
        
            
                
            
        

    
A Sissy Between Two Daddy’s:
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It was already dark outside, but the suite was glowing. Soft golden lamps lit up the edges of the room, casting warm shadows over the bed Leon had booked just for tonight. Not that we hadn’t already fucked in here twice this week — but tonight was different.

I stood in front of the mirror, freshly shaved, smooth from collarbone to ankle, one leg slightly bent as I twisted for a better view. The baby-pink fukkpants I’d picked from the drawer were ridiculous — tight, glossy, crotchless in the back, with ruffled trim and cute little bows over each hip. They didn’t hide a thing — in fact, they framed my tiny, useless cock perfectly in front, and my pussy in the back. The open seam sat right between my cheeks, hugging them tight and leaving my hole completely exposed — the kind of perfect little access that meant the guys wouldn’t even have to take them off to fuck me. Meanwhile my three and a half inches of soft embarrassment, would be twitching against the satin infornt — just the way Leon liked it. Even fully hard, it barely reached three and a half inches. And it was so thin, almost girlish in shape. Leon loved teasing me about that. Not cruelly. He just knew how much it made me feel like his perfect little thing.

A real girl wouldn’t have one at all. But mine? It didn’t matter. It never got used. Not the way a cock should. And that made it even hotter.

I smoothed down the matching lace bra, the straps snug against my shoulders, cupping the soft weight of the tits Leon paid for. Full C-cups — high, perky, and deliciously heavy in a way that made every low-cut dress I owned feel dangerous. They sat perfectly on my chest, the upper curves round and glossy like ripe fruit, the lower swell plush and full, enough to jiggle when I giggled or bounced on his cock. The pink lace of the bra lifted them up and together just right, forming a soft, feminine valley of cleavage that made me want to stare at myself. The bra’s underwire pressed sweetly beneath them, reminding me with every shift how far I’d come. I remember crying the first time I saw them post-surgery — glossy-eyed, shirt off, trembling fingers covering my mouth. I looked in the mirror and didn’t see the shy, bi-curious boy from Dubai anymore. I saw her . Me. Isha.

It started back in 2020. I’d just landed in the U.S. for university. My whole life until then had been in the UAE — my parents had moved there when I was just two. I still remember the thrill of landing in America. New life. New country. I had no clue I’d end up a cock-drunk sissy fiancée five years later.

Three months into college, the pandemic hit. Everything shut down. The only real connection I had back then was my landlord. Leon.

He was in his 30s. Confident, cocky, and clearly rich — his family owned half the buildings in the area. He wasn’t supposed to be the one collecting rent or managing the building. But for some reason, he always made the rounds himself for our building. And somehow, always during the afternoons when I’d be in little shorts or tank tops. It wasn’t long before our chats stretched longer than rent talk. Somewhere between his easy grin and those tailored button-downs that always clung just right to his chest, I learned that Leon had been married once — a traditional wife, the whole show. Divorced now. He told me he was done with the drama that came with dating women — the moods, the expectations, the endless circles. I laughed once and told him maybe what he needed was a femboy. Best of both worlds, right?

He didn’t get it at first. Just raised a brow. I remember waving my hand and teasing, "You know — someone who still gets what it means to be a man, but looks and is actually like a girl. No drama, no attitude, no downtime every month. And always ready to have some fun." I even winked.

It was just a dumb flirty comment in my head. Back then, I didn’t even realize I was projecting — didn’t know I was describing exactly what I’d become. But later, Leon told me that was the moment he decided. The moment he looked at me and thought, Yeah. I’m going to make this one mine.

Lockdown gave us space. Privacy. With nowhere to go and no one to see, we started spending more time together — slow, loaded moments that blurred the lines. One evening, I was curled up on the building steps, oversized hoodie barely covering my smooth thighs, and he sat down beside me with two beers. I remember him watching me for a long time, then brushing a strand of hair from my face.

"You know you're pretty, right?"

I froze. Blinked. My heart did something strange. No one had ever said that to me before — not like that. Not with hunger in their voice. I didn’t even say anything. I just looked at him. And he leaned in and kissed me.

It wasn’t rushed. It wasn’t a dare. It was firm. Slow. Possessive. Like he already knew I’d be his.

That night, he took me to bed — my first time. With anyone. I'd never even kissed someone before, let alone had one undress me, hold me, want me. But Leon did.

It was awkward and soft and greedy all at once. He was calm — so calm — and gentle with everything, every movement measured, like he knew this was a big moment. He stripped me slowly, kissed every inch of my skin, whispered how beautiful I was even as I trembled beneath him. When he finally pushed inside me, it was slow, gradual, inch by inch, until I was gasping into the sheets. I didn’t even know my body could feel like that. Like I’d been waiting for that exact stretch, that exact fullness, without ever knowing.

Later, I found out it hadn’t been his first time with someone like me. Leon had explored things before — especially on a trip to Southeast Asia years ago with his college buddy Tre. He didn’t say much about it, just grinned when I asked. Something about Thailand, ladyboys, and a night that ended with him passed out and covered in glitter. He’d had his fun before. A few wild nights. Some glitter and giggles with strangers in Bangkok. But I wasn’t a stranger. I wasn’t part of some trip. I was the one he brought home. The one he looked at like a future. Like his.

And the next morning, I was his.

It never stopped after that.

My lease? Gone. Leon moved me into one of his private condos — the kind with floor-to-ceiling windows, plush carpets, and the kind of mirrors that made me feel like a trophy. My tuition? Covered. And not just school. He funded everything. Clothes that hugged every curve. Minor procedures to feminize my already girlish face. Implants that made my chest bounce just right when I straddled him. Waxing, facials, laser, personal trainers — all of it, handed to me like a gift.

All I had to do was stay soft. Tight. Feminine. Keep my waist trim, my lips glossy, my lashes curled. My pussy clean and hungry. My little cock caged or tucked, but never touched unless he said so. My nipples sensitive and always ready. I lived like a sex doll with a soul — pampered, protected, and fucked. And I loved it.

In return? I got to be his girlfriend. His property. His pride. And eventually… his fiancée. Not some placeholder bimbo — but the ultimate prize: a passable little sissy bride, owned by a man who could’ve had anyone, but picked me to remake from the inside out.

And now? I am his spoiled, passable little princess. But I'm also a graduate. A real one — top of my class, business major, with honors. Even with all the downtime from the procedures and getting my brains fucked out nearly every night by Leon, he never let me fall behind. "I want a learned wifey, not just a dumb trophy,"  he’d said once, smirking as he watched me study with my tits out. And by then, I already looked the part — full-lipped, full-titted, and fully his.

I’ve been thinking about enrolling in a postgrad program next — maybe a long-distance master’s, something flexible I can work around my pampered little schedule. Not because I have to. But because I might get bored during the day while Daddy’s out running his empire. That’s what I call him now in private, by the way — Daddy. He likes it. Especially when I'm having either of my holes stuffed by him.

I didn’t talk to my own family anymore. After I started becoming Isha — slowly, then all at once — they couldn’t take it. Too traditional. Too rigid. My mom would still send me a message once in a while, quietly, as if ashamed to love me. Just checking in. Just making sure I was alright in this faraway land. But that was it. The rest? Silent. Gone.

Leon’s mom, though? She was the complete opposite. Sweet, warm, and all heart. One afternoon, while Leon was out, she called me — just to talk. Told me she hadn’t seen him this happy in years. Said I’d brought something out in him. That glow. That calm. That fire. And then she thanked me. Her voice was soft, almost emotional. "Whatever you're doing," she’d said, "keep doing it, sweetheart. He needs it. He needs you ."

Oh, if only she knew what all I was doing for her son — how many afternoons I spend on my knees, how many times I’ve had to reapply lipstick mid-session, how often I’ve been left dripping across every surface in our home.

If she even had an inkling of how I keep myself stretched, trained, and ready for her son’s cock — how I’ve learned to moan his name like a melody, no matter what he’s doing to me...

Well, let’s just say those diamond bracelets and pastel dresses she sent as gifts every year for the holidays might come with a handwritten rosary next time.

