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Author’s Note

Hello, sweeties!

First, let me take a moment to thank you from the bottom of my heart for all the love and support you showed for the first part of this story. Knowing how much you enjoyed the journey of our little sissy princess means the world to me. Your feedback, your excitement, and your encouragement have inspired me to dive even deeper into this world and continue her journey of surrender and transformation.

For those of you who are new here, welcome! This second part picks up right where the first left off, so if you haven’t read the first part yet, I highly encourage you to go back and experience it Here’s the link for you: https://mybook.to/ngcUrsK   - it’s the perfect introduction to our sissy’s evolving relationship with her Daddy/Roommate and how she finds her true self. Trust me, it’s worth it.

Now, get ready to step back into their world of passion, submission, and discovery. This part takes things even further, exploring the depths of their dynamic and the tender, dirty, and oh-so-intimate moments that will leave you breathless.

Thank you again for joining me on this journey. Your support and enthusiasm keep me writing, and I can’t wait to hear what you think of this next chapter!

With love and excitement,

~ Xoxo Sissy Joey


The harsh sound of curtains being yanked open pulled me from sleep, and the sunlight that flooded the room stung my barely open eyes. I groaned softly, blinking as the light illuminated every corner of my small space. My gaze landed on Daddy, his towering frame silhouetted against the brightness. A sleepy smile tugged at my lips, the sight of him always filling me with warmth, but that warmth quickly turned cold when I caught the stern expression etched across his face.

Oh no. Oh fuck.  My heart plummeted as the realization hit me like a punch to the gut. Did Daddy see the cum in my panties?  A wave of panic washed over me, my pulse racing. I did the one thing he explicitly told me not to—I touched my clitty…

Anxiety gripped me, my chest tightening as shame coursed through me. Daddy’s trust was everything to me. He’d taken me under his wing, guided me, and shown me a side of myself I hadn’t even known existed. Without him, I was nothing. And now, with one moment of weakness, I might have ruined it all. Just the thought of him being disappointed—or worse, leaving me—sent my mind spiraling into dread.

Tears welled up in my eyes, hot and uncontrollable. I couldn’t bear the idea of Daddy abandoning me, leaving me to fend for myself. Throwing the blanket aside, I stumbled out of bed and rushed to him, my hands clutching at his shirt with desperation. My words spilled out in a frantic, tear-choked rush. “P-please, I’m sorry, Daddy,” I sobbed, pressing my face into his chest. “I didn’t mean to touch my clitty—I was just so horny and pent up last night…” My voice cracked, trembling with fear and regret.

Daddy stood stoic, his broad shoulders unmoving, his strong arms hanging at his sides. The absence of his touch—his reassurance—only made my sobs grow louder. I needed him to hold me, to tell me that everything would be okay. My hands tightened their grip on his shirt as I buried my face deeper against him. “Say something, Daddy, please,” I pleaded, my voice breaking. “Just don’t leave me.”

His silence was deafening, and for a moment, I felt my heart shatter. But then his body softened, and his arms finally came around me. One hand cradled the back of my head, his fingers threading through my hair with a gentle, calming rhythm, while the other pressed firmly against the small of my back, anchoring me to him. I let out a shuddering breath, nuzzling against him instinctively, like a kitten seeking warmth and comfort. His embrace was everything I needed, and I tilted my tear-streaked face up to meet his gaze.

“Shhh, hey, hey, it’s okay, baby,” he murmured, his deep voice wrapping around me like a warm blanket. “I’m not gonna leave you, princess. And I’m not even mad you touched your clitty.”

His words hit me with a wave of relief, washing away the worst of my fears. “R-really? Promise you’re not mad, Daddy?” I sniffled, searching his face for any sign of anger or disappointment.

“Yes, I promise,” he said, a deep chuckle rumbling in his chest. “But listen baby, I don’t want you touching your clitty because I know my sissy deserves better than her fingers. You deserve to cum from a real man fucking you.”

A shiver ran down my spine, my eyes widening at the implication. The image of Daddy’s thick, black cock stretching me open filled my mind unbidden, and I swallowed hard, trying to suppress the heat rising in my cheeks. “Oh, thank god,” I whispered, my voice shaking with relief. “I was so scared, Daddy.”

I glanced down, my gaze catching on the wet spot my tears and snot had left on his shirt. “Sorry for ruining your shirt again,” I mumbled, shame creeping into my tone.

“It’s okay, baby,” he said softly, though his voice had taken on a firmer edge. “But…” He paused, his dark eyes locking onto mine with an intensity that made my breath catch. “I am still going to have to punish you so you learn your lesson.”

Looking up at Daddy through tear-filled eyes, my cheeks flushed and lips trembling, I nodded desperately. Relief washed over me—he wasn’t leaving. That was all that mattered.

Daddy shifted to sit on the edge of my bed, his strong legs spread slightly, making the space for me unmistakable. He patted his thighs with a commanding gesture. “Now lay down on my lap, baby.”

My steps were hesitant, my heart racing as I moved toward him. The sticky fabric of my cum-stained panties clung to my skin, a constant reminder of my disobedience. I lowered myself onto his lap with quiet submission, my small frame draping over his muscled thighs. His warmth seeped into me, grounding me even as my shame burned brighter.

“For touching your clitty without permission,” he began, his tone even and firm, “you’re going to get ten spanks. After each one, I want you to count and say, ‘Thank you, Daddy.’ Understood?”

I nodded, my face burning with embarrassment. “Yes, Daddy,” I murmured, my voice small.

“Say it louder,” he commanded, his voice sharp enough to make my stomach flip.

“Yes, Daddy,” I said again, louder this time.

