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Daddy’s breath shuddered as his hand tightened in my hair, fingers tangled in the soft, freshly brushed blonde strands he loves so much. I moaned around his thick black cock as it pulsed against my tongue, and when he came, his cum was so hot and heavy that it almost made me dizzy. I swallowed every drop, eyes wide and needy, licking him clean just the way he’s taught me. He sighed, his other hand stroking my cheek, and I melted under his praise.

Nights like this—when Daddy gets home late, still in his work clothes, tie loosened, muscles tight—are my favorite. These days, he doesn’t even have to say a word. He just pulls me in, kisses me hard, and before I know it, I’m kneeling on the living room carpet, lips parted, ready for him. It’s our ritual now: I wait for his key, heart pounding, plug snug inside me, chastity leaking, knowing that if I’m a good girl, he’ll let me taste him before anything else.

Daddy sank back into the chair, finally relaxing, his broad chest rising and falling as I licked up the last bit of cum from his cock. “Good girl…” he murmured, stroking my hair. My heart fluttered with pride; I live for that approval. Daddy’s in his late thirties, built like he was born to hold me down—short, neat hair, warm brown eyes, a smile that melts me. He looked down at me, still buttoned up in his dress shirt and slacks, and for a second, it was just us. His princess and her Daddy.

I curled up on the rug, undoing the zipper on my favorite cropped hoodie to show off the little satin crop top Daddy picked out for me underneath, my cheeks flushed and my skin already tingling from his praise. “Thank you, Daddy…” I whispered, voice all breath and giggles, loving the way he watched me—possessive, proud, like I was his personal doll.

He let me bask for a moment, then leaned forward with that sly smile he uses when he’s plotting something filthy. “So. How long do I get you tonight, babygirl?”

I bit my lip, heart racing. “As long as you want, Daddy. You know you’re my only plans now.” The last month had been a blur—long nights grinding away at that big design contract, barely having time for anything but work and sleep, missing Daddy more than I could admit. But tonight, I was all his again. No more deadlines or excuses. Just me, Daddy, and whatever he wanted from me.

He grinned, cupping my chin, thumb sweeping over my bottom lip. “That’s my girl. That’s exactly what I like to hear.”

I shivered. Daddy’s praise has a way of going straight to my core, making me feel both shameless and safe. It’s wild to think how far I’ve come. When I first moved in with David—God, it must be over a year now—I was just another broke, too-pretty femboy crashing on a friend’s couch after my family kicked me out. We started as simple roommates, me desperate to keep up with rent while juggling freelance design gigs, barely making it month to month. He saw how hard I was struggling, and one night—when I was at my lowest, about to admit I couldn’t make rent again—he made an offer. “Let me help you out,” he said. “I’ll cover your share, but you’ve got to wear panties 24/7 until you pay me back. And I’ll be checking.” It was supposed to be a joke, a little humiliation to keep me motivated, but the first time I slid into those soft, lacy things, everything changed. What started as a month in panties turned into mid-day inspections, flirty texts, a whole new set of rules—no touching myself, sending him pics if he asked, showing him my smooth clitty whenever he wanted. Each time I couldn’t make rent, the rules just got stricter: shaving everywhere, only girl clothes in the apartment, no more boy stuff at all.

But the strangest part? Even when I finally got back on my feet—work coming in, money in my account, able to pay my share again—I didn’t want to stop. By then, he was Daddy, and I was already hooked. What started as one pair of panties under my boy jeans became a drawer full, then a closet, and soon there wasn’t a single piece of “boy” anything left in my wardrobe. Now? Daddy picks everything I wear—my makeup, my special girly soaps, every silky thing. He’s never let me pay for a single piece, not once. Whenever I try, he only lets me pitch in with groceries or the internet bill, and even then I have to bribe him with a blowjob or a rimjob, or beg for it in the middle of sex. He always melts then, even if he grumbles about it afterward. But for the stuff that matters—my girly things, the things that make me feel soft and his—he insists it’s all on him.

All my own money? He set up an investment account for me, made me promise I’d save every penny, and I do. I’m more secure now than I ever was living as a guy. Honestly, it’s hard to remember ever being anything else. Back then I might’ve dressed femme for fun, but now? This is just who I am. Who he made me. I’d wear anything, do anything, just to be good for him.

He loosened his cuffs, eyes never leaving mine. “I’ve got something special planned tonight. Something I know you’ll love.”

My stomach flipped. “Tell me, Daddy?”

“Party,” he said, with that wicked glint. “Tonight you’re coming with me. And I want you on your best behavior. Think you can handle that?”

A nervous thrill ran through me—I’d worn femme clothes, In fact I only wear those, out in public plenty of times by now, always as a cute little femboy, soft and androgynous, never drawing too much attention beyond a wink or a second look. But this… this was different. This was the first time Daddy was taking me out as his fully claimed sissy—not just a boy in a skirt, but his property, all dolled up in lingerie and plugs and the tiniest skirt he could get away with. There’d be no hiding behind neutral clothes or pretending it was just a phase; tonight, everyone would see who I belonged to, who I was made for. “Yes, Daddy. I’ll be perfect for you.”

He stood, smoothing his palms over his thighs. “Good girl. Go get dressed—I laid out your outfit’s in the study today morning, plugs and all. You remember the rules, yes?”

My cheeks blazed with anticipation. “Yes, Daddy.” I hurried to the bedroom, already aching to please. In the study, everything Daddy had picked for me was waiting: delicate white g-string with 'Daddy's Girl' written in pink cursive on that tiny patch of fabric, matching tube top—which meant no bra for today, the tiniest pink pleated skirt, lacy thigh-highs and a pair of white Mary Janes. My favorite bubblegum-pink plug gleamed beside the stack of garters. I stripped, heart thumping, and smoothed the lingerie over my freshly shaved skin—he insists on me being soft everywhere, and these days I wouldn’t have it any other way. My locked clitty was already throbbing, straining inside its tiny pink cage, leaking just at the thought of being seen like this—Daddy’s sissy, dressed up for a real party, not just running errands or pretending to be a femboy for the world outside. I could barely keep from touching myself as I slid the g-string up my thighs, the fabric nestling right over my cage, satin cool against my skin. Just the idea that I’d be paraded out like this, with my plug snug and my body displayed like this and helpless, made me squirm and wiggle in excitement, desperate for Daddy’s approval—and for whatever filthy surprises he had planned for the night.

Before slipping into the skirt, I knelt by the mirror, applying my makeup exactly the way Daddy likes: flushed cheeks, pouty lips, soft smoky eyes, nothing whorish but at the same time nothing innocent too. I wanted to look perfect for him, wanted everyone to see who I belonged to. By the time I was done, I was slightly shaking—nervous, excited, desperate for his approval.

When Daddy came to check on me, I was already at the door, hands folded neatly, plug in place, every detail flawless. I wanted to be the first thing he saw. I wanted him to know, without a doubt, that I was ready to be shown off.

Daddy made his way out from ‘our’ bedroom in tan dress pants and a crisp light blue button-up, his gaze locked on me from the moment he came to the living room. A slow, proud smile spread across his face as he took me in—blonde hair, smoky eyes, glossy pink lips, that tiny tube top and pleated skirt with stockings and Mary Janes—pure slutty schoolgirl. I dropped into a shy curtsy, cheeks burning, heart pounding so hard I could hear it in my ears.

“Oh, baby…” he murmured, stopping in front of me, his eyes hungry as he looked me up and down. “Give me a spin.”

I blushed and did a slow, teasing twirl, letting the skirt flare out, giving him a full view of everything: bare thighs, soft hips, the way my plug made my little ass even rounder. When I came back around, he pulled me close, fingers hooking under my chin as he kissed me deep—hungry, possessive, all tongue and heat. My hands pressed against his chest, his own slipping under my skirt to squeeze and knead my ass that was on full display thanks to the g-string.

"So fucking good," he whispered, licking my lip gloss from his mouth. Then he glanced down between us, one eyebrow raised. "You ready for a real treat, tonight?"

I nodded, breathless, heat surging through me as he reached beneath my skirt, fingers finding the front of my panties and the bulge of my locked clitty. "Tonight," Daddy said, voice low and rough, "you get to go free."

I stared, eyes wide as he produced the tiny key from his pocket. He crouched down in front of me, right there in the living room, and slowly tugged my little g-string down to my thighs, exposing the snug pink cage around my clitty. I could hardly breathe as Daddy leaned in, careful but rough, and slipped the key into the lock. It clicked open and the cage came away, and for the first time in a month my clitty was free—instantly swelling, growing thick and needy, standing up hard and dripping from the pent-up ache. Daddy chuckled low, so proud, and pulled my g-string back up, trapping my throbbing clitty against my skin. Then he palmed me tight through the panties, squeezing and rolling me until I whimpered and melted against him, helpless. The moan that slipped out was pure want, my knees going weak, everything in me desperate to please.

