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A Sissy’s Sugar Daddy Weekend
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The notification hit my phone like a slap.

Bliss’d : "Weekend itinerary confirmed. Wheels up: 5:45 PM. Chauffeur en route."

Just ten words. Ten words that made my knees go weak and my hole clench around the jeweled thing buried inside me I'd been ordered to keep in all morning. Ten words that meant Daddy was ready for me. That I was going to spend the next 48 hours being used, adored, ruined, and rewarded for every single filthy thing I did better than the woman who wore his ring.

My stomach dropped so hard it felt like falling, my thighs snapping shut instinctively, the cage pressing harder into me as my body betrayed me with a shudder. I remembered his last voice note from two nights ago, the one where he’d whispered exactly what he was going to do when he got his hands on my new tits: how he’d slap them, bite them, mark them as his. My clit twitched inside its cage like it had a heartbeat of its own. Terror. Hunger. Worship. All at once. This was the pulse of our game—my body already softening for him before I’d even left my apartment.

My heart raced as I read it again, the pink bubble on the Bliss’d app glowing at me like a heart-shaped warning.

First trip post-surgery. First time Daddy was going to see me with my new tits.

I cupped them over the silk of my robe, biting my lower lip as I looked at myself in the vanity mirror. Still tender. Still a little too sensitive to press too hard. But God, did they look good. Round, high, soft. Bought and paid for with Daddy’s money. The same way my rent, my groceries, my skincare routine, and my entire lingerie drawer were bought and paid for. I was his investment now.

And this weekend? He was cashing in.

The silk of my robe brushed across my nipples as I adjusted it, and I gasped, knees trembling just from that stupid little touch. They still felt swollen and weighty, but not in a bad way—more like the kind of heaviness that made me feel expensive . Like I’d been upgraded into something glossy and pornographic and shameless. I ran my fingers up beneath the robe, cupping the underside, gently lifting one of them just to feel the weight drag back down into my palm. Fuck. They bounced now. Not like a tease, but like a promise. My nipples were hard and needy, always lately, little aching points Daddy hadn’t even touched yet. I imagined his hands there. His mouth. I imagined him pinning me down and coming on them, smearing his cum over my new girls just to mark me properly.

Two years ago, I was just a broke, horny, skinny boy in college who couldn’t land a single date and spent most of his nights jerking off alone to things he didn’t even understand yet. No tits. No cage. No plugs. Just a closet full of Target basics and a laptop full of bookmarked porn.

And now?!

Now I was a trophy. A pet. A well-kept little hole who hadn’t had to touch his own clit in a week because Daddy wanted her desperate and pretty and wet for the weekend. My life wasn’t just Daddy’s bed anymore; it was his world. A penthouse he paid for in my name, credit cards I never had to look at, designer heels lined up in rows like soldiers waiting for me to pick them. My hair appointments, my nails, my skin, my implants—every inch of me curated and paid for by the man whose cum I swallowed. I didn’t even think about money anymore. Daddy thought about it for me. I just thought about staying soft, obedient, and beautiful.

I adjusted the robe over my chest, letting the fabric fall off one shoulder as I stood up and teetered across the room in my white platform heels. The cage between my thighs tugged with every step, a cruel little reminder that Daddy hadn’t let me touch in seven days. Seven days of feeling my new breasts jiggle with every step. Seven days of wanting to grind my locked little clitty against the pillow while imagining his hands, his voice, his cock buried deep in me. Seven days of aching, needy, slutty frustration.

I packed slow.

Pink suitcase, hard-shell, matching carry-on. A white bikini top with gold chain straps that barely held in the girls. A backup triangle top that tied with satin ribbons Daddy loved to yank. Sexy bottoms, some of them with cutouts in the back for easier 'access'. Plug-safe, obviously. A set of matching plugs in pink glass, with jeweled hearts, Daddy had custom-ordered. He liked taking his time with me, but he also liked options. One of them still smelled faintly like lube and aftershave—he’d fucked it into me on the pool deck three weeks ago, held my face to the glass while the sunset lit my body like it was on display.

Then came the lingerie.

A red lace set he said made me look like sin. The sheer black chemise he once knotted at my waist like a leash. Every piece had a memory, a command, a moan stitched into its seams.

Agent Provocateur lace. Honey Birdette straps. Kiki de Montparnasse pearl-lined thongs. Bodysuits with slits cut exactly where Daddy liked to see me leaking. The see-through babydoll slip he liked, fingering me in. The mesh bodysuit that snapped between the legs. That ridiculous white lace dress held together by a string of pearls—he once made me wear it under a designer coat to Nobu. No panties. Just plug and heels. And I thanked him when he came on my tits in the car before dessert.

I tossed them in like they were just essentials, because for me? They were.

At the very top of the suitcase, I laid down the pink leather collar.

The one with the gold ring. The one I only wore when I was with him. The one his wife had never seen.

Her name was engraved on his ring. Mine was never spoken in public.

But he says it when I’m gagging on him. He says it when I’m moaning around his cock, or whimpering under him, or crying because I can’t cum. He calls me his dirty little whore, but he holds me tighter after he’s done using me. He spits in my mouth, but wipes my tears with the softest fingers. I know exactly where I stand—and it turns me on more than love ever could. His wife gets a pedestal. I get bent over one.

She got the country club events. The PTA meetings. The respect.

I got diamond anklets, cum in my throat, and his phone lighting up with Hotel Meeting  while he bent me over whatever was closest. And you know what? I fucking loved it.

By the time the intercom buzzed to announce the chauffeur's arrival, my skin was buzzing worse than the cage around my clit.

I slipped into a tight blush-colored dress with no bra, no panties, just the cage and the glass heart pulsing in me and the knowledge that Daddy would be the first person to take it off. My tits looked unreal in it. I mean, completely obscene. The kind of curves that turned heads and started rumors. The kind of tits that made waiters drop menus.

I wanted him to stare the second he saw me.

The Maybach was parked in front of my building, sleek and black and humming low. I climbed in without a word, my legs crossed daintily, like a good girl. The cage dug into me just right, and the soft vibrations of the car only made it worse. I could already feel slick gathering against the plug, and we hadn’t even made it to the jet.

The drive was quiet. Private. Just me and the knowledge that I was about to be ruined in paradise. The leather seat beneath me vibrated softly as the Maybach glided over the roads, every little bump translating into a pulse through my cage that made me gasp behind my glossed lips. I tried pressing my thighs together to calm the ache, but all it did was make the plug shift deeper, stretching me open just enough to remind me who I belonged to. I swallowed hard. My mind spiraled back to a memory—this same backseat, last fall, when Daddy bent me over the armrest and spanked me raw for answering his texts too slowly. His wife thought he was at a business dinner. I was crying into the leather while he whispered, "Good girls take their spankings without whining." The hum of the engine brought it all back like muscle memory.

And then I saw it. The jet.

Parked on its own, the Bliss’d logo discreetly etched near the steps. The stairs were down. The door open. And at the top of them...

Daddy.

Black shirt. Open collar. No tie. Sunglasses, even at dusk. And underneath it all, a body that filled a doorway — tall, broad, unapologetically thick. He had that big-man swagger that made rooms quiet down when he walked in, with a sturdy chest and soft middle that I wanted to curl into and get lost inside. Salt-and-pepper hair, neatly styled but just long enough for my fingers to tangle in. A five o'clock shadow dusted his jaw like he hadn't shaved just to remind me what it felt like to be rubbed raw between my thighs. He was Daddy, in every literal and fucked-up way. And I hadn’t even started thinking about his cock yet. He didn’t wave. He just looked at me.

Correction: he looked at my tits.

Like a starving man seeing steak for the first time in months.

My heart did a flip. My pussy did a clench around the plug. And my heels clicked up those steps like I was walking into church to confess every filthy thought I’d had for the last seven days.