But she doesn’t know. She just calls me an angel. And I smile, cross my legs, and thank her sweetly — like any good girl would.

I guess she still thought I was just a quiet brown girl. I never asked Leon if she knew the complete truth. I didn’t want to. I liked the fantasy too much. And maybe, just maybe, so did he.

I giggled, touching up my lip gloss.

Across the room, the bed was already turned down. Rose petals. Room service wine bucket. A little note that said, "Be good for me tonight." It was in Leon’s handwriting, and the message meant Tre had arrived.

Yes — that  Tre. The same friend Leon had vacationed with back in the day. Thailand, ladyboys, and one wild trip he never told me the full details of. Apparently, they’d even shared the same 'special girl' once, and the memory still made them laugh years later.

Tre lost his wife a few years back — even before I met Leon — and he’d been single ever since. Leon once told me Tre found dating boring now, that none of it felt exciting anymore. And Leon knew his friend hadn’t had any real action in a while either. That was one thing about Leon and the men he kept close: they were all woman-men. Lovers through and through, rough on the outside but soft and deep when they cared.

And like any good friend, Leon cared about Tre.

So tonight was about more than just fun. He wanted to fire Tre up again — get him back into the game. And he wanted me  to help with that.

Leon had whispered in my ear last night while he was fucking me — "He’s gonna love you. I’m going to let him see how perfect my girl is."

My knees had buckled at just the idea.

This was a gift. A reward. Leon wasn’t giving me away — he was showing me off . Because everything I am today is because of Leon. And tonight, I was going to make him proud.

I bent over slightly, lubed up, and slipped in the soft white fur-butttplug Leon had picked out for me last week — the one with the fluffy ball at the end that matched the bows on my fukkpants. It nestled perfectly into my pussy, the tail peeking out from the open back like a little showpiece. I gave my hips a tiny wiggle, watching the fur twitch with every movement. Slutty. Girly. Exactly how Daddy liked it.

Then came the white silk stockings — smooth, sheer, and glossy — followed by the pink fur-trimmed pink stilettos with a tiny heart charm at the ankle. I stood straight, struck a pose in the mirror. Bra tight, panties obscene, plug snug, lips glossy, skin glowing.

One cock was about to stretch me open. Two were going to ruin me.

And I couldn’t wait to say thank you for it.

I’d thrown on the floor-length white lace robe just before they arrived. Purely for effect — it hid nothing. If anything, it made everything underneath look even sluttier. The way it trailed behind me, barely brushing my calves, left my pink fukkpants and sheer stockings fully visible. I looked like a bride designed by a porn director. And I was nervous.

Leon had surprised me with this whole weekend trip — upscale hotel, suite on the top floor, fancy dinner the night before. But tonight? This was the main event. I’d even joked about it two days ago in the car when we pulled up to the hotel. "So what’s the big event, Daddy? You finally going to whore me out properly?"  I was teasing. Kind of.

And now, here I was. Plugged, polished, and waiting.

Before the knock, I gave myself one more look in the full-length mirror. The robe caught the light just right — sheer enough to tease, delicate enough to look expensive. The fur plug tail peeked out from the open slit of my fukkpants, twitching slightly with every shift of my hips. I turned sideways, admiring how the pink lace framed my chest and made my surgically perfect tits sit high and soft. I pressed them together a little, adjusting the bra strap for symmetry.

My hair was smooth, makeup perfect — dewy, slutty, ready. I leaned in close and checked my lip gloss, reapplying a thin shimmer just to be sure. I even gave myself a little wink.

There was a tightness in my chest. A flutter. What if he didn’t like me? What if Tre expected someone more... fake? More obvious? More cis ?

But then I turned again. Saw the curve of my waist, the glint of the heels, the ridiculous beauty of what I’d become — and that flutter flipped into pride. I looked like a fuckable dream.

Because I am .

The men were downstairs at the bar. Leon had texted to say they’d be up in ten. I was pacing in heels, trying not to sweat off my makeup. I had no idea what Tre would be like in person. I’d seen one picture. That was enough. Big. Handsome. Confident. Black. Not shy. A deep contrast to Leon, who had lighter skin — a warm olive tone from his Italian father, and that clean-cut American handsomeness from his white mom. And from what Leon had said about him, Tre was clearly into the same kind of 'special' girls Leon liked — the kind they’d both had once upon a time in Bangkok. Only this time, Leon’s girl wasn’t a one-night story. I was the real deal. The fiancée. The live-in, plug-in, fuck-ready proof.

The knock came soft.

I opened the door. Leon looked me over like he always did — proud, hungry, calm. And beside him, Tre. Bigger than the photo. Fitted shirt, open collar, that same heavy energy all of Leon’s men had. He didn’t say anything for a second. Just blinked.

Then, slowly, he stepped forward. Not rushed, not hesitant — just steady. I could feel the weight of his gaze as he circled me, taking in every inch. From my glossy lips to my stuffed panties. From the shimmer of my stockings to the delicate fur tail swaying with each breath. It wasn’t just arousal in his eyes — it was awe.

He came back around to face me again, still staring.

"You weren’t lying," he finally said, eyes flicking to Leon before landing back on me. "You said she was special, but damn. This is what you wake up to? She’s prettier than most women I’ve dated."

My cheeks flushed.

Leon stepped behind me, sliding his hands to my waist, then up. One rested beneath my breasts, fingertips teasing the undercurve. The other tugged at the satin bow on my robe, letting it open in the front. Putting me on show for Tre's eyes. I stood there like a Victoria's Angel — except even more sluttier. Glossy tits, pink lace, plug tail twitching behind, and that innocent fuck-me face that always made Leon groan low in his chest.

"You’re mine," he whispered against my neck. "But tonight, you’re his too. For me."

I nodded.

He led me to the couch and we sat — me between them, robe still on, the contrast between their broad frames and my tiny, delicate body making me feel smaller than ever. The couch was deep and plush, almost swallowing me whole, but the warmth radiating from their bodies on either side grounded me. Tre’s thigh brushed mine, firm and solid. Leon’s arm draped behind me, fingers occasionally grazing my shoulder.

As I lowered myself onto the cushion, the fluffy fur end of the plug pressed deeper inside me, the base nestled snugly against my hole as I sat squarely on it. The pressure sent a soft flutter rippling up my spine, and I shifted, trying to get comfortable without squirming too obviously. Every move made the plug nudge right where it turned my brain to mush. I bit my lip. Leon didn’t say a word, but I saw the slight lift at the corner of his mouth. He knew exactly what was happening.

I felt perfectly framed — owned on one side, offered on the other. And the way they both looked at me? Like I was a prize they were about to unwrap. The conversation started slow, soft. They talked about the past, about Bangkok. About the girl they’d once shared — a petite little thing named Naree who’d moaned like a song and kept her cock caged under lace all night.

Tre looked at me again. "I still can't believe you were ever a guy. Seriously. You look... unreal. Like some kind of walking wet dream."

I smiled, lashes fluttering. Leon chuckled.

"She’s the real deal. Top of her class. Smart. Sweet. Always ready."

"She always like this?"

Leon grinned. "Tell him yourself, baby."

I turned my head and leaned forward slightly, letting my palm rest lightly on Leon’s thigh — a casual, practiced kind of devotion. My lashes fluttered as I tilted my head toward Tre, voice soft and a little breathy. Not because I was nervous. But because I wanted  him to hear me say it.

"I’m always like this for my man," I murmured, smiling as my fingers traced a slow line along the inside of Leon’s leg. "Pretty. Ready. Willing. Whatever Daddy wants, I give it. I keep myself soft, polished, stretched… just for him."

Then I leaned in even more, curling against Leon’s side like the good little girlfriend I was. "I love making him happy," I added, lips close to his jaw. "I love being his."

Tre didn’t say anything at first, but his body did. His jaw clenched. His nostrils flared. One leg shifted slightly, like he was adjusting the pressure in his pants. And when he exhaled, it came out low and tight — the kind of breath you take when you're holding back something bigger. His cock was definitely hard already.