“Try to behave yourself,” he teased, giving one last gentle squeeze. “Don’t make a mess in your panties before the party, yeah?”

He helped me straighten my skirt, then fetched the last piece: a chic, thigh-length femme coat, pale and expensive, draping it over my shoulders. “We’d both get arrested if I let you walk out like that,” he joked, grinning, but his eyes were full of pride and something even filthier. I giggled, shivering with nerves and excitement.

"Come on, princess. Let’s go make everyone jealous."

We headed out together—Daddy locking the door, my hand tucked in his, the cool night air sliding up my thighs and sending shivers all through me. For the first time, I wasn’t just his little femboy in public. I was his sissy, fully claimed, every inch of me on display just for him. And I couldn’t wait to see what he’d do with me next.

The cold night air slid up my bare thighs and under my coat, making me shiver and cling tighter to Daddy’s hand as we walked from the car. He had me take off the coat before we got out of the car. A little more than few inches of skin were exposed between my skirt and the tops of my stockings, and I felt absolutely exposed—even bundled up, there was no way anyone would mistake me for a boy tonight. I caught my reflection earlier in the elevator mirror at our apartment and almost didn’t recognize myself: long legs, flawless makeup, blonde hair falling over my shoulders. My heart was thudding with excitement and terror.

Daddy led me up the steps of a beautiful old townhouse, pausing to brush my bangs aside and look me over. "You ready, princess? This is a special crowd. Tonight, you’re going to show everyone just how good my girl can be."

"Yes, Daddy," I breathed, my clitty already like a faucet in its satin prison, desperate to impress him.

He rang the bell and when the door swung open, we were greeted by a tall, silver-haired black man in a crisp button-up, whiskey in hand and eyes that sparkled with mischief. “David! Glad you made it! Come on in.”

Daddy squeezed my hand and pulled me forward. “Thanks for inviting us, Jordan. Wasn’t sure I’d be able to get away, but tonight was too tempting to pass up.”

"I see you’ve brought a very special guest," Jordan said, and his gaze lingered over me, clearly enjoying every detail. Before I could answer, Daddy spoke up: “This is Patty. She’s my pride and joy.”

Jordan lifted my hand and pressed a slow kiss to my knuckles, making my cheeks burn and my stomach flutter. “Welcome, Patty. You look absolutely delicious. Honestly, David, you’ve outdone yourself—she might just be the hottest one here.”

Daddy’s chest swelled with pride, and I couldn’t help grinning as the two men laughed and welcomed us in. Stepping inside, I was hit by a wave of heat and expensive perfume, the air thick with the sound of clinking ice and laughter. The townhouse was high-ceilinged and tastefully decadent—art on every wall, velvet couches, gold-rimmed glasses, a sprawling view out the back window where city lights blurred into night.

But it was the crowd that left me breathless. There were at least ten or twelve older men—Daddy’s age and older—each one sharp in perfectly fitted shirts and blazers, some with silver at their temples, all of them carrying themselves like men used to getting what they want. Scattered among them were a few women—tall, severe, stunning in their own right, power radiating off them in waves. But what caught my eye most were their plus ones, there were other subs: every single man or woman was accompanied by a gorgeous, perfectly sexy little slut boi.

Some were barely dressed at all—tight thongs hugging smooth hips, mesh tank tops, collars, glittering plug jewels winking at me from under miniskirts or in the middle of bare cheeks in jockstraps. One dark-haired twink knelt by his Daddy’s feet, nude but for a sparkling chain and heels. Another was perched in a Domme’s lap, lipstick smeared, his bulge on full display through sheer lace. I felt my cheeks burning, clitty giving a fresh leak in my panties at the thought that soon I’d be in the spotlight the same way, my secrets visible to everyone here.

My eyes landed on one other sissy in what I jokingly thought of as 'full dress' like me—at least by this party’s standards. Compared to the sea of bare skin and exposed cocks, my own little skirt and tube top felt downright modest. She had shoulder-length red hair styled in soft waves, a white micro satin skirt that left nothing to the imagination, a powder blue blouse so sheer I could see her puffy nipples, and shimmering thigh-highs in matching blue that caught the light with every shift of her hips. She stood with her Mistress, a petite-busty woman in a sharply tailored suit, looking up at her with wide adoring eyes. When she caught me staring, she flashed a shy, knowing smile, as if to say, You made it. You’re one of us now.

A shiver went through me—part jealousy, part relief, part the sheer, filthy thrill of being among my own kind for the first time. My clitty throbbed, slick and helpless, and I realized with a rush that I wanted nothing more than to be shown off, touched, used, claimed, just like them. This wasn’t just some party. It was a whole hidden world, and Daddy was bringing me into it for real.

I sidled closer to Daddy and whispered, “I think I’m starting to get what kind of party this is.”

Daddy grinned, squeezing my hip. "You catch on quick. But remember: you’re 'mine' and only 'my' good girl tonight. No wandering. No getting into trouble—unless I say so. Understand?"

"Yes, Daddy." My clitty gave another desperate throb, my whole body buzzing with anticipation and the filthy thrill of belonging to him, on full display for everyone to see.

Daddy settled onto the buttery leather single sofa and patted his lap for me to settle on. My heart fluttered as I glided over and perched on him, feeling his thick cock press up against me through my panties—deliberate, unhidden. I let my thighs fall open, skirt riding up, my plug shifting and making my clitty ache. Daddy’s hand slid right to the inside of my thigh, stroking slow circles, teasing me for all the party to see. I felt him squeeze my waist and draw me in, letting his other hand drift up, up—until his thumb pressed on the base of my plug and I let out a soft, girlish whimper.

“Look at you, all grown up and showing off as a sissy, to think that a year ago you were a just a guy, damn,” he whispered, voice thick with pride and filth. I nuzzled into his neck and left a streak of pink gloss there, knowing everyone would see it when he stood.

Jordan, our host, strolled over—his own sissy trailing like a perfect showpet. She was taller than me, slim and Asian, skin golden, every inch hairless, barely contained in a lemon-yellow thong and sheer white stay-up stockings. The outline of her cock and balls was thick and swinging between her thighs, the thong stretched tight to hold it. She moved with a practiced little sashay, the back of her thong vanishing into her perfect ass. My clitty leaked in jealousy and awe—so many sissies here, all of us desperate to be Daddy’s favorite.

Jordan’s gaze raked over me, lingering, making my breath catch. He raised his glass, voice rich: “David! Enjoying the party?!”

Daddy squeezed my hip, his hand dipping just under my skirt to tap the base of my plug and make me jolt in his lap, exposed for them all. “Absolutely. You always put on a filthy show, Jordan. And you’ve brought Lee, I see.”

Lee flashed me a nervous, eager smile, shifting his weight as Jordan stroked his bulge through the tight thong. “Beautiful, isn’t she?” Daddy rumbled, openly appraising Lee’s body. Jordan preened, running his hands up Lee’s smooth belly. “Good girl,” he praised, then glanced at me. "May I?"

Daddy nodded. Jordan reached out, holding my chin, his thumb dragging slow and firm across my glossed lips, smearing a streak of pink that made me blush. I pouted for him, licking his thumb, my eyes fluttering as Daddy’s hand inched my skirt higher and higher, baring my smooth, trembling thighs. On instinct, eager to please, I lifted the hem myself, exposing the bulge of my clitty under the tight satin, every contour visible. Jordan’s palm hovered for a heartbeat, then pressed down, squeezing and stroking my cocklet through the fabric so the tip poked at the panties, throbbing and leaking. “Look at this, David,” he murmured, kneading me possessively. “This little sissy is just begging to be played with.”

I whimpered—high and helpless—my thighs spreading as Daddy stroked my lower back in approval. He gently guided me to lay across his lap, skirt flipped up for everyone to see. Jordan’s hand glided over my ass, spreading my cheeks wide to show off my plug, then slid down to cup my heavy, aching clitty that jutted lewdly between my legs. He fondled me shamelessly, thumb teasing the slit, rolling my balls, then rubbing circles against my plug, making me moan and rut against his hand. I could feel myself dripping precum, soaking the stockings top, my hips rocking helplessly as Daddy watched—so proud to show me off, so ready to let everyone use his slutty little sissy. The men chatted above me, swapping filthy compliments about my obedience, my body, my needy little cock, as Jordan’s fingers traced the T of my g-string, then slid lower to nudge my plug and test just how open I was for the night. I trembled, dizzy with the attention, desperate for more, desperate to prove just how filthy Daddy had made me.