SMACK!  His palm landed on my ass with a firm crack, making me squeal. It wasn’t as hard as I had feared, but the suddenness of it caught me off guard. My hands flew back instinctively to shield myself, but I quickly remembered his instructions.

“One, thank you, Daddy,” I squeaked, moving my hands to my sides.

“Keep your hands by your side, baby,” he reminded me, and I obeyed immediately.

SMACK!  The second spank was sharper, the sting sinking deeper into my skin. “EEEP! Two, thank you, Daddy,” I cried out, my voice trembling.

SMACK!  “Three, thank you, Daddy,” I whimpered, the pain beginning to blend with something else—something that sent a fluttering heat straight to my core.

Before I could process the sensation, another thunderous smack landed, and I couldn’t stop the soft moan that escaped my lips. My clitty stiffened against Daddy’s powerful thigh, the friction igniting sparks of pleasure I couldn’t ignore.

“Unnnhhhh, four. Thank you, Daddy,” I whispered, my voice shaky. I’d always imagined myself as the one in control someday, dishing out spanks with confidence. But here I was, lying across Daddy’s lap, my small body surrendering to his strength. His hand landed again, and my hips moved without permission, grinding against the hardness of his thigh.

SMACK!  “Unghhh, five, thank you, Daddy,” I moaned, my voice laced with need. The wet spot in my panties grew, the fabric clinging even tighter to my swollen clitty.

SMACK!  “Ooouuuhhh, six, thank you, Daddy,” I gasped, my movements growing more urgent. My hips rolled in rhythm with his hand, each smack bringing me closer to a release I was desperate for.

SMACK!  “OH, seven, thank you, Daddy,” I squeaked, my voice breaking. The line between punishment and pleasure blurred, each spank pushing me further into a haze of submission.

The next two spanks passed in a blur, my body shamelessly grinding against him as I chased the edge. My small hands clung to his shorts for stability, my moans rising in pitch with every strike.

SMACK!  The final spank landed with a resounding crack, and my body froze for a moment before convulsing with release. “OooOOoohhhh TENNNN fuuuUuUuuUuCkkk thank you, Daddyyyyyy!” I wailed into his lap, my voice trembling with the intensity of my orgasm. Hot, sticky cum spurted from my clitty, soaking through my panties and spreading across Daddy’s bare thigh.

I collapsed against him, trembling and gasping for air as the aftershocks rippled through me. His strong hand rubbed soothing circles on my back as I came down from the high, my body limp with exhaustion.

“You know,” Daddy said with a smirk, his voice filled with amusement, “you’re not supposed to enjoy your punishment that much, baby. But I couldn’t stop you—you looked too cute, humping away at my leg like a desperate little slut.”

His words made my ears burn with shame, but I couldn’t deny the truth. He was right—something about Daddy’s dominance brought out a side of me I didn’t know existed, and I loved it.

“Now clean up the mess you made, princess,” he commanded, his tone firm but teasing.

Without hesitation, I slid off his lap and dropped to my knees, positioning myself between his powerful legs. My tongue darted out tentatively, tasting the salty warmth of my release on his skin. The texture of his rippling thigh muscles under my tongue sent a shiver down my spine, each lick igniting a fresh wave of arousal. My cum tasted watery and thin compared to Daddy’s, but his skin carried that intoxicating musk that made me crave him in every way.

I continued licking long after my mess was gone, savoring the taste of him. The rough texture of his skin, the strength of his muscles, the faint saltiness from his sweat—it all added up to something irresistible. Even without his cock in front of me, he tasted like a real man, and I couldn’t get enough.

“Good girl,” he praised, his voice like a warm caress. “Keep going until I tell you to stop.”

And I did. I licked and worshiped him, my mind focused solely on the privilege of serving him, basking in the satisfaction of knowing I was exactly where I belonged.

Daddy suddenly stood up, his towering frame now completely blocking the morning light, my eyes were drawn to the enormous bulge of his BBC straining against his shorts. My breath hitched, my body still humming from the aftershocks of my orgasm. The sight of it—thick, powerful, and barely contained—made my mouth water. My lips parted slightly, the memory of its taste from yesterday flooding back. Without thinking, I licked my lips and looked up at him with my best puppy-dog eyes, silently begging.

But Daddy didn’t stop. Instead, he turned and strode toward the bedroom door with that maddeningly confident air he always had, completely unfazed by my silent plea.

“W-wait, Daddy!” I called after him, my voice high-pitched and needy.

He paused in the doorway, turning back to me with that infuriating smirk that made my stomach flutter. “What is it, princess?”

I hesitated, my cheeks flushing as his dark, piercing eyes locked onto mine. My words caught in my throat. How could I say it? I had just sucked this man’s cock the day before and cum all over his thigh, but asking for another taste felt impossibly forward. My hands fidgeted with the waistband of my panties as I struggled to find the courage.

“I... um... well, it’s just that...” My voice trailed off, my face burning with embarrassment. The words felt too explicit, too bold, even though my body was practically screaming for him.

Daddy raised an eyebrow, his smirk widening as he leaned against the doorframe. “If you can’t spit it out, I better get going to the gym,” he teased, his tone dripping with playful dominance.

I opened my mouth to protest, but the words wouldn’t come. “I...” I sighed in defeat, my shoulders slumping as I watched him leave the room. That smirk—that damned smirk! He knew exactly what I wanted, and he was making me squirm for it. Why couldn’t he just give me what I needed, let me savor that beautiful black monster of his again?

The door slammed shut, snapping me out of my thoughts. I pouted, crossing my arms as I flopped back onto the bed. He’ll be at the gym for at least an hour,  I thought, stewing in frustration.