Leon smiled, he noticed it too, his hand casually resting over my tits, fingers splayed across the lace, groping lightly like he owned every inch of me — because he did. "So yes — to answer your question — my girl’s always like this. She cums just from having my cock in her," Leon said, casual as anything, as his other hand drifted down and cupped the front of my fukkpants. "Doesn’t even need to be touched sometimes. Just stuffed and filled like the good little thing she is. You’ll see."

Tre’s eyes darkened.

"Stand up, baby," Leon said, his voice low, like he already knew what effect this next part would have.

I rose slowly, heels clicking softly against the polished floor, the lace of my robe shifting with every step. Leon’s fingers found the already open robe's edge over my shoulder and tugged — not yanking, just firm enough to remind me who I belonged to. The robe slipped off my shoulders and slid down my arms like silk, pooling at my feet in a dramatic, useless puddle.

Tre inhaled sharply, the kind of breath that sounded like it got stuck halfway down his throat. I could feel his gaze all over me — the pink lace barely covering anything, the shimmer of my thighs in the white stockings, the soft fluff of my plug tail twitching right where his eyes were locked.

"Turn around," Leon said, his hand slipping to the small of my back, guiding me with that calm, controlling touch that made me melt.

I obeyed — slowly, deliberately — lifting my arms behind my head as I turned, striking a pose like I’d practiced in the mirror so many times. I let my hair fall to the side, letting the full line of my back show. My hips swayed just enough to tease, the fluffy white plug tail giving a playful twitch with each step. My heels clicked lightly on the floor, every inch of movement choreographed like a dream.

I heard Tre’s breath hitch again — louder this time — and a creak of leather as he shifted in his seat. When I glanced back, he was licking his lips, his hand twitching in his lap, like he didn’t trust it to stay still.

Leon’s fingers grazed my lower back as he murmured, "Slower, baby. Let him see everything."

So I turned slower.

When I finally faced them again, Tre was gripping his thigh like he was keeping himself grounded.

Leon didn’t miss a beat. "You believe me now?"

Tre nodded, but his lips parted like he wanted to say something and couldn’t. His eyes hadn’t left my body for a second — not even to blink.

And I hadn’t even been touched yet.

My nipples were already hard under the lace. My tiny cock had started to twitch, useless and trapped beneath sheer lace and satin. I was made to be shown off like this. Put on display. Made to tempt.

Tonight was only just beginning.

Leon stood first.

That same steady calm. The kind that made my pulse spike even though his touch hadn’t landed yet. He didn’t move fast. He didn’t need to. He knew I’d follow, melt, obey.

He cupped my cheek and tilted my face up to him. I could see the smirk behind his eyes even before his lips met mine. A slow kiss. All tongue, all heat, all ownership. He pulled back just enough to murmur against my mouth.

“Such a good girl.”

I whimpered.

His hand slid down to my chest, over the lace, his thumb circling the perk of my nipple. Still through the bra. Still teasing.

“Invite our guest in, baby,” he said.

I turned to Tre, cheeks flushed and lips parted. It didn’t take words. Just the look. Just the way I stepped closer and extended my hand to him.

He rose.

God, he was big. Bigger than Leon, even. Not just tall but thick everywhere. Wide shoulders. Heavy arms. That same unshakeable energy, but a little more raw. A little less polished. I felt it in his stare as he took my hand and stepped in.

His touch was warmer. Rougher. One palm slid to my waist, the other traced the side of my thigh, over lace and garter strap.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “You’re dripping already.”

I was.

Leon stepped behind me again, his hands returning to my hips. Their touches met on my body. One man in front. One behind. Sandwiched in heat and hunger.

Tre’s fingers found the edge of my bra, thumb dragging under the cup.

“She always this sensitive?”

Leon chuckled, his breath against my ear. “Only when she’s showing off. And she loves an audience.”

Tre reached behind me, his fingers brushing Leon’s as they both started unhooking me together. I shivered.

The bra came loose. Slipped off. My tits bounced free, soft and high and so fucking perfect.

“Goddamn,” Tre muttered.

Leon squeezed one breast gently, thumb brushing the ringed nipple. “Got them done after the lockdown. Birthday present.”

Tre leaned in and took the other nipple in his mouth, just lightly, teasing. My knees buckled.

“Best tits I’ve ever fucking seen on a boi,” Tre said.

“She’s not a boi,” Leon said. His voice was firm. Proud. “She’s my girl.”

Tre looked up at me. “Then she’s the luckiest girl I know.”

They kissed me at the same time. Leon’s lips found my throat while Tre devoured my tits — and then they switched. Tre’s mouth left my nipple just as Leon’s lips replaced it, hungry and wet. Tre moved up to kiss my lips now, tongue flicking and swording over tongue. And before I could even process that, they shifted again — Leon’s teeth grazing my collarbone while Tre sucked the soft curve under my other breast.

It was like they’d rehearsed it. One moved, the other filled the space. Their mouths taking turns, their hands never stopping — gripping, teasing, exploring. Thighs, ass, hips, tits. My body was theirs to map, and they never stopped moving. Touch here. Kiss there. Another shift, another bite, another flick of a tongue where I didn’t expect it.

I was in a trance. Gasping. Squirming. Taken to a zone I didn’t even know existed. Their rhythm, their heat — it had me trembling. If they kept going like that, just kissing and touching and devouring me without even fucking, I swore I could cum. I was right there, dangling over the edge, ruined by their mouths alone.

And before I tiptoed over that edge, Leon sat down and pulled me into his lap, my back against his chest. He spread his knees wide, and I was draped over him like a doll, legs open, plug still nestled deep inside me.

Tre knelt between my legs. He ran his hands up my thighs, slow and worshipful. Then his fingers brushed the base of the plug.

“You want it out, princess?”

I nodded, breathless.

Tre's fingers curled around the fluffy fur end, and instead of tugging immediately, he teased. Twisting the base just slightly. Pressing it inward first before pulling back. My muscles fluttered around the plug, and I let out a whine.

It was so lewdly humiliating how exposed I felt — thighs spread, plug played with like I was just a toy for them to share. Leon’s arms around me, Tre's eyes fixed on the way I twitched and fluttered around his fingers. My hole kept flexing, eager and desperate, like it was begging to be opened further.

He rocked it slowly in and out a few times — shallow at first, then a little deeper, playing with the way it stretched and filled me, fucking me with it like it was its own toy. My skin prickled with heat, my thoughts melting into static.

Leon dipped his head, brushing his lips along my ear. “Miss having Daddy inside you, don’t you?”

I whimpered. “Yes, Daddy.”

Tre chuckled, "So eager."

My toes curled in the heels. My thighs quivered. I could barely breathe.

Then, finally, he tugged gently.

It popped free with a soft, slick sound, and a rush of emptiness made me gasp, my hole clenching around nothing, aching for more. The cold air kissed my gaping hole, making the loss feel even more intense. I felt empty and open, like the space inside me belonged to something warm — and now it was waiting.

Then he leaned in.

And his tongue was on me.

I moaned so loud, I startled myself. It echoed through the room, raw and wanton, like something primal had just clawed its way out of my throat.

Tre didn’t stop. He licked me slowly, thoroughly — long flat licks that teased the rim before circling in deeper, his tongue writhing like he was starved and I was dessert. Every flick, every swirl had intention, as if he were studying how my body sang for him. His lips sealed and sucked, and then his tongue returned, making wet, lewd sounds that sent heat shooting straight through me.

His hands gripped my thighs tighter and spread me wider. I was on display, wide open and soaking. The wet noises, the gliding warmth of his tongue, the slight scrape of stubble against my most sensitive skin — it all blurred together in a haze of obscene pleasure.

Leon held me tighter. His arm coiled around my waist like a claim, while his other hand groped my tits, the pads of his fingers brushing over the erect rings like he was reminding me who I belonged to. Then his hand slid up to my throat, gripping just enough to ground me, to anchor me in that spiraling pleasure.

“That’s it, baby. Let him taste what’s mine,” Leon murmured, his voice thick and possessive, heat curling off each word.

I was shaking. Floating. My cock pulsed inside the panties, straining uselessly against satin.

Leon felt it on his thighs.

His lips brushed my ear. “No touching, baby. Not until Daddy says.”

