
        
            
                
            
        

    
Jonathan’s been doing this for about six months now. He swipes the blonde hair free from his face and checks his bright pink makeup in a store shop window. Was it too much? He was still trying to get a handle on the makeup. Last week he watched so many tutorials that now it’s all the site recommends to him any more. 
   
 Half a year of dressing like a girl.  
   
 Half a year of shaving legs, softening skin, getting that nice soft ‘girl’ shape, a thicker ass, so he could be a pretty little girl.  
   
 The bright pink t-shirt has a cat symbol on it, and the jean skirt barely hides the slope of his ass. Can’t say when he realized he was a sissy; it must’ve been somewhere in between all those sissy hypno videos and weird blogs, but eventually he swallowed down his pride and tried it out. Now here he was, with a slightly different goal in mind.  
   
 Jonathan can tell, as he checks himself out, so will other men. He can see it in the reflections in the window as they pass by. He smiles to himself, bites his lip at the thought of their eyes lingering on him for just that half second longer.  
   
 That tell tale little lit at the corner of the mouth that says they’re constructing a fantasy with him in it. Wanting to push him against the window and plow him in full view of everyone. He rolls his shoulders, tries to not give away too obviously that he’s doing it on purpose.  
   
 Six months of dressing like a woman and now he had a new goal in mind; find a good, strong man to get himself cockbroken.  
   
 It would be the first time he’s ever been lucky enough to take a real man’s dick. Despite flaunting his ass around town for so damn long. No one’s taken advantage of him like he’s fantasized yet. After the first couple weeks of dressing like this, he’d hoped that some strong man would notice him, his little sissy outfit and demeanor, and decide to show him what a ‘real man’ is.  
   
 He tided himself over watching more sissy porn and bouncing on bigger and bigger toys just thinking to himself ‘cock, cock, cock…’ over and over again. Begging a man who didn’t exist, to make him his bitch.  
   
 Jonathan snaps out of it when he notices a man across the street staring at him. Standing in front of the window loses its novelty pretty quickly after that. Not that half second watching, but outright continuing to look up at him from his phone. Biting his lip. The guy is in nothing but jeans and a plain white tee. Close enough. Jonathan chalks this up to being his big chance. 
   
 Jonathan turns around and smiles at him, he quickly looks back at his phone. Too late. He crosses the street and approaches him. 
   
 His eyes widen, there’s no doubt he’s wondering what to do. And so is Jonathan.  
   
 “Hi, I’m Amy.” It’s an awful fake name, but its not like the guy has any reason to care.  
   
 “Oh—uh…” His voice trails off and he doesn’t look directly at Jonathan.  
   
 “I saw you looking.” Jonathan says, his voice wavering with nervousness, but dripping with overly cute sweetness. 
   
 The man’s eyes flash between Jonathan’s eyes and lips, as if he’s weighing his options.  
   
 “I wouldn’t mind, if you wanna go someplace.” Jonathan toys with a strand of his hair.  
   
 “Um…I-I should go.” The man says, half between his teeth before retreating across the street.  
   
 So much for that. He didn’t even give him an excuse! Jonathan sucks his teeth and walks off, more than a little embarrassed. Does everyone just know he’s a sissy and decide he’s too weird or something? No real men around to plow him in - or worse, they don’t care about him or find him ugly?  
   
 He’d been dreaming for months now of being bent over and cockbroken like the gifs and videos on the Internet promised him. Was that all a lie? Does no one actually do that? 
   
 By now, he’s hitting a pretty unfamiliar part of town, but he doesn’t have the strength to turn around and face the same street of people. He might run into the same guy, and that’d be even more embarrassing. No, better to just go down a couple more streets and then turn around and go the long way home.  
   
 Doesn’t take long to hit the more residential areas; with ironically less people walking the streets. One person, however, draws his eye. A tall, dark and handsome guy, leaning against the side of an alleyway, arms crossed. He looks completely bored.  
   
 Jonathan wonders what he’s doing here, then the man’s eyes flash up to him. He’s a whole block away, not like they’re about to collide. 
   