Around us, the party pulsed with low, decadent energy—men and women chatting, daddies and mommies fondling their sissies, a chorus of little moans and wet kisses, the click of high heels and the slap of skin on skin. Sissies in every color and cut of lingerie knelt or straddled laps, lips and hands everywhere, and I couldn’t help but stare, dizzy from the sheer amount of exposed skin and jizz, needy cocks and plug jewels winking from beneath skirts. Some sissies were on their knees, faces buried between quivering thighs, others sprawled across laps as they were spanked and fingered, lipstick smearing as they licked and kissed and moaned for their owners’ attention. There were plugs being pulled and toyed with, cocks on full display, even a few sissies being walked on leashes by proud Daddies or elegant Mommies, giggling as their bodies were shown off for the crowd.

I could smell the sex in the air—lube, perfume, musk, and the tangy scent of sissy arousal. The thrill of being groped, praised, and displayed made my clitty leak harder, and I squirmed helplessly in Daddy’s grip, aware that eyes were lingering on my ass, my skirt, my blushing face, knowing I’d be next to get passed around. Daddy gave my cheeks a firm pat, making my plug press deeper, and I shivered, letting out a needy whimper.

He guided me up—cheeks burning, skirt barely covering anything, plug peeking each time I moved. “Patty, this is Lee,” Daddy introduced. Lee blushed, stepping up to me, the both of us shuddering, each dressed like a walking wet dream—me in my tiny, shimmery skirt and satin tube top, white thigh-highs and a pink plug, her in that lemon-yellow thong and stockings, cock barely contained, makeup perfect and hair silky. Before I could say a word, her hands were on my hips, yanking me flush against her so our hard cocks pressed together through tiny layers of lace and satin. Our mouths crashed, tongues meeting, desperate, glossy lips slipping and sticking, both of us hungry for attention. I moaned helplessly into her mouth, feeling her cock rut against my caged clitty, our hips grinding like we wanted to fuck through our panties for all the party to see.

From the corner of my eye, I caught our reflection in the gold-edged mirror—two sissies locked together, one in sugary pastel, the other in honey-yellow, my skirt hiked up, our plugs sparkling, cocks pressed together and grinding. The men’s hands roamed over us, cupping our asses, squeezing and spreading us, stroking our bulges, making us rut even harder for their amusement. One of Jordan’s hands tugged at my plug, making me squeal into Lee’s mouth, while Daddy slipped his hand between my cheeks, rubbing circles right over my most sensitive spot until I melted into Lee, whimpering, so desperate to be used and shown off I could hardly stand. We devoured each other’s mouths, sloppy, messy, wild—lipstick ruined, spit glistening on our chins, both of us moaning for our daddies. “Good girls,” Jordan breathed, voice thick, and Daddy squeezed me tight, holding my wet cocklette against Lee’s cock as I shuddered, my body nothing but need and filth and joy. It struck me then, in a rush—I hadn’t touched or kissed anyone but Daddy in a whole year. Every filthy act, every needy orgasm, every kiss, every ounce of pleasure had been his alone. Letting Lee devour my mouth, rutting and grinding our cocks together in front of a roomful of strangers, was like falling off a cliff: scary, freeing, and so, so fucking hot. For the first time in a year, someone besides Daddy was making me moan, was tasting me, and it just made me even more desperate to please—to show Daddy, to show the whole room, that I was still his perfect, obedient sissy, even as I melted for someone else’s touch.

“Her nipples are so sensitive, Patty. She loves having them played with. Give them a lick,” Jordan suggested, his voice warm with command. I looked up at Daddy first—always—and when he gave me that slow, approving nod, something inside me melted. I sank down obediently, pressing my chest against Lee’s, my hands sliding up her sides as I leaned in and dragged my tongue over her tight, flushed nipple. I took my time with it, tracing slow circles, flicking the tip just to make her gasp before sealing my lips around it and sucking hard. Lee whimpered, her hips jerking forward, cock twitching between us as her hands flew to my shoulders, fingers digging in like she needed me to hold her together.

I switched to the other nipple, licking a wet trail across her chest, letting my tongue linger, letting my lips pull and tease until both of us were breathing hard. I could feel the heat of the room on my back—the weight of all those eyes watching me be good, be slutty, be exactly what Daddy had trained me to be. The men didn’t bother hiding their reactions; I heard low groans, the rustle of fabric as hands adjusted straining cocks, felt the air thicken with approval as I lavished Lee’s chest with my mouth, sucking and licking until her knees trembled and she pressed her forehead to mine, panting. I was dizzy with it—how easy it was to please, how good it felt to be watched, to be used like this—my clitty aching, dripping, desperate to be next.

Daddy finally pulled me back, his eyes dark and proud, and the men gave each other a proud nod. I stumbled after him, dizzy, feeling more desired than I ever had in my life. Daddy steered me from group to group—everywhere we went, men and a few women would pause their conversations to greet us, then give me a full-body inspection, hands gliding over my skirt, up my thighs, squeezing my ass and openly groping my clitty through the thin, now completely wet fabric. A few let their fingers slip right under my skirt, toying with my plug, palming my bare cock and balls and making me moan for them.

Sometimes I was introduced to other sissies, and we’d have to kiss for our daddies’ amusement—lip gloss smearing, tongues tangling, sometimes their cocks pressed against my own or their fingers slipping between my cheeks. The taste of someone else’s cum always lingered on my lips. Sometimes two or three daddies would stand chatting, swapping sissies for a quick feel, a kiss, or a teasing grope—trading filthy compliments on obedience, makeup, how slutty we’d dressed, or the size and cuteness of our smooth and leaking little cocks. Once, I was bent over a lap, my plug for everyone to see, while a stranger’s hand explored me, Daddy narrating what a good little slut he’d made me into.

Every time Daddy said, “This is Patty,” my stomach did a flip. It was surreal—being so exposed, being so utterly wanted, realizing every man in the room wanted to use me, and Daddy was proud to show me off. I caught glimpses of my own reflection—ruined lipstick, glassy eyes, skirt askew, plug winking out—and felt a fresh wave of pride and filth. Even my old life, my ex-girlfriend, the awkward boy I’d been—none of that felt real anymore. All that existed was this moment, this body, this need, this belonging. I was soaked, throbbing, barely able to stand upright, loving every minute, and desperate for more.

Eventually, Daddy ended up chatting with the woman I’d spotted earlier—standing so confidently by her own sissy, radiating the kind of style you can’t buy. Up close, she was all trendy boss energy: early forties, glowing tanned skin, shoulder-length black hair in a sharp, asymmetric lob, sleek and modern. Her emerald-green silk blouse had a high neck and fell soft and untucked over her curves, a chunky gold necklace catching the light at her collar. Her skirt was black, high-waisted, and cut just above the knee, hugging her hips in a way that was both expensive and daring. Gold accessories at her wrist and a pair of metallic pointed stilettos completed the look—like she could step into a boardroom or a gallery opening and own the room either way. Daddy called her Grace, but she introduced herself to me as Mrs. Taylor, her grip soft and steady, radiating a maternal warmth that somehow felt both gentle and inescapable.

“Well, hello, Patty... you look just beautiful tonight.” Her voice poured over me like honey, making me blush so deep it reached my chest. She gave Daddy a knowing look, her eyes bright and sharp. “Jesus, David, great minds think alike, right?” They both laughed, the kind of laugh that makes you feel like you’re already in on their secret. She slid her arm possessively around her sissy’s tight waist, fingers splayed across the curve of her hip, squeezing just enough to make her squirm. “I want you two to meet Steffie.”

Steffie—the other fully dressed sissy I’d first spotted at the party—looked like a living, breathing doll up close. She was about my height, with glossy dark brunette hair nearly brushing her bare shoulders, a thin, sleeveless powder-blue blouse cut scandalously low to show off her smooth chest and sheer enough to show off just the faintest curve of her nipples, matching silky translucent blue thigh-highs clinging to her long, slender legs, and—adorably—white Mary Janes like mine. Her skirt was a tiny, shimmering scrap of pearl-white satin, cut so short her ass peeked out when she moved. You could see the swell of her tight, bubbly cheeks and the adorable dip of her lower back, the skirt barely hiding the fat, needy bulge straining her high-cut thong panties underneath—the thin, baby-blue waistband riding high on her waist, peeking out with every little shift or twist of her hips, a shameless little tease for anyone who looked closely. Steffie batted her long lashes at me, shy but sparkling, lips glossed and parted, already breathing fast. I grinned, unable to hide my excitement; the way her cock pushed so lewdly against those panties, her whole body begging to be seen, made my own recently-chastity-free clitty throb even harder.