But then an idea struck me, and a mischievous grin spread across my face. Fine, if Daddy wants me to beg for it, I’ll make sure he won’t be able to say no when he comes back.

I hopped off the bed, determination coursing through me as I made my way to the dresser. Pulling it open, I rifled through the collection of feminine clothes Daddy had set aside for me. My fingers brushed over soft lace, satin, and cotton, the textures sending a small thrill through me. I knew exactly what to wear to make him lose control.

First, I grabbed a pair of panties—delicate pink lace, sheer enough to barely hide anything, with little bows on each hip. These were the ones Daddy had called his favorite before, the ones that clung perfectly to my smooth skin and made me feel utterly owned. I slid them up my legs slowly, savoring the snug fit as they settled around my hips. The lace hugged my tiny bulge, framing it in a way that was both teasing and humiliatingly feminine. I glanced in the mirror, blushing at the sight of the damp spot already forming at the front. They were perfect—just slutty enough to make Daddy lose focus the moment he saw me.

Next, I grabbed a pair of sheer, white thigh-high stockings with delicate lace trim. I slid them up my freshly shaved legs, the snug fit hugging my skin like a second layer. The lace stayed perfectly in place, giving my thighs a soft, alluring look that made me feel irresistibly girly.

Then came the pleated pink skirt, short enough to leave little to the imagination. I stepped into it, pulling it up over my panties and smoothing it down. The hem barely brushed the tops of my thighs, teasingly swaying with every small movement. I couldn’t help but give a little spin in front of the mirror, the fabric flaring out and showing off the panties underneath.

For my top, I chose the hot pink lace bralette that hugged my chest perfectly, its thin straps making my shoulders look delicate and soft. I adjusted the cups slightly, the lace pressing gently against my skin and giving me the faintest outline of a feminine figure. Over it, I pulled on the crop top with “Daddy’s Girl”  written in glittering pink letters across the front. The bright white fabric clung to me snugly, stopping just above my navel and leaving a sliver of smooth skin visible between the top and skirt.

I stepped back from the mirror, taking in my reflection. The panties peeked out perfectly beneath the short skirt whenever I moved, a constant tease. The thigh highs made my legs look longer, the skirt flattered the curve of my hips, and the crop top completed the look with a teasing touch of sweetness. I looked every bit the eager, submissive sissy Daddy had molded me into. A little thrill shot through me as I imagined the look on his face when he walked through that door.

Satisfied with my appearance, I padded over to the front door, my heart racing in anticipation. I positioned myself just to the side, out of direct view, so I could surprise him the moment he stepped inside. My stomach fluttered with a mix of nerves and excitement as I waited, shifting my weight from one foot to the other. The soft swish of my skirt, the lace rubbing gently against my thighs, and the feel of the stockings against my skin were a constant, teasing reminder of my plans.

This time, Daddy wouldn’t stand a chance. I’d make sure he couldn’t resist me.

One and a Half Hours Later…

My knees are getting sore, where’s Daddy?  I wondered, shifting slightly to ease the pressure. I had been kneeling by the door for the last half hour, convinced he would be back any second. The position was both humiliating and exhilarating, my anticipation building with every passing minute. This slutty greeting, combined with the outfit I’d carefully chosen, was all part of my master plan to seduce him into letting me taste his cock again. I was certain Daddy wouldn’t be able to resist.

Just as I was about to give up, I heard the telltale jingle of keys in the lock, and my heart leapt. The door swung open, revealing Daddy’s broad, sweaty form. His gym bag hung casually over one shoulder, his tank top damp and clinging to his chiseled torso. Even in the dim light of the entryway, he looked like the very definition of a man—strong, confident, and utterly in control.

“You’re back, Daddy!” I beamed, the joy in my voice genuine as I tilted my head to look up at him. It had only been an hour and a half, but it felt like years.

“Hey, baby,” he chuckled, his deep voice sending a familiar shiver down my spine. “What are you doing down there?”

Instead of answering, I reached for his waistband with both hands, eager to start. My fingers grazed the slick fabric of his gym shorts, but before I could go further, Daddy’s hand shot out to stop me.

“Ah ah ahhh,” he tutted, shaking his head with that infuriatingly confident smirk. “If you want something, you’ve gotta ask nicely, like a good girl. You’re a good girl, right?”

My lips formed a pout, heat rising in my cheeks. I couldn’t believe he was going to make me say it. There went my carefully crafted plan. But as much as I hated the idea of begging outright, my desperation outweighed my pride. I could smell the musk of his sweat rolling off him in waves, heady and intoxicating, making my thoughts hazy with need.

Swallowing my embarrassment, I lifted my gaze to meet his piercing gray eyes. Kneeling before him, the position felt natural—right. My voice came out shaky, but I didn’t hold back. “Pleeeaaaase, Daddy, please can I suck your BBC? It’s all I’ve been thinking about. I need it in my mouth, I need to taste you, I need to taste your cum again. I just want to worship your big black cock like a good slut.”

His smirk widened, a glint of amusement in his eyes. “Well, since you asked so politely…”

Before he could finish, my hands were back at his waistband, tugging his gym shorts and underwear down in one swift motion. His beautiful cock spilled free, soft but still commanding, the thick shaft hanging heavily over his low, full balls. My breath caught as I took in the sight. His sack looked so full and hefty compared to my tiny, smooth balls that barely even hung. The contrast sent a thrill through me, making my clitty twitch in my damp panties.

Daddy stepped forward, his cock swinging slightly with the motion, before lifting it over my head and dropping it onto my face with a meaty thwomp . The weight of it alone made me dizzy, his sack hanging tantalizingly close to my lips. The smell of him hit me immediately—a raw, masculine musk that made my knees wobble. It was the scent of testosterone, power, and dominance, and it made me crave him even more.