 Dreads pulled back in a tail, arms covered in sleeves of intricate tattoos, chest covered in a white wife beater. Pure muscle, strong features, tall enough to put the fear of god into Jonathan. The man’s mouth quirks upwards and just like that Jonathan gets his confidence back.  
   
 No way, right? How lucky would he be to get cockbroken by a black bull? Jonathan disregards it as hopeful thinking, keeps walking, intending to go right past him.  
   
 Instead, “Damn,” He steps into Jonathan’s personal space, “Where you headed?”  
   
 “I-I was just on my way home.” Jonathan has to look up at him enough to strain his neck; the man’s clearly past six feet. Holy fuck. Was this happening right now? “My name’s—Amy.” 
   
 “Sure, Andre.”  
   
 There is no way in hell that Andre is his real name, ‘Amy’ smiled and went along with it anyway. Andre wraps his arm around Jonathan, leaning down far enough to have his hand sweet his ass. In full view of the street. Jonathan takes in a sharp breath and bites his lower lip. Looking up at Andre, he knows he’s about to experience something fucking special.  
   
 Andre sweeps him away to the nearby alleyway and pushes him up against the solid red brick building wall. Jonathan presses his hands up against it. 
   
 “What are you doing to me?” 
   
 “Don’t even act like you don’t know.” Andre said and with one hand tore the skirt off Jonathan’s ass. “Walking around with all this.” His grabbed Jonathan’s ass hard enough to make Jonathan jerk forward, hard enough to hurt.  
   
 Then he released it only to smack it. Andre was strong, his hand was hard and  the sting spread quick. Jonathan yelped.  
   
 “Oh god.” Jonathan mumbled.  
   
 Could he handle Andre? This was a lot of man to take on at one time. Cockbroken or not, what good would it be if he would pull it out now and it was some ten inch life-ending monster he couldn’t fit inside? 
   
 “You like that, bitch?” 
   
 “Yes, please, please—” Jonathan wiggled his ass. Past the fear there was happiness. Happiness someone was finally giving him what he deserved; a raw, no mercy deep dicking as filthy as it could possibly get. Not even real names exchanged, just dragged into a fucking alleyway and used.  
   
 What sissy wouldn’t love it?  
   
 Andre spanked him, over and over again. What man would let another man spank him? Like he was some misbehaving child? And then keep asking for it. Each time Jonathan was spanked one of these questions would pop into his head and it felt like one, tiny, itsy bit of whatever thing he could call ‘masculinity’ was being torn from him.  
   
 Then, when his ass was practically glowing bright red, Andre grabbed it again. Jonathan twitched, made a high pitched noise from the back his throat.  
   
 “Lets see how wide I can spread this shit.” Andre pushes his thighs apart. Jonathan hums from the back of his throat. The sound of a zipper coming undone hits his ears and he’s so, fucking, pleased. He really is about to take a strong black bull’s cock.  
   
 The head of Andre’s cock presses against his entrance; it’s huge. Jonathan’s mouth drops open. It’s a wonder if Andre can even fit the head inside, much less the rest of him. Andre gives him a courtesy spit, rubs his head against Jonathan’s ass for a moment, before holding one of Jonathan’s thighs and pushing his cock in with his other hand.  
   
 Jonathan hisses, his back goes straight. He grits his teeth. Andre’s head finally slips past the ring of muscle and enters him fully.  
   
 “Fuckin’ tight.” Andre says.  
   
 Jonathan silently agrees. All he can do. His head is clouded in fog, a man’s dick is inside him about to send him to sissy heaven. Andre keeps entering and entering. It feels like he’ll never bottom out and what a dream that would be. A cock that never ends, never stops.  
   
 Jonathan feels Andre’s hips finally press against his. He openly moans from the back of his throat, his body sinks just that much further against the brick of the building. Andre pulls back, surges forward until he sinks in again. Jonathan sighs as Andre repeats, over and over again, until their hips are smacking together every second.  
   
 “You gonna’ let some weak white dick fuck this?” 
   