Mrs. Taylor’s hand slid under Steffie’s mini skirt, fingers finding the heat between her thighs. She cupped Steffie’s bulge through the thin material, squeezing and rubbing her so openly that Steffie shivered, thighs pressing together. “Steffie and I had so much fun dressing her up this afternoon, it’d be a crime to keep her to myself.” Her smile down at Steffie was almost wicked. “Isn’t that right, Steffie?”

“Yes, Mommy,” Steffie whimpered, her cheeks blazing, hips wiggling helplessly under Mrs. Taylor’s teasing grip. I watched her shudder, her thighs twitched as Mrs. Taylor’s fingers slipped to front, tracing the outline of her cock through that micro skirt. Her eyes met mine—hungry, bashful, desperate to be played with—and I felt my own clitty jump inside my g-string, wet just from the filthy energy in the air.

Daddy’s eyes devoured us, his jaw set with hungry approval. “I can see why. She’s beautiful, Grace—may I?”

Mrs. Taylor’s lips curled in a wicked smile. “Of course.” Steffie, so obedient it made my head spin, hiked her tiny skirt up high, baring the perfect triangle of that blue thong, the waistband pulled high on her waist, her cock bulging against the soft fabric and the hint of damp at the tip. Her thighs were smooth and shivery, skin flushed. Daddy reached in, palming her openly, his big black hand dwarfing her cock as he squeezed and rolled her through the fabric. Steffie whimpered, her face burning, biting her glossed lip, her whole body melting from the attention.

Mrs. Taylor’s fingers didn’t stop—she slipped them between Steffie’s cheeks, tracing over the needy, plugged pucker, then squeezing her ass until Steffie arched and moaned, her cock jumping in Daddy’s hand.

“She’s been such a good girl this week, so I promised I’d take her out to play,” Mrs. Taylor purred, her voice thick with pride as her fingers worked Steffie’s ass, thumb brushing the sensitive spot just below.

Daddy’s voice softened, suddenly gentle. “You having fun tonight, Steffie?”

“Yes, sir,” she breathed, skirt bunched tight in her fist, hips rolling unconsciously into both sets of hands.

Mrs. Taylor turned her attention to me, her hand slipping right between my legs, fingers pressing slow and deliberate through the thin, sticky front of my g-string, making my clitty twitch and jump beneath her palm. “Oh, she’s lovely, David.” She gave me a squeeze that made me gasp—grinding my swollen cocklet against the soaked gusset—while Daddy looked on, proud and possessive, watching another woman grope his slut with nothing but filthy approval in his eyes.

These public ‘inspections’—being paraded, touched, and fondled like Daddy’s personal trophy—drove me insane with need. My panties were soaked and my thighs slick. I’d never been this turned on in my life, not even in our wildest nights alone. Steffie was a vision, but now I understood why the daddies all wanted to meet me too. There’s something so wicked, so humiliating and delicious, about seeing a pretty boi dolled up and desperate, being handled like a living doll, needy for every hand and every glance. I wanted more. For a second, I even hoped Daddy might order Steffie and me to kiss, to strip each other, to be put on show for the whole party—but just then, Jordan strolled up with a fat joint in hand, the spell breaking for a moment.

“David! Last one left—step outside with me, let’s talk shop.”

Daddy turned to Mrs. Taylor. “Grace? I’m going to slip out with Jordan for a minute—will you keep an eye on Patty?”

Mrs. Taylor’s eyes gleamed, lips curling into a deliciously naughty smile as she let her hand linger between my legs, possessive and promising. “Absolutely, David. I’ll look after her.”

Daddy grinned, nodding. “Thanks, just a few minutes.” He gave me a pointed look, and his voice dropped, deep and commanding: “You be a good girl, okay? Do whatever Mrs. Taylor tells you.”

“Yes, Daddy.” My voice came out small, breathless, and hungry. He smiled, pride and promise in his eyes, and melted into the crowd after Jordan.

Mrs. Taylor took my hand, Steffie’s in her other, and led us to a sprawling, plush sofa. “Come with me, girls, let’s get comfortable.”

She sat in the center, spreading her knees just enough for her skirt to ride up, the plush fabric of the sofa catching the backs of our thighs as Steffie and I perched on either side of her. Steffie’s knees were pressed tight together, back perfectly straight, but her hands clenched the hem of her skirt, holding it just barely over her high-cut thong, as if she was terrified and desperate to show off at the same time. I tried to mimic her poise, but my nerves were tingling everywhere—my legs spread wider than I meant, the edge of my g-string biting into my hips, my clitty pulsing and leaking against the sticky satin.

“You two look gorgeous tonight,” Mrs. Taylor purred, stroking Steffie’s bare thigh with her nails, then trailing her other hand along my lips, her thumb pressing just enough to make me part them for her touch. "Look at you, both so pretty and needy... I’m so lucky to spend time with two perfect little sluts."

“Thank you, Mommy,” Steffie murmured, voice a breathy whimper as Mrs. Taylor’s hand slid higher up her thigh, fingertips dancing along the edge of her thong and making her hips jerk.

“Thank you, Mrs. Taylor.” I melted under her touch, heart racing as her finger traced my plump, glossed lips, her other hand now pressing firmly on Steffie’s thigh, teasing her open. The scent of Steffie’s arousal was thick in the air, mixing with my own, and I felt a fresh leak soak my panties as Mrs. Taylor’s attention made us both squirm and ache for more.

“I think you’re both wearing the same shade of gloss.” She grinned, glancing between our mouths, her eyes glinting with delight. “Why don’t you two good girls get to know each other a little better?” Her hand slid to the back of my neck, fingers threading into my hair, and she gently pushed me toward Steffie until our faces were just inches apart. I could feel Steffie’s hot breath on my lips, see the nervous flick of her tongue against her gloss.

We leaned in, lips meeting softly at first—slick, warm, a slow, greedy taste. Then our mouths parted wider, tongues slipping out to tangle and tease, wet and eager, sharing the same sweet, sticky taste as our hands found each other’s bodies. Steffie’s hand curled low around my waist, nails dragging up my back as she pressed her thigh between mine, her cock throbbing against my hip. I slid my hand down to cup the back of her bare thigh, fingers stroking the high band of her thong, feeling her shiver as I traced the edge. Her lips were plush and pillowy, soft but hungry, and she whimpered for me as our tongues slid together and our kisses got messy—spit slicking my chin, both of us desperate to be watched and wanted.

Mrs. Taylor’s hand stayed on my neck, her thumb caressing the line of my jaw as we kissed for her approval. I felt Steffie’s cock rutting against my stomach through the thin satin of her skirt, her hips grinding for friction. My own clitty throbbed, straining inside my g-string, sticky with pre, my legs spreading shamelessly so I could press against her.

Steffie’s kisses were still sweet, full of feminine longing, but there was nothing innocent about the way she licked my lips and sucked on my tongue. She melted into me, her whole body begging for attention, both of us lost in the sloppy, open-mouthed makeout, whimpering and moaning for each other while Mrs. Taylor watched, hungry and proud.

I pressed my lips to her jaw, then nuzzled into her neck, flicking my tongue against her warm, perfumed skin, breathing her in as my hand slid up to cup her cock through her skirt, squeezing her bulge so she’d grind harder for the audience.

“You like having another pretty girl to play with, don’t you, Steffie?” Mrs. Taylor cooed, her tone soft and indulgent, like she already knew the answer.

“Yes, Mommy…” Steffie breathed, her voice going loose and dreamy as she leaned into me. My hand slid higher, caressing her chest through the thin blouse, feeling the heat of her skin and the way her nipples tightened under my palm. She shivered, her back arching just a little, offering herself without even realizing it.

“Mmm,” Mrs. Taylor hummed approvingly. “I’ll have to talk to David later—maybe set up a little playdate for you two cuties.” Her fingers slid up Steffie’s torso instead, pinching and rolling her nipples through the thin blouse, tweaking them slowly until Steffie gasped and arched, a soft, broken whimper spilling from her lips. “Would you like that, Steffie?”

“Yes, Mommy,” Steffie whimpered immediately, her need obvious. My fingers drifted lower, tracing slow, teasing lines down her flat belly, lingering just long enough to make her squirm before ghosting over her bare thigh. I felt her cock twitch beneath her skirt, felt her body lean into my touch, both of us breathing harder as the idea of being shared—together—settled heavy and filthy between us.