I paused at the top. Breathed in. His gaze was heavy, devouring, as if he was already unwrapping me in his mind. I felt every inch of my body flush under the weight of it. My new tits rose and fell with each breath, practically begging for his hands. This wasn’t like the first time—when I’d been trembling, unsure, barely even tucked properly, and knelt for him more out of curiosity than need. Back then, I didn’t even know how to arch my back right. Now? Now I was sculpted. Soft. Perfect. A whore on purpose. And I wanted nothing more than to be split open right there on the stairs and used like the expensive little cocksleeve I’d become.

I didn’t ask. I didn’t need to. This was what I was made for.

And just like that, the weekend began.

Inside the private cabin of his Gulfstream, I knelt on the plush cream carpet, the hush of the jet folding around us like a velvet secret. The carpet’s pile pressed against my knees, and the cage dug into me just enough to make me tremble, a soft cruel pressure that sent sparks up my spine. My breath caught from being looked at like that, every inhale snagging as if I were being pulled apart by nothing but his eyes. Inside me the glass heart pulsed and my hole clenched around it helplessly, heat rising in my chest and throat until it felt like worship and panic and lust had braided themselves together beneath my skin. It was just the two of us—no attendants, no crew in sight, just the steady hum of the engines and the warmth of his gaze on my skin. He sat in his usual seat like a king waiting to be served, then tapped his lap with the rim of his hand—a quiet command that made my breath hitch and my knees tremble.

I crawled, slow and deliberate, my palms sinking into the carpet as my breasts swayed and brushed against the soft air with every inch forward, the glass heart inside me shifting and pressing against my spot until I almost moaned. My gaze stayed low to the floor but I kept flicking my eyes up for his silent approval, catching the slight shift of his posture, the subtle twitch under his trousers, the small curl of a smirk at the corner of his mouth when I bit my lip like a supplicant craving penance, because everything I did for him needed to be an offering—an act of worship dressed as obedience—and when I slid up onto him, I made sure my body was felt against his in the exact places I knew would pull a sound from him. The heat of him soaked through my dress instantly, and I could feel how hard he already was beneath me—thick and pulsing against the underside of my thigh. My nipples brushed against his chest through the thin fabric, a soft friction that made me shiver. I let out the quietest gasp, trying to settle gracefully into his lap, only for his hands to clamp around my hips with that familiar grip that said I was done pretending to have control. He smiled then, small and private, a smile I had learned to read like scripture, and tipped his head back as if to bless me for behaving.

We folded into each other the way the plane folded into the sky, a soft, close stack of bodies as the engines woke and the runway dropped away beneath us. For a long minute I let myself breathe him in—the scent of his aftershave, the faint salt of a inflight meal, the warm weight of the broadness behind me—and I felt a calm inside the wildfire of my arousal. He held me like a promise and a threat both.

When we reached altitude, he shifted and the gentleness of his palm at my collarbone turned the world electric. He eased the strap of my sundress down with a slow, careful thumb and laughed a low, private laugh against the skin over my heart. He didn’t touch me right away. Not yet. He just looked—really looked—like he was studying something priceless and delicate and filthy all at once. His hands were big, the kind that made everything they touched feel small, and when he finally moved, it wasn’t rushed. It was reverent. I wasn’t just showing him my tits—I was showing him what his money, his control, his vision had made.

Then his hands moved; he cupped, he weighed, he tested the curve he had paid to perfect. He pressed his fingers into the softness, warm palms sinking in just enough to make me tremble. My breath hitched as the new weight shifted in his grip—God, I could feel every nerve lighting up from just that. My nipples were already hard, aching for attention, and when his thumbs brushed over them like he was dusting off something delicate and obscene, I thought I might leak through my cage.

“You did this for me, didn’t you?” he said, voice low and smug. “Look at you.”

I used to be a boy who tried not to be looked at, hiding behind hoodies and hope. Now I was a sissy with pornstar tits Daddy couldn’t keep his hands off. I wasn’t hiding anymore—I was made to be seen, and ruined. Hoodies used to be armor. Now it was silk and underwire and Daddy’s thick hands squeezing the proof of what I’d become for him. I used to be anonymous. Now I was his soft, expensive little showpiece. Owned, displayed, touched first and always.

I melted into him, listening to the small, possessive noises he made—like a man discovering a new continent he was determined to claim.

"You’re a beautiful investment," he murmured, close enough that his words tasted like contraband. "Messy, needy, and mine. I plan to make the most of you this weekend."

There was no champagne offered in that moment; there was only assessment, the slow mapping of what was new and what was still obedient. He said it plainly—"Sissies earn their drinks"—and it made something in me combust. The denial was as delicious as any touch; the fact that I had to earn the indulgence made my pulse wild in my throat. My hips twitched involuntarily, trying to grind down into the heat beneath me, but he didn’t let me move—his grip tightened, a warning in silence. The cage pulsed like a second heartbeat, swollen and aching. I bit my lip hard enough to bruise, but a helpless whine still slipped free, and he chuckled, low and fond, like he enjoyed watching me try not to fall apart in his lap.

He traced the underside of my chest with a finger, light as if afraid of waking something fragile, and then delighted in a little, wicked pressure that had me inhaling sharp. He teased, careful and intimate, turning attention to the points that had become so sensitive since my healing. I squirmed against him, and the small noises I made were swallowed by the jet's hum and the private hush of our carriage.

I paused before moving, letting the moment bloom hot and thick between us. My whole body felt tight, coiled, trembling with the kind of hunger that bordered on pain. I could smell him—clean, expensive, masculine—and it hit me like the scent of ownership. I breathed it in like oxygen, like addiction. For a second, I flashed on the first time I ever dropped to my knees for him, shaky and wide-eyed, unsure of what I was doing, terrified of doing it wrong. Now? Now it felt like going home. His cock was still inside his pants, and the thought of being the one to free it made me dizzy with need.

I moved to obey the next unspoken order with the practiced ease of a ritual. The lessons he'd taught me were muscle memory now; every action had been honed until obedience felt like breathing. I leaned forward because that was what I had learned to do for him, because his hand on the back of my head told me to, and because the way his fingers tightened around the fabric of my dress promised reward and consequence in equal measure. I reached between us, unzipping him with care that bordered on reverence, and the moment his cock sprang free, I stilled. It was just as I remembered—thick, flushed, veiny, already heavy with heat, like it had been waiting for my mouth all day. My lips parted instinctively, tongue peeking out to wet them, and I leaned in until the head kissed the curve of my bottom lip. Daddy didn’t say a word. He just looked down at me like I was the most perfect, obedient toy he’d ever owned. I let him see the way my mouth opened wider, the stretch of my lips, the glisten of spit already starting to string between us as I took more of him in—slow, steady, practiced. His hand never moved. He didn’t have to. I was already in motion, already working to please him. The sound of my breath through my nose, the wet suck of my lips sealing around him, the way my lashes fluttered as my throat welcomed him deeper—it was a performance we’d rehearsed to perfection. One I would never grow tired of giving. Every time I did it felt filthier, more automatic, more perfect. My throat had no gag left to offer him—only glide, only worship. I wasn't thinking. I didn't need to. I was trained. Owned. My jaw ached and my eyes watered and still I craved more, still I felt the cage throb between my thighs like it wanted to serve too. This was what I was built for. Not to think. Just to suck. Just to please. Just to be used until I was nothing but spit, moans, and Daddy’s pride.