Raising myself slightly, I pressed my face into his balls, the heat radiating off his skin like smoldering coals. His sweat clung to him, slick and salty, and it smeared onto my cheeks as I buried my nose against his base. I inhaled deeply, the scent filling my senses and making my head spin.

“Ohhhhhh,” I whined, the sound muffled against his flesh. The intensity of his musk overwhelmed me, making my clitty throb painfully against the confines of my lace panties. I gripped his thick, muscled thighs to steady myself, my fingers digging into his skin. My mind raced with thoughts of how much bigger, stronger, and better he was. How could I have ever thought I was a man when Daddy embodied everything I wasn’t? Next to him, I was nothing more than a submissive slut, made to be bred and used by real men like him.

At first, I couldn’t tear my gaze away from his cock. Every vein fascinated me, the way they stood out against his dark, smooth skin, and the way his sack swayed gently beneath it. But the intensity of staring made me feel cross-eyed, so I looked up at him instead. Daddy was already watching me, his gray eyes boring into mine with a look that made my heart flutter and my stomach flip.

His lips curled into a knowing smile, and I felt weak under the weight of his gaze. My clitty strained against my panties, the wet lace from my sissy juices clinging to me uncomfortably. The sensation only heightened my arousal, and I had to take a deep breath to steady myself. But even that was impossible with my face pressed so firmly against him, his scent clouding my thoughts.

Giving in completely, I let instinct take over. My tongue darted out, running along the base of his cock, tasting the salty tang of his sweat. His skin was slick and warm against my lips, and I couldn’t stop myself from licking again, and again, each taste more addictive than the last.

Daddy chuckled, his hand coming to rest on the back of my head. “That’s it, baby,” he murmured, his voice low and approving. “You know where you belong.”

His words sent a shiver down my spine, and I whimpered softly against him. I was exactly where I belonged—on my knees, worshipping him. And I wasn’t going to stop until he let me have every inch of him.

My lips parted, gently capturing a portion of the velvety skin of Daddy’s ball sack, and I pulled it delicately into my mouth. My tongue flicked out to caress him, savoring the salty tang of his sweat as I closed my eyes and immersed myself in the moment. The texture was heavenly—warm, smooth, and alive beneath my touch.

Above me, I felt Daddy’s length twitch against my face, a subtle reaction that sent a shiver of satisfaction through my body. I smiled against him, thrilled by how responsive he was to my devotion.

Another slow, tender lick and the python resting on my cheek twitched again. A ripple ran up Daddy’s powerful frame, and I knew I had him exactly where I wanted. Oh.

Knowing I was bringing him pleasure, I made it my mission to lavish every inch of his sack with affection. My tongue moved purposefully, cleaning every bead of sweat from his cum-laden balls, the musky taste lingering on my tongue and making me crave more. When I’d tasted every inch of him, I still wasn’t satisfied. My hunger for him only grew.

I opened my mouth wider, the stretch making my jaw ache slightly, and carefully enveloped one of his massive balls completely. The weight of it filled my mouth, pressing against my tongue, the smooth, taut skin barely fitting inside. I flicked my tongue over it, marveling at how huge and heavy it was—probably bigger than my entire tiny, smooth ball sack combined. The comparison sent a rush of heat through me, reinforcing my place beneath him.

“Mmmmmm,” I hummed into his sack, the vibrations eliciting a deep moan from Daddy above me.

“Ohhh fuckkkk,” he groaned, his voice rough with desire.

“Mfffff,” I moaned back, my response muffled by the fullness of his ball in my mouth. I loved every wrinkle of his skin against my tongue, every movement of the heavy orb as it shifted in my mouth, a testament to the cum-filled tanks it housed.

I got lost in the act, switching between his balls, my lips, and my tongue exploring every inch of his sack. My dainty little mouth struggled to contain him, but the challenge only made me more eager. Daddy’s low moans, his head tilting back to the ceiling as he succumbed to the pleasure, spurred me on even further. I worked tirelessly, determined to worship him as thoroughly as I could.

Eventually, I realized I could no longer taste the salt of his sweat—only my own saliva. His sack, once slick with perspiration, was now drenched in my spit. My chin dripped with it, the mess a testament to my dedication. Satisfied with my work, I released him with a wet pop and moved my attention upward. It was time for the main course.

Flattening my tongue, I started at the base of his thick, veiny shaft, licking my way upward in one long, deliberate motion. The salty tang of sweat and the faint taste of precum greeted me as I reached the tip. I paused, licking my lips and smiling up at him. “Your balls taste so good, Daddy.”

“Fuck,” he muttered, his voice strained. “You really are a natural sissy, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy,” I simpered, the words tumbling out without hesitation. “I was made to serve you.”

Without waiting for a response, I pressed my lips to his shaft, showering it with soft, wet kisses. My tongue darted out between each kiss, tracing the intricate network of veins that ran along his length. Every groan and grunt from Daddy emboldened me, fueling my desire to please him. But I didn’t want to delay any longer. I was desperate to have him in my mouth.

I opened wide, wrapping my lips around the bulbous head of his cock, and began to lap at the precum that had pooled there. The taste was intoxicating—salty, musky, and uniquely him. I let out a contented sigh around him, savoring the flavor like a kitten drinking cream.

Daddy’s hand slid to the back of my head, his fingers tangling in my hair as he ran them along my scalp. The sensation sent a shiver down my spine, making me squirm on my knees. His gentle yet commanding touch reminded me of my place beneath him, and I closed my eyes, fully surrendering to the moment.

