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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 two parts of this story. I had genuinely forgotten I’d almost finished the third part of the book, too. Alas, I finally found it out when I was cleaning up my files and went about finishing this up for ya’ll, so here is the part where our older, stronger, BBC Roommate/Daddy finally takes our Patty’s cherry.

Knowing how much you enjoyed the journey of our 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 third part picks up right where the second one  left off, so if you haven’t read the first two parts yet, I highly encourage you to go back and experience them. Here’s the first part's 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


Chapter 1

I didn’t know that one plug would turn into ten days of... this.

It’s funny. Back then, I thought I was being bold (sexy even), walking around with that cute little plug inside me, my hips swaying just the way Daddy told me to. I felt so proud, so slutty, like I was becoming something new. And I was. But that was just Day One.

Because starting Day Two, Daddy had a new plug waiting for me.

It was bigger. Not monstrously so like his large and tasty black cock — Daddy ain’t cruel like that. But it was enough to make me hesitate when I saw it. Enough to make me whimper when he lubed it up and told me to bend over. Enough to make my thighs tremble while he worked it in slow and deep, his palm steady against the small of my back, cooing soft praises in that warm, low growl that makes my insides melt. And once it was in... I didn’t want to take it out.

But even as my body started getting used to the stretch, as I began craving the pressure, the fullness, the way it made my steps feel like moans wrapped in motion. I couldn’t stop wondering how I’d ever take something real. Daddy’s cock isn’t just big. It’s massive. Thick and veiny and gorgeous and so much more  than any toy he’s fed me so far. My hole clenches at the thought of it, my breath catches every time I remember the weight of it laying across my face or pulsing against my cheek after I’ve licked it clean.

How is my pussy supposed to stretch enough for that? How am I supposed to survive being split open and filled like that, when even these plugs make me shake and drip and cry out Daddy’s name? And worse… what if he pushes in and I fail? What if I can’t take it, and he stops and decides I’m not ready?

But then ... I remember his voice. The way he said, "You’re mine, princess. And I’ll make you ready."

So I keep pushing. I breathe through the stretch. I ride the plug when no one’s looking. I clench around it during chores, letting myself daydream about the day he finally decides my pussy isn’t just for plugging anymore.

That it’s ready to be claimed.

Day Two’s had already left me soft-kneed. That second plug was shorter but noticeably thicker, the kind of toy that didn’t look intimidating until it was actually pressing against your entrance, stretching you wider than you thought you could take. Daddy didn’t rush. He never rushes when he’s training his girl. He made me hold the edge of the counter and breathe while he worked the slick, warm silicone past that first ring of tight resistance, whispering how good I was, how my pussy was waking up.

Day Three was longer. Sleeker. The kind that made me feel it when I walked, like a tapping reminder deep inside me with every sway. I remember making breakfast with this subtle, rhythmic fullness pulsing in my belly, my thighs rubbing, my clitty leaking behind the thin cotton panties Daddy had picked for the day. I didn’t know how addicted I already was becoming, how quickly my body would memorize that sensation.

Then Day Four… Daddy didn’t have to say a word. I saw that plug laid out on the towel — wide at the middle, pear-shaped, already gleaming with lube — and my entire body tensed. He watched me stare at it with that slow, knowing smile, like he could already see the way my thighs would shake. And when he eased it into me, inch by careful inch, the stretch made my eyes flutter open and water. Not from pain. From submission. From the overwhelming, helpless awareness that I was being shaped for him.

By Day Five, my eyes were watering constantly, and my lips were whimpereing reflexively. Every day had its purpose. Every toy had its lesson.

Not because he was hurting me. Daddy doesn’t hurt me – never. But because the plug for that day was so wide, and my sissy pussy felt so stretched, so stuffed, so achingly full that I didn’t know what to do with myself. Every little step made me clench. Every bend forward made me gasp. I was a mess, a needy, horny, swollen sissy mess. And Daddy wouldn’t let me cum.

Not the way I used to.

No, those days are over.

My pathetic clitty hasn’t been touched properly in over a week now. Not since Day Three. That night, I did something stupid. Weak. I was in the shower, my plug sitting snug and deep, and I was just so... pent up. So desperate. I thought maybe if I rubbed myself a little, just a little , maybe Daddy wouldn’t notice. Maybe it wouldn’t count.

It counted.

Daddy knew. He always knows.

When I stepped out of the bathroom that night, towel wrapped around my chest, trying to act normal, Daddy was waiting for me. Sitting on the edge of the bed. Holding something pink in his palm. It was small, shiny, delicate—but the second I saw it, my stomach dropped.

“This was supposed to be a surprise for our special night,” he said, voice low, calm, disappointed . "A gift. But I think we both know you need it now."

I dropped to my knees and begged . Told him I’d be a good girl. That it wouldn’t happen again. That I could control it. But Daddy just cupped my chin and made me look him in the eye.

“You’re a sissy, baby. You don’t get control. You get guidance.”

The way the pink cage clicked shut around my tiny clit... I still feel it sometimes. I didn’t even flinch. Just listened to the sound, felt the pressure, and whimpered in gratitude. I was too weak to say no. I wanted to cry—not from sadness, but from how right  it felt. Like something sacred had been taken away from me, but not stolen. Given. Offered. Owned. That was the moment it truly became Daddy’s. The sudden restriction. The helplessness. The flutter in my belly that said: this is what I deserve.

And after that…

Seven days. Seven full days of being locked. Of feeling it press against the lace of my panties. Of leaking uncontrollably. Of waking up soaked from dreams I can't even remember clearly. Of kneeling to suck Daddy's cock with tears in my eyes because I can't even touch myself.

And yet... I've never felt more owned.

More his.

My clitty throbs constantly now. It aches when I do chores. It pulses when I pick out outfits. And oh, the outfits .

Daddy's made sure my wardrobe reflects my place. Every morning, he lays out my outfit like it's part of my duties, like my lingerie is my uniform. Sometimes it's soft and pastel, sometimes bold and slutty — but never my choice. Daddy says real girls don’t get to pick their lingerie; they earn it.

When I open my closet now, it doesn’t even look like mine anymore. The row of hangers sway gently with mesh chemises, babydoll slips, frilly rompers, strappy lingerie sets, and see-through crop tops that make my nipples poke out underneath. I sometimes just stand there, running my fingers over the lace and silk, imagining how I must look to Daddy when I wear each one. I don’t just get dressed  anymore — I get displayed .

Sometimes, Daddy will hold up two outfits, one pink, one black, and raise an eyebrow like he’s letting me choose. But I know better. I always point to the pink, because pink means I’ve been a good girl. Pink means Daddy might kiss my forehead. Black means I’m getting face-fucked before breakfast.

And when he sees I’ve picked pink? He’ll smile and say, "Good girl. Show me your plug before you put it on."

That’s the new ritual. I show him my pussy. He checks if I’ve stayed stretched overnight. Then I slip into whatever Daddy has planned for me and feel like his doll all over again.