I whimpered. “Yes, Daddy.”

Then he pressed a soft kiss to the top of my head, his thumb stroking the corner of my mouth. Gentle. Steady. Keeping me tethered while my body writhed.

“You’re my good girl, aren’t you?” he whispered. “Letting our friend see how sweet your little hole is.”

I nodded frantically, unable to form words, too full of noise and need.

His hand threaded through my hair, stroking slow and rhythmic, even as my hips rolled in reaction to Tre’s tongue. My moans came in breathless gasps, every sound echoing how full I felt emotionally, even if physically I was still aching for more.

Tre groaned against my hole, and the vibration alone made me cry out, my hands clenching at the air, my back arching helplessly. His tongue pushed deeper, plunging into me with a wet filthiness that made my body jerk. It wasn’t just licking — it was worship, filth, ownership. I couldn’t stop moaning. I didn’t want to.

He pulled back with a slick sound, my hole fluttering at the sudden absence. His mouth and chin were glistening. His eyes — they burned into me.

“You taste like candy,” he said, voice gravel-thick. “This tight pussy is going to feel so good later.”

He leaned back in and licked another long stripe over me. “He trained you perfect, huh?”

I gasped, squirming helplessly.

“You ever leak this much just from being tongue-fucked?”

I moaned again, louder. My head fell back onto Leon’s shoulder, my voice wrecked and high and soaked in need. I couldn’t even answer — I just nodded dumbly, utterly gone.

Tre pulled back again.

And I slumped in Leon’s arms. Boneless. Glassy-eyed. My breath came in trembling bursts, and my whole body felt like a livewire — strung up on edge, twitching and soft. I whimpered something small.

“Daddy… I don’t think I can take any more.”

Leon kissed my temple. His voice warm and grounding.

“Yes, you can. You were made for this.”

Then Tre stood.

His fingers went to his fly. He didn’t rush. The sound of his zipper falling open was impossibly loud in the silence between my panting.

My eyes followed every movement like prey watching a predator feed.

He reached in.

And pulled it out.

I stared.

My lips parted around a silent gasp. My breath caught like my lungs didn’t dare move.

He was big.

No — massive.

Thick. Dark. Veins running along the underside like lightning down a storm-wet road. Heavy. It hung there, full and proud and perfect.

And he was hard. So hard the tip twitched slightly in the air.

It was the kind of cock you didn't just suck — you bowed to.

My thighs pressed together instinctively. My mouth watered. I didn’t even realize I was reaching for it until Leon caught my wrist.

“Ah-ah.”

I blinked up at him, dazed.

He smiled, slow and wicked.

“Let him put it where he wants it, baby.”

My hole was still slick and open, clenching on emptiness. My lips were trembling with hunger.

I was ruined. And I hadn’t even touched him yet.

Tre’s chest rose and fell with every breath, wide and carved with muscle. His skin was dark and smooth, delicious under the low light — almost glowing. His pecs were thick and round, nipples hard against skin stretched over power. His abs flexed as he stepped closer, the muscles rippling with purpose. His arms were cut with sinew, veins bulging down to his fists. His thighs were thick, tree-trunk strong, the kind that could hold a body up with ease.

Every inch of him looked built to fuck — and built to fuck girls like me.

He was a god unveiled. A sculpture made flesh.

One hand was still wrapped around his cock, the other reached forward, curling under my chin.

I felt small in front of him. Pretty. Breakable.

My breath hitched.

I whispered, “Please…”

Leon was once again the first to move.

His hand stroked gently down my side, a slow, grounding caress, as if to remind me that I was safe—owned, loved, but safe. I was still draped over him, his thighs beneath me, his warmth all around me, my legs open and trembling from the tongue-fucking Tre had just gifted me. I barely had the strength to lift my head. My throat was dry, my breath still uneven. But Leon didn’t rush me.

He kissed the side of my head and murmured something soft. A praise. A promise. A beginning.

“Breathe, baby. Daddy’s got you.”

I nodded against him, helpless. Grateful.

Then I felt Tre’s hands again—strong, steady, firm on my thighs as he held me open. But this time, Leon was moving, shifting behind me. His fingers brushed over my entrance, still wet and fluttering. The absence of Tre’s tongue had left me aching and hollow. But Leon knew exactly how to fix that.

Leon reached for the bottle of lube beside the bed—not the cheap kind, but the one in the heavy glass dispenser that always made me feel expensive just by association. He pumped a generous amount into his palm and coated his cock liberally, his hand stroking over the thick length until it shone under the low light. Then he leaned in, spreading my cheeks with one hand, and applied more lube directly to my open pussy, his fingers rubbing the slickness in with slow, teasing circles that made my breath hitch.

I felt exposed and perfectly presented, like every part of me had been prepped just for this moment. My pussy was slick, open, needy. Leon's breath ghosted over my shoulder as he adjusted behind me, cock now gleaming and heavy with promise. His hand came to rest on the small of my back—a wordless signal.

I tilted my hips up, offering myself.

The head of his cock pressed to me.

I froze. Not in fear, but in awe. No matter how many times we’d done this, no matter how trained and stretched I’d become, that very first push—the one where he breaches me—always made me hold my breath. My body knew him, had shaped itself around him for years now, but something about that first stretch never stopped feeling like the first time.

And then, with the slowest, most deliberate push I'd ever felt—the kind that never got old no matter how many times he did it—Leon entered me.

I gasped, trembling, as the thick head slid past my rim and into my greedy, aching pussy. My hole fluttered, wet and twitchy, sucking him in like it had missed him. Like it had been waiting for this all day. And maybe it had. I always did.

The stretch stung and soothed all at once, nerves lighting up like fairy lights behind my eyes. I blinked. Moaned. My breath caught in a spiral.

And as his length kept sinking into me, slow and steady, my mind drifted back—flashing, vivid, unmistakable—to the very first time Leon had done this to me.

It was back in the old apartment, back before the surgeries, before the gloss and glamour. I was just a femboy then. Just a smooth, pretty, confused little thing with soft thighs and a wild crush on the man who owned the building. I still remember the hoodie I wore—blue, oversized, sleeves too long. I’d taken it off so shyly that night, fingers trembling, eyes downcast, cheeks burning. He told me I was beautiful.

Back then, I was still tight in the way only the untouched are. I remember the way he spread me open on the sheets, took his time, kissed every inch like he was about to break a seal. He took his time. He didn't just rush in—he knew I was untouched, nervous, trembling under his gaze. He lubed his fingers generously and pressed one inside me, whispering, "Just relax, baby. Let me in."

That first finger was already a stretch. He praised me softly as he worked it in and out, getting me used to the intrusion. "So tight. So sweet. God, you're going to take me so well."

Then came the second. My breath hitched, eyes wide as he curled it slightly, massaging me open with such careful attention it made my thighs twitch. "That's it," he murmured. "You're doing so good. Opening up just for me."

The third finger had made me cry out, a mix of pain and wonder. He held still, shushing me gently, his lips brushing my spine as he waited for my body to adjust. He whispered the filthiest encouragements, calling me his special little thing, promising I'd love the way he felt once I was ready.

And then he did. With one drawn out, long, slow push, his cock - the one that i've fallen in love with after that - entered me for the first time—and I’d cried. For few first seconds in pain and then in sheer euphoria. Because something inside me had clicked open, something that whispered, This is who you are now.

That night, he fucked me for the very first time. That night, he made me his. And now, years later, I wasn’t just his curious tenant anymore.

I was his trained, pampered, cock-drunk sissy fiancée—open, ready, dripping.

And he was inside me again. Right where he belonged.

Leon stayed buried for a moment...

I gasped.

It wasn’t rough. It wasn’t urgent. It was reverent.

Every inch of him sank inside like it belonged there—like I was made to be filled just like this, slow and deep and endlessly. My body opened for him like a flower, pliant, greedy, stretching in lazy, wet pulses to welcome him home.

And that’s what it felt like—home.

Leon stayed buried for a moment. Just holding me. Letting me feel every inch. I felt his breath against my back, warm and steady, as his arms wrapped around my middle. One hand reached up to squeeze my tits, the other grazed over my throbbing small cock, now twitching hard against the satin.