He let himself go in a way that was both abrupt and gentle, a release that left him softer and heavier afterward, and afterwards he was immediate about what I could not do. "Caged girls don't get rewards on planes," he said with a clipped, satisfied tone, and the line hit me like a cold shower. My cage throbbed in protest, straining against its curve, while my thighs trembled with a frustration that bordered on ecstatic. My eyes watered—not from sadness, but from everything building inside me with no outlet, no permission. I wanted to beg. I wanted to cry for it. But good girls don’t whine. Good girls wait. And Daddy’s silence, even in denial, was its own kind of reward. The restraint pushed heat into my veins; being denied was a kind of praise I had learned to crave. I swallowed, head bowed, feeling both used and worshiped, and the tiny ache under the jeweled thing inside me hummed like an answered prayer. Daddy reached for me gently, wiping my mouth with the corner of his thumb, then leaned in and kissed my forehead with a softness that undid me more than any thrust ever could. I curled into him automatically, a worn-out doll still locked and pulsing, my cheek against his chest and my cage aching like it had a pulse of its own. I was his. Mouth, body, ache and all.

For the remainder of the flight I sat tucked close to him, a small, obedient shape shaped around his body as the world outside streamed into streaks of sunset and cloud. His fingers drew patterns on my skin that felt like punctuation marks, each pass a sentence in a conversation of touch only we understood. We did not speak more than the necessary—no declarations, no softness that would make things ordinary—only the quiet directives that kept us in the delicious orbit of our roles.

By the time the pilot announced the beginning of the descent, he had a little bundle wrapped in tissue in his lap: a new set of lingerie, carefully folded with the kind of care he gave only to things he planned to use. It was the softest lilac lace, barely there, the bra made of sheer floral mesh with little scalloped edges and no padding—just enough to frame me, not hide me. The panties were microscopic, the kind that didn’t so much cover as they did present, with a tiny satin bow at the waistband and a gap just where Daddy liked access the most. My breath caught when I saw it, a little whimper slipping out before I could stop it. Daddy didn’t just hand it to me—he reached beneath the hem of my dress and pressed his palm against my caged clit that had been leaking since I'd arrived. Then he traced the plump ass of mine with one thick hand and let it slip between my cheeks just enough to make me jolt. "You’ll wear this and a lot more like this, and keep leaking for me all weekend," he murmured, like it was a contract I’d already signed. “I want you wearing this when we land,” he murmured. “And nothing else.” he said, and his voice was a command wrapped in paper and satin. I nodded, all teeth and gratitude, the private pulse of the week still fluttering in my ribs as the plane readied to touch down.

Landing felt like the closing of a chapter that had only just begun; I shifted in my seat and adjusted the new lace against my skin, feeling the delicate fabric cling to the cage like it belonged there—like I did. It hugged me in all the wrong ways that felt so, so right. My thighs stayed pressed tight, my mind already spiraling ahead to what Daddy would do to me the moment the villa door closed. Outside the window the pale lights of a foreign shore welcomed us with the promise of a weekend that would be both indulgent and exacting. I stepped onto that tarmac not as his guest—but his girl. Just minutes ago I had been bracing myself to walk out in nothing but the lace and heels, bare to the air, dripping and aching for everyone to see. And the worst part? I was ready to. I would’ve done it—for him. For Daddy. My lips glossed, my clit caged, my tits bouncing with every step, just for him to smile like he owned me—which he did. I would’ve walked out there and let the whole tarmac know I was his. Daddy had let me tremble in that thought, watched me squirm in silence, before finally handing me a Saint Laurent coat with a mischievous smirk. "Not yet, babygirl," he’d murmured. "That’s for later." The wind still lifted the hem slightly as I stepped forward, and I swore the ground crew could see the outline of the cage through the coat. My clit twitched and my thighs pressed tighter, soaking the fabric in fresh need.

He had planned this—a map in his head of when he would press and when he would deny, when he would reward and when he would take—and as the plane's steps swallowed our footsteps, I felt the delicious certainty that I would follow him anywhere he decided to lead.

The drive from the runway to the villa was short, silent, and thick with tension I didn’t want to break. I sat in the back of the car with my legs pressed together, the new lace digging into my hips and the coat still buttoned tight over what I wasn’t allowed to flaunt yet. Daddy didn't speak much—he never needed to—but his hand rested heavy on my thigh the entire ride, fingers occasionally tapping against the cage through the coat, like he was reminding me that I was still locked, still leaking, still very much his.

The villa was everything he’d promised: white stone, high walls, no neighbors. A long, private driveway that led to an open-air entrance framed by palm fronds and thick pink bougainvillea. Paradise dressed for sin. It was the kind of place that cost a few five figures a weekend and looked like it—marble floors that begged to echo moans, sun-drenched lounge chairs designed for being bent over, a glass-walled master suite that promised exhibitionism with every sunrise. I looked around and saw fuck-me corners everywhere: against the pillar by the pool, over the kitchen island, on the stairs, on the hood of the golf cart parked beside the fountain. The villa didn’t just look expensive. It looked like me. And I knew before I even stepped inside—he didn’t bring me here to relax. He brought me here to be used.

As the door swung open, I was already stepping out of my coat before he even asked. But instead of bending me over like I half-expected, he simply helped me out of the coat—peeling it slow, careful, like he was unwrapping something breakable.

Underneath, I stood in nothing but the lilac lace and the heels he’d insisted I keep on — the come-fuck-me kind, the kind that clung to the arch of my foot and made my legs look longer than they were. The villa’s entry was cool tile, and I shivered not from cold, but from exposure. The space echoed around me — marble, still air, and Daddy’s silence — and the air felt like it wrapped around my bare skin in velvet ribbons of tension. My clit twitched behind the bars of my pink plastic cage, already leaking, already aching to be noticed. Goosebumps crawled up my arms, and my breath caught shallow in my throat. I wasn’t dressed. I was displayed.

"Do you like what your little slut wore for you?" I purred, voice dripping with the kind of filth only he got to see.

He didn’t even blink. Just looked me up and down once, slow and hungry, before replying, "I like that you dressed like a whore and still thought you wouldn’t be stripped before the door closed. That little lace thing’s cute, baby—but it’s not staying on for long."

He slipped his phone from his pocket and turned his back for a moment.

"Just got to Dallas," he said into the receiver. "Meetings back-to-back. I'll be home late Sunday. Don’t wait up."

I could faintly hear her voice on the other end—tinny, sweet, clueless. Something about dinner reservations and the dry cleaner. I stood there in lace and heels while his wife spoke like a woman secure in her role, unaware that her husband’s little slut was leaking into the tile just a few feet away.

And just like that, the rest of his world disappeared.

He turned back toward me, slid his phone into his pocket, and walked me backward with nothing more than his eyes until I bumped into the carved wooden bench beside the hallway.

"Do I get a proper welcome now, Daddy?" I asked, lips parted, voice breathy and eager.

"Hands on the wall."

I obeyed instantly, the wood cool against my palms, my spine arching as my heels forced my hips back and out.

"Like this, Daddy? You wanna see the view you paid for?"

He didn’t yank. He didn’t even answer. I felt him behind me, dropping lower until the warmth of his breath hit the back of my thighs. His lips grazed the skin just above my stocking band, then again lower, soft at first, then a sharp bite that made me yelp and giggle.

"I shaved for you, Daddy," I moaned, shifting my weight to push my ass closer. "All smooth."

His hands spread me, fingertips running over the lace and the caged heat beneath.

"My perfect little showroom whore," he growled, low and proud, before finally pulling the panties aside. He didn’t rush. He pulled the panties to the side, letting the lace strain against the stretch. My plug stayed in. His fingers didn’t touch it—yet.

He leaned in from behind, his chest brushing against my back, his hands moving to cup my new tits from behind, the weight of them filling his palms like they were always meant to live there.

"You really did this for me," he murmured into the crook of my neck. "You wanted to be touched like this. Fucked like this."

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t.

He gave one slap to my ass, not hard, just enough to make the lace ripple.

"Stay like that."

The sound of him walking away made my breath catch. I didn't move. I wouldn't dare.

When he came back, I heard the click of the patio doors.