At home, I live in satin shorts that barely cover anything. Lacy robes with nothing underneath. Baby tees so small they ride up and show my tummy. I have a drawer full of thongs and barely there panties that Daddy picks from each morning. My garter sets hang in the closet, sorted by colour and mood, along with packs of unopened, silky, smooth stockings. Some days I’m a soft pink princess. Other days, a little black slut. Always what Daddy wants.

Even my outside clothes have changed. We don’t go out much, but when we do? Booty shorts, snug and bright, hugging my hips and showing off the slight bounce I’ve been developing. Crop hoodies. Soft pastel tanks with built-in shelf bras. Pink velour joggers that cling in all the right places. I see the way people look. I blush, hide behind Daddy’s arm. But secretly?

I love it.

Because I'm not a boy anymore. I'm not even trying to be.

I'm a kept little sissy, locked and plugged and spoiled, and tonight... tonight, he's going to take me. After two whole weeks of prepping me up, tonight is finally that night for the main event of any sissy’s life.

My heart skips at the thought.

I step into the bathroom, the tiles cool beneath my feet, the scent of rosewater and body wash lingering in the air from my morning routine. I close the door behind me slowly, catching my reflection in the mirror.

Tonight’s the night.

Daddy's going to use my pussy for the first time.

And I need to be perfect for him.

I pause in front of the mirror, my breath catching as I stare at the girl looking back at me. She doesn’t even look real. Flushed cheeks, pouty lips, big soft eyes brimming with nerves and hope — and beneath the hem of my baby tee, the faintest outline of my locked clitty in lace. The latest plug’s bunny tail fluffs out behind me, perched perfectly between my cheeks. I look like something out of a sissy magazine. Or maybe a little doll waiting on a display shelf to be claimed.

For a moment, I forget to move. I just stare. My throat tightens. That girl in the mirror isn’t the boy who walked into this apartment weeks ago. She’s prettier than I ever thought I could be. Too  pretty. And she’s about to get her pussy used for the first time.

My knees wobble a little. I exhale and force myself to smile.

Because I want this. I want Daddy to see this version of me. The final version. The one he made.

I pause in front of the mirror, still breathing too softly, too carefully, as if any sudden movement might shatter the girl staring back at me. My cheeks are warm, my lips parted, my eyes already glassy with the weight of everything tonight means. I hold that gaze for one more trembling heartbeat, and then I exhale and turn toward the shower.

If Daddy is going to take my pussy tonight… then every inch of me needs to be worthy of him.

***

The bathroom feels warmer than usual, like the air itself knows what’s about to happen. Steam curls around my ankles as I step into the shower, and the first rush of hot water makes me gasp—not because it’s too hot, but because my skin has become so sensitive these last ten days that even heat feels like a caress.

I start with my legs, letting the water glide down the length of them before I reach for the razor. I’ve gotten faster at this. Ten days of shaving every morning because Daddy likes his girl smooth, ten days of watching the faint shadow of hair disappear under each careful, upward stroke.

But tonight… I go slower.

Not out of fear. Out of reverence.

The razor moves in long, tender lines, each stroke revealing more of the soft, bare skin Daddy loves to touch. My calves, my shins, the backs of my knees—I shave them all while imagining his hands there instead, tracing the same paths with his thumbs, squeezing, guiding my legs open.

My thighs take longer. They always do. The skin there is softer, and I can feel the plug shift slightly with every bend of my hips. A tingle runs through me, electric and needy, and I bite my lip as I spread my legs a little wider for balance. The sight of myself doing that—standing in the shower, legs apart, pussy stretched around days of training—sends a pulse through my belly.

I want to be smooth for him. Like a doll. Like something he picked up, dressed, trained, and is finally ready to unwrap.

My arms are quicker, tiny hairs disappearing instantly under the blade. Then my chest, my sternum, the soft skin around my nipples. The razor glides so easily now. I barely have to think. My underarms come next, and I lift them high, tilting my head to admire how bare I’ve become, how girlish my body already looks.

And then comes the most intimate part.

I turn off the shower for a moment, breathing hard as drops trickle down my body. Then I place one foot on the edge of the tub, spreading myself open, the plug sitting deep and perfect inside me as I run the razor carefully around my pussy area. Slow, gentle strokes. I’m not even touching anything sexual, not really—but I’m throbbing anyway. The steam makes my skin dewy, sensitive, desperate.

By the time I rinse off the last bit of shaving cream, I look exactly how Daddy likes me: slick, soft, smooth, and trembling.

But shaving is only the beginning.

Daddy said a good girl is always clean for her first time. So next was that.

The enema kit sits where he left it, right beside the folded towel I’m supposed to kneel on. He didn’t say I had to do it before he got home. He didn’t need to. By now, it’s become part of my daily ritual. Ever since Daddy started training me with plugs, flushing myself out has been non-negotiable. It’s not just about cleanliness, it’s about obedience. About preparing this body the way he expects. I’ve memorized every step: towel, lube, nozzle, squeeze, wait. I feel empty and ready after, like I’ve passed another unspoken test. Like I’m a little more his each time I do it without being told.

Good girls prepare.

I kneel down slowly, feeling the plug shift deep inside me as my knees meet the floor. My breath shivers out. My hands shake only a little as I fill the bulb with warm water and spread my legs just enough to reach behind myself.

The tip presses against me, and even though it’s nothing compared to the plugs Daddy’s trained me with, my pussy still twitches. I inhale, push gently, and the warm water fills me in slow, careful waves. It’s embarrassing how much it turns me on. How good the pressure feels. How humiliating it is… and how right.

I empty myself, breathe, repeat. Two full rounds, just like Daddy wants. Each time the warmth rushes through me, each time I clench around the plug afterward, I feel more prepared. More owned. More his.

By the time I stand again, my legs are shaky, and my pussy feels empty in a way that makes the promise of tonight almost unbearable.

The mirror fogs slightly, but I can still see myself well enough to do my makeup. A month ago, I barely knew how to hold a brush. Now, after dozens of tutorial videos and Daddy’s teasing comments about my “baby steps,” my hands move with soft, deliberate confidence.

A touch of pink blush on my cheeks, blending until my face looks flushed and shy. A thin shimmer of highlighter on my cheekbones. A soft wash of nude-peach shadow over my eyelids, then a whisper of brown in the crease. Mascara lengthens my lashes just enough to make my eyes look big and watery.

When I lean closer, the girl in the mirror looks hopeful. Nervous. Pretty.

Pretty enough for a real girl.

I uncap the lip gloss — strawberry tinted, Daddy’s favorite — and glide it over my lips until they shine like something edible. My mouth looks small, pouty, eager to be used.

“Daddy’s not going to believe me,” I whisper to myself, voice trembling.

A part of me still can’t believe it either.

The outfit is waiting in the closet like a promise. Brand new. Still carrying the faintest scent of packaging and luxury. It arrived in the mail just yesterday—Daddy had ordered it weeks ago, planned it, imagined me in it before I even knew it existed. And this morning, before he left for work, he took it out of the box himself and hung it right here for me, smoothing the fabric with his palms like he was presenting something sacred.

He tapped the hanger once, looked at me, and said, “Tonight, you’re finally going to take me in like the girl you are.”

