
        
            
                
            
        

    
Sissy: Getting Black


Chapter 1

   
 I hadn’t originally planned to end up like this, posing and looking at the shape of my own ass in a mirror in my room at three in the afternoon. But I was a sissy now; hours and hours of porn had planted a seed in me and now I wanted some seed of my own.  
   
 Weeks spent shaving, makeup, perfecting and making myself look somewhat decent had only earned me the right to suck off a couple guys in alleyways. That wasn’t what I wanted. I wanted something…a touch stronger.  
   
 There was this one particular guy I wanted. His name was Jamal. Tall, dark and handsome didn’t begin to describe him; He drove a nice car, he frequented the gym two blocks down from my house and wore nothing but suit pieces when he wasn’t wearing that tight-black wife-beater and workout pants combo. I’m not sure how much I favored the pants, they were too saggy for me to make out the shape of his cock.  
   
 But there was a sense there that Jamal was fucking carrying weight.  Whatever he had down there had to be something that could change my whole fucking life. I put my now long blond hair in pigtails and headed out the door.  
   
 Right on cue, there Jamal was. Muscles practically glistening in the sunlight, wide smile on his face as he waved goodbye to some workout buddies. The bright pink skirt was hanging only a touch above my ass and the knee-high pink and white socks might’ve been too much. I hustled over anyway. 
   
 “Jamal, Jamal—?” 
   
 He paused, looked at me — then there was a face of shock. The outfit was definitely too much, but maybe too much was what he wanted? If I played my cards right maybe it wouldn’t even matter. I give him my best smile.  
   
 “It’s me, Kerry. We’re friends, remember?” 
   
 No, we weren’t.  
   
 I never had the raw balls to carry on a conversation with Jamal even back when I was clinging to the idea of being a man. I didn’t think I could compare, that he would laugh me off because I wasn’t masculine enough. That’s around the time I realized maybe something was up. 
   
 Now I was okay with talking to him. I realized all that time I spent being worried about how he viewed me was because I wanted his dick rearranging my insides.  
   
 “Kerry. Right.” He said, blinking. I could tell he was confused about who I was, what I must be packing. I was hesitant to say ‘don’t worry about what's up front. You’re going in the back.’. Jamal had a level of class and my outfit was already pushing it.  
   
 “Yeah, I mean, I just wanted to say hi is all.” 
   
 “Oh-kay,” Jamal said, looking around. I reached out to touch him and he backed away, then mumbled an apology and walked around me.  
   
 Goddamn it.  
   

Chapter 2

   
 I’m rocking my body on a dildo, feeling a lingering feeling of emptiness cling to the pit of my stomach. It’s not who I want it to be.  
   
 God, it wasn’t fair, I wanted Jamal. Trying to fuck any of my toys was like having an imitation version of a food that was well within your reach that you couldn’t just eat.  
   
 Then a brilliant idea hit me. I took out my phone, called his gym and made a month long membership.  
   
 I could build up a vague rapport with him. He’d start to get familiar with me lingering around the gym. Start to get curious. That was the plan anyway. Whether or not it would actually work was another thing entirely.  
   
 I put my hair up into a messy bun, got on some pretty pink workout gear and showed up at the gym. If I worked out too hard  
   
 Days and days and days of just ending up sweaty and stared at by a bunch of - really hot guys who I didn’t want. My target was pretty fucking elusive until— 
   
 “Listen, Angie—no I am not being rude. You’re not listening to reason. You’re upset now. You need to take things as a whole, not just one little moment of you being angry—” Jamal pulled the whole away from his face, looked at it. Must’ve gotten hung up on. By his other of all people.  
   
 Getting chewed out and insulted over the phone while sitting on a bench in a gym. That’s probably the saddest thing I’ve ever seen happen to him. He’s a good guy who works out and keeps his body in good shape and this ‘Angie’ isn’t appreciative of all that black alpha male muscle.  
   
 It’s fine because I will be.  
   
 I turn around the corner with a smile on my face, Jamal looks like he’s about to leap to the ceiling, poor thing. “Girl trouble?”  
   
 “Uh—” Jamal stutters, his eyes do an up-down motion. He must like what he sees. “Y-yeah, don't worry about it.” He shoves his phone into his gym bag beside him and sets it aside. Perfect.  
   
 I walk to him until I’m standing right in front of him. He doesn’t make any move to leave or stop me. Not just that, but…he’s already hard. I lick my lips and he blinks.  
   
 "I can help if you want," I say and slide to my knees. Run my hand over the bulging crotch of those tight black boxers. Why is he always so damn perfect? Even under my hand, I can feel that it's not going away; he wants this as much as I do.  
   
 "This isn't--" He makes a humming noise, I can practically feel him jumping under my hand. Oh, poor baby must be so pent up... "This isn't right--."  
   