But I couldn’t relax for long. I was determined to make this the best blowjob of Daddy’s life. Opening my eyes, I looked up at him, meeting his gaze with my best puppy-dog eyes. His cock rested heavily in my mouth, the girth stretching my lips as I slowly began to bob my head.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice low and approving. His hand on the back of my head guided me, helping me take more of him with each motion. I gagged slightly as his cock brushed the back of my throat, but I didn’t let up. The wet sound of my efforts filled the room— glug glug glug —as I worked him with everything I had.

Tears pricked the corners of my eyes as I pushed myself further, determined to take as much of him as possible. Daddy’s grip on my hair tightened, setting a steady rhythm as I struggled to keep up. My spit dribbled down his shaft, mixing with the precum as it coated my lips and chin.

Daddy, being Daddy, lasts a while of course, but he's no match for my sissy mouth and determination, and soon, I have Daddy looking up at the ceiling grunting "Oof, fuck baby I'm gonna cum." I love making him feel so good that he has to look away from me. It truly makes me feel like a good sissy.

Lost in the haze of my thoughts, I realized too late that I wasn’t ready to take Daddy’s load. My eyes widened just as he let out a deep, guttural grunt, and a flood of thick, hot liquid filled my mouth. The taste hit my tongue immediately—salty, musky, and undeniably addictive. His cock pulsed with each spurt, seeming to grow even larger in my mouth as it unleashed wave after wave of his cum.

I swallowed as quickly as I could, desperate to keep up, but it was no use. His load was too much for me, and soon, sticky rivulets dribbled from the corners of my mouth, trailing down my chin and even splattering onto the base of his softening girth. I whimpered softly, overwhelmed by the intensity of his release, but thrilled to have made him feel so good.

When the deluge finally subsided, I swirled the remaining cum in my mouth, savoring the heavenly flavor before reluctantly swallowing it down. But there was still more. I gazed at the mess on his shaft and the drops on my chin, my heart racing as I leaned forward to clean him thoroughly.

Starting with his cock, I wrapped my lips around his length and sucked up the remnants of his release, running my tongue along every vein and groove. His skin was still hot against my lips, the salty aftertaste mingling with his sweat as I cleaned him completely. Then, with deliberate care, I used my fingers to gather the cum from my chin, pushing it into my mouth and sucking each finger clean. I hummed with satisfaction, making sure to leave nothing behind.

“Mmmmm, you taste so good, Daddy,” I sighed, my voice dreamy and soft, my eyes half-lidded in a cum-induced haze. “Thank you so much for your cum.”

Daddy smiled down at me, his thumb brushing gently over my cheek. I nuzzled into his palm instinctively, the warmth of his touch grounding me. “Anything for my good little girl,” he murmured. “You really do love sucking Daddy’s cock and tasting Daddy’s cum, don’t you, baby?”

“I do, Daddy,” I admitted without hesitation, my voice filled with adoration. “I just love pleasing you so much. It makes me so happy when you feel good. And your cum… it’s so addicting.” My words trailed off into a contented sigh, my heart swelling with pride.

As I spoke, I noticed one last drop of cum clinging to the tip of his cock, threatening to fall. Without thinking, I leaned forward and wrapped my lips around the head, sucking gently to capture the last remnants of his release. Daddy grunted softly, his length twitching in my mouth, still sensitive from his climax.

Learning from my earlier mistake, I used my fingers to squeeze the base of his shaft, coaxing out every last drop while ignoring how tender he must have been. I sucked him clean, savoring every moment, until I was certain there was nothing left to take. Then, sitting back on my calves, I let out another dreamy sigh, licking my lips as I smiled up at him.

“Fffuuuckkk, baby,” Daddy growled, his voice dripping with possession. “I just want to throw you on the bed and make you mine.”

My eyes widened in anticipation, and before I could respond, he had scooped me up effortlessly in his powerful arms. A surprised gasp escaped me as his hands gripped my ass, kneading the soft flesh as his lips crashed onto mine. Our tongues tangled desperately, the heat between us igniting as I clung to his neck, holding on as if my life depended on it.

Daddy carried me into the bedroom, his strides confident and deliberate. Once there, he tossed me onto the bed with ease, his strength making me feel weightless. Before I could catch my breath, he was on me, practically ripping my clothes away. The skirt, the bralette, the panties—all gone in moments, leaving me exposed and vulnerable beneath him. I lay there, legs spread and pulled up toward my chest, my arms holding them in place as I offered myself to him completely.

Daddy’s eyes roamed over me, his gaze filled with hunger and dominance. His semi-hard length rested heavily on my clitty, the weight of it making me squeak in a mixture of pain and pleasure.

“Your cock is so big, Daddy,” I giggled nervously, my voice breathless. “Even when it’s not fully hard, it still completely covers my little clitty.”

Daddy chuckled, the sound deep and teasing. “I don’t know how you ever thought you were a man with that tiny thing,” he said, his words cutting but undeniably true. If I had still considered myself a man, they might have stung, but now, as his devoted sissy, they thrilled me. I loved being reminded of my place.

Backing up slightly, Daddy aimed the head of his cock at my tiny girl balls and delivered a sharp slap.  The sound echoed through the room, and my whole body twitched involuntarily as a pathetic whimper escaped me.

“Hnnnnnn, Daddyyy,” I moaned, the stinging sensation sending a jolt of heat straight to my clitty.

“You like that, slut?” he leered, his grin wicked.

“Yes, Daddy,” I whined, my voice trembling with need. “Please, slap my pathetic little balls with your huge cock. Show me what a real man’s cock is like.”

He didn’t hesitate, delivering another slap, then another, the heavy head of his cock colliding with my sensitive skin. Each impact sent a fresh wave of pleasure-pain through me, making me squirm and moan beneath him. My clitty leaked uncontrollably, tiny droplets of sissy juice pooling on my stomach as he continued his assault.