“You’re so pretty like this,” he murmured. "My pretty, open girl."

Tre was now in front of me, kneeling. I could feel the heat radiating off him. I looked up slowly—and there it was again. That cock. Big. Heavy. Throbbing.

And this time? It was meant for my mouth.

Leon shifted slightly behind me, setting a rhythm—long, slow thrusts that rocked me forward and back in gentle waves.

Tre just watched me for a moment, then guided his cock forward.

My lips parted. I didn’t even think. I just opened.

There was a rush of anticipation that hit me in the chest like a wave—this was Tre. Leon's best friend. The man I'd been told stories about. And now, here I was, gagged on his cock with my pussy stuffed by Leon. My two kings.

The first inch slid in like silk.

Warm, thick, and impossibly wide. My lips stretched, my tongue flattened, and I moaned around him immediately. The sound vibrated down his shaft, and Tre groaned low in his chest.

“Fuck, she’s good.”

Leon laughed softly, proud. “Of course she is. She’s mine.”

I was being fucked and fed at the same time—rocked onto Leon’s cock, my mouth full of Tre’s. It was everything. Every fantasy, every shameful, gorgeous daydream I’d ever had about being the perfect little thing, used and adored by men who knew exactly what I was.

My mind spiraled as more of Tre's cock fed into my throat. He tasted different than Leon—more musky, bolder, a little saltier at the tip. His scent was heavier too, like sweat and cologne and something male and mean that made me melt. Leon's cock always felt like home—Tre's felt like a dare.

I wanted to impress him.

Not just because Leon wanted it. But because I did. I wanted Tre to think I was the best thing that had ever wrapped its lips around his manhood. I wanted him to ruin me, remember me, want me again. I wanted to be a good girl not just for my Daddy, but for his best friend too.

I moaned around him, throat stretched, eyes fluttering as Leon filled me from behind.

There was something obscene and holy about having both ends claimed at once. My mouth stuffed, my pussy filled. One cock in my throat, another in my hole. I was a toy. A plaything. A reward. And I loved it.

And Leon never stopped praising me.

“Look at you. Taking both of us like the real girl you are baby. So fucking pretty. My good girl.”

Tre pulled back just enough to let me breathe—his cock wet with my spit, a glistening thread still connecting us.

“She’s gagging already,” he said, voice wrecked. “And she hasn’t even taken half of it.”

“She will,” Leon replied, slow and steady as he pushed deep again. “She’s trained. She’s made for this.”

And I was.

My head bobbed as Tre fed me more. My throat stretched, and tears pricked the corners of my eyes. Leon’s cock kept sliding in and out of me, timed to Tre’s rhythm like they were orchestrating my destruction together. My sounds were muffled, helpless little moans around Tre’s cock.

And I loved it.

Then came the moment.

The one I didn’t even realize I was teetering toward.

It started as a low churn in my belly—a quiet pressure that built with every thrust, every gag, every praise. My little cock, locked away tight, twitched madly inside the cage. I could feel it trying to rise, to respond, but it had nowhere to go. Nowhere but inward, deep into that strange, explosive place where girls like me came from.

I was drooling around Tre’s cock, eyes glazed, breath reduced to wet huffs through my nose as Leon drove into me from behind, stretching me deeper, deeper, deeper until my whole body started to quake.

My balls were tight. Useless. My toes curled in the heels, calves trembling, the arches of my feet burning with tension.

The pressure kept building.

I didn’t even know I could cum like this. Not while being spit-roasted. Not while gagging and dripping and totally out of control. But here I was.

And then it happened.

My entire body seized.

My pussy clamped down hard around Leon’s cock, fluttering in rhythmic pulses, my breath hitching into one long, broken whimper. My throat tensed around Tre, a wet, involuntary sob of pleasure vibrating around his shaft as I came—without a single touch to my cock, without permission, without anything but pure, raw, helpless stimulation.

A sissygasm.

It ripped through me like lightning. My eyes rolled back. My back arched. My mouth hung open, stretched around Tre, spit foaming at the corners as I whimpered through the waves. The cage buzzed with the aftershock of the release, metal cold against oversensitive flesh.

And still, they didn’t stop.

Leon fucked through it. Tre held firm. My body had no choice but to ride it out.

I was crying. Real tears streaked down my cheeks, wetting the corners of my eyes as I blinked and moaned and begged in muffled gags. I couldn’t believe how good it felt. How filthy. How holy.

It was better than anything I’d felt with just Leon. And I didn’t say that to take away from my Daddy. No. It was just... something about having both of them—one in my throat, one in my pussy. Being claimed from both ends like a princess passed between kings. It made me feel more real, more ruined, more whole than I’d ever been.

I was sobbing around Tre’s cock, my body still fluttering from the orgasm that felt like it cracked me open from the inside.

And I never wanted it to end.

Leon felt it.

“Oh, fuck. There it is,” he said, cock still deep inside me, his voice dark and affectionate. “See that, Tre? That’s what they call a sissygasm online.”

Tre grunted. “Holy fuck. She just came hands-free?”

I whimpered around his cock, nodding slightly, still trembling.

Leon kissed my shoulder. “She’s done it before. But never like this. Never spit-roasted. You just broke her open, man.”

I didn’t even feel the cum—just the shaking, the fluttering, the sweet, helpless collapse. My mouth stayed open. My pussy stayed stuffed. My body had no choice but to let go.

And they didn’t stop.

Tre pulled out of my mouth gently, letting me pant for a moment before switching places.

Leon slipped out of my hole, kissing my back as he did. “You’re doing perfect, baby.”

Then Tre took position behind me.

I felt his hands on my hips, heavy and firm, holding me in place like I was something precious—something meant to be taken.

He teased my entrance first with the thick head of his cock, pressing gently, not forcing. Letting me feel just how different this would be. My hole was still wet from Leon, still open and fluttering, but even so, Tre's freshly lubed tool felt... massive. Wider. Hotter. The pressure was immediate.

I whimpered, legs twitching as the head popped in with a slick, reluctant stretch. My spine arched, eyes flying open. My breath hitched so sharply it hurt.

“Fuuuck,” Tre groaned, still just halfway inside me. “You’re really letting Daddy’s friend wreck your pussy like this?”

I nodded frantically, even through the pain. “Please,” I choked out. “I want it. I want to be broken in properly... please... make it fit.”

His hand came down, gently stroking the small of my back. “You’re taking me like a good little girl. Just like Daddy said you would.”

He pushed deeper.

I cried out—a wet, high sound that trembled with both ache and awe. My hole strained to accept him, clenching and pulsing as if trying to figure out how to hold something that thick. But my body was obedient. I wanted to be good. I was  good.

My thighs quivered. My heels dug into the mattress. I felt split open, claimed in a way that made me feel small and cherished and ruined all at once.

Tre took his time, easing in until he bottomed out with a guttural growl. I could barely think. My brain was soup. My pussy felt impossibly stretched, but it didn’t matter. I wanted  this. I needed it.

He gripped my hips tighter.

And then he began to move.

I gasped as the head of his cock breached me—so much thicker than Leon, hotter, meaner. He didn’t push all the way in at once. Just fed it slowly, inch by thick inch, until I thought I couldn’t take any more.

But I did.

He bottomed out inside me, groaning. “Tight little hole. Still leaking.”

Then he started to move.

Rougher than Leon. Faster. Thrusts that made my body bounce.

Leon sat in front of me now, his cock already hard again, glistening from pre. He cupped my face.

“You know what to do, sweetheart.”

I nodded and leaned in.

I sucked him like my life depended on it.

And the whole time, Tre fucked me from behind—deep, loud strokes that made obscene sounds with every wet slap. His hands held my hips tight, his fingers bruising, his groans guttural.

Leon’s cock slid in and out of my mouth, his hands stroking my cheeks, guiding my pace just the way he liked it. Each thrust was deliberate, his fingers tightening slightly as he pushed deeper, testing my throat. I gagged once, then again—but I held it. I swallowed around him, desperate to stay pretty.