The lounger creaked.

"Come here."

I turned and walked out into the moonlight, the ocean wind catching against the sheer of my lingerie. He guided me to the lounger, bent me over it, and pressed down on my back until my chest lay flush against the cushions. The plug shifted deeper. My cage throbbed. My heels clicked once against the tiles, then went still.

"Daddy, it’s too full—I’m gonna melt…" I whimpered, legs trembling.

He chuckled, deep and dark. "You’ll melt for me anyway."

I clenched around the plug without meaning to. My thighs shook. My breath came fast.

When he finally slid the plug out, it made a soft, wet sound that sent heat up my spine. I gasped, hole fluttering from the loss of pressure, my cage jerking tight against me.

He didn’t wait long before replacing it with something thicker—hotter, alive.

And when he pushed his lubed up man-meat inside, I saw stars.

Every nerve in my body sang. It had been nearly a month since he’d fucked me properly. And on top of that, I’d been locked for a week straight at his command. No touching. No rubbing. No relief. I was a caged little mess, dripping and clenching around the cock I craved like salvation.

It didn’t last long—not because he couldn’t, but because I was too far gone. The moment he bottomed out, the whimpers became moans, and the moans became cries. My fingers clawed the lounger cushion. My toes curled tight in my heels. My back arched and my breath broke in sobs. And then I was shaking, coming without touching, coming like a good ruined slut with nothing but Daddy’s cock inside me and his name on my lips.

It had been nearly a month since I’d had his cock inside me, and even longer since I’d been allowed to feel it like this—bare, deep, unforgiving. And to make it worse—or better—I’d spent the last seven days locked up in that pink plastic chastity cage, per his orders, not even allowed to grind against my pillow. No rubbing. No cheating. No relief. Just edging frustration and filthy texts that made me ache more.

So the second he pushed into me, thick and wet and warm, I was already gone. My body didn’t care about pride or patience. It clenched around him, begging, leaking, burning for release. My back arched, my fingers clawed at the lounger, and I sobbed out his name like it was the only thing I knew how to say. It was mind-breaking. A ruin. A collapse. I came like the desperate little sissy he’d made me become—not from stroking, not from toys, just from his cock and his grip and his control.

And still, he hadn’t come.

Most men would be spent by now, panting and done. But not Daddy. Not my man. He fucked like a slow storm, rolling deep, grounding me in place, grinding into the ache until all I could do was shake beneath him and moan into the cushions like a spoiled, stretched toy.

This wasn’t the end.

He was just getting started.

I didn’t even notice how long he kept going. He still hadn’t come yet—he’d already had his release on the plane—and now he had stamina for days. For an older man, my Daddy could fuck like a beast when he wanted to. He rutted into me with slow, claiming thrusts, each one a reminder that I belonged to him.

"You’re mine now. You’re my perfect little hole."

My body went limp. My toes stayed curled in the heels. Drool spilled from the corner of my mouth. I was his. Fucked dumb and stretched wide and ruined in the best possible way.

"I’m yours, Daddy. Every inch."

He kissed my shoulder, possessive and soft, then gave my ass one final slap that echoed through the villa.

I couldn’t help it. I whispered, “Bet your wife doesn’t take cock like this.”

His laugh rumbled in his chest as he gripped my hips tighter.

"That’s my slut."

Later, in the mirror, he made me look.

He stood behind me, fingers spreading the mess still leaking down my thighs, and said, "Look at this pretty whore. New tits, caged, and dripping. And you still think you deserve to cum with your cocklette?"

I gasped, eyes wide at my reflection, and moaned, “But I look so pretty leaking for you, Daddy… please don’t stop making me yours.”

He smirked. “Doctor did a damn good job. Worth every dollar. Look at those tits bounce.”

His cock still hung thick and half-hard behind me, ready for more—because he still hadn’t come yet.

Not once. Not after fucking me face-down into that lounger for a full twenty minutes, like I was a hole he owned and had every right to ruin again and again. He pulled out with a slick pop that made me clench, left me dripping onto the tiles like a broken toy, breath fogging in the night air. And without a word, he took my wrist and led me back inside.

My body followed on instinct, brain still half-melted, caged clit aching from being pressed and rubbed and denied for too long.

“Shower,” was all he said.

My legs wobbled in my heels as we stepped into the marble-tiled bathroom. The rain shower was built into the ceiling, glass walls misting over with the heat already swirling through the space. I blinked dumbly at the racks of products, the stacks of hotel-grade towels, the built-in bench, the vanity lighting that caught every curve I had—and the floor-to-ceiling mirror across from the stall that Daddy had very much made sure was installed.

I was still now my micro-lace robe—the same sheer thing he’d made me change into right after the terrace fuck, when I could barely stand. He’d pulled me back inside, still dripping, still ruined, and instead of letting me clean up, he’d told me to slip into this little lacey pastel nothing. Just to see me in it. Just to make me feel it stick to every curve he’d paid for. The lace was soaked now from more than steam, hugging my tits and clinging to the shape of my caged clit like it belonged there. And Daddy still wanted it gone.

He didn’t rush. He stepped under the water first, like a god entering his temple—nude, broad, soaked in light—and then held out one palm like a command.

I obeyed.

The heat hit me in a wave. Not just from the water, but from the way his eyes moved over me—claiming, measuring, fucking me again in his head. My clear pink heels clicked faintly against the wet tile as I stepped forward. The sound alone made my stretched hole clench around nothing for now, the sound was sharp and girly and helpless—just the way he liked it. The arch they forced into my spine made my ass pop, my hips sway, my tits lift, and in the fogged sheen of the mirror I saw it all—what he made me into.

A doll. A dripping, perfect trophy. Tits high and glistening, robe clinging like plastic wrap, and my little pink clitty cage poking through the steam like it had something to say. I looked like a fucktoy. And I loved  it.

I bit my lip. My own reflection made me wetter. Made me ache. And Daddy hadn’t even touched me yet. The robe clung to my skin like a second layer of shame and silk, turning transparent and obscene, plastered to every curve he’d paid for.

He reached for the tie.

But first, he didn’t pull. Not yet. He leaned in, slow and deliberate, his chest brushing against my back, his breath hot against the curve of my neck. I felt the tip of his nose graze my shoulder, trailing up, inhaling me like I was steam and sex and everything he owned. The robe tightened slightly around my tits as my breath caught shallow and fast, nipples hard against the soaked fabric.

"Breathe, babygirl," he murmured into my skin, his voice a low, velvet growl. I heard the restraint in it—the tension behind his teeth, the urge to rip the lace in one move and bend me over the bench. But he didn’t.

He pulled back just enough to watch.

Then he pulled the bow loose slowly, letting the ends trail down my belly.

Fingers brushed my waist. I flinched.

Not from fear. From anticipation. The robe didn’t drop right away. It suctioned to my tits, lace and heat fused together. Steam fogged around my caged clit. Everything about me was obscene. Owned. Displayed.

He didn’t speak—he just watched it peel off, inch by inch, curling off the curve of my breast like wet paper, catching just for a moment on the stiff pink nub of my nipple before finally dragging down. The lace framed the shape of my pink clitty cage like it was a bow on a wrapped gift—glossy, heart-shaped, locked tight.

“Fuck, look at that,” he murmured, dragging the back of his fingers up my thigh. “Pretty, pink, and leaking. Every dollar was worth it. You’re a fucking masterpiece.”

The robe dropped to the tile with a soft sound. I stepped out of it slowly, like a good girl showing off, now naked except for my cage and heels.

“You kept your heels on.”

I smiled through the mist, meeting his gaze in the mirror. “Of course I did. You like your sluts slippery and tall.”

He stepped behind me, chest pressing into my back. One hand slid down my side, the other up to cup my tit. Then he leaned in, voice low and sharp:

"Slip again, and I’ll fuck your throat on the floor."