Somewhere in the haze of that kiss, something sharp and giddy twisted inside me—a realization, wild and a little scary: I had never made out with another sissy before. Every kiss I’d ever had, every mouth I’d ever tasted, had belonged to my ex, which wasn't really that great in retrospect after what I got with David, and Daddy literally changed how I expirience love, he was older, a controlling figure who wanted me soft and pretty and needy and I love being that. But Steffie was like me—dressed and aching, quivering and leaking, as hungry for attention as I was. Our makeup, our outfits, even the way we moved, was a mirror: I could feel her nerves and her need in every breath, every fluttering gasp.

It felt different than kissing Daddy. With him, I melted, went small, lost myself in the safety of being owned. With Steffie, it was dizzying—equal parts competition and comfort, two perfect dolls pressed together, showing off for the room, wanting to outdo each other and collapse into each other at the same time. I could taste her lip gloss on my tongue, feel the tremble in her thighs, her cock hard against my hand, and it made me leak and pulse in a way I never had before.

If someone had told me a year ago that I’d be dressed like this, wearing makeup and plugged, making out with another sissy while strangers watched, I would’ve called them crazy. Back then I was just a broke, pretty boi barely scraping by, pretending I could survive on my own. Daddy changed everything. I thought I was just trading rent for humiliation—panties, plugs, inspection nights, his rules and rewards. But now, I could hardly recognize that old life. Every choice, every new rule, every little surrender had remade me. Now, this was normal: kissing a doll-soft sissy in front of a crowd, showing off for Mommy and Daddy, soaking my panties with need and pride. I was someone new, and I never wanted to go back.

Steffie and I turned to face each other, now guided by Mrs. Taylor, both of us rose up onto our knees on the sofa, skirts riding scandalously high, makeup smeared and our eyes already glassy from the desperate kisses we’d shared. Mrs. Taylor slid herself between us, her legs spread wide, a manicured hand gripping the inside of each of our thighs—her nails painted a wicked, glossy red that flashed as she squeezed. She watched us with that possessive, proud smile, like we were her trophy sluts, and the thrill of it made my stomach twist with filthy excitement. Every time our lips crashed together—messy, eager, a little wild—her fingers inched higher, kneading and caressing our trembling, exposed thighs with lazy, claiming strokes.

I gasped when her hand slid boldly under my skirt and Steffie’s at the same time, her fingers zeroing right in on our bulging, sopping panties as we made out like the cock-hungry sluts we were. The heat of her palm ground into the soaked, aching bulge of my clitty—so slippery and desperate it nearly slipped free—and squeezed Steffie’s throbbing cock just as rough, making us both whimper into each other’s mouths. She didn’t just touch—she owned us, played us like her private toys, alternating between filthy, knuckle-white squeezes that made my whole body jerk, and feather-light teasing that had my hips humping at her hand like I’d never get enough.

Her thumb pressed into my slit through the satin, circling, stroking, dragging all the pre-cum across the fabric, then she switched to Steffie, palming her cock, using her grip to roll and pump her until Steffie’s whole body shook and leaked, the front of her panties ruined. Every stroke had us rutting against her, lost in the humiliation and need—our thighs shaking, bodies melting, all control gone. Steffie’s breath turned into high, needy gasps, her body jerking with every rough squeeze, and I could feel the same shudders ripping through me—dripping, lavished, and wanting even more, my whole world shrinking down to her hand and Steffie’s lips.

"Oh my!" Mrs. Taylor giggled, her voice rich and thick with pride and raw mischief. "Your panties are stuffed full, aren’t they? Just look at my filthy girls, soaked and twitching for me—slutty little sissies, desperate to be touched. Are my gurls having fun being Mommy’s dirty little playthings?"

"Yes, Mommy..." Steffie whimpered, her voice desperate and throaty, as we clung together, arms tight around each other, making out hungrily for our audience. I could taste her lip gloss smeared all over my lips, feel the sticky wetness between our thighs, the air thick with our arousal and perfume and pure need.

"Yes, Mrs. Taylor," I managed, my lips swollen and slick, my whole body shaking as I ground my hips into her palm, helpless for more. A little pang of worry stung me—would Daddy be mad? But I remembered his order, that I do whatever Mrs. Taylor said, and that thought only made it hotter. I wanted him to see me like this: needy, eager, ruined and filthy, being a perfect, obedient sissy for someone else’s approval. It made me ache to be touched, praised, fucked—to show the whole room just how good I could be.

As Steffie sucked kisses along my neck, I glanced up and saw four men had gathered, circling in closer, their eyes dark and hungry as they watched us. Each Daddy was accompanied by his own smooth, obedient sissy, all of them hard and leaking in slutty party gear—straps, mesh thongs, thigh-highs, gleaming collars, plugs sparkling under the low lights. The men’s gazes were devouring: one stroked the thick outline of his cock through his suit pants, another palmed his sub’s ass, grinding her forward for a better view. Their approval poured over me, electric, making my whole body tense and melt—my panties clinging sticky between my thighs as I leaked for them, the humiliation and pride blurring together until I was dizzy with need.

Mrs. Taylor gently pulled Steffie and me in close, her arms sliding around our waists, pressing us against her like we were the centerpieces of her private show. "That’s it, my little dolls," she purred, voice low and thick. She undid her top with one hand, letting it slide off her shoulders, revealing a sheer black lace bra that barely held her heavy, perfect tits. The sight nearly made me drool—she was so maternal, so powerful, but her tits were pure sin, round and full, nipples dark and straining against the lace.

Steffie reached for her right breast, cupping it greedily, thumb circling the nipple through the lace, making Mrs. Taylor shudder. I hesitated for a second, my breath stalling, too shy to go for Mrs. Taylor’s tit right away—no one had ever told me I could just touch a woman like this, not in public, not with men watching, not with another sissy kneeling beside me and all the attention burning on my skin. My fingers hovered uncertain, nerves jangling, but Mrs. Taylor caught my wrist with gentle, coaxing strength. “Go on, sweetheart,” she whispered, eyes warm and full of pride. “Touch Mommy. She wants you to.”

Something melted in me at that. I slid my hand to her left breast, kneading and rubbing, feeling the heat of her skin, the lace rough and delicious under my palm. Our hands explored her, squeezing, teasing, showing off for the men and for each other, while Mrs. Taylor arched her back to press her tits into our hungry hands.

Mrs. Taylor leaned forward, her grip tightening possessively on the backs of our necks, guiding both our faces in until Steffie’s cheek pressed warm against mine, our mouths open and panting just inches from her tits. I could feel Steffie’s glossy lips brush my own, breath hot and sweet, before we both dove in together—two hungry dolls on either side of Mrs. Taylor’s tits.

My lips found her lace-wrapped nipple first, and I licked, sucked, nipped at the stiff peak, the lace turning slick and translucent as I drooled and tasted her. Steffie mirrored me on the other side, her tongue drawing desperate little circles before she latched on, making Mrs. Taylor arch and gasp. We were side by side, tongues and lips working in rhythm, spit and lip gloss smearing the bra, our hands squeezing and kneading her tits, sometimes bumping into each other, each of us greedy to show off and claim a taste.

The men were stroking openly now, thick cocks out, some with their subs kneeling between their legs, eyes wide and hungry as they watched us devour Mommy together. I could feel Mrs. Taylor’s nipple pebble even harder under my tongue, her moans shivering through her whole chest and into my mouth. Steffie’s hot breath spilled across my cheek, our bodies pressed close, and every suck and lap became a competition—who could make Mommy whimper louder, who could drag out the filthiest noise for the room. I sucked hard, rolling my tongue, until I felt the tip pop free and then I did it again, both of us moaning, both desperate to be her favorite.

“Oh yesss... is that what you like, Steffie?” Mrs. Taylor’s voice was throaty, breath hitching as Steffie pressed kisses over the top of her bra, mouthing at the soft flesh. “Yes, Mommy, thank you, Mommy...” Steffie whimpered, lips dragging over Mrs. Taylor’s skin, suckling lightly at her breast. I followed suit, planting small, desperate kisses up the curve of her tit, tugging gently on her bra strap until one thick, dark pink nipple popped free. I sucked, swirling my tongue, feeling the soft weight and heat of her in my mouth. Steffie did the same on the other side, both of us nursed and cradled in her arms as Mrs. Taylor rocked and moaned, loving every filthy second of our attention.

“Mmmm, good gurls...” she groaned, “suck Mommy’s big tits... you make me so proud.”

My whole body buzzed with arousal, dizzy with the taste and scent of her, the heat of Steffie pressed close. Just an hour ago, I’d been kneeling for Daddy; now I was here, fully dolled-up, all girl, being felt up by strangers, making out with a beautiful sissy as men watched, throbbing and aching to be used.