Slap. Slap. Slap.

Every strike brought more pathetic sounds from my lips, my whimpers growing louder as I begged him for more. My entire body trembled, my mind clouded with nothing but submission and the overwhelming sensation of Daddy’s dominance.

I was his completely, and I never wanted it to end.

Daddy kneels beside me, his massive, hard cock pressing against my cheek as I lay flat on the bed, perpendicular to him. The sheer weight and heat of it against my skin make my heart race. I can’t believe it—he’s hard again already, and it’s because of me. The realization sends a heady rush of desire through me, making me lightheaded. My lips part instinctively, ready to take him back into my mouth, but before I can, Daddy surprises me by sliding his middle finger between my lips.

“Get it nice and wet, princess. You’re going to need it,” he commands, his voice calm but filled with authority.

Obediently, I grab his wrist with both hands, cradling it as I begin sucking on his finger with everything I have. I swirl my tongue around the digit, coating it in saliva while my lips wrap tightly around it, moving up and down as if it were his cock. I make sure to be as sloppy as possible, letting the excess drool drip freely down my chin and onto my neck. All the while, I look up at him with my best puppy-dog eyes, silently pleading for his approval.

“Good girl,” Daddy praises, his lips curving into a satisfied smile. The words send a wave of pride through me, and I feel my clitty twitch in response. He pulls his finger from my mouth, a glistening trail of drool momentarily bridging the gap before it breaks and lands on my already messy neck and chest. I don’t care about the mess—I’m too focused on where that finger is heading next.

Daddy’s hand moves slowly, purposefully, trailing downward until it reaches my sissy pussy. My breath catches as I feel the first gentle pressure of his fingertip against my tight, untouched hole.

“Push, baby. Relax yourself and push against me,” he croons, his tone soft but commanding.

I do as he says, taking a deep breath and relaxing my body as much as I can. With a gentle but firm motion, his finger slides inside me with a satisfying pop. The sensation is strange at first—foreign and slightly uncomfortable—but it quickly transforms into something else entirely. The stretch, the fullness—it feels so good, and I can’t stop the moan that escapes me.

“Ohhhhh Daddyyyyyyy,” I whine, my voice trembling with pleasure.

“Suck on my cock, baby,” Daddy commands, his voice filled with expectation. I don’t hesitate, eagerly wrapping my lips around the head of his thick, soft monster. My tongue flicks out, alternating between swirling around the sensitive crown and teasing his frenulum, the spot I know drives him wild. The taste of his precum coats my tongue, salty and addictive, and I let out a muffled moan as the flavor fills my mouth.

Meanwhile, Daddy’s finger begins sliding in and out of my sissy pussy, the rhythmic motion sending waves of pleasure through me. My clitty leaks uncontrollably, drenching my midriff in sticky sissy juices that drip onto the bed beneath me. I’m a mess, but I don’t care. The double sensation of being filled and tasting Daddy’s cock pushes me into a higher plane of arousal, leaving me panting and moaning around his shaft.

Without warning, I feel Daddy slipping a second finger into me. The stretch is intense, forcing a high-pitched, feminine “Mmmmmf” from my throat as my body struggles to accommodate him. The discomfort is fleeting, quickly replaced by a deeper pleasure as his fingers work together to explore my insides. My moans grow louder, vibrating against his cock as I continue sucking and licking with renewed enthusiasm.

If I could, I’d tell Daddy how much I love this—how much I adore tasting his precum and feeling his fingers inside me—but I don’t want to stop worshipping his cock. Instead, I pour all my devotion into my actions, letting my muffled moans speak for me. I want him to know how good he’s making me feel, how grateful I am for his touch.

Determined to please him even more, I reach up with one hand to lovingly cradle his heavy, full balls. The weight of them in my palm makes my heart race, and I can’t stop myself from gently fondling them, rolling them between my fingers as I marvel at the size and fullness compared to my own tiny, smooth sack. With my other hand, I stroke the base of his thick shaft, my pale, delicate fingers contrasting starkly against the dark, veiny length. The visual difference—the softness of my effeminate self against the hard masculinity of Daddy—sends another jolt of arousal through me.

Daddy grunts in pleasure, his deep, guttural sounds spurring me on. His fingers inside me pick up speed, stretching and filling me with precision, and I can feel myself teetering on the edge. The tidal waves of pleasure from my sissy pussy ripple through me, making my entire body writhe on the bed. My ass clenches around his fingers involuntarily, trying to keep him inside me as the sensation builds to an unbearable peak.

I’m so close, but I don’t want to cum alone. I need Daddy to cum with me—I need to feel him lose himself as I do. Redoubling my efforts, I moan desperately around his cock, my tongue working feverishly against the sensitive head while my hand flies up and down his shaft. My other hand continues to massage his balls, my fingers kneading them lovingly as I try to coax him over the edge.

Daddy’s grunts grow louder, his breaths coming in short, ragged gasps. His fingers move even faster, driving me wild as my entire body trembles with need. I can feel it—the moment is almost here. I’m going to cum, and I can tell from the look on Daddy’s face and the twitching of his cock that he’s right there with me.

“Daddy, Daddy, I’m gonna cum,” I tried to moan around the thick length filling my mouth, but all that came out was a garbled, desperate, “D-Dah, Dadddyyy, I’m guhhhh cuhhhh.” The words barely made sense, but it didn’t matter—my body took over, and the orgasm crashed into me like a tidal wave.