 "If she won't give you affection, then someone has to. Why can't it be me?" I smile, rub my face against the crouch of his pants and smile at him. I could give him so much affection, I could let him fuck my ass with his thick tree trunk of a dick until his balls were thoroughly empty.  
   
 “I’ll make you feel good,” I whisper and slip those black trunks down until his cock all but springs free.  
   
 My own cock is aching, hard, but its nothing compared to the sheer strength of his. I could trace every thick vein down the shaft and feel my fingers just tingle from the sheer excitement. Jamal is so big, so well developed, a perfect cock to go along with his perfect body.  
   
 I lick my palms and hold his dick. It makes my hands feel small. Hell, Jamal makes my everything feel small but this, this especially. Why wasn't Angie giving this man everything he wanted, constantly? I give him a look with a raise of the eyebrows. He's still got conflict written all over his face.  
   
 He'll be telling a different story soon enough. 
   
 It's a struggle to fit it all in, but oh I've been practicing, Takes an ache in the jaw, but I’m able to fit his cock into my mouth, let it rest against my tongue and slide right in. Jamal’s breath stutters; he’s so ready, so pent up. Its as if I can feel his heartbeat lingering right over my tongue. He needs to get off now, so I can feel how he releases.  
   
 His cock is so big I can swirl my tongue inside the slit...Jamal takes in a sharp breath, his hand grips the bench edge. I swirl it again, more and more before I start to bob. His balls are full, heavy. I toy with them, draw my fingers against them.  
   
 "Fuck." Jamal looks around to the entrance of the locker room. Sweat is beading at the corners of his face. Scared of being caught? Oh, that would be fucking hot, him exploding down my throat and Angie walking in and seeing that instead. Seeing she should’ve dropped to her knees and worshiped this monster while she had it. Now it was mine.  
   
 His thighs tense, stomach tightens. I know what's about to happen. He's going to cum, I toy with the head with my tongue before letting my jaw hang loose and taking all of him right down to his swollen head, until its abusing the back of my throat, stuffing me full of cum. I can't get any oxygen through while he's doing this. His hand finally rests on my head, and I just imagine that he's pushing me down and forcing me to take every drop.  
   
 My eyes tear up, my throat aches, by the time he's done I'm not sure I can even see straight. What a fucking wonderful dick... 
   
 I slowly let him out of my throat. We're both watching with bated breath as I let inch after inch of his still twitching cock free from me. A long line of pure white spit and cum attach me to his cock. He lets out an exhale when I lick it apart. 
   
 Jamal tucks himself back away in his pants. I lick my lips to clean myself.  
   
 "That was great, right?" 
   
 "This was--wrong."  
   
 He's sad. Ugh. This Angie woman better be having his kids. 
   
 I could do so much better. 
   
 *** 
   
 Angie doesn’t fix her attitude. Jamal doesn’t fix our ‘wrong’ relationship. Every three or so days I find myself back on my knees with his cock down my throat, for around a month. To the point where the regret towards the end has shifted. First from awkward thanks and now to something a touch more…interesting.  
   
 I swipe the remaining cum from my lips. I’m sloppy today for some reason. Jamal exhales, rubs a hand through my hair. 
   
 “That, that was good…” 
   
 “Yeah.” I relax my head against his thigh and swipe my hand over his thigh. I went from having no fun at all to have a nice big, black cock to worship every couple of days. Life was good— 
   
 “You..” Jamal paused, seemed to think better of it before clenching his ass shut and deciding to say it anyway. “You doing anything after this?” 
   
 “No…why?”
  

Chapter 3


 

 Call it a dream come true. God knows I’m beyond myself as I slip into the backseat of Jamal’s car. I’d insisted shotgun, but Jamal didn’t look okay with that so I dropped it. He’s taking me to his house. Made it clear that Angie wouldn’t be around for a long, long while. I can practically read the nervous jitters in him in the overhead window. One part eager to take and lay claim to my ass and the other one fearing a future fight.  
   
 What has Angie done to this man?  
   
 I can feel a strong alpha male just in how he holds himself when he’s pushing my head down his cock, but Angie’s not submitting.  
   
 Unstoppable force and unmovable object in real time.  
   
 She still isn’t stopping him though. He’s more than willing to go around her, take what he wants. And what he wants is me. That’s evident enough as we climb out of the car. I sweep my hair from my face and walk alongside him into the house. 
   
 Perhaps after Angie either realizes she’s done or I blow the man back into Jamal, I can move in here, become his little sissy housewife. Greet him home with polka dot dresses, a warm, home-cooked meal and anal. As every sissy should.  
   
 I giggle, curl my arm around Jamal as we enter the living room.  
   
 “So, what’s the plan?” 
   
 “We could put on a film—” 
   
 “Okay stop,” I say, and press a finger to his lips. “I’m not Angie.”  
   