Mrs. Taylor tugged my chin up and pressed her mouth to mine, tongue deep, moaning as I rolled her slick nipple between my fingers. She brushed my blonde bangs aside and whispered, “You’re such a pretty girl, Patty... we love having another sweet doll to play with, don’t we, Steffie?”

Steffie glanced up, her lips glossy and wet. “Yes, Mommy.” She dove back down to suck and kiss, licking at Mrs. Taylor’s nipple with hungry devotion.

“Steffie, show Patty how happy you are to have her here,” Mrs. Taylor purred. She guided me up to my knees, unhooking my skirt and peeling it away, leaving me exposed and shivering in front of the whole room. The air bit at my bare thighs, but all I could focus on was the men’s stares—hungry, approving, greedy for every inch of my pale, dolled-up body. My cock strained shamelessly, making a lewd, dripping tent in my panties, the fabric clinging slick and tight from how much I was wet and needy already.

Steffie crawled forward with perfect, eager submission—like she’d been waiting her whole life for this—her lips parted, eyes hungry, hands shaky with want. She pressed a hot, open-mouthed kiss to my bulge, tongue flicking along the damp, sticky gusset, drawing a thick wet line over my clitty through the satin. I whimpered, hips rocking helplessly, lost in the humiliation and thrill of being serviced in front of everyone. She licked and nuzzled, tracing the full shape of my cock with her tongue, making the fabric darken with her spit, then mouthed at the tip until I was humping against her face, desperate and ruined.

Mrs. Taylor stripped my skirt away, baring me down from the waist—now just a white tube top squeezing my chest, my flat tummy wobbling, my gstring and stockings making me look like the sluttiest little party favor. Steffie hooked her fingers into the side of my damp underwear and, with a practiced, filthy smirk, slid them aside, baring my hard, hairless cock to the open air. I gasped, the coolness making my skin tingle, my clitty pulsing and dripping, the tip flushed and wet after so many weeks caged.

She paused first, nose nuzzling my shaft, her hot breath washing over my cock as I trembled above her—embarrassed, exposed, so desperate I could hardly keep my hips still. Mrs. Taylor’s palm pressed gently to the small of my back, steadying me. “Let her take care of you, Patty,” she whispered, voice full of praise and wicked encouragement. “You deserve this. Be a good girl and let her show you how it feels.”

Then Steffie took me in her mouth—agonizingly slow, loving, deep. She let her lips glide over my head, sealing tight around my cock, her tongue swirling around the tip in soft, teasing circles before tracing every sensitive ridge, up and down, until my thighs shook and I sobbed for her. For a moment I could barely breathe—it was the first time in so long that I’d been on the receiving end, the first time in forever that a cock as needy and desperate as mine was getting serviced, and by another sissy no less. It was dizzying, terrifying, and perfect. I moaned, lost in the wet, obscene sensation, as Mrs. Taylor squeezed both my ass with her hands, spreading me open and pushing me deeper into Steffie’s hungry mouth, encouraging every filthy move. I could feel my whole body coming undone—my hands twisted in Steffie’s hair, my thighs shaking, my clitty throbbing so hard it felt like I could cum just from the attention, from being a toy, from being the center of all this sissy worship and pride.

"Oh yes, Steffie, suck her cock... show her how we welcome a new good girl," Mrs. Taylor purred, fingers continuing to knead my cheeks. My head spun with pleasure. I looked out at the room—men and the few women now naked, their sissies on their knees, cocks and pussies being sucked, fucked, stroked. The air was thick with sex, moans, and need, and I was right at the center of it, my own moans blending in as Steffie bobbed her head, sucking me deep, her lips stretched wide over my cock.

Mrs. Taylor’s hand slid up her own skirt, her fingers working her clit through her lace panties as she watched every filthy second. Her cheeks were flushed, mouth parted, eyes glued to us as she circled her clit harder, moaning under her breath. "Yes, Steffie... now give Patty a taste of your pretty cock. Show her how we do things here."

Steffie straightened, shivering with anticipation, her whole body humming with need as she peeled off her blouse and skirt. She stood in just her high-waisted blue string bikini panties, her cock bulging and dripping against the fabric, a dark, wet patch growing at the tip. With a filthy, showy little smirk for the crowd, she hooked her thumbs in the waistband and slid them down her thighs, letting her cock spring free—cute, smooth, flushed purple at the tip, wet with her own precum. She stroked herself for a second, eyes never leaving mine, then knelt on the couch beside Mrs. Taylor’s lap, offering her cock right in front of my lips.

I dropped to all fours, my ass high and shaking in the air, stockings straining as I crawled to her like the party’s hungriest little bitch. The men all leaned in, their hands stroking their own cocks and their subs’ bodies, the whole room rapt as I leaned forward and licked Steffie’s shaft from base to tip—slow, savoring, getting a taste of her precum before I opened wide and took her in my mouth.

She was bigger than me, and she was so warm, so hard, so smooth and slutty. My lips closed over her head, tongue swirling around the dripping tip, then sliding down her length, sucking slow and greedy, milking every filthy moan from Steffie’s throat. Her hips rolled, feeding her cock deeper as her hands fisted tight in my hair, using my mouth for her pleasure. Mrs. Taylor was right there, her hand on my head, urging me deeper, her other still buried between her own legs as she fucked herself, staring at us like we were the most beautiful, depraved sight she’d ever seen.

“That’s it, Patty,” Mrs. Taylor whispered, her voice thick, wild, almost broken with want. “You love Steffie’s cock, don’t you? Such a perfect, filthy girl. Suck her like you mean it. Make her feel good for me.”

I moaned around Steffie, spit drooling down my chin, completely lost in the taste and the wet, sticky heat—her cock swelling and throbbing against my tongue, my own clitty hanging heavy and leaking with every sloppy, worshipful thrust. I sucked her slow and greedy, never breaking eye contact, swallowing every drop of her precum, my ass wiggling in the air as if begging for someone else to use me next.

“You look so sexy with her dick in your mouth...” Mrs. Taylor praised, her own hand still busy. “Now sit up, baby. Let Mommy have a taste.”

I let Steffie slide from my lips, gasping as I knelt upright, my chest heaving and my cock glistening with spit. Mrs. Taylor’s hands gripped our asses, strong and greedy, pulling us close until our hard cocks were mashed together, precum and saliva, the tips in an angry red and pulsing with desperate need. The room felt like a stage and Mrs. Taylor owned it—she leaned in between us, eyes wild with lust and pride, licking her lips as she bent low.

She wrapped her mouth around Steffie’s head first, sucking her down deep with practiced, filthy hunger—her cheeks hollowing, lips stretched wide, her tongue swirling over every inch. The sound was obscene: deep, messy slurps, her throat working as she bobbed her head, drool dripping down Steffie’s shaft. Then she pulled off with a pop and turned to me, eyes locking on mine as she took my cock just as deep, her mouth hot, wet, and skilled. I whimpered, my hips rocking, the feel of her tongue tracing the slit and lapping up every drop of pre driving me insane.

She didn’t stop there—she gripped both our cocks in one slick, tight fist, mashing the leaking, throbbing heads together and rubbing them until precum smeared hot and sticky over both our tips. Then her tongue came out, filthy and hungry, licking from base to tip and back, tasting everything we had to give her. She sucked the heads in turn, slurping loud, wet, messy—her spit and our precum running down her chin as she jerked us both, the heat of her mouth scorching as she wrapped her lips around both heads at once, sucking so hard we could hear every dirty sound over the moans in the room.

Sometimes she let our cocks grind and slide together right on her tongue, squeezing them so our tips kissed and dribbled together, her cheeks bulging as she swallowed as much as she could, face shiny and ruined with spit. Steffie and I clung to each other, hands locked, eyes wild, both of us shaking and whimpering, close to cumming just from being used and sucked like this.

Mrs. Taylor was a fucking pro—relentless, greedy, her throat working as she took us deeper, tongue flicking, squeezing, never letting up. She sucked and jerked, swapping from one cock to the other, sometimes burying us both in her mouth so deep we thought she’d choke. The room was a riot of moans and filthy praise, all eyes on her messy mouth and our twitching, leaking cocks.

I stared into Steffie’s eyes, our bodies shaking and our hips rocking in her hand, both desperate, on the edge, every nerve screaming to cum, but we both knew better. No matter how close Mrs. Taylor’s filthy mouth dragged us, how her sucking and slurping made our balls tighten and our cocks jerk in her fist, we held back—clinging to each other, whimpering, desperate for release but knowing we needed permission. Every sloppy, gulping suck, every squelch and moan just made us more desperate—made us ache to drown her in cum and shame, right in front of the whole fucking party, but we’d never let go until our Mommy or Daddy told us we could.

