builds up speed. Railing me with an expert level of precision. 

              Even though I've just cum, Damian's skillful thrusts begin building me back up towards a second climax. Is there anything this hung ebony stud isn't good at? He truly is a handsome young sex god.

              Alone with this hot and hung stud I'm free to express my inner most desire. One that I've tried to keep secret for so long: my deep desire to be dominated by a strong muscular hunk. One who could make me feel like a helpless little woman.

              With one swift movement Damian flips me over, I land on my back and stare straight up at him. Looking him dead in the eye as he pumps away. He grabs my legs, pulling them up in the air and stretching me out even further. All the while his cock thrusts away with blind primal fury.

              “Ohhh,” I moan. “My body is yours.”

              Damian smirks.

              “You little slut,” he whispers in a cocky tone. His words make me melt. I'm his.

              Damian takes his hands and wraps them around my neck, choking me as he tears up my tight little ass. I like the sensation. It's scary, but also makes me feel a little safe. I belong to a big man who could hurt me at any second, yet he chooses not to.

              As he pumps deeper quakes of desire begin to ripple through me. I can feel my tiny dick getting hard again, it's almost unbearable.

              Throwing my head back I moan out in pleasure. My jaw locks shut and I clentch my teeth. At the same time my eyes roll into the back of my head once more. And my ass, my ass begins to spasm like no other. Gripping Damian's cock and milking it, coxing the cum out.

              “Oh fuck! You sissy bitch! I'm about to cum too!”

              Our bodies act as one. Damian spraying thick ropes of his superior seed deep within me. And my worthless and watery cum dribbling out on to my own body.

              I can feel his cum leaking out. His load so big that it can't all fit in my defiled pleasure hole. His cock continues to twitch and deliver payload after payload. This man is unbelievable!

              Finally Damian's dick settles down. And when it does he reaches over and kisses me on the lips.

              “It's going to be a fun year,” he whispers. And I couldn't agree more.

The End.
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