I giggled, bratty and soaked. “Maybe I should slip then, Daddy…”

His hand closed around my throat lightly, thumb under my jaw. Not enough to choke. Just enough to remind me who I belonged to.

He reached for the soap next, lathering slow and indulgent, like he was prepping a feast. Then he brought it to my tits, rubbing gentle circles into the weight he’d paid to perfect. I whimpered. His tongue flicked at my nipple, slow and teasing. Then again. Then his lips wrapped around it and he sucked until the tip disappeared into his mouth.

I moaned, eyes fluttering shut.

The heels made me arch, back bowed, ass pushing into the heat of him. His cock was stirring again, thick and warm and alive against my skin.

“You don’t need clocks,” he growled into my skin. “You need a cock. And I’m not done with you yet.”

He didn’t stop there. His mouth was at my ear now, voice syrup-thick and possessive.

"You think these tits are yours now? They’re not. I bought them. I picked the shape, the size, the surgeon. You’re not yours anymore, babygirl. You’re my investment. My filthy little cocksleeve, built exactly the way I want you."

I giggled, breath hitching as I leaned into his voice. "Then maybe you should remind me, Daddy. Use me again so I don’t forget."

I shivered, giggling through a moan, my thighs already twitching with the ache of being reminded. My caged clit pulsed helplessly, trapped and aching—and fuck, I loved that it was. I was Daddy’s spoiled slut, and every inch of me throbbed just to be used again.

"I don’t need to play with your clit to own you. Just the mess it leaks is enough. Just the way your hole twitches when I speak. Just the way you look in heels and soap and nothing else. That’s all mine."

"Mmh—Daddy…" I moaned, long and shameless, hips writhing against the air like I could fuck his words if I tried hard enough. "Keep saying that. Please. It makes my clitty drool for you…"

I clung to the glass as he licked me clean, cage pulsing, thighs shaking. Still leaking. Still denied.

Daddy liked it loud. And I didn’t care who heard me.

He turned me slowly, pressing me against the mirrored wall until my breath fogged the glass. His soapy fingers slipped lower now, down my belly, around the sides of the cage but never over it. Just enough to make me ache. Just enough to make me beg.

My hips twitched helplessly, trying to lift into his touch, to catch the edge of his palm. I needed friction. Just a brush. Just something. My voice came out in a whisper, bratty and sweet and humiliating all at once: "Please, Daddy… just a little touch—just the edge—"

His hand hovered just above the cage. Not touching. Not even brushing. Close enough that I could feel the heat of it, but not the relief.

"That’s not your decision to make," he murmured against my ear, his tone calm, cruel, and final. "This isn’t yours anymore. It’s mine. And I’ll touch it when I want to. Not when you beg."

A moan ripped from my throat. It wasn’t fair. It was perfect. I clenched and leaked and whimpered against the glass, aching for permission I knew I wouldn’t get.

He kissed me like he was claiming territory. One hand on my ass, the other back on my tits. I whimpered into his mouth.

I was clean now.

But Daddy? Daddy was just getting started again.

I felt his cock—fully hard now—press between my cheeks, slick and heavy. He gave one lazy thrust, just enough to slap it against my ass, and I gasped at the sound. It echoed in the tiled silence like punctuation.

He reached for a towel, dried his hands without a word, then pointed down between us.

"On your knees. Mouth rinse next."

I dropped instantly, knees kissing the warm tile, hands behind my back like I’d been trained. My eyes lifted, wide and glossy, tongue peeking out just past my lips.

He didn’t even need to guide me. I knew my place. I opened my mouth and waited.

I didn’t care if I drowned. This was what I was for.

***

The sun was already high by the time he let me crawl out of bed.

Not because I’d slept in. I hadn’t slept much at all.

After the shower, after the mouth rinse, after the second time he bent me over the bathroom bench just to feel my sissy hole squeeze around nothing while he stroked himself off over my tits—he’d finally let me curl into his chest for a few hours. Locked. Plugged. Owned. His cum drying on my chin and collarbone. I’d already had three full orgasms since we arrived—and not one of them from my cock. My clit stayed locked. The pleasure came from being filled, from being ruined, from being touched the way Daddy wanted. And every single one left me whimpering and grateful.

And now? Now it was a bright and sunny Saturday. Which meant I had to look like the kind of trophy cumrag you take poolside.

Daddy had picked out the outfit. If you could even call it that.

He laid it on the bed like it was sacred—just two scraps of neon lycra and a command. I slipped the top over my head slow, the fabric catching on my stiff nipples, dragging over the ache Daddy paid for. No bottoms. No protection. Just the same pink cage, still locked and leaking. The shame made me wetter.

A string bikini top, neon pink with tiny triangle cups that didn’t even try to cover the heavy swell of my tits. My nipples showed right through the thin stretch of wet-look lycra, already hard and poking like they were trying to speak.

He made me wear the same clear heels from last night.

Two years ago, I was buying clearance bras from Target and crying in fitting rooms. Now I had a rack Daddy paid ten grand per tit for, and the kind of heels you only wore if you planned to be fucked in them. This wasn’t just sex. This was lifestyle. This was transformation.

“You’re going to get some sun today, baby,” he said, handing me a towel I wasn’t allowed to use. “But I want those tits shiny. Don’t go dull on me.”

I posed beside the lounger like a dumb slut in a porno, towel draped over one elbow, tits forward, legs parted like I didn’t know what modesty was.

I didn’t even try to wipe away the slick between my thighs from earlier. What was the point? I was built to carry Daddy’s cum. I was just a little storage slut soaking up the weekend.

Daddy didn’t say a word. He just looked at me—long and slow—like I was some decorative slut furniture, something shiny and fuckable he’d brought out just for the weekend. I felt my clit twitch behind the plastic bars. I didn’t even try to hide it. He sat beside me with a drink in hand, still half-naked, one foot resting on my thigh like I was his footstool.

“You look like something I bought off a porn site,” he muttered, eyes never leaving my tits. “Just stay sweet and breathe, baby. That’s your job. Looking like a cumdump and catching sunlight.”

“You wanna tan oil me up, Daddy?” I said with a grin, pushing my tits together. “Or should I just roll in the cum from last night?”

He didn’t smile.

I closed my eyes, already imagining the heat of his hands. “Be gentle,” I whispered, knowing he wouldn’t be.

He just reached for the bottle and snapped the cap open with one hand.

Then poured it straight over my chest.

Cold.

I gasped as it hit me, nipples tightening to hard little buttons under the sudden slick. He didn’t rub it in gently. He smeared it. Palmed my tits like stress balls. Pinched both nipples hard enough to make me yelp.

“These tits bounce like they were made to be fucked,” he growled. “I should take you back inside and titfuck you against the glass. Call for a pool boy to just watch.”

“Mmmfuck, Daddy…” I moaned, head tipping back, voice wrecked and wanton. “Use them. Use me. I want you to see what a dumb cum-doll you turned me into.”

“Shh,” he said, twisting them between his fingers. “We’re outside now. You cry, someone might hear.”

But we both knew that was a lie.

The villa sat on a cliff, its private infinity pool overlooking endless blue ocean with not a soul in sight. No neighbors. No visible staff. Just Daddy, his slut, and the sun-drenched silence. The private chef had already prepped the meals for the day and left discreetly, and for the rest of the weekend, I was the one who served everything—still leaking, still freshly fucked, still desperate to please. I loved it. Loved setting the table in my heels, carrying Daddy’s plate with cum drying between my ass, being his dirty little maid. Him saying that wasn’t a warning.

It was permission.

It meant: be loud for me, baby. Be my wanton little whore. Let the whole ocean hear what a good cumrag you are.

I bit down on my lower lip, moaning through my teeth as he leaned in.