 “Right.” 
   
 “Meaning you can fucking use me. Or use me for fucking.” 
   
 His eyebrows raise. “Alright. Bedroom.” 
   
 “God yes.” I start to go, but he pulls on the back of my shirt to stop me. His strength is overwhelming, every part of me is shaking when I lose control.  
   
 “Kerry.” 
   
 “Jamal.” I purr. 
   
 “Don’t run. Crawl.” 
   
 Oh, that’s—I collapse to my knees and wiggle my ass for him. I can see the want to fuck lingering in his eyes. I crawl across the floor and down the hallway to the open door at the end. The carpet presses into my knees and yields to my hands. There’s something trailing along my desire for him, something that just slots in perfect and makes acting this way so easy. 
   
 Jamal slams the door behind us.  
   
 I giggle at him, that’s the sort of power I want to see. I want those same muscles and that same strength on top of me, inside me. I grab the side of the bed and slowly crawl up, making sure to wiggle my ass right in his face. Jamal smiles, approaches the bed edge.  
   
 He doesn’t waste his fucking time. Strong hands grip the edge of my yoga pants, then tear them down to my knees.  
   
 This, this is what I wanted.  
   
 Jamal exhales slowly as he slots himself deep inside. My fingers drag against the sheets. All the practice in the world couldn’t prep me for the sheer girth of him. I almost can’t take it, then he bottoms out with another sharp exhale. 
   
 But he was fucking me like I was Angela. Like I was delicate and could break at any moment. No. I wanted a challenge. I wanted my face shoved into those fucking sheets, the breath shoved out of my body with every thrust and my hole absolutely annihilated. He can fuck me into a frenzy, I just know it and I’ll be damned if I don’t take every inch of that cock with a fucking smile on my face.  
   
 "Come on. Stronger, harder."  
   
 "Ah--" Jamal swore and sped up only a little bit. No. This was not how he fucked. It felt controlled and by the numbers. Like it came off a fucking conveyor belt. That's not what I wanted. I wanted to get my hole ruined.  
   
 "Make me your bitch, come on." I swung my blond hair out of my face so I could look at him. He paused, exhaled.  
   
 "Listen, I don't wanna--there's a clear size difference here, you know?" 
   
 "I'm not Angie." 
   
 "Right," Jamal said, blinking and then nodding to himself. As if making a decision on the spot. Then his hands gripped into my hips, bruises would form. I sighed. 
   
 Then Jamal started to move. Slow again at first, so slow I felt as if I'd been tricked; had I spent so long wanting this man only to find out that the actual reason for all his relationship troubles was because he couldn't fuck? 
   
 Then he thrusts into the hilt and lets out a heavenly hissing sound, the sound a man makes when he finds his new favorite drug. He pulls out and back in with enough force to rattle me; wasn't prepped for that. Maybe he had a point. Not much time to think though. His hips begin to ram into me, harder and faster, until I'm letting out a small pant on every thrust.  
   
 I feel damn near brutalized. It's the black cock I've always dreamed of, spent my hours masturbating and imagining, but never got. "So good." I breathe out, hardly able to contain myself. My toes begin to curl, my cock is leaking out against the bed. Jamal's struggling breath is a constant. He's ramming his cock into me like he can't live without it, his hands are pulling me back as he thrusts in. Harder. Deeper. Faster. 
   
 Fucking me in ways we've only both dreamed of. Bet he was waiting for this; I was. I wanted this. I wanted a strong black man to ream me and now I finally, finally got it. My head rocks, can't keep up any more.  
   
 "Angie, wouldn't--wouldn't--" He growls, hips surging a little faster, each resounding smack growing louder and louder until its all I can hear. My head feels like its growing devoid of all other thought. The only thing I can think of is Jamal and his cock, and his strength, the girth of him stretching my ass out.  
   
 I collapse face first to the bed.  
   
 Jamal doesn't stop. 
   
 I’m shaking against the bed, cock wetting the sheets with pre-cum. Eyes are rolling back. Can’t think. Just Jamal’s cock fucking all sense out of me until my toes are curling and we’re both teetering on the edge of orgasm. I go first, then with every thrust and spurt of my cock, Jamal lets out more and more inside me. By the end of it, I’m shaking. This time not because of Jamal’s relentless pace, but out of oversensitivity.  
   
 I roll until I’m lying in the bed properly. Soreness will follow, but victory is dripping out of my ass.  
   
 “That’s—that’s just like Angie…” 
   
 “W-what?” 
   
 “Thinking I’m done.”  
 ***
  
 I’ve got at least two out of him. My body is exhausted, but satisfied. My fingers swirl against his chest.  
   
 "Angie doesn't let you fuck like that, hm?" 
  
 "No." He exhales, head rolling to the side. "No, she doesn't." 
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