“Ohhhhhh,” I whimpered, my voice muffled as my entire body convulsed with pleasure. My clitty twitched pathetically, leaking a weak dribble of watery cum onto my tummy, but the real sensation—deep, overwhelming, and all-encompassing—radiated from my prostate and sissy hole. Daddy’s relentless fingers worked me mercilessly, driving me higher and higher as my moans transformed into effeminate cries of pure ecstasy.

I could feel the heat spreading through every inch of my body, my back arching off the bed as wave after wave of pleasure rolled over me. It was unlike anything I’d ever felt before. This wasn’t the short-lived, localized orgasm I used to feel as a man, confined to a few pathetic spurts from my clitty. This was something else entirely—full-bodied, intense, and almost endless. It was as if a dam had burst, flooding me with sensations that made my whole body tremble and spasm uncontrollably.

Somewhere in the haze of my orgasm, I heard Daddy’s deep groan, followed by the unmistakable warmth of something hot splattering across my face. My trembling fingers were still stroking his massive cock, coaxing every last drop of his thick, potent cum onto my flushed cheeks and lips. The realization sent another shiver through me, and I let out a high-pitched whine of pleasure as Daddy’s fingers drove me through the final crest of my orgasm.

My screams of pleasure gradually softened into heavy panting as the waves of ecstasy began to subside. The intensity of the orgasm left me limp and spent, my body trembling beneath Daddy’s strong hands. I couldn’t stop smiling, my chest heaving as I basked in the afterglow. It was pure bliss—better than anything I’d ever imagined. I knew at that moment I could never go back to the shallow orgasms of my past. This was what it meant to feel complete.

Daddy’s fingers finally slid out of me, leaving me feeling deliciously empty but still utterly fulfilled. I blinked up at him, dazed, as he reached down to scoop up the sticky mixture of my sissy juices and cum from my stomach. With deliberate care, he brought his fingers to my lips.

“Open,” he commanded softly.

Obediently, I parted my lips, sucking his fingers into my mouth and swirling my tongue around them. The taste was familiar but thin and watery compared to Daddy’s cum. It wasn’t the same, but I cleaned him eagerly, savoring every drop he offered me. Once I’d licked his fingers clean, Daddy shifted his focus to the sticky mess on my face.

As he scooped his cum from my cheeks and chin, my enthusiasm redoubled. My tongue darted out to meet his fingers, teasing him as I licked and sucked with devotion. I made sure to gather every last drop, my lips closing tightly around his digits as I swallowed with a satisfied hum. The rich, musky taste of his release filled me with warmth, and I shivered in delight, knowing I was taking him inside me where he belonged.

“Mmmmm, thank you for feeding me your cum, Daddy,” I murmured dreamily, my voice soft and content.

Daddy’s chocolate-brown eyes softened as he gazed down at me, his large hand cupping my cheek. He gently tilted my head so that our eyes met, and my heart skipped a beat. His intense stare held me captive, and I felt a rush of emotions—gratitude, adoration, and something deeper, something I couldn’t quite put into words.

“You see why I didn’t want you touching your clitty anymore, princess?” he rumbled, his voice low and steady.

“Yes, Daddy…” I whispered, my voice trembling. I wanted to say more, to tell him how much he meant to me, but the words caught in my throat. Instead, I let my gaze do the talking, pouring all the love and passion I felt for him into my eyes.

An eternity seemed to pass as we stared at each other, and I finally managed to find my voice. “Thank you for showing me how a real orgasm feels. I won’t touch my pathetic clitty again, I promise.”

Daddy’s lips curled into a satisfied smile, and he shifted his hand from beneath my head, sliding his other arm under the crook of my legs. In one smooth motion, he scooped me up like I weighed nothing, cradling me against his broad chest. I let out a soft gasp, wrapping my arms around his neck as I nestled my head against him. His warmth enveloped me, and I felt so small and safe in his arms.

He carried me effortlessly into the bathroom, his confident strides steady and sure. I clung to him, nuzzling into his chest and breathing in his scent. He was so much bigger than me, so much stronger, and I knew in his arms that nothing bad could ever happen to me.

The squeak of the shower handle turning broke the silence, followed by the sound of water cascading from the nozzle. Daddy adjusted the temperature, waiting for the water to warm before stepping inside with me still in his arms. Once satisfied, he gently set me down under the spray, the hot water washing over me in a soothing cascade.

Daddy reached for the soap, lathering it in his hands before running it over my smooth body. His touch was firm yet tender as he cleaned me, his strong hands gliding over every curve and crevice. I closed my eyes, leaning into his touch as he rinsed away the sticky remnants of our passion. The water mingled with the soap and my juices, leaving me feeling refreshed and utterly cared for.

As he worked, his hands lingered on my hips, my thighs, my chest—every inch of me received his attention. He washed me with a loving thoroughness that made my heart swell, his quiet strength grounding me as I basked in the intimacy of the moment.

Daddy passes the soap to me, and my hands tremble slightly as I take it. I lather my palms, biting my lip as I drink at the sight of his body. He’s so big, so muscular, and so overwhelming that I feel momentarily paralyzed. My gaze trails over his broad chest, his powerful arms, and the thick, veined cock hanging between his legs. I’m so small and weak compared to him, and the thought makes my clitty throb.

I start with his chest, my dainty, pale hands sliding over his dark skin. The contrast is intoxicating—his smooth, masculine skin beneath my soft, delicate fingers. His chest feels like granite, every muscle hard and unyielding under my touch. My soapy hands move to his broad shoulders, marveling at their width compared to my narrow, girly frame. He towers over me, his presence making me feel so small, so insignificant, and so completely his.

As I work my way down, my fingers trace the hard ridges of his abs, each dip and curve a reminder of how much stronger and more powerful he is. The difference between us couldn’t be clearer—his body is built for dominance, while mine is soft, weak, and made to serve.