My whole body lit up, stupid and shaky and needy. I’ve been thinking about that line all day. Turning it over in my mind. Feeling it settle inside me the way his cock will tonight.

The outfit - if you can even call it that - was White.

Lacy.

Pure in all the ways I’m not anymore.

I lift the lingerie gently, holding it up to the light. The bodice is a combination of sheer mesh and intricate floral lace, plunging down the center with a delicate V of transparency that would leave no secrets once it’s on me. A wide satin bow sits where my tummy begins, soft and girlish, like the kind of ribbon you’d tie around a gift.

The garters dangle down the sides, already paired with the matching white thigh-high stockings—lace topped, silky, and so soft they make my fingers tingle.

I slide the stockings up first, one slow inch at a time, watching the lace settle high on my thighs. The fabric kisses my freshly shaved skin, leaving a trail of goosebumps in its wake. My breath hitches when the lace band finally hugs the tops of my thighs—tight, possessive, like it’s claiming that part of me in Daddy’s name.

Then I reach for the garters, fastening the first clasp with trembling fingers. The second garter snaps into place a little harder, and the jolt makes me gasp. I didn’t mean to, but my hand brushes too close down there—a cruel, accidental tease through the thin white lace. My tucked slit clenches so sharply it almost hurts, the cage pressing forward with a helpless twitch. Heat rushes to my cheeks as I freeze in place, thighs quivering. For a moment I can’t breathe. I can only blush and wonder if Daddy wanted me this desperate before he even walked through the door.

I try to focus as I fasten the remaining garters, but the lingerie keeps seducing my body with every adjustment. The mesh slides over my hips like a whisper. The lace grazes the curve of my ass with each movement. When I pull the bodice up over my stomach, the cool fabric drags slowly across my skin, and I have to clamp my thighs together to stay steady. The feeling is too much—too intimate, too filthy—and it only gets worse when I guide the straps over my shoulders.

The moment they settle, the entire piece tightens around me, hugging my waist, smoothing my belly, lifting my chest. I can feel every contour of my body under the fabric. The lace panel between my legs presses right into the outline of my cage, creating a delicate, obscene little bulge between layers of white innocence.

I run my hands down my sides, fingertips grazing the sheer paneling. The touch sends shivers through me. I shouldn’t be this turned on just from getting dressed, but my body reacts like each brush of lace is Daddy’s hand instead—meant to remind me who I belong to.

When I tug the straps one last time to settle the lingerie perfectly in place, I swear I hear myself whimper—soft, needy, involuntary. Then I step into the lingerie, pulling it up over my hips. The mesh clings instantly, hugging my waist, smoothing over my belly, cupping the lower curves of my cheeks.

The lace panel in the center presses right against my cage, outlining the tiny bump of it. It’s obscene. Beautiful.

When I tug the straps over my shoulders and let the whole piece settle into place, I swear I hear myself whimper.

I don’t even look like a boy anymore.

Daddy really made me into something.

Something soft.

Something pretty.

Something he can take.

I turned side to side, watching the bow shift with my hips in the full size mirror, the soft lace was pulling at my thighs like it was made for me. My chest looked almost full. My lips were wet and shiny. Would anyone even know I wasn’t born like this?

One last thing.

The bunny-tail plug.

This one is white and plush, a perfect match to the lingerie’s innocent aesthetic. But the plug itself is slightly bigger than yesterday’s, pear-shaped and beautifully polished. I coat it with lube, holding it with both hands for a moment as my heart thumps against my ribs.

I bend over the counter, spreading myself open as best I can with shaking fingers. The tip presses to my entrance, slick and cool, and I exhale slowly as I begin to push.

The stretch burns in the sweetest way.

A long, slow glide.

Then—

pop.

It locks into place.

My pussy tightens instinctively around the widest part, my breath hitching as the fluffy white tail settles between my cheeks. I stand carefully, feeling the weight of it, the sway of it when I move. I turn in the mirror.

And there she is.

A girl.

A girl with a tail.

Waiting for Daddy is somehow the hardest part.

I sit on the bed first, hands folded neatly, legs tucked to the side like the good girl I want to be. Then I pace. Then I kneel on the floor. Then I sit again, trying different poses, different angles, imagining how Daddy might want to see me when he walks in.

The plug shifts every time I move.

My makeup gets checked every few minutes.

My breaths are shallow.

My mind won’t stop whispering fantasies—hands on my hips, his voice in my ear, the first push of him inside me.

I knelt back down, thighs parted, imagining his hands on me. Would he pull the bow aside gently… or just tear it off? Would he whisper how tight I felt, or growl it into my ear while he pushed inside? I practiced my breathy “Please, Daddy,” once. Then twice. My cheeks burned, but my pussy twitched.

And just when I’m kneeling again, fingers pressed lightly to my lips, thighs trembling—

I hear the front door unlock.

Daddy’s home.


Chapter 2

The key turned.

A soft metallic clink, followed by the low, grating sweep of the bolt sliding open. The kind of sound that wouldn't mean much to anyone else—just a man coming home. But to me, kneeling there in the bedroom, trembling in sheer anticipation, it sounded like the toll of a church bell. Sacred. Marking the start of something monumental.

Then came the second sound.

The door opened slowly. A breath of outside air crept in, tinged with cool city dust and faint leather. His scent. And I could hear it—his shoes on the hardwood floor, each step deliberate. Measured. Confident. They paused just inside the threshold.

And then… the sigh.

That low, tired exhale that always followed a long day. The one I’d come to associate with safety, with structure, with knowing Daddy was home and I could finally drop into the soft, needy thing he kept me as.

My knees hit the carpet before I could think.

I folded them together, hands resting on my thighs like I’d practised, like I’d trained. Chin up. Eyes down. Back straight. My breathing was shallow, tight little puffs that made my glossed lips tremble, the faintest scent of strawberry wafting up with each one. The bunny tail swayed with every shift of my hips, a soft little puff of white that told the world what I was.

His.

The footsteps resumed, slower now, heavier, like he knew I was waiting. Like he wanted to make me feel each step.

And then… nothing.

I held my breath.

Another soft sound—his keys dropping into the tray, that familiar clatter followed by the low whisper of leather as he shrugged off his jacket. A rustle. A pause. Too long. Like he was just… standing there. Letting me squirm. Letting me wonder if he’d even come to the bedroom yet, or if he was leaning against the hallway wall watching me through the sliver of the cracked door.

Was he going to walk in now? Or wait? Was this another part of the test? My thighs pressed together instinctively, the plug shifting inside me with a dull, needy pressure. My hands tightened on my lap.

My mind spun.

What if he’s just standing there, silently judging? What if he sees me kneeling like this and thinks I’m not ready? What if he wants me to crawl to him instead?

I nearly whimpered at the thought. My lips parted, but I bit back the sound. Too needy, too soon. I had to wait. I had to be perfect.

I adjusted my pose ever so slightly, arched my back a touch more, felt the lace tighten around my thighs and the faint pull of the tail where it fluffed out behind me.

And then the bedroom door creaked open.

And then the bedroom door creaked open.

Silence.

He stopped at the threshold.