The thick, smoky scent of grass hit me just as Daddy’s deep voice rumbled right in my ear, low and hot enough to make me shiver.

“You’re such a naughty little slut.”

My heart skipped—he was back. I froze, shame and pride burning through me as I realized Daddy had caught every filthy thing Steffie and Mrs. Taylor had done with me. But he didn’t sound mad; he sounded hungry. I felt him press up behind me, his bare chest hot against my back, just his tight black briefs between us, the thick, unmistakable weight of his Daddy cock nudging into my ass. One strong arm snaked around my waist and the other hand slid up, squeezing and teasing my nipples right through my skimpy tube top—never missing a beat even as Mrs. Taylor kept sucking my cock, her mouth hot and messy and eager.

I moaned, the shock of Daddy’s grip shooting straight to my clitty, my whole body going soft and desperate under his touch. He pinned me there, chest heavy against my back, his cock grinding so hard against my ass through those tight briefs I could feel every inch, every hot pulse. I felt messy, helpless, Daddy’s sissy on full display—my chin wet, spit and drool dripping everywhere because I’d just gone full dumb whore, jaw slack and open, totally lost in it. But what really made my knees go out was Daddy’s smell: sharp, manly, a little sweat, the joint, that hint of aftershave clinging to his skin. I could feel his breath at my ear and I swear to God I almost lost it, right then, like some pathetic, hungry little thing who just lives for this.

Then he licked the rim of my ear, making me squirm, and slid a big, rough hand right around my throat. Not choking—just tight enough to remind me I was owned. “Did you have fun playing with your new friends?” he rumbled, voice so low it shook right through my bones.

I whimpered, dizzy, dripping all over Mrs. Taylor’s mouth. “…Yes, Daddy. Yes…”

His hips bucked harder against my ass, cock flexing, grinding my thong tighter between my cheeks. “Did Mrs.Taylor get you nice and sloppy for me?”

“Yes, Daddy,” I whispered, voice all shaky and small, barely able to think straight with how raw and needy I felt. My head was swimming—embarrassed, fucked-out, but so turned on I was ready to cry. Mascara streaked down my face, my panties absolutely trashed, and my cock was throbbing like it had never been touched before, trapped in Mrs. Taylor’s hot, wet mouth while Daddy’s hand held me in place, tight around my throat. I wasn’t even really there anymore, not like a person—just Daddy’s slut, shaking, ruined, desperate for everyone to see exactly what I’d become for him. I wanted every eye on me, wanted them all to see that I was Daddy’s filthy little toy, made to be shown off, bent and lavished and make love however he wanted. My whole body ached for it—his approval, his cock, the crowd watching me come apart.

He pulled my hips back, slipping my cock out from Mrs. Taylor’s lips. My whole body shuddered as he steered me to the big leather ottoman, eyes never leaving me. “All fours, babygirl. Let Daddy show everyone what a perfect sissy slut looks like.”

My clitty ached, already almost close. I obeyed without thinking, feeling the cool air on my ass as Daddy yanked my tiny string for an underwear even further aside. He reached back, fingers sliding right between my cheeks, and they didn’t find bare skin—instead, Daddy’s hand gripped the fat, bubblegum pink plug he’d put in me hours ago. He twisted it, slow, making me gasp, working it out just a little, circling my hole and pressing it back in while I trembled and squirmed. Every twist had my cock leaking harder, desperate and twitchy. He popped the plug out, the thick stretch making me moan out loud, then massaged my hole with those warm, slick fingers, working me open with slow, filthy little circles while everyone watched. He didn’t say a word—he didn’t need to. The crowd of daddies and pretty boys tightened around us, jerking themselves, hungry to see me squirm as Daddy played with my needy, used-up hole.

I glanced up—Steffie was on her knees again, Mrs. Taylor now sucking her hungrily as Jordan palmed his cock, his eyes locked on me. Then I felt Daddy’s lubed-up cockhead press at my slick, eager hole, and I moaned loud and messy as he started to push in. The stretch, the fullness—Daddy split me open in one thick, greedy thrust, making my back arch and my mouth drop open in a cry I didn’t care who heard. I could feel every inch of him, my hole stretched wide, my whole body quivering as he bottomed out inside me and just held there for a second, making sure everyone saw how his cock filled me up—how it was Daddy’s cock that turned me into a leaking, ruined mess.

He started to fuck me slow and deep, hips grinding with purpose, working every inch of his cock inside me until I was nothing but a hole for him to use. My tits bounced under my tube top, nipples poking hard through the fabric, my cock swinging helplessly below—soaked, dripping, throbbing, leaking precum down my thigh for the whole room to see. Every thrust had my ass jiggling, plug still on the floor where Daddy left it, my g-string twisted and half off, hair stuck to my sweaty neck, lips smeared and parted, drooling spit and need.

Gasps and dirty praise rained down on me from every direction—filthy encouragements, men calling me Daddy’s good little fuckdoll, women laughing as I moaned and shivered, sissies in the crowd staring like they wished they could be in my place. But I couldn’t focus on any of it. All I cared about was Daddy—his hands gripping my hips so tight I’d bruise, his cock sawing in and out of my desperate boipussy, the slap of skin so loud it echoed over the music and moans, the way his heavy breath and low growls pressed into my ear with every thrust. I was gone—just a used-up fucktoy, a sissy slut made for cock and cum and to be ruined in front of a crowd.

Jordan suddenly stepped up—towering, naked, cock already hanging thick and heavy between his thighs, the tip glistening wet. The sight of another big black cock made my mouth go slack, lips parting more on instinct, and I couldn't stop staring. My whole face burned—half humiliation, half pure hunger. I felt so small and completely open, kneeling there with Daddy still inside me—his warmth, his strength, the way he held me making me ache in the sweetest way. For a second, all the filth faded, and I just wanted to be cherished and claimed by him, even as I craved everything Jordan was about to give me too. Being shared like this, letting myself be loved and ruined at the same time—it was twisted and overwhelming and, somehow, so intimate I almost forgot anyone else was watching. My tongue poked out without me even realizing, cheeks hot as I locked eyes with him and whimpered, silently begging.

He looked to Daddy: “May I?”

Daddy grinned, fucking me harder. “Feed my slutty girl. She’s starving for cock.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. I opened my mouth as wide as I could, tongue out, spit already drooling down my chin, desperate for Jordan’s cock. He lined up, grabbed a handful of my hair, and slid that thick, leaking cock right across my lips, smearing pre all over my face before pushing inside. The stretch was unreal—my jaw ached, spit flooding out as Daddy’s thrusts rocked me forward, making me take Jordan deeper than I thought possible. My whole body jerked, gagging and swallowing, drool and precum spilling everywhere, making a filthy mess of my face and chest.

Daddy fucked me harder, using me as leverage to bounce on his cock, so every time I slid back I took more of Jordan in my mouth, my throat bulging, eyes streaming, hair wild. Both of them used me like their personal toy—one cock pounding my hole, the other stretching my mouth, spit, tears, snot, and makeup smeared everywhere, not an inch of me untouched.

Every sound was dirty—slurps, wet gags, their heavy breathing, the slap of Daddy’s hips, the lewd encouragements from the crowd. I was their sissy fuckdoll, made to choke and moan and drool, made for mess and humiliation. My cock was rock hard, swinging, leaking nonstop, the head pressed against my own thigh as I was stuffed from both ends. Every time Jordan bottomed out, I whimpered and tried to suck even harder, desperate for his approval, desperate for Daddy to see just how deep I could take it.

I was in heaven and hell at the same time—stockings twisted around my calves, g-string pushed to the side, ass filled by Daddy, mouth stretched by Jordan, the whole room watching me come apart, proud to be their favorite slut. My brain was gone, just white noise and need, and somewhere in the back of my mind I flashed to a year ago, how lonely and lost I’d been—now, I was the center of this wild, filthy party, made to be used, ruined, and loved by every Daddy in the room.

Jordan finally pulled out and my jaw hung open, spit and pre strung between my lips and his cock, a fat mess of drool clinging to my chin and chest. I coughed, whimpering, throat raw and aching as Daddy’s cock kept hammering my sloppy hole, making every sound a desperate moan. My body jerked and bounced, Daddy using me rough now, no holding back.

I looked up, dazed, just in time to see Jordan stride back to the couch and snatch Steffie by the waist, dragging her down right between Mrs. Taylor’s thighs. Steffie’s knees spread wide, ass up, and Mrs. Taylor wasted no time yanking those pretty panties off, her hand right between Steffie’s legs, spreading her open and showing everyone how needy and soaked she was.