 “No—no--I won’t fuck—I won’t fuck white guys—” Jonathan repeats, over and over again like a mantra. 
   
 “Damn right you won’t.” Andre growls. 
   
 Every thrusts feels deeper than the last and ensures that Jonathan really won’t fuck anyone else. Who else could fuck him over like Andre could? No one. No one could destroy his ass like this man could. Does black dick have magic powers? It fucking feels like it does. 
   
 If there was a mirror or camera around he’d love to see the sight for himself. A thick cock penetrating him from behind, Andre gripping his hips while he pounded himself into it base to tip with every thrust. Jonathan himself looking like a completely debased, cock addicted whore, eyes rolling. 
   
 “Shit.” Andre growls, Jonathan can’t stop himself from moaning anymore. He feels like his ass is truly getting cockbroken; hell it’s not even his ass anymore. It belongs to Andre. Might as well have his name written on it.  
   
 The first few drops of cum leak from Jonathan. “Please don’t stop.” Another mantra as the slapping of their hips becomes wilder and wilder. Jonathan finds his nails scraping down the side of the building, leaving white marks all down the side.  
   
 Then suddenly Andre’s dick isn’t inside and he’s pressed against the building, cold and not cumming right now this second. 
   
 Andre takes a couple steps back, shakes his cock like he’s a snack.  
   
 “Want more of this dick?”  
   
 “Yes, yes, please I will do anything. I want more of your cock.” Jonathan says, feeling like his brain his just been rattled. Looking at it again is just another reminder of how very, very empty he feels right now. He needs it back inside, pound and railing his entrance open. He got so lucky to meet such a strong black alpha.  
   
 “Good. Follow me.” 
   
 Jonathan gets his skirt from under the trash, puts it back on as best he can and follows after Andre towards another building. The few people dotted here and there look their way, then raise their eyebrows in questionable interest. Jonathan feels like such a filthy sissy slut. He wants any man, every man, Andre’s size or bigger - if it even exists - to use him.  
   
 There’s no way they can’t all tell that any real alpha could walk up and start pounding away. His ass is practically hanging out of his ripped apart skirt, spread open for any one to just shove themselves inside.  
   
 They enter what must be Andre’s apartment building, get into the elevator. The moment the doors close Andre’s on Jonathan’s ass again, squeezing it between both his hands and biting on his neck.  
   
 “Yes—yes please just fuck me up-” 
   
 “I’mma do that, when we get in there this ass is all mine you get that?”  
   
 “I get that.” Jonathan smiles, all warm inside. In a moment of bravery that shocks even him, he reaches out and grabs Andre’s dick through his pants; “Is this all mine?” 
   
 “Shit.” Andre grins at him. The doors open and Andre pulls him to his apartment, opens the door and pulls Jonathan inside. Jonathan slams it shut before Andre can push him to the floor and into position. Ass wiggling in the air, completely open and available to use to any alpha willing to take the opportunity.  
   
 Andre frees his cock again and fucks him against the floor. Exhaustion is writhing Jonathan’s limbs, but the feeling of Andre’s cock just spreading him out and opening him up is like nothing else. It’s no wonder all the videos of other sissies and girls taking BBC were so damn enticing — the very act of taking it inside was mind blowing.  
   
 His eyes are rolling back in his head, mouth openly praising Andre’s thick black dick, when Andre’s thrusts go spastic and separated. Andre begins to roar as his cock plows into Jonathan like never before. Then he feels it; the first hot flashes of cum spearing into his ass, Andre finally giving all this sissification a purpose. To get cum, drain alpha balls and feel all of him inside.  
   
 Andre keeps going even after his orgasm, until Jonathan doesn’t want to feel or think of anything else. Taking dick is too good. Too much fun. Too fucking great. Who would want to deal with the stress of being a ‘real man’ and having to answer all those questions. Better to just get pounded by real men instead.  
   
 “Your gonna stay here and serve this dick every day, you got that?” He says, with  one last, confirming slap, then rubs his hands over the now bright red asscheek.  
   
 Jonathan can’t think of a place he’d rather be.  
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