I didn’t look up—but I felt it. That moment. The way the air thickened. The way my whole body went still under his gaze, like prey that knows the predator has finally arrived. Like I’d been sculpted into this moment—groomed, plugged, locked, shaved, glossed—and now the artist had returned to admire his work.

He said nothing.

But I heard the soft inhale. The brief pause. The way the floor groaned slightly beneath his shift in weight. I felt it before I saw it.

He moved.

Circling.

Daddy didn’t say a word at first. He just walked around me in a slow, deliberate arc. Like I was something to be hunted. Something to be judged. I stayed perfectly still, resisting the urge to tremble, though the muscles in my thighs twitched from the weight of the plug pressing deep inside me.

His fingers trailed through the air just behind me, then closer—closer—until I felt the pads of them brush across the lace cupping my ass.

And then he gripped the base of the tail.

But this time, he didn’t just tug.

He twisted.

Slowly. Deliberately. The plug rotated inside me with a deep, rounded pressure that made my knees wobble where I knelt. My breath hitched—no, broke—into a thin, trembling gasp as my pussy clenched tight around the widest part instinctively, fluttering like it was begging for more.

Heat flooded my cheeks. Humiliation. Pride. Need. All tangled together in a messy, dizzying knot beneath my skin.

Daddy kept twisting, just enough to make me feel every fraction of movement, the silicone dragging against my stretched rim in a way that felt both intimate and obscene. His fingers were firm on the base, guiding the rotation like he was winding up a doll.

And I was.

A bunny-tailed doll bent on her knees, cheeks spread, hole fluttering around the toy he trained her on.

I couldn’t stop imagining how I must look from above—my lace pulled tight across my ass, the white puff of the tail perched between my cheeks, the pretty stretch of my pussy wrapped around the gleaming plug. Owned. Prepared. Offered.

A whimper slipped out of me before I could swallow it down.

I hope I’m stretched enough to take him tonight.

The thought came unbidden, needy, pathetic—and so true it hurt.

Daddy’s thumb brushed the edge of my pussy, feeling the way it tightened and relaxed around the plug with every twist. He hummed, low and approving, his breath skimming the back of my neck.

My whole body shivered.

Then a sudden tug made my mouth part in a sharp inhale, my whole body going rigid as the plug shifted inside me. He didn’t pull it out, didn’t even move it much—just enough for me to feel the weight of it. The reality of it. His claim still inside me, still warm from the way I’d pushed it in for him less than an hour ago.

"Still stretched," he murmured, voice low and thoughtful, almost like he was talking to himself. "Good girl."

I shivered.

His hand slid between my thighs, not to my clit—never without permission—but just behind it. To the base. The plug. Two fingers pressed gently around the rim of the plug, coaxing it, pushing against the tender edges of my pussy as he tested how well I’d been trained.

I moaned.

"Up," he said.

I obeyed instantly, rising to my feet before bending over the edge of the bed, cheek pressed to the satin sheets, back arched like I knew he liked. My knees wobbled from the effort, but I held it, held everything, presenting myself without shame. I felt the plug shift again, deeper now, pushed by the angle of my body.

His hand palmed one of my cheeks, fingers spreading the soft flesh until the plug came into full view. He made a soft approving sound.

"Didn’t take it out even once this week."

"No, Daddy," I whispered, throat tight.

"Stayed locked too?"

"Yes, Daddy."

He traced the curve of the cage through the lace, just a flick of his knuckle, and I whimpered at the sensation. He let out a quiet chuckle. Warm. Proud.

Then the first spank.

It cracked through the room like a shot, the sharp sting blooming across one cheek with a heat that made my breath catch. I gasped, eyes flying open, thighs tightening instinctively. The lace of my panties dragged slightly across my burning skin, sending another jolt through my already-sensitive frame.

"One for every day you stayed obedient," he said, voice calm. Like he wasn’t about to set my whole body on fire.

The second came down harder.

I whimpered. My back arched deeper, instinct taking over as I pushed my ass higher—offering, craving. The plug shifted inside me again, grinding against my slick, stretched pussy with every movement.

The third strike made me moan.

The fourth had my toes curling.

By the fifth, my fingers had bunched the bedspread into tight, desperate fists.

Each smack was a rhythm—discipline wrapped in heat, ownership folded into sound. He paused between each one just long enough for me to feel the blush spreading down my spine, the ache blooming sweet and steady. My clit throbbed helplessly inside its cage, untouched but aching, twitching with every hit.

I counted each one in my head.

Thank you, Daddy.

Thank you, Daddy.

Thank you, Daddy.

By the eighth, my thighs were shaking, and my lips were pressed hard to the bedspread to muffle the high-pitched, breathless sounds spilling out of me. I felt like I was unraveling under his hand—coming undone by the way he marked me, warmed me, reminded me of what I was.

A doll. A pet. A punished, proud, obedient little girl who stayed locked and plugged all week for him—and wanted nothing more than to be used.

And then… stillness.

No warning.

His hands slid under my arms.

And he lifted me.

Effortless. Like I weighed nothing. Like I wasn’t even a person anymore—just something light and fragile and pretty he could pick up whenever he wanted. A doll. A kept little toy that fit perfectly in his arms.

"Look how light you are, baby," he murmured, the words dragging hot and dirty against the shell of my ear. "Like a little doll made just for me."

I whimpered.

My arms locked around his shoulders as my legs wrapped tight around his waist, the lace of my outfit brushing against the fabric of his shirt, clinging to his warmth like it wanted to melt into him. The cage between my thighs throbbed helplessly. My plug pressed hard against the outline of his cock, and I could feel it—thick, swollen, waiting. It pulsed against me with every breath he took, and my whole body reacted like it was being claimed all over again.

I buried my face in his neck, inhaling deep, greedy breaths of his scent—leather, musk, heat—and I could feel the sticky pulse of wetness already staining my cage. I was leaking for him. Leaking just from being carried.

Like the good little thing I was.

And then he paused—just inches away.

His breath hit my lips first, warm and slow, and it made me shiver. My mouth parted on instinct, like it already belonged to him, lips trembling with need as I looked up into his eyes. I didn’t dare beg out loud, but I begged with everything else—my gaze, the way my body clung to him, the way my breath stuttered like a girl seconds from ruin.

He hovered there for a moment, his lips so close I could taste the heat of them. My cage pulsed. My pussy clenched around the plug again.

“Look at you,” he whispered. “You’ve waited long enough.”

And then his mouth was on mine.

Hot. Deep. Claiming.

His tongue slid past my lips in one smooth stroke, and I moaned into the kiss, hands clutching his shoulders as the heat of him poured into me. The plug ground against me with every subtle movement, and I felt his cock throb against the lace, pulsing with promise.

I whimpered.

He growled.

The kiss deepened. His hands cupped my ass, grinding me against him in slow, controlled rolls. Each motion made the plug shift deeper. Each shift made me whimper louder.

I couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t think. My whole body was a knot of heat and pressure and desperate, locked-up need.

And then…

I broke.