Strings of spit hung from my chin, slick and shiny. My lashes were wet with tears. My throat was raw but obedient, the muscles working to accommodate his cock like I was born to do it. I could taste him already—the salty tang of his pre-cum mixing with my drool.

"Open wide for Daddy, baby," Leon growled, his voice thick with pride and hunger. "Let me hear you choke. Let our friend see how beautiful my soon-to-be wife looks when she's gagging on my cock."

I moaned around him, gagging again as he fed me more. My eyes rolled back slightly, tears slipping down my cheeks in shiny rivulets. I knew I was a mess—lip gloss ruined, chin shiny, neck flushed—and I wanted to be. I wanted to be beautiful while choking. I wanted to show Tre just how perfect Leon's girl could be.

My tongue worked beneath the shaft, curling, worshipping. I wasn’t just sucking—I was performing. Devoted. Pretty. Owned.

Leon’s cock twitched against the back of my throat, and I moaned again, letting myself be used, letting him fuck my face slow and deep while Tre wrecked me from behind.

“That’s it. Such a good girl. Look how happy she is.”

I was.

I was so happy.

Filled, stretched, stuffed, and used. My tits swung with every thrust. My hole pulsed around Tre’s cock. My throat swallowed every inch of Leon. I was theirs.

And I wanted it again.

Again and again and again.

I felt the change in their rhythm first—that primal urgency, the deep, possessive growls from Tre and Leon’s short, tight gasps.

“Fuck,” Tre grunted, hands gripping my hips like he owned them. “Fuck, I’m gonna—”

He pulled out suddenly, and before I could even react, I felt it—hot ropes of cum painting my back, splashing across my ass cheeks in thick, warm pulses. One spurt even landed on my lower back, trailing slowly down to the curve of my spine. My pussy clenched at the sensation, aching from the stretch, proud of the mess he left on me.

“Good girl,” Tre panted.

Leon never pulled out.

He held my head steady and fed me every inch, thrusting deeper until I felt the twitch and then—

Warmth flooded my throat.

Spurt after spurt, he emptied himself directly down my throat, groaning through his teeth as his fingers tightened on my cheeks.

“Swallow it, baby,” he growled. “Swallow every drop for Daddy.”

And I did.

I swallowed it all, tears spilling from my eyes, not from discomfort but from bliss. From the feeling of being exactly where I was meant to be.

Used.

Cherished.

Devoured.

When he finally slipped out of my mouth, I gasped softly, my lips puffy and slick. My throat was sore, my body limp. I collapsed forward, straight into Leon’s arms.

Shaking.

Breathless.

Used.

Loved.

Leon wrapped me in his arms like a blanket. I was limp, boneless, utterly undone. My breath came in short, shuddering gasps, and I felt the hot trails of tears still drying on my cheeks. My makeup was ruined—mascara smeared, gloss gone, my chin and chest sticky with spit and sweat. My pussy was still twitching, stretched wide and leaking down my thighs. My throat throbbed from the depth I'd taken him. And I had never felt more proud.

I let out a soft, hiccuped sob into his chest. Not from pain. From the sheer overload of being used so completely. Worshipped. Owned.

Leon kissed my cheeks one by one, his hands smoothing up and down my spine. “You were so brave for us, baby. So perfect. My good girl,” he whispered, voice thick with warmth and awe. “You were made for this.”

Tre leaned in, his voice rough but tender near my ear. “You’re unforgettable,” he said simply. “I’ve never seen anyone take it like that. You’re not just a hole. You’re fucking everything.”

That made something in my chest snap. I buried my face deeper into Leon's chest, clinging to him like I might drift away without his weight grounding me.

I was filthy. I was used. I was completely and absolutely Leon's and for the night Tre's too.

And I had never felt more like myself.

I knew the night wasn’t over.

Not with the way Tre looked at me when he came. Not with how Leon kissed my shoulders afterward like he hadn’t even started spoiling me yet. And certainly not with the way my pussy was still twitching, my throat sore but humming with pride. I was their good girl. Their perfect little toy. And Leon—always the one to take care of me after stretching me wide open—leaned in, brushed my hair behind my ear, and murmured like a promise:

"We’re heading out to the jacuzzi, baby. Go freshen up. Join us when you’re ready."

His voice was soft. Confident. It was never a demand with him. It didn’t need to be.

Because I knew what he really meant.

Get ready for round two, my girl.

***

The bathroom was warm, lit soft and low, the sound of water still trickling through the luxury rain showerhead. My heels clicked gently against the tiles as I stepped in front of the mirror, the towel still clinging to my body, the last remnants of sex and sweat drying on my skin.

What stared back at me nearly made me moan.

Wrecked.

My makeup was ruined—eyeliner smudged, my glossy lips puffed and smeared. My chest and thighs were streaked with sweat, spit, and cum, and my tiny still-in-the-panties cock had started to twitch again just at the memory of Tre’s voice when he came.

I looked exactly like what I was—a little cum-drenched sissy who’d just been spit-roasted by two strong, big, manly men who knew how to take and make a woman in the bed. The scent of them still lingered on my skin, my breath, my thighs. My hair was messy, tangled with sweat. My nipples were stiff from the cool air against spit-dried skin. And there, nestled in the fabric of my panties, was the soft bulge of my little cock, still dripping, still twitching.

I slid my hands over the waistband and peeled them down slowly. They were soaked—sticky with slick and cum and the heat of everything I’d been through. I brought them to my face, inhaled once, and shivered. Then I stepped out of them.

Even as I moved, I could feel the slight ache between my cheeks—a soreness that made me bite my lip and smile. I didn’t feel broken. I felt opened. Owned.

And I wasn’t done.

I slipped into the shower and let the hot water cascade down me, rinsing away the evidence of what we’d just done—but not the feeling. I stayed under the stream for minutes, carefully washing between my cheeks, gently soaping my sore, stretched pussy with extra care. Every touch made me flinch and throb. I didn’t want to be clean. I wanted to be ready. Again.

After drying off, I stood before the vanity with my towel still wrapped from my chest while ending just under my ass. My skin was glowing, flushed pink in all the right places. I leaned in toward the mirror, placing both palms on the counter.

Time to repaint the fantasy.

I traced my lower lip with a fingertip, then slowly applied the gloss—deep cherry red, three careful layers, blotting and then shining it back up. I curled my lashes, applied a fresh pair, and fluttered them at my reflection. A tiny wink. A kiss to the mirror.

Then shimmer for my cheeks, like I’d been lit from within. I powdered the bridge of my nose, highlighted my collarbones, and even added a hint of pink shadow to the very tops of my tits after loosing the towel.

Finally, perfume. I parted my thighs and misted the insides, right above where my cock lay soft and pretty. The scent was light, sweet, and sinful—and when it hit the heat of my skin, it bloomed.

Then came the moment I'd been waiting for all night.

I reached for the second outfit of the night, a fire engine red bikini I'd laid out earlier, folded like a promise on the marble counter.

I started with the bottoms. I stepped into them slow, savoring the stretch of fabric as I pulled them up inch by inch, over my thighs, over my hips. My cock twitched, already snug in the narrow pouch, the outline pressed bold and obscene. The red fabric clung like a second skin, framed in pale blue, the waistband hugging my waist high and perfect.

I turned sideways, admiring the shape of my ass in the mirror—still bearing the faint shade of rose from the two men’s hands, like a soft, proud blush that hadn’t quite faded. My ass looked Taut. Round. And Perfect in the bottoms. It was the kind of view that made Leon growl. The kind Tre had moaned over.

Then came the top. I slid my arms through the straps, pulled the cherry-red fabric over my tits. The soft pressure cupped them high, round, perky—the edges kissed with powder blue. I adjusted the straps, leaned forward, let them jiggle, let myself fall in love all over again.

I looked like a doll. A slut. A girl built for pleasure.

I pulled on my matching waterproof wedge heels—tall, red, the kind that made me walk like a gift being unwrapped.

I added my gold anklet—the one with the tiny charm engraved with Daddy’s initials—and gave myself one last look in the mirror.

"Now... I look like a prize." I said to myself before turning around to walk out.

And just like that... I was ready to be claimed again.