“That’s it, baby. Show Daddy what these tits were bought for.”

His hand didn’t leave my chest. He kept playing while his other hand reached down, pulling me by the jaw toward the edge of the lounger.

“On your knees. Open up. Let me feel that warm little throat before lunch.”

I licked my lips, eyes fluttery, already drooling. My throat clenched around nothing. I didn’t care if the tile burned my knees—I just wanted Daddy to use my mouth the way it was trained.

I slid down like a good girl, knees on the towel he'd handed me, cage throbbing between my thighs.

The cage pulsed with every movement. Every time my throat got used, my clit begged behind the bars. I could feel it twitching, useless, forgotten. And I loved it.

I opened my mouth wide and stuck out my tongue.

"God, you're already drooling," he chuckled, rubbing the tip along my bottom lip before feeding it to me slow—inch by inch. Balls heavy against my chin, cock slick from the oil he smeared all over me. It slid in with a hot, fat weight that made my eyes cross. My throat flexed instinctively, already eager to swallow around him. I gagged once, and he laughed. Then grabbed both tits, squeezed them together tight, and started thrusting his cock between them while the head tapped my lips and tongue with every push.

I used to get nervous showing skin. Now I got off on knowing my tits were slick with Daddy’s cock. I couldn’t even remember what I looked like without something dripping down my chest.

My eyes lusted heavily, spit bubbling at the corners of my mouth. My jaw ached from keeping my mouth open and panting like a bitch in heat. But I didn’t stop. This was what I was built for—tits, throat, and no complaints.

“Good little cocksleeve. You wanna earn your lunch, you better use what Daddy paid for.”

“Make 'em clap, baby. I paid for that sound. Slap ‘em together like you want Daddy to blow all over your dumb little whore chest.” he pulled his cock out of my tits.

"Yes, Daddy," I gurgled, voice wrecked now once again around his cock back in my mouth. "Use my throat—use my tits—I'm your messy little bitch, remember?" I garbled.

“Choke me, Daddy,” I slurred between thrusts. “Stretch my throat. I want to taste your cum every time I breathe.”  

The blowjob got filthy fast. He'd pull back just to slap it on my tongue, then push in again until my nose pressed into his belly. I gagged, spit spilling freely now, and he groaned like he was proud of breaking me in again. Then came the tits—the fuck turned long and slick and mean. He’d pinch my nipples just to hear me cry around the head of his cock. He’d slap my tits together hard just to feel the ripple. I moaned and slobbered and let him fuck them raw.

"Remember when you used to gag at just the tip?" he said, grinning down at me while his cock slid through my spit-slicked tits. "Now look at you. Barely flinch when I stuff your throat. All that training’s finally paid off, huh?"

I moaned around him, pride and filth tangled tight in my chest. I was his little project—broken in, rebuilt, perfected.

Daddy wasn’t just some bored husband with a kink. He was the kind of man who owned real estate portfolios in four countries and could end your rent with a text. Old money. Quiet power. The kind of power that didn't beg—it bought, broke, and branded. He’d told me once over dinner—while feeding me lobster from his fork and stroking my thigh under the table—that every successful man needed something soft to come home to. I was that softness. Just in heels and a pink chastity.

When he finally came, it was in streaks—over my tits, down my chin, and across the bikini top I wasn’t allowed to take off. I didn’t even ask for permission to lick it up. He just grunted, “Leave it. Let it dry. I like seeing my mess on you.”

I thought maybe I’d earned a break. Maybe a kiss. But Daddy didn’t even give me a towel. Just a plug—bigger than the last—and a look that said I was far from done.

“Nap time,” he said, already climbing back into bed.

I was still breathing hard, cum cooling on my skin, when he slid the thicker plug in with no prep and patted the space beside him.

It stretched me wide—wider than the first. I whimpered, not because it hurt, but because it stayed. Because I knew I’d nap like this, filled and forgotten, exactly how Daddy liked me. The plug was heavy, snug, the kind that made every twitch feel like a reminder of who I belonged to.

Cage still on.

I crawled into bed without a word, curling into his chest as the ache between my legs turned into a low, steady pulse.

I used to fall asleep alone, in a shoebox apartment I could barely afford, listening to the sound of my neighbors fucking through the walls while I jerked off to strangers on my phone. Now I had Daddy’s cum drying on my chest and his arm wrapped around me like I was the prize. He found me on Bliss’d. Said I looked like I needed someone to own me. He wasn’t wrong.

I hadn’t even made the profile myself. It was a dare. A stupid little humiliation game with some queer Reddit thread I used to lurk on. One photo. No caption. Just a selfie in the mirror with my hoodie half-off and my nipples showing. Forty-seven messages in the first hour. But only one that said: “You’re almost perfect. Let me fix the rest.”

His profile didn’t say much—just a single line: Investor. Married. Selective.  But when he sent that voice note... God. That voice. Calm. Deep. Certain. “If you want to be owned, I’ll give you a reason to stay soft.” I replayed it twenty times with my hand between my legs. Two years later, now he spooned me from behind, his hand on my brand new tit, his cock between my fucked and plugged ass.

“You think my wife’s ever had a nap like this?” he whispered, grinding slowly against me. “She doesn’t even let me spoon her. And now I’ve got you. Plugged. Caged. Oiled up and ruined. You don’t even flinch when I push in, do you?”

“She only lets me kiss her on anniversaries,” he murmured, cock nudging deeper against my plug-stretched hole. “You? You let me spit in your mouth and fuck your throat till you cry. She makes grocery lists. You make my cock hard by just breathing.”

I moaned, eyes fluttering shut as he rubbed his cock between my cheeks.

“Ohhhh, Daddy. I was made for this.”

I didn’t care that my clit would stay locked all weekend. I didn’t care if I never got to cum again. I just wanted to keep being used like this—touched, filled, owned. This was the kind of nap I used to cry about wanting.

I must’ve moaned in my sleep. I remember dreaming of Daddy’s voice, of being bent over a dining table, of my tits swinging while he made phone calls. I woke up wet. Not down there. Up here—nipples stiff, chest flushed, plug twitching.

***

The room was quiet, thick with the scent of sweat, sex, and the faint sweetness of my body lotion that had long since surrendered to Daddy's musk. I didn’t remember drifting off, not exactly. One minute, I was tucked into his side, his cock nestled soft and warm between my plugged and stretched cheeks, one possessive hand curled around my tit like it belonged to him more than I did. The next, I was blinking awake in the dark, chest flushed, thighs twitching, breath catching in the silence like I was still dreaming.

But I wasn’t dreaming. I was aching. Plugged. Leaking. Owned.

I felt the shift before I even moved—Daddy had gotten up. The space beside me was empty, still warm. Then I heard it: the low clink of metal, the whisper of a drawer opening, the soft jingle of something unmistakably cruel. My clit twitched in its cage without permission, a useless, desperate little thing that lived now only to be teased.

He stepped into view a moment later, towel slung low around his hips, hair still damp from the shower he’d taken without me. In his hands? The kit. The one he only brought out when things were about to get intense. Bondage cuffs. Clips. The soft nylon ties. My breath hitched.

“Up,” he said, his voice low, no room for questions.

I obeyed without thinking. Obedience wasn’t just a habit now. It was the only way my body knew how to move.

He led me to the bed, hands guiding me with a quiet reverence that made my pulse flutter. I could feel the towel between us drop. I didn’t need to see it to know he was already hard again. He always was when I looked like this: tits high, hole freshly plugged, clit still dripping behind its lock, face flushed and painted with need.

The sheets were cool against my back as he eased me down. He kissed me once—a soft, devastating thing that made me ache harder—then began to tie me down.