Tears welled in my eyes before I could stop them. They burned hot, blurring my vision as my whole body trembled in his arms. I didn’t even know why at first—maybe it was the buildup, the weeks of waiting and plugging and surrendering, or maybe it was the sudden rush of being seen so completely. Not just touched. Not just trained. Seen.

I wanted to say thank you, but my throat locked up. I wanted to tell him he’d made me better, softer, more real—but the words tangled somewhere in my chest. All that came out was a choked sob, fragile and raw.

My thoughts spiraled.

Not that long ago, I didn’t even have a home.

I was sleeping on couches, kicked out for being too soft, too weird, too... wrong. My own family couldn’t look at me anymore. I tried freelancing, clinging to gigs that barely kept the lights on. I thought I had independence. I thought scraping by meant freedom.

Then came David. The ad. The shared apartment. He was older, quiet, kept to himself—but I noticed the way he looked at me sometimes. Like he already knew. Like he could see something I hadn’t even admitted yet.

Work dried up. Rent came due. I cried alone in the shower, wondering how I’d survive another month.

And then… he made the offer.

Not cruel. Not sudden. Just firm. Honest.

“If you can’t pay rent,” he’d said, “there are other ways you can stay.”

That was the beginning. The first skirt. The first panties. The first time I was told to kneel and told I looked pretty. One thing led to another, slowly, deliberately, until I couldn’t remember who I was before all of this.

And now… I wasn’t a boy anymore.

He really made me into this.

A soft, locked, feminized sissy kneeling in lace, about to take her Daddy’s big black cock for the very first time.

I’m so lucky. So lucky. So his.

The tears spilled freely now, soaking the corners of my lashes, slipping down flushed cheeks. And still, I clung to him like I’d fall apart if I let go.

He pulled back just enough to see my face.

And he softened.

His thumbs brushed the tears from my cheeks with a tenderness that undid me all over again. One slow pass, then another, like he was wiping away not just the tears—but the last bits of who I used to be.

"Shh, baby," he whispered, kissing the corner of my mouth. "You’re doing so good. You’re so ready."

I nodded, the tears falling anyway.

"It’s okay," he murmured. "Tonight isn’t just about your body."

Another kiss.

"It’s about you becoming mine."

He kissed my forehead.

Slow. Gentle.

And I melted into him completely.

Because I already was.

I don’t know how long we stayed there, in that soft, sticky silence—our bodies pressed together, my caged clit leaking, my lashes wet with tears. But eventually, something shifted in his breath. It deepened. Steadied. Like a current passing through him that I could feel before he even moved.

His hands slid down my sides, heavy and warm, until they cupped beneath my thighs and slowly lowered me onto the bed.

My back met the sheets. My legs parted naturally.

I watched him rise to full height beside the bed, unhurried, like he had all the time in the world to savor this. His eyes swept over me—down the line of lace stretched tight over my chest, over the satin bow still trembling from my cries, to the obscene little bulge between my thighs where the bunny tail still sat proudly between my cheeks.

Daddy reached out.

And gripped the base of the plug.

I gasped.

He didn’t yank it. No. He never would. He turned it first—one last slow twist that made my hole flutter around the girth of it. My pussy clenched down like it didn’t want to give it up, like it was confused by the idea of being empty again. Like it needed to hold onto the shape he’d given it.

Then he began to pull.

Millimetre by aching millimetre.

The stretch dragged out in a slow, wet glide that made my eyes roll back and my breath stall in my throat. I could feel every contour of the plug—the swell, the narrowing, the rounded tip—as it slid past the ring of muscle that had learned to stay open for him. My body resisted with fluttering tightness, suctioning around it like it wanted to hold it forever. It felt like I was giving up something sacred. Like my hole was reluctant to say goodbye.

And then—

pop.

It slid free.

And I whimpered.

A rush of cool air hit me, and my whole body jolted at the sudden absence. The emptiness was sharp. Hollow. My pussy twitched around nothing, still pulsing, still open, like it hadn’t yet realized its favorite guest had left. I felt fluttery and lightheaded, like the pressure that had become part of me was gone, and now my body didn’t know what to do with itself.

It had lived there for so long,  I thought. I felt hollow without it.

The sudden emptiness was worse than I expected. My pussy twitched around nothing, aching and wet and open. I felt air brush across it—cool and humiliating. My legs trembled.

Daddy leaned down between my thighs.

His thumbs came to rest on either side of my entrance.

And then he just stared.

For a moment, he didn’t touch me—just watched. I could feel his breath on my skin, slow and warm, as he took in the full, raw sight of what he’d done to me. My stretched little hole, twitching and pink, still glistening from the plug’s slow exit. It made me want to close my legs from how filthy and soft I must’ve looked—but I didn’t. I stayed open.

Because that’s what good girls do.

Then he massaged.

Slow, circular pressure. Gentle but firm, coaxing the ring of muscle to soften again. I felt the tips of his thumbs press into the swollen edges of my pussy, still twitching from the plug’s long departure, and I flushed with helpless heat. The way he rubbed around the rim—it didn’t feel clinical. It felt deliberate. Possessive.

My pussy was so soft now. So loose. So obedient. And it embarrassed me how easy it had become to work open. How trained I was. How my hole practically folded open under his touch like it missed being stretched.

"Look at how this little pussy opens for me now… like it was waiting for my cock," he murmured.

I let out a fragile breath, my cheeks burning hotter than before. I couldn’t even respond. I could only imagine what he was seeing—my slick, stretched rim still parted, still pink and pulsing, like it had a mind of its own.

From his angle, I must have looked like a doll left open on display, exposed and desperate. Like I’d been made for this exact kind of inspection.

His thumbs worked slow circles, not pressing in—just petting, coaxing, claiming. I whimpered when one of them brushed against the place where the plug used to sit so snugly. It was like my body wanted something back inside me.

He was going to give it something better.

"You’ve stretched so well for me, baby," he murmured again. "So soft. So ready. Look at how wide your little pussy opens now."

I whimpered again. My face burned with pride.

He reached for the bottle on the nightstand—the clear lube I’d seen him place there earlier. When he squeezed it onto his fingers, the cool drip made me jump.

He didn’t touch me right away. He just rubbed the slickness between his fingers, warming it, preparing it. Then his hand returned to my pussy, and the first stroke made my entire body jolt.

Not inside. Just stroking. Painting.

He avoided my caged clit completely, ignoring it on purpose—like it was an afterthought. Like it wasn’t even part of what he wanted. The humiliation made my hole twitch harder.

"Don’t move," he said softly, breath grazing my thigh. "Let me get you ready. It’s my pussy now, remember?"

His fingers traced slow circles around the rim, the lube cool and slick at first, then warm as it soaked into my skin. He worked it in patiently, spreading it over every inch of me like he was oiling his favorite toy.

I moaned, unable to help the way my hips tilted up toward his hand. Just a little. Just enough to chase the pressure.

He stopped.

"Ah ah. Stay still, princess."

I froze, breath caught.

His strokes resumed, slower now. The pads of his fingers glided around the entrance, dipping just barely in, circling like he was memorizing the shape he’d spent weeks molding. I could feel my hole softening, opening, fluttering.