The sliding glass doors opened to a warm night breeze. I stood in the doorway for a moment, letting the night air kiss my skin, letting the scene ahead wash over me like something out of a movie.

The balcony lights glowed gold, catching the glint of the marble around the jacuzzi. Soft music drifted from the hidden speakers. The city beyond sparkled like a blanket of secrets. Steam curled upward from the water like breath.

And then there were the men.

Leon—wet hair slicked back, beer in hand, muscles relaxed but coiled with promise. Tre—bigger, darker, broader, his arms stretched along the edge of the tub, the water lapping at his chest. Both of them naked, glistening, utterly at ease.

I stood there just long enough to let myself be looked at. My hips shifted slowly, deliberately, side to side, one heel clicking in front of the other as I made my way toward them. My body moved like syrup in heat—slow, thick, unapologetically sexual.

My tits jiggled with every step. The red bikini shimmered under the soft lights, my cock proudly outlined, my ass peeking with every stride. I let the strap of my top slip just barely off my shoulder before pulling it back up with a knowing smirk.

Leon looked over his shoulder the moment he heard my heels.

And froze.

Tre opened his eyes, blinked once, and then openly stared. His gaze raked over me from top to toe and back again—pausing at my tits, my lips, the faint sway of my thighs, and finally resting on the bulge in my bikini like it had hypnotized him.

"God. Damn," he breathed, shifting slightly in the water. His hand moved almost instinctively beneath the surface, and I didn't miss the subtle flex of his jaw—he was hard already. Just from the sight of me.

Leon, ever the proud Daddy, smirked like he was admiring a masterpiece he’d commissioned himself—perfect, planned, and exactly how he wanted me. "There she is."

Each step was deliberate—heels clicking softly against the tile, hips rolling with the lazy confidence of a girl who knew she was being devoured with every glance. My thighs brushed just enough to make the sway exaggerated, rehearsed but effortless, like every inch of me had choreography. I let my arms swing gently at my sides, chin tilted up, eyes half-lidded with heat and pride. The lights from the water caught the shimmer of my bikini, and for a moment, I wasn’t just walking—I was parading. I was performing. I was presenting myself to my conquerors. I knew what I looked like—lips glossy, tits perky, cock barely contained in my bikini. I slid down into the hot tub between them, the water bubbling gently around my thighs.

Tre’s eyes locked on my bulge.

“That’s the cutest fucking thing I’ve ever seen,” he said. “That little cock trying so hard in those tight bottoms.”

I blushed. Smiled. Bit my lip.

Leon reached over, hand sliding along my thigh underwater. “She picked it just for tonight.”

“Smart girl,” Tre said. “Makes me want to unwrap her all over again.”

I nestled between them, their arms resting casually behind me, the water warm and swirling against my still-aching pussy. Their hands weren’t idle—one brushed my knee, the other lazily cupped my breast, fingertips teasing the edge of my bikini top.

The energy was different now. The first round had broken all the tension. This was comfortable. Confident. Easy.

They talked while touching me, and I loved it.

Leon turned to Tre. “You ever think about finding someone again?”

Tre sighed. “If I could find someone like her? Fuck yeah.”

I giggled, looking between them. “You can. Trust me.”

Leon raised an eyebrow. “You thinking what I’m thinking?”

“I already have someone in mind,” I said, smirking. “There’s this group. Not like Tinder. Definitely not like Grindr. It’s called Bliss’d. It’s only for girls like me—sissies, femboys, trans girls. Only the real goody ones. It’s invite-only. Men and likewise Women can’t get in unless they’re referred. We look after each other.”

Tre blinked. “You’re serious?”

I nodded. "Dead serious. It’s called Bliss’d. Not just a hookup app. It’s a whole private network built by girls like me, for girls like me. It started as a sugar arrangement space—but now it’s more like a sisterhood. There’s a whole process just to get in."

Leon grinned, clearly amused. "She’s not just pretty. She’s got a whole little world of her own."

"There’s a vetting room," I said, leaning back as Tre's fingers trailed along my thigh. "You have to be invited by another girl on the inside. We don’t let just anyone in. And the men? They don’t even get profiles. They come by referral only. No lurking, no messaging unless we approve it."

Tre raised a brow. "So it’s like some secret society?"

I giggled. "Exactly. We’ve got code names. Private chats. Some girls go by gemstones, others by colors. My profile? It’s Red Lace."

Leon let out a low, pleased chuckle. "Fitting."

"We host monthly Zoom teas, too. A lot of us work high-end or travel a lot, so we keep connected. There are local chapters in big cities. A surprising number of us are fully settled, just like I am with Leon—owned, adored, and living lives that feel like soft, sexy fairy tales. And you know what that means? If you're lucky, Tre, I might just be able to find you a wifey of your own."

He raised an eyebrow, half-joking. “You saying we could double date?”

I smirked. “Double date. Double holes. Double everything.” I gave a little wink. “Trust me, the Bliss'd girls know how to play nice together.”

"Sometimes we even swap our daddies, and a few mommies too—with consent, of course."

Tre looked stunned. "This is... wild. You mean there are more girls out there like you?"

I smirked. "Some of them even look better. But none of them are me."

Tre groaned low in his throat. “Shit. You’re dangerous.”

“I’m helpful,” I purred.

And just like that, the shift happened again.

Leon clicked off the bubbles. The water went still, quiet. It was just the three of us now—heat rising from the surface, the city glowing in the distance, and a hush that felt loaded with promises.

Leon moved first, his hand drifting up along my thigh under the water. His lips brushed my ear.

“You know what happens next, baby.”

I shivered.

Tre reached for the lube, his gaze locked on mine as if checking for something. Readiness? Willingness? He didn’t need to. He already knew.

Leon nuzzled my neck, his voice a rumble. “Tell us what you want, sweetheart.”

I inhaled, voice breathy. “I want to be used underwater. I want the jets to see. I want to be the prettiest little thing this balcony has ever watched get wrecked.”

Tre let out a low groan and slicked his fingers slowly, deliberately, letting me see the shine of it under the moonlight.

He moved behind me and started again. One finger. Then two. Not rushing this time. He worked me open in slow, wet circles, his fingers curling just right, pressing deep.

“She’s still so fucking tight,” he muttered. “Like her hole forgets everything between rounds.”

“She wants it to,” Leon said, watching. “She wants to be stretched like it’s the first time, every time.”

I whimpered. “Yes, Daddy. I want to feel ruined again.”

Tre added a third finger, and I gasped—not from pain, but from how good it felt to be opened like that, slow and steady.

Leon kissed the corner of my mouth. “That's my girl.”

And only then—once my pussy was twitching and dripping around Tre's fingers—did he pull me into his lap. 
I straddled him, the water sloshing softly around us, the warm night air wrapping around my shoulders. As I began to sink down on his cock, I let my hands glide up my sides, slipping beneath the cups of my bikini top to cradle my tits. My fingers found my nipples and I began to roll them between my thumbs, moaning softly at the mix of stimulation. The top slipped halfway down, my tits fully out now, bouncing each time I moved.

The water pressed against my skin, adding resistance with every bounce. It surged between my thighs, licking at my clit, making everything wetter, needier. My movements grew greedier, more shameless. I was fucking him now, not just taking it—riding him like a toy.

“You see her?” Leon whispered from behind me. “You see what a fuckdoll she becomes when she’s being watched?”

“I see it,” Tre groaned. “God, I feel it.”

Leon came up behind me, his mouth finding my neck, his hands sliding up to my tits, squeezing them over my own. He pinched where I already was, doubling the sensation, licking behind my ear.

“You’re perfect when you’re like this,” he growled. “Mine.”

I whimpered. “More. Don’t stop.”

The next switch was seamless. Leon grabbed my wrists, gently but firmly, and lowered me beneath the water for a beat—just long enough for a rush of sensation to overwhelm me. The heat, the pressure, the stretch of Tre’s cock still inside me. Everything blurred.

Then he pulled me back up, and I gasped, mouth open, hair wet and wild.

Tre’s hands gripped my waist. “Fuck. She’s even tighter now.”