Wrists first, bound to the headboard. I felt the cool leather press into my skin as he buckled it tight, the soft suede lining brushing my pulse points as he cinched it snug with a practiced tug. It wasn’t rough—it was precise. Like he’d done it a hundred times. My breath hitched as my arms stretched above me, completely open, totally his. Then my ankles, spread wide and drawn taut to the corners of the bed, locked into place with a slow, dragging pull. The bed creaked beneath me, and I whimpered—not from discomfort, but from the dizzying rush of being restrained and displayed just how Daddy liked me. He stepped back for a moment, eyes roaming slow and deliberate, like he was inspecting his newest art piece. My pulse throbbed behind my ears. My clit twitched behind its bars like it already knew what was coming. I wasn’t scared—I was starving. I was stretched out, completely helpless, every nerve burning with the anticipation of being owned again. My chest rose in shallow bursts, nipples already tight, the plug shifting slightly with every breath I took. I could feel my body offering itself up before he even touched me, like I was designed for this exact moment of humiliation.

"Look at you," he murmured. "Plugged. Tits bouncing. Caged. Spread open like a fuckable ornament. You’re not a person tonight—you’re my canvas. Daddy’s messy little masterpiece."

I squirmed against the cuffs, hole twitching, clit leaking, breath coming in sharp, shallow gasps.

"My own personal fuckdoll. That’s all you are right now, babygirl. And I’m going to ruin you just the way I like."

My legs trembled already, knees twitching in place, but the cuffs held firm. I wasn’t going anywhere. My heels were still on. He didn’t take them off. He never did when he wanted to see me completely exposed and fucked open. The cuffs were soft, but tight—padded inside, snug enough to make me gasp as he cinched them with one hand, like he’d done it a thousand times. My arms stretched above me, body open, exposed, and trembling.

“Spread those slutty thighs—Daddy wants full access to his cumrag tonight,” he growled, voice low and thick with hunger. “You feel that? That’s real leather, sweetheart. You’re not going anywhere until I say so.”

“Daddy,” I whispered, chest rising in short, desperate little pants. “What are you gonna do to me?”

He smirked, reaching for the tiny key from around his neck. The key to my cage.

“I’m gonna let this poor little clitty out,” he said, voice thick with promise. “And then I’m gonna edge you until you forget your own name.”

The words hit me like lightning. My cage twitched. My thighs tried to close but the cuffs held me wide. He knelt between them like a man unwrapping his favorite toy, taking his time with the latch.

Click.

The plastic came off, and for the first time in seven days, my clit was free. Swollen. Angry. Leaking already like it was grateful to be touched again.

Daddy didn’t stroke it.

No. He blew on it. A soft puff of air that made my back arch, tits bouncing helplessly as a moan ripped free from my throat.

“Look at you,” he murmured. “Didn’t even touch you yet and you’re already crying like a bitch in heat.”

“Please…” I whimpered, writhing in the restraints. “Please Daddy, I—”

“No begging yet.” His voice was calm. Cruel. Perfect.

He circled my clit with a single finger, featherlight. My whole body jerked. I felt my thighs tremble, arms pulling uselessly against the cuffs. My tits jiggled with every twitch, aching and sensitive from the day’s abuse. He loved them that way.

“I know I'm repeating myself, but these new tits are something else, babygirl,” he said, leaning over me. “Bounce like a pornstar, feel like a wet dream. Worth every damn dollar.”

I giggled through a whimper, breath catching as his fingers traced the underswell. “Thank you so much for getting them for me, Daddy,” I moaned, arching into his touch like a spoiled little trophy desperate to show off. “They’re yours. All yours.”

He kissed one nipple, then bit it. I yelped. My clit throbbed.

Then the edging began.

Daddy knew my body better than I did. He knew exactly how to touch, how to drag me to the edge and yank me back just as the fire began to crest. It wasn’t even pleasure anymore—it was madness. Every stroke of his slick finger sent a wave through my spine, curling my toes in the restraints, making my tits jiggle with every involuntary spasm. My clit felt too big for my body, like it was pulsing in stereo—pain and pleasure braided together in one throbbing, hopeless beat. His hand was steady, fingers slick with lube he’d warmed in his palm. He stroked my clit in slow, maddening circles, then stopped. Slapped it once, not hard but sharp enough to make me gasp. Then again. Then a pause.

“No cumming,” he reminded me. “You cum without permission, and I’m locking you back up for a week.”

I nodded frantically. I couldn’t speak. My jaw hung open, drool sliding down my cheek as I panted.

He edged me like that for what felt like hours.

I couldn’t think. Couldn’t breathe. I was just a body shaking under his touch, leaking like a faucet, begging for release I knew wouldn’t come. I wanted to scream. To thank him. To sob. I wanted everything and nothing but his permission.

Touch. Stroke. Tease. Stop.

Over and over.

My clit turned dark pink, twitching against nothing, so swollen it felt like it had its own pulse. My tits bounced with every cry, every jerk. He didn’t stop talking, either. He made sure I heard everything.

“That’s it, slut. That’s all you’re good for, huh?” he growled, voice thick with heat. “I can feel your clit twitching like it’s begging to be useful.”

“You wanna cum so bad you’d cry for it, huh? Go ahead. Cry for Daddy.”

“You’re dripping like a used whore and you haven’t even earned your first squirt yet.”

Every nerve in my body felt like it was vibrating. My clit had been locked for a full week—seven days of aching behind plastic, of desperate dreams and forbidden touches. And now that it was free, now that Daddy’s fingers were slicking over it like a tease from heaven, it was like I couldn’t hold my own skin anymore. The pleasure wasn’t gentle. It was wild, cruel, and ecstatic. My thighs jerked without rhythm. My nipples throbbed like they were trying to cum with me. My brain had dissolved into a soup of helplessness and heat. I didn’t want it to end. I didn’t want it to stop. I just wanted to be edged and teased and ruined forever.

“Daddy’s dumb, fucked-out little trophy girl with fake tits and a locked clit. You like being nothing but a hole with a pulse?”

“Y-Yes, Daddy,” I sobbed. “I’m yours, I’m yours, I’m yours—”

He kept going. My clit kept twitching. And every single time I got close— right there  on the edge—he would stop. His hand would lift, the friction would vanish, and I’d be left clenching around nothing, leaking like a broken faucet. My poor clitty would twitch in the open air, helpless and desperate, hunting for anything to grind against, to rub, to take it over the edge. But there was never anything. Just cold air and Daddy’s smug eyes watching me squirm.

By the end, my clit was a literal faucet of precum, glistening and throbbing with every heartbeat, the cage still nearby but not forgotten.

Eventually, when I was too wrecked to even scream for him to let me cum, he paused.

“Time to cool down,” he said.

And he did. Ice cube, plucked from the bucket beside the bed. He pressed it directly to my clit.

I screamed from the sudden, sharp cold on the already sensitive, slimy clitty.

The contrast was cruel. Perfect. The swollen ache dropped back to numbness, then to a throb. He smiled.

"Nnngh—Daddy, no, please—please," I whimpered, hips twitching, my voice half-broken. "I was so close. I was so close... I-I need something, anything—just rub it again—just a little—please—"

Then?

Click.

The cage went back on.

"Noooo—fuck—Daddy, you can't, please don't—I'm still leaking, I need to—"

I sobbed in frustration, whole body trembling, my clit pulsing helplessly behind the fresh lock, twitching for a touch it would never get.

“Ride me,” he said next.

He untied me first. My limbs were weak. I could barely move. My legs didn’t work at first—I just collapsed into his arms, still trembling, my skin sticky with sweat and denial. Although my clit was caged again, it twitched like it hadn’t noticed, still aching and raw with need. My hole was clenching around nothing, fluttering from phantom memory, stretched wide from denial, and the plug he had me in from morning and all the edging and now empty like a mouth that had forgotten how to beg. I felt boneless. Used. Glowing. A dumb little ragdoll ready to serve again.

And I obeyed.