It felt almost as hot as being fucked—because I knew what it meant. This wasn’t just prep. This was ceremony.

He was about to claim me.

Long, smooth movements over my hole, teasing the rim, pressing just enough to remind me that he could enter whenever he wanted. His voice was a low hum in the background, almost like a prayer.

"You were made for this."

Stroke.

"Such a good girl."

Stroke.

"I’m going to take you slow. You deserve to feel all of me."

By the time he’d finished, I was shaking. My thighs had parted wider on their own, and I couldn’t stop breathing through my mouth. My caged clit throbbed beneath the lace, aching uselessly, leaking onto my thigh.

Daddy stepped back for a moment.

Not far—just enough to make the air hit my stretched, glistening hole again. The shift in temperature made me clench instinctively, another soft, helpless flutter that reminded me there was nothing filling me now. Nothing keeping me open except the memory of his hands.

I lay there panting, legs parted, feeling the cool air brush over the soft, twitching ring he’d just spent so long massaging and praising. It made me dizzy. Exposed. Completely his.

For one long second, he didn’t touch me at all.

I could hear him move—fabric shifting, a quiet sigh, the weight of him stepping out of his shirt. I imagined him staring at me while he undressed, taking in the way my pussy kept fluttering, begging, still shining with lube, still parted for him.

This is really happening.

I’m not just a plug-toy anymore.

I’m about to be used.

My breath shook.

My body trembled.

And then his voice, steady and low:

"On your back," he said. "Legs up."

I obeyed instantly.

My arms pressed into the mattress, and I raised my knees, opening myself fully. It felt so vulnerable. So obscene. Like I was being unwrapped for the first time. My hole winked with each breath, shiny and gaping from his fingers, fluttering like it already missed being touched.

I felt like a wrapped-up present—one he was about to open with his cock. My thighs trembled slightly at the thought, and I imagined a long satin ribbon trailing from my hips to the base of his cock. Like I was something to be untied. Unfolded. Filled.

There was no hiding in this position. No dignity. Just bare, trembling need.

He climbed onto the bed between my thighs.

And I saw it.

His cock.

Big.

Black.

Thick and gorgeous and absolutely monstrous compared to the toys he’d trained me on.

Bigger than the widest plug I’d whimpered through. Longer than the sleek one that made me leak down my thighs when I walked. It looked impossible. Brutal. Like it could split me in half.

And yet… I couldn’t look away.

That’s what’s going inside me…

It made my stomach twist and my pussy clench. How was I supposed to take that? But also… how could I live without feeling it inside me, just once?

A slow, terrifying awe crawled up my spine. My hole fluttered just at the sight of him lining up. I wanted to be scared. I was  scared. But I also wanted to see if my pussy could really be that good. That stretched. That ruined.

I swallowed.

"You ready for me, princess?"

"Yes, Daddy," I breathed. My voice was so small.

He didn’t push in right away.

Instead, he reached down and angled himself with one hand while the other came to rest on my hip. The tip of his cock brushed my entrance. Just that.

And I thought I was going to pass out.

It was hot. Firm. Real. He rubbed the head up and down my hole, spreading the lube, teasing the ring.

"Breathe."

I tried.

He pressed forward—just a nudge.

My body tensed, and I whimpered. The head barely dipped in, maybe a fingertip’s depth, before he pulled back again.

“Don’t move. Let me stretch you at my pace. You don’t rush a claiming.”

"Yes–sss Daddy,"

Another nudge.

Another pull.

My hole started to open again. I could feel the stretch returning, the pressure building with each tap of his cockhead.

"Good girl. Again."

And then he pushed a little more.

And didn’t pull back.

The crown of it began to sink into me.

I couldn’t tell if I was scared or ready. My chest tightened like I was about to break—

—but then I realized I wanted  to.

I wasn’t just getting fucked.

I was getting rewritten.

My eyes widened. My back arched. My hands scrambled to hold the sheets.

It didn’t even feel real.

I couldn’t believe he was fitting.

The stretch was nothing like the plugs. This was hotter. Firmer. Alive.

And it was inside me.

"Oh my god," I whimpered.

"You’re taking it," he said, voice calm and deep. "Just like a good girl."

"I’m really doing it… Daddy… I’m really taking you."

He paused halfway in. My muscles clenched around him, and I sobbed.

Not from pain.

From surrender.

From being filled.

From realizing I was becoming something else.

"That’s it, baby," he cooed. "Let your pussy open for me. You were made for this."

He gave me time to breathe.

He didn’t move for a long moment. Just let me adjust, feel it. His hands caressed my thighs, grounding me while I trembled.

"Now push back a little for me."

I did.

He sank deeper.

Another inch.

And then he stopped again.

I could feel everything—every throb of his cock, every flutter of my walls trying to accommodate him. I felt split open. Claimed.

Tears came again.

"Please," I whispered. "Please take all of me."

He pulled back slowly, his cock sliding out of her stretched hole with a wet sound that made Patty gasp. A gush of cool air replaced his heat, and she whimpered at the sudden emptiness. Her pussy fluttered, involuntarily trying to grip onto something that was no longer there.

She stayed frozen for a second, eyes wide, chest heaving.

I missed him already.

Then came the words: “Turn over.”

I blinked.

He slid out gently, and I gasped at the emptiness.

Then I turned.

All fours.

I arched my back, presenting like the slut I’d been trained to be. This position felt different—filthier. Raw. Animal.

On all fours, I wasn’t a girl or a toy. I was his little bitch, ready to be bred.

I could feel him towering behind me, the heat of his body covering mine as his hands gripped my hips—tight, commanding, like he was holding onto property. Like I was finally where I belonged. The mattress groaned beneath me as he leaned forward, pressing the weight of his cock against my hole again. I whimpered into the pillows.

“Look at you… back arched, hole twitching, like it’s begging to be bred.” he spoke in a low lust filled haze.

Every part of me screamed use me.

He mounted me again.

This time, the head pushed in faster. My hole remembered. My body took it.

He gripped my hips, angling me perfectly, and pushed deeper.

I moaned into the mattress.

I was shaking. Sweat dripping down my spine. My thighs slick with lube and need.

He didn’t rush.

Each thrust was shallow, exploring.

“You want to feel every inch, baby? I’ll give it to you slow. I want this to stay with you.”

I could hear the wet sounds between us—filthy, honest.

Just as my body began to adjust again, he pulled out with a sharp, wet pop.

I gasped, my spine arching, fingers clawing at the sheets as my pussy was left suddenly, achingly empty.

There it was again—that brutal, fluttery ache. My pussy, once stretched so full around his cock, was now clenching at nothing, twitching like it was still begging to be filled. I collapsed onto my side, breath stuttering, my whole body shaking from how completely I'd been unraveled.

Tears welled up before I could stop them. The loss of him, even for a second, felt unbearable.

He reached over and cradled my cheek with such gentleness it made the tears spill over.

“Come here, baby,” he murmured, guiding me onto my back. "Back on your back," he cooed. "I want to see your face."

When he flipped me back over, I didn’t even flinch. I wanted him to see me when he claimed me. I wanted him to watch.