Finally, I reached the prize. My hands trail lower, wrapping gently around his heavy, low-hanging balls. They feel so full, so potent, and just holding them makes me ache with need. I cradle them lovingly, my other hand wrapping around his thick shaft. Even soft, his cock feels enormous in my hands, and as I stroke him slowly, I watch in awe as it begins to harden. My pale fingers look so small against the dark, veiny length, and I can’t help but feel a rush of pride knowing I’m the one making him hard.

Unable to resist, I lean forward and press my lips to his chest, leaving small, wet kisses as my hands continue their work. I can hear Daddy groaning softly, his body responding to my touch, and it sends a thrill through me. My kisses trail downward, my lips brushing over his abs as I worship him, but before I can go further, Daddy grunts and stops me.

His strong fingers lace through my hair, gripping the back of my head firmly, while his other hand grabs my ass, kneading it possessively. I look up into his intense, chocolate eyes, my hands splayed against his broad chest as he pulls me onto my tiptoes and crashes his lips onto mine.

I melt into him, completely overwhelmed by his dominance. His lips are rough and demanding, his tongue invading my mouth as I moan helplessly against him. His chest presses against mine, his hard muscles a sharp contrast to my soft, smooth body. I feel like a helpless little girl kissing her first crush, my heart fluttering wildly as I cling to him. Daddy’s tongue dominates mine, his control absolute, and I can do nothing but whimper and moan, letting him take what he wants.

Suddenly, his hands shift, and before I know it, I’m lifted effortlessly into the air. I squeak in surprise, wrapping my arms and legs around him as I cling to his broad shoulders. His cock presses against my stomach, hard and throbbing, leaving a slick trail of precum on my skin. My back meets the cool, wet tiles of the shower wall, and I shudder at the contrast between the cold surface and the heat of Daddy’s body.

He grinds against me, his cock pressing against my rosebud, teasing my entrance but not pushing in. My breath hitches, and my moans turn into needy whimpers as I squirm in his grip. Daddy pulls back from the kiss, his piercing eyes locking onto mine.

“You want it inside you, don’t you?” he growls, his voice low and rough. “You want me to fuck you?”

My ears burn with shame, and I can’t bring myself to meet his gaze. I turn my head to the side, biting my lip as I nod timidly. There’s nothing else in the world I want more, but admitting it out loud feels too humiliating.

“You’re not ready yet, princess,” he says, his tone firm but patient. “You need to be trained if you want to get fucked by a real dick.”

I pout at his words, my cheeks flushing with frustration, but I know he’s right. The memory of his fingers stretching me earlier flashes through my mind, and I know his massive cock would be too much for me to handle right now.

“I—um… how can we train my hole, Daddy?” I ask hesitantly, my voice barely above a whisper.

“So eager, sissy,” he chuckles, his deep voice dripping with amusement. “Let’s towel off, and I’ll grab some toys for you.”

After drying off, Daddy leads me to his bedroom. He opens a drawer, revealing an array of anal plugs and dildos in various shapes and sizes. My cheeks burn as I stare at the collection, feeling both nervous and excited.

“Which plug, baby?” he asks, gesturing to the lineup.

I scan the options, my eyes landing on a cute pink plug shaped like a little rod with two flared sections. “That one looks small and manageable, Daddy,” I say, pointing to it.

Daddy smirks knowingly, and my cheeks flush even deeper as I realize that even this “small” plug is bigger than my clitty. He doesn’t say anything, but the embarrassment still makes my stomach twist.

“Alright, princess. Lay down in my lap,” he commands, sitting on the edge of the bed and patting his legs.

I eagerly climb onto his lap, my naked body pressing against his warm thighs. His skin feels firm and comforting beneath me as I position myself with my ass raised high, presenting myself to him.

“Raise your ass to the sky, baby,” he orders, and I comply, shivering as I feel the cold squirt of lube against my tight hole.

“Eeep! It’s cold, Daddyyyyyyy,” I whine, squirming slightly.

Daddy doesn’t respond verbally, but I feel the tip of the plug pressing against my entrance. He pushes gently, the cool, firm material stretching me as it slides in. It feels different from his fingers—less warm, more rigid—but the stretch is just as intense. I moan softly as the widest part enters, the sensation teetering on the edge of discomfort. Then, with a satisfying pop, my hole closes around the thinner neck of the plug.

Daddy gives it a little wiggle, and I can’t help but moan loudly. “Nnnngh,” I whimper, my clitty twitching and leaking fresh sissy juices despite having just cum. “Thank you, Daddy,” I sigh, my voice dreamy.

He slaps my ass lightly, making me jump. “Now clean up the mess you made, baby.”

I immediately lower myself, my tongue darting out to lap up the sticky juices from his thighs. The taste is salty and thin, but I savor it, cleaning every drop as Daddy watches me with approval. When I finish, he tells me to fetch some water for us.

I nod, standing on wobbly legs as I head for the door. The plug shifts inside me with every step, sending little jolts of pleasure through my body.

“Princess?” Daddy’s voice stops me just before I leave.

“Yes, Daddy?” I ask, turning to look back at him.

“You’re such a good sissy,” he says, his voice warm but commanding. “I can’t wait to make you a real girl. And don’t forget to sway that ass.”

His words send a thrill through me, my heart racing as I blush furiously. “Y-yes, Daddy,” I stammer, the thought of him claiming me fully making my clitty throb. As I walk to the kitchen, I sway my ass as femininely as I can, knowing he’s watching. The weight of the plug and the slickness between my legs make every step feel like a tease, and I smile to myself.

This is only the beginning. I’ll do anything to please him, and soon, I’ll be ready to take all of him.

***
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