I crawled over him like a fucked-out puppet, tits swaying, arms quivering from exhaustion from doing nothing. My knees sank into the bed on either side of his hips, the soft hair on his stomach tickling my leaking cage. I reached between us with trembling fingers, first grabbing the lube from the nightstand with a clumsy swipe, my hand still shaking. I coated his thick cock with it slowly, reverently, the slick warmth pooling in my palm as I stroked him from base to tip. He twitched in my grip, already pulsing for me, and I let out a soft, grateful moan as I rubbed the lube over his length, spreading it like worship. Then I guided him to my entrance, still slick and aching, my fingers trembling worse now with each inch he brushed against.

He didn’t help. He just watched.

I lowered myself slowly. Inch by inch. My breath hitched with every stretch. My hole was sore, wet, twitching—and when the tip of his cock slipped in, my entire body seized with a soundless cry. It was slow. Excruciating. Perfect. Like re-breaking a bone just to feel it heal around him.

By the time I sank down fully, I wasn’t riding. I was clinging to him like salvation, tits pressed to his chest, breath shaking like a bitch too ruined to speak.

It didn’t matter that I was exhausted. I rode.

I rode like my life depended on it. Moaning. Whimpering. Giggling through tears.

“Fuck, Daddy. Please let me cum. Please. I’ll be good. I’ll be your best little slut—”

“You already are,” he said, fucking up into me. “But good girls still wait.”

And I did. For the next forty five minutes.

Until finally— finally --he reached up, unlocked the cage one last time, and whispered,

“Cum, baby. Let go. Let it all out.”

He reached between us without warning—his hand sliding between my slick thighs, fingertips brushing my trembling thighs, and then dipping lower. And then he touched it. My little cock. Fully out. Fully hard. Angry and dripping like a faucet, twitching from all the denial and begging it had endured. He didn’t stroke it like a lover—he used it like a toy. His fingers wrapped around it, slick from my own mess, stroking me with slow, deliberate pumps that felt like they were rewiring my brain. I gasped. I shook. I broke.

My whole body went stiff. Then limp. Legs shaking. Drooling. Eyes rolled back.

The orgasm ripped through me like a scream. Hands clutching his chest. Tits bouncing uncontrollably. I sobbed as I came, again and again, helpless, ruined. It wasn’t a climax. It was a collapse.

And he held me through it.

But Daddy wasn’t finished.

He kept me there—straddled and twitching, still whimpering from the mind breaking orgasms—before his hands found my hips again. And in one slow, wet motion, he thrust back into me from below, still slick, still hard, still throbbing with the kind of need that only came after hours of control. I cried out, overstimulated and raw, but my body welcomed him—gripped him like it didn’t know anything else. My little cock stayed twitching, leaking down my thigh while he ravished me.

He grunted as his thrusts grew deeper, slower, rougher. I moaned with each stroke, broken and sloppy. It didn’t take long—Daddy didn’t want to wait.

With a final groan and a bruising grip on my ass, he buried himself inside me and came deep, hot, thick pulses flooding my hole as he held me tight against his chest. I felt it coat my insides, thick and filthy, each spurt sending a fresh tremble through my legs.

It was hot. So hot I could feel it drip as he stayed still inside me, cock twitching with the last throbs of his orgasm.

I whimpered something incoherent, brain gone, body gone, just a vessel holding everything Daddy gave me.

His cum didn’t just fill me. It claimed me.

Daddy rubbed lotion into my ass after, soft circles that soothed the bruises his grip left behind. He massaged my tits, murmuring how proud he was, how perfect I looked, how sweet I sounded when I begged like that.

He wrapped me in warm towels, then curled behind me, cock nestled soft against my thigh.

“You’re everything I wanted,” he said.

And I believed him.

Because I wasn’t just a girl anymore.

I was Daddy’s.

***

The sun was still warm against my thighs when the plane took off.

Even through the tinted Gulfstream windows, the afternoon light made everything inside look a little too perfect. Like a scene you’d keep in your head forever. Daddy was reclined beside me, one arm stretched casually along the back of the leather seat, shirt open halfway down his chest, the top buttons undone to show the line of salt-and-pepper hair I had moaned into just hours ago. He hadn’t said much since we boarded—he never needed to—but his hand hadn’t left my thigh since takeoff. Not even once.

And I? I was wrecked.

My legs didn’t close right. My inner thighs were sticky and sore, bruised from being held apart, hickeys scattered like fingerprints across my hips, tits, neck and even down the sides of my ribs. My skirt barely covered anything, especially with the way I was sitting—thighs parted, legs trembling every time the engines hit a bump. My clit, still raw and now in a satin and lace panties from La Perla, throbbed in a dull, frustrating pulse. Daddy had taken me once more before breakfast, slow and hard. Then again after brunch. No cage. No mercy. He said he wanted to see how much I could leak without touching it. And I had. All over the sheets. All over his cock. All over myself.

I still hadn’t cum since last night. Not really. Not in the way that counted.

Daddy hadn’t let me get dressed properly for the flight either. Just the short pleated Tom Ford skirt, my heels, and a gauzy little crop top from Zimmerman that I’d already took off the second we crossed altitude. My tits felt tender—gently manhandled. Kissed, bitten, squeezed. He’d told me I looked like a slutty college dropout. Like I’d just fucked my professor for a D-minus and a recommendation letter. I didn’t even argue. I just giggled and slid to my knees between the seats.

“Last taste before the weekend ends, Daddy,” I whispered, mouth already open.

I’d blown him slow. Deep. No hands. My lips kissed the base more than once, nose nudging his belly with every drop of my throat. My eyes never left his. He fucked my face lazily, proud and possessive, one hand tangled in my hair, the other resting on the curve of my back as I gurgled around him. I didn’t need air. I just needed the sound he made when he came.

And when he finally did—right into my throat, thick and warm—I swallowed with a moan, let a little dribble down my chin, and sighed like it was my favorite drink.

He’d tucked himself back in without a word. Just wiped my mouth with his thumb and tapped my cheek.

“Good girl,” he said.

Now I was curled against him, knees together, lips swollen, tits out, brain melted. The soft hum of the cabin vibrated through my bones. My panties were damp. My clit still pressed against the inside of them, twitching, aching, punished. I wanted to touch it so badly I could scream—but I didn’t. Good girls didn’t cheat. Good girls waited till they got back home so they could rub one too many off before they crash out and get their beauty sleep.

My phone buzzed. I picked it up with clumsy fingers.

Bliss’d Notification: "Gratuity has been deposited."

I gasped.

Daddy chuckled without looking. “Check it, babygirl. Daddy tips well.”

I opened the app. My jaw dropped.

It wasn’t just generous. It was obscene.

A very nice Five figures. For a weekend.

For being his girl. His toy. His trophy.

On my way back to home on the same Maybach that I rode two days ago, another buzz came from my phone.

A text from Daddy: 
“See you again in a couple of weeks baby. Be a good girl until then.”

I stared at the screen for a moment longer, breath catching in my throat.

I caught a glimpse of myself in the tinted glass as we passed a reflective panel along the airport runway—lips still puffy, neck covered in fading bites, tits aching behind the sheer fabric of the top I hadn’t bothered to fix. I looked like a slut. A used-up, bought-and-paid-for little cumrag on her way back to real life. And I’d never felt prettier.

Then I closed my eyes.

The seat was warm. My skirt was riding up. I didn’t care. My clit throbbed in my panties while my tits were already missing his hands and mouth.

I typed back with trembling fingers. Just three words:

“Yes, Daddy.”

I whispered it again, softer this time, to no one but myself.

“Yes, Daddy.”

And this time, I meant it all the way down to my soaked little panties.

***

Sign up for my mailing list  to stay updated about my newest releases. I promise, there’ll be no spam!

“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 check out 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 

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

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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