My body had gone soft with surrender. My legs spread automatically, like my hips remembered what they were trained for. My chest rose and fell with shallow, shaky breaths. I wasn’t just ready.

I needed him to watch me fall apart as he took what was his.

I let him move me like I was made of silk—legs up, knees open, thighs trembling and slick with lube and sweat.

I wanted him to see me.

I needed him to see me.

See what he'd made me into.

As he settled between my legs again, the mattress dipping with his weight, my heart pounded louder than the blood in my ears. My pussy fluttered helplessly, still stretched, still messy, still open for him.

When he looked down at me, his expression wasn’t just hungry—it was reverent. Like he was about to worship something sacred.

“You’re mine now,” he said softly.

I blinked through the tears and nodded, my voice caught in my throat.

“I’m yours, Daddy.”

I wasn’t just ready—I was begging for it, legs falling open with a mind of their own, thighs trembling, hole twitching like it already knew what was coming. When he finally lined himself up and pressed forward again, there was no hesitation this time. No teasing. No pause.

He entered me. Not halfway. Not carefully. He pushed deep—slow, thick, full—until his cock stretched me to the brink and settled into the very deepest part of me, and I screamed. My whole body arched off the bed, helpless against the rush that overtook me. I came right then—completely, fully, without even touching myself. My pussy clenched around him like it never wanted to let go, spasming in wave after wave of overwhelmed surrender, while my tiny locked clit let out a pathetic, twitching stream inside its cage, proof that I didn’t need to be touched to lose control anymore. I just needed to be filled.

It had been almost two whole weeks since I’d last been allowed to come. And now that I had… it didn’t even feel like a real orgasm—not the kind I remembered from my old life. It didn’t have that sharp peak and sudden drop, that instant switch-off that left you cold and done. No. This was something else.

I felt like I was still  climbing.

My pussy was still fluttering. My chest heaved, my nipples ached beneath the lace, and my mind floated somewhere between worship and ruin. I didn’t feel finished—I felt opened. Shaky and greedy. Needy. Like I was born for this and now I’d finally  touched the thing I was always meant to crave.

Maybe this is how girls felt when they came. Not just relief—but that beautiful, high, feminine ache for more. That melt. That hunger. That fucked-out, wanting- again  hunger.

And God, I wanted more.

And David—my beautiful, older, stronger, bigger, black-cocked Daddy—grunted above me like a beast that had finally claimed what was his. And God, I felt it. I felt all of it .

The first spurt hit so deep I choked on a gasp. It was hot—so hot it almost burned—and thick in a way that made my whole pussy flutter around him, clinging like it never wanted to let him go. I’d felt his cum before: on my tongue, coating my face, dripping warm down my chest. I’d tasted it, swallowed it, worn it. But feeling it inside  me for the very first time was something else entirely. Another universe. Another high.

Every pulse of his cock pushed another heavy, gooey wave of heat deeper into me, and I could feel it spreading, filling every tender, stretched inch of my pussy until I thought I was going to lose my mind(once again). My back arched helplessly, my fingers curling against his shoulders as my body shook with the shock of it.

My pussy tightened around him again—harder this time—like it was trying to milk him, begging for more before I even realized what I was doing. And that was all it took. Another orgasm ripped through me, raw and staggering, a desperate, needy sissygasm that hit without warning and left me crying out beneath him.

It was deeper than the first. Wetter. More humiliating. More feminine.

My whole body convulsed in trembling waves, my pussy spasming wildly around his cock as the second climax tore me apart from the inside out. I couldn’t stop shaking. I couldn’t stop whimpering. I couldn’t stop wanting —even as he filled me to the brim.

I felt his cum settle low in my belly like a molten weight, thick and claiming, seeping into every soft place inside me. And with each throb of his cock, another warm pulse spread through me until I didn’t know where I ended and he began.

He didn’t just fill me. He marked  me. He flooded  me. He claimed  me. He owned  me.

And I didn’t just get fucked. I was remade. I was taken. I was his now.

His weight settled over me, heavy and warm, but not crushing. Just present. Just there. Just Daddy . His cock was still inside me, softening slowly but not leaving me—not yet, not for a long moment. And the shock of that hit me harder than the climax had. There was a world of difference between being plugged and being kept full by him. A toy filled you; he  stayed inside you. A plug stretched you; he  shaped you.

I could feel my pussy trying to hold him there, clenching weakly around the thick warmth of him, like my body had already learned something it hadn’t known an hour ago—that it didn’t want to lose the shape he’d made inside me. It felt… right. Like my body finally had something it had always been missing, something it didn’t know how to be without now. Even the slow softening of him made me tremble, because it meant he was still inside me, still plugging me with his cock, still claiming space that didn’t belong to me anymore. The heat of his cum sat deep in my belly, thick and warm and unreal, and I could feel every tiny shift of his hips sending gentle ripples through my overstretched pussy. It wasn’t just physical—it was visceral , emotional, primal. Like he hadn’t just emptied himself inside me—he’d stamped  himself there. I’d taken his load in my mouth, on my face, on my chest—but this  was different. This was intimate. Possessive. I could feel his seed painting my insides, clinging to the soft walls of my new pussy, settling where it was meant to go.

And I came again.

Softly. Without touch. Without sound. A ripple of heat through my abdomen, my hole clenching down around him instinctively, milking the last drops of his cum like my body wanted every drop it could steal. My toes curled. My breath caught. A sissygasm, raw and helpless, as my body trembled around the cock that had just filled me.

I lay limp beneath him, a trembling, ruined mess, my chest rising and falling in shallow, shaky breaths. My limbs felt boneless, melted into the sheets. My mind floated somewhere far above me, still dizzy, still climbing, still too overwhelmed to process anything except the feeling of being held open, filled, kept.

He didn’t pull out.

He didn’t move away.

He stayed inside me.

His arms slid around my waist and he drew me up—slowly, carefully—until I was curled against his chest. His cock remained snug inside my pussy as he shifted us, keeping me plugged with him, letting me hold him while he softened inside me. His cum leaked around the seal of him, but most of it stayed right where he wanted it.

I felt so small in his arms. So soft. So completely undone. His chest was broad, his arms so much bigger than mine, his hands spanning nearly my whole back. I could feel his heartbeat against my cheek as I nestled closer. My pussy fluttered reflexively the moment he moved, as if my body didn’t want to risk him slipping out. As if I needed  to hold him in. The size of his hands on my back, the scent of his skin, the sheer fact of still being impaled on him while pressed to his chest—every bit of it made me feel claimed, cherished, kept .

This is what it felt like to belong to someone.

His lips brushed my forehead—one long, lingering kiss that made my eyes flutter shut.

“There you go,” he murmured, voice deep and warm against my skin. “Just breathe, baby. Daddy’s got you.”

A little whimper slipped out of me, fragile and raw. I didn’t even know what emotion it came from—terror, bliss, love—but it spilled out before I could catch it.

His hand slid up my spine, broad and steady. I melted deeper into him.

We stayed like that for minutes—his cock inside me, my body wrapped around his, the room humid with sex and sweat and warmth. My pussy pulsed weakly around the softening thickness inside me, like it didn’t want to let him go.