Leon chuckled. “She’s addicted. She lives for this.”

I whimpered. “I do. I want more. I want both of you.”

They switched. They moved. Tre lay back while Leon took his place underneath me. I was turned over. Fucked from behind. Bent over the edge. Lifted. Filled.

Every time, a new angle. A new sound. A new moan.

I was theirs.

Again.

And it was rougher.

Leon grabbed my face. “Look,” he growled.

He turned my head to the sliding glass door. My reflection stared back—tits bouncing, mouth open, red bikini still on, barely holding together.

“See how you are, baby.”

And I did.

My eyes locked onto the glass. My reflection looked obscene—my red bikini top hanging half-off, tits bouncing freely, my mouth wide and gasping, my ass curved high as Leon slammed into me from behind. My eyes were glassy, lined with ruined makeup, cheeks flushed, lips bitten open from too many kisses. And in that reflection, I saw exactly what I had become: a dripping, cock-hungry fuckpet, a vision of heat and surrender.

"Thank you," I whispered, eyes still fixed on the glass. It wasn’t to either of them in particular. It was to the moment. To the feeling. To being used so perfectly.

I felt Tre shift, and before I could even look away from the reflection, he came in front with a groan. Hot, thick ropes of cum landed on my open mouth next, then lower—over my collarbone, trailing down between my tits. I moaned again and reached up instinctively, fingertips brushing over the mess. I rubbed it in. Slowly. Proudly.

I even stroked down to my throat, smearing a drop along the base of my neck and whispering, "Good toy," just loud enough for them to hear.

Leon groaned behind me, his grip tightening as he slammed in one final time and emptied himself deep inside me, his cock pulsing, balls tight against me as he came with a low, filthy growl.

I was once again back to watching every second of it in the reflection. I watched my own eyes roll back, watched my mouth part into a silent cry, watched my whole body shudder and go limp.

But this wasn’t just another orgasm.

It was a sissygasm.

The kind that didn’t come from touching. The kind that wasn’t about release, but about surrender. My body went still, then seized, trembling violently from the inside out. My twitching cock throbbed inside its wet fabric prison, untouched, unsatisfied in the traditional sense—and yet, something deep within me let go. My thighs began to shake, toes curling, back arching as the wave overtook me. A ripple started in my gut, moving outward in a warm, helpless flood that made my whole frame flutter like a harp string.

My hole clenched rhythmically around Leon’s cock, milking him as my pussy fluttered in greedy, desperate pulses. I could feel him groan behind me, his voice tightening, hips holding still as my body involuntarily squeezed him again and again, dragging every last drop of cum from him like my hole was thanking him.

I sobbed—gasping, high-pitched, almost girlish. My hands clutched at the edge of the tub. I couldn’t move. Couldn’t think. I was lost in the heat, in the fullness, in the shame and beauty of being pushed to this kind of finish.

My little cock was dripping. My thighs were shaking. And I whispered again, softer this time, "Thank you..."

Because nothing had ever made me feel more like a girl than coming like that, untouched, used, and filled to the brim.

Leon groaned, slammed in one last time, and emptied himself deep inside me. I felt wave after wave of warmth both inside and outside my body.

They didn’t move right away. They held me there.

Still.

Until the water stilled.

They cleaned me gently.

Leon cupped my jaw and kissed my forehead as he wiped between my cheeks with a warm cloth, catching his own cum as it leaked slowly out of me. “Still leaking,” he murmured with a grin. “Just the way I like you.”

Tre toweled my front with slow swipes, collecting his mess from my chest and chin like he was cleaning a sculpture.

So gently.

The men called me their angel. Their perfect girl.

Tre kissed me all over my body, soft and slow, then leaned down a little further and kissed the top of each foot, one by one. Not rushed. Not as a joke. But with reverence.

“Still the prettiest little thing I’ve ever seen,” he whispered, his lips brushing my toes. I melted under the praise, eyes fluttering shut.

Then, with a little smirk, he straightened up and added, “Send me that invite link.”

I gave him a wink. “You’ll be a Daddy in no time.”

He laughed, then dressed, waved, and left. One last look back. One last smile.

Then it was just me and Leon.

He pulled me into his lap, wrapped me in a towel, kissed my forehead.

“You made me so happy tonight,” he whispered. “And you made my best friend feel alive again.”

I curled into him, heart full, body wrecked, but glowing.

I was sore. I was filled. I was leaking.

I whispered, "I was made for nights like this."

And I’d never felt more loved.

I fell asleep like that.

In his arms.

His girl.

His angel.

Forever.

***
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“Did you love this book? Then you should also read:  

Good Twinks Get Dinner Too: A Femboy Sissy & Older Man Tale !”
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Five Ubers canceled. My car was in the shop. And just when I was starting to pout harder than usual… he rolled down the window and told me to get in. I wasn't supposed to fall for him. 

After a long, grinding day on set, the last thing I expected was for my older co-star to pull up in his G-Wagon and offer me a ride home. 

Wilson was supposed to be just another scene partner... a hot, take-charge Daddy who'd do his part for the camera and the internet and disappear. 

Instead, he offered me dinner. 
Opened doors for me. 
Called me a bratty princess. 
And rested his hand on my thigh like I already belonged to him. 


Still dressed from the shoot, still flushed from the work, I found myself sitting across from him at a quiet candlelit table… wondering when things had stopped feeling like pretend. 

Maybe he was just being polite. 
Or maybe, for the first time, I wasn’t just playing the part. 


I started to feel like something more than just a scene partner. 

Maybe a passenger princess. 
Maybe his. 


Direct Link: https://mybook.to/Rxh5j0 

Also Checkout the 13 part long steamy slowburn feminization series 

Feminized for Luxury: Danielle’s Sissy Escort Life 
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Danielle didn’t know what she was getting into when she stepped into Ms. Samantha’s world, but now, there’s no turning back. Feminized for Luxury follows Danielle’s slow and sensual transformation, as she’s molded into the perfect working girl at an exclusive, high-end sissy escort agency. With fellow sissy Crystal’s playful teasing and Ms. Samantha’s firm guidance, Danielle learns to embrace her femininity and step into her new role. 

But it’s not just the transformation—soon, Danielle’s life is all about pleasing the agency’s elite clients. Wealthy and powerful, they know exactly what they want, and Danielle is learning how to give it to them in style. Each chapter brings her closer to her true self, as she navigates the seductive, luxurious world of high-paying clients, stunning outfits, and irresistible opportunities. 

This slow-burn feminization story is full of teasing, tension, and moments that will leave you hooked. Welcome to Danielle’s new life, where glamour, desire, and indulgence are just the beginning. 

Direct Link: https://mybook.to/PHhAvb 

Feminized by a BBC Daddy/Roommate !”
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Fresh out of high school and kicked out of the house, a petite, young, beautiful blonde named Patrick finds himself looking for a roommate to share the rent on his new apartment. 

He soon finds the perfect supportive roommate in the form of a charming, six foot, mid 30's and built like a sculpture/man named David. Things go well with the occasional tension between the two, especially when the strong, muscular man offers to help with just carrying a bag or just opening a door for the petite blonde. 

But one day the tension/heat reaches its peak when Patrick finds himself short on rent for a month. Things finally start unwinding when David offers to cover the rest of Patrick's rent, but on one condition: only if our Patrick agrees to wear women's underwear and submit himself to two surprise inspections for a day until he covers his share. Patrick agrees in a jiff without knowing that this is the first of many exciting and exhilarating steps in her feminization journey to becoming the best sissy princess for her daddy. 

Read her steamy feminization tale, told in almost 10K words now. 


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Sissy Joey is a talented and captivating author whose passion lies in the realm of feminization erotica. With a unique perspective and personal experiences, she brings a refreshing and authentic voice to the world of sissy and feminization literature. Whether you are a longtime lover of feminization erotica or a curious newcomer to the genre, Sissy Joey welcomes you into a world of tantalizing exploration, where secrets are revealed, boundaries are pushed, and authentic desires are celebrated. Step into the pages of  Sissy Joey's works and

embark on a hot and sexy journey.

Connect With Sissy Joey via Reddit .
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