And then, quietly, into the warm skin of his chest, I whispered:

“Daddy… I feel different.”

His hand paused, just for a second.

“Changed,” I breathed, voice trembling. “Like something inside me is new. Like I’m not who I was an hour ago.”

He tilted my chin up so I had to look at him.

His eyes were dark, soft, proud.

“That’s because you aren’t  who you were an hour ago,” he said. “You opened for me. You let me inside you. You let me claim you. That changes a girl.”

My breath caught.

A girl.

He said it so simply. So casually. Like it wasn’t new. Like it wasn’t terrifying. Like it was true.

My throat tightened.

“And this,” he added, brushing a tear off my cheek with his thumb, “is just the beginning.”

I shivered, not from fear but from something deeper. Something anchoring. Something that felt like a door opening inside me.

“My training isn’t over?” I whispered.

“No, princess.” A slow, warm smile curved his lips. “Now that you’ve taken me, now that your pussy knows my cock, we can go even further.”

I swallowed hard.

“Further?”

He nodded.

“You’re going to learn how to take it better. How to ride it. How to relax for it. How to come on it without permission and then beg to do it again. You’re going to learn how to use  your pussy the way it was meant to be used.”

My whole body jolted.

I felt the echo of a whimper in my chest.

His cock twitched inside me—soft now, but still there—and my breath hitched at the sensation.

“Daddy…”

“I know,” he murmured, kissing my temple. “You’re overwhelmed. It’s supposed to feel like this.”

“I don’t want to stop feeling this,” I whispered. “This kind of… orgasm. The way it took me over. Like my whole body was cumming, not just my clitty.”

He glanced down, still cradling me. “Do you want me to unlock the chastity now babygirl?”

My face flushed.

“No,” I breathed. “No, Daddy. I think… if I had my clitty out, I’d just end up chasing the wrong kind again. This… what you gave me tonight… it’s what I want to learn. What I want to be good  at.”

His expression warmed. “That’s my good girl.”

He kissed the crown of my head.

“You’ve been stretched enough for tonight. No plug, baby. Your hole needs a little rest. You can go back to wearing them tomorrow.”

I nodded softly, nuzzling into his chest.

I pressed my face into his chest, inhaling his scent, letting the warmth of his body wrap around me like a blanket.

After one long inhale, he finally pulled out.

A rush of warmth spilled down my thighs—his cum, thick and heavy, slipping out of my pussy in a slow ooze. I whimpered at the absence, at the emptiness, at the sensation of being so stretched and open and leaking.

He caught the drip with his hand.

“Such a messy little thing,” he murmured.

Then he scooped me up—one arm under my knees, the other around my back—and carried me to the bathroom.

I was weightless in his arms. Boneless. A used-up little doll.

The shower steam fogged the glass as he turned the water on. He stepped in with me, holding me upright as the warm water cascaded down our skin.

He washed me slowly.

Not like a child.

Not like a chore.

Like I was precious.

His fingers massaged the suds into my skin, tracing the marks his hands had left on my hips, the faint red bloom on my ass, the trembling soreness between my thighs. He turned me gently, washing my hole last—soft circles, a kiss of pressure, a reminder of what had been there.

I whimpered quietly at the touch.

My thighs trembled. My breath hitched. And before I even realized what was happening, my pussy clenched again—tightly, helplessly—sending a new ripple of pleasure through my gut. It wasn’t loud. It wasn’t violent. But it was real. A soft, soaked little climax—just from his fingers reminding my hole who it belonged to.

“It’ll be sensitive for a while,” he whispered. “That’s good. That means it remembers me.”

He rinsed me off, wrapped me in a plush towel, and carried me out again.

On the bed, he dried me carefully, patting my skin, smoothing lotion over my thighs, stomach, chest. His hands moved slowly, reverently, like he was memorizing the new version of me.

I used to think choosing lingerie was part of the performance. That panties were just for show. But now… being dressed by him, lotioned by him, adored and prepared for his eyes alone—it felt different. It felt real. Like I wasn’t getting ready to pretend—I was getting ready to be exactly what I was made to be.

And then he dressed me.

A soft pink negligee.

Thin straps. Sheer lace. Silky fabric that kissed every tender place.

I felt small and feminine and perfect inside it.

He tucked me beneath the blankets, then slid in behind me, curling his body around mine.

His hand dipped low for a moment, cupping my freshly fucked pussy through the soft fabric—just enough pressure to make me squirm. He didn’t say anything. He didn’t need to. It was his. I was his.

His arm wrapped over my waist.

His breath warmed the back of my neck.

And as I lay there, melted into him, breathing in sync, I thought to myself the last words of the night:

“Tonight Daddy made me his.”

A beat of butterflies low in my stomach.

“And tomorrow… I’ll learn how to be even better. Even tighter. Even needier. Even his. ”

***

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 these:  

THE SISSY TROPHY WIFE & HER BLACK BILLIONAIRE HUSBAND !
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Prepare to be captivated by a scorching multi-part tale that transcends boundaries and explores the intoxicating depths of desire. In this captivating series, follow the journey of a young white man who makes a daring choice that leads him into the embrace of his older billionaire black best friend. A pact is made for him to become a Blonde Bombshell Trophy Wife, a deal is struck, and an irresistible connection blossoms, igniting a steamy and romantic sissy story unlike any other. 

As these two individuals navigate their way through a world of power dynamics and submission, their relationship evolves into something both profound and provocative. Amidst opulent settings and sensual encounters, the lines between love, dominance, and passion blur in a passionate dance of emotions. 

Witness the blossoming of their unconventional romance, where a once-simple friendship transforms into a complex dance of intimacy, exploration, and devotion. As the young man embraces his role as a sissy trophy wife, he discovers the transformative power of surrendering to his desires to be feminized wife, guided by the experienced touch of his older billionaire black best friend. 

With each installment, the series delves deeper into their journey, unraveling secrets, desires, and the profound connection that binds them. Embrace a world where love knows no boundaries, where the pursuit of pleasure intertwines with the complexities of the heart, and where surrender becomes a pathway to self-discovery. 

Direct Link: https://mybook.to/9OkmT 

*** 


The Feminized Cuckold Collection !
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Not every husband is meant to lead. Some are meant to serve. 

The Feminized Cuckold Collection is a steamy collection of Bi-curious cuckold short stories and novellas  featuring sissy training, chastity, husband humiliation, dominant bulls, and wives who love seeing their men transformed.  Each story explores a different couple’s journey into ultimate submission—where the husband doesn’t just watch but is trained, dressed, and molded into the perfect little pet for both his wife and her lover/lovers. 

Expect steamy power shifts, feminization, deep humiliation, and complete submission , all wrapped in sizzling hot encounters where the lines of control are redrawn, and new desires are embraced. 

If you love cuckold, sissy, and stories of husbands learning to obey both. If you enjoy stories where husbands become wives, caged cucks become obedient pets, and bulls take their rightful place, this series is for you. 

Get ready to kneel. The training starts now. 

Direct Link: https://mybook.to/k1V9Y

***


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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