Jordan lined his cock up behind Steffie, spit shining the head with a lazy, cocky smirk, and then shoved inside her in one long, greedy thrust that made Steffie cry out into Mrs. Taylor’s pussy. She dove in, tongue out, licking and moaning as Jordan started fucking her hard, hips slapping, their bodies on display for the whole party. Mrs. Taylor held Steffie in place, fingers twisted in her hair, forcing her to eat and squirm while Jordan ruined her from behind, every stroke making Steffie’s cock bounce and drip against the sofa.

The whole room was a wild mess—skin slapping, filthy moans, wet kisses, praise and laughter and dirty orders echoing off the walls. Daddies palmed their cocks, sissies sucked and whined, and everyone watched as Daddy’s hands clamped down on my hips, holding me open for every pounding thrust. My body shook and melted, every nerve on fire, my bubbly butt bouncing, clitty leaking, my brain just a blur of pleasure and love and humiliation. I was Daddy’s. Even with my makeup ruined, my ass split open for him, my body used up in front of everyone—I only felt more loved. More his. Every filthy thrust, every pair of eyes on me, just made me want him deeper, made me want the whole room to see I was the luckiest girl alive. Ruined, yes—but cherished. Daddy’s baby, Daddy’s show-off, Daddy’s favorite thing to love.

Daddy flipped me over onto my back, and I spread for him without a thought—knees high, heels digging into the sheets, legs wide open so everyone could see just how desperate I was. I hooked my fingers behind my knees and yanked myself open, shuddering so hard my cock was leaking all over my own belly, a sticky, messy string stretching up to my navel. “Please, Daddy, fuck your little sissy, make me your girl, right here in front of everyone,” I begged, needy and shameless, loving the way the room went quiet for a second just to watch me spread myself for him.

Right then, from the corner of my eye, I caught Steffie still kneeling on the nearby couch, face buried between Mrs. Taylor’s legs. Her little blue panties were hanging from one ankle, her back arched, ass high in the air, completely shown off. Jordan—still hard, sweat shining on his skin—stood behind her, palming her cheeks apart and stroking himself, cock thick and angry red. The whole room could see how hungry he was for her.

Steffie whined against Mrs. Taylor’s pussy, hips rocking. Jordan lined himself up, teasing the head right against Steffie’s pink, twitchy hole before shoving in, one brutal, slow thrust that made Steffie cry out, the sound muffled between Mrs. Taylor’s thighs. He fucked her hard, grip bruising her hips, balls slapping her sissy cunt, and Mrs. Taylor just pulled Steffie’s hair and ground down on her face. Jordan’s breath got ragged, and as Daddy started pounding into me, I watched Jordan lose it—face twisting, hips snapping, cock jerking as he started to cum all over Steffie’s perfect, open-for-business ass, streaks landing across her cheeks and down her thighs while she moaned into Mrs. Taylor’s cunt, soaking in every second of it.

Meanwhile Daddy hovered over me, eyes wild and greedy, palm cradling my cheek like I was precious and filthy all at once. “That’s my girl, that’s it,” he whispered, and then he drove in deep—one thick, greedy thrust that stole the air from my lungs. I couldn’t even moan, just gasped, head thrown back as Daddy’s cock filled me up, stretching my sissy hole so wide I saw stars. He fucked me hard, every stroke hitting something deep and sensitive, his body pinning me down and making me feel tiny and helpless, my tits bouncing and jiggling with every thrust. Sweat ran down his chest and dripped onto my skin, his arms flexed, muscles bulging, every inch of him over me, owning me for the whole party to see.

My cock slapped and bounced against my belly with every pump—hard, sticky, totally ignored except for when Daddy reached down mid-thrust and squeezed the base, fingers wrapping tight and pulling a whimper from my throat. He stroked me in time with his own thrusts, his thumb gliding over my drooling tip, making me writhe, hips bucking, toes curling. My mouth fell open, drool on my cheek, eyes rolling back, whole body locked in his grip. I was gone—just a sissy fucktoy under Daddy’s control, dizzy with how much I wanted him—how loved he made me feel even as he fucked me into the ottoman, how every dirty thing he did just made me feel more like his, special and chosen, lost in all that filthy sweetness and so needy for every wild, beautiful thing Daddy wanted to do to me.

Suddenly, I snapped back to the party. There was a crowd now, men pressed close around the ottoman, hungry and grinning, waiting their turn. Right in front of me was a pretty twink—shaggy brown hair, navel pierced, nothing but a tight purple mesh jock, cock hard and aching. His Daddy stood behind him, older, a white silver fox, with just a tight silk boxer barely hiding his own thick bulge. “David said it was okay,” he told the boy. “Go ahead.”

Ray’s face just glowed as his Daddy yanked that purple jock down, his smooth, hard cock bouncing up, flushed and already leaking. He was so pretty—shaved everywhere, skin soft, hips narrow, and his little pierced bellybutton glinting right above my nose as he climbed up and straddled my face. I barely waited—I opened wide, tongue out, and he fed it to me, his cock sliding over my lips, hot and salty, my spit dribbling down the sides of his shaft. I slurped and sucked, messy and noisy, loving the way the older Daddy cupped my cheek and brushed my hair back, saying, “Mmm, doesn’t that feel good, Ray?”

Ray whimpered, whole body trembling, “Oh God, yes, Daddy—don’t stop.” His Daddy bent over, kissed him open-mouthed, his cocks grinding against his toned belly as Ray pumped his hips into my mouth, gasping and whining, totally helpless. My hands grabbed his tight ass, kneading him, pulling him down to smother me with his cock and balls. I was dizzy, half-blacked out with need, my nose in his hairless crotch, sucking him like I’d die if he pulled away, tongue rolling under the head, spit running down my chin, not a thought left in my head except being a good whore. The room vanished—there was only cock, only filthy praise, only the perfect feeling of being used by two Daddies and their beautiful, sweet, slutty boi.

Daddy’s voice rumbled over me—my Daddy, my roommate turned lover, fucking me hard, his hand tight on my cock. “That’s it, Ray. Feed her your sweet cock. She loves it.”

God, it was so fucking hot—the way they kept talking about me like I was nothing but a hole and a showpiece, mixing up ‘boy’ and ‘girl’ and ‘her’ and ‘slut’ until my brain didn’t know which way was up—just that every cock in the room belonged in me or on me, and I fucking loved it.

Then I heard, “Give Daddy a turn, Ray.” The older Daddy slid his silk boxers down and unleashed the thickest, meanest big white cock I’d ever seen—long, wide, veiny, already glistening with precum, swinging between his thighs. I just stared, slack-jawed and desperate, lips parted, spit already dripping down my chin. He pressed it to my mouth, and I wrapped my lips around that monster, sucking slow and filthy, tongue working the head, jaw already aching from the stretch. For a split second, I flashed on Ray—this was the cock he got to serve every time, his Daddy’s prize, and I could see why he was so obsessed. But as I worked my lips down that thick shaft, I realized it wasn’t so different from what Daddy gave me every single day—maybe a little longer, a touch more to show off, but Daddy's was more girthier, and the way it stretched my mouth, the weight and taste, felt like home. My throat relaxed, tongue swirling, jaw burning, and all I could think was how lucky we both were to have men who wanted us ruined and filled, day after day. Ray was still straddling me, grinding and moaning, his lips locked with his Daddy’s while I milked every inch of that huge cock, drool spilling out, spit trailing from my chin down my neck, making the nastiest, prettiest mess for the whole room to watch.

My own Daddy’s thrusts sped up, probably from the show I was putting on for him, his hand never leaving my cock, squeezing and stroking, his balls slapping mine as he pounded my pussy, pushing me right to the edge.

It must’ve been the way I sucked the other Daddy off—hungry, shameless, like I needed to be ruined for everyone—because a minute later, his cock twitched hard and my mouth was suddenly drowning in his hot, salty cum. He emptied himself down my throat, moaning, hips jerking, Daddy hands tangled in my hair, holding me on him until my lips stretched and my jaw ached. I swallowed fast as I could, messy as hell, sticky white spilling out the corners, running down my chin and neck, dripping right onto my chest. When he finally pulled out, I was left gasping, spit and cum everywhere, my mouth still open, my tongue out, whimpering and desperate for more. “Go on, Ray, fill her up too.”

Ray barely waited, scrambling to kneel at my mouth, cock shiny and twitching, his thighs squeezing my cheeks as he lined up. I looked up at him, tongue out, wanting to taste him, to be his first real mouthful, and he just fucked my face—no gentleness, just raw, desperate need. I sucked him deep, massaging him with my lips, drool and cum mixing, my hands locked on his ass to keep him pressed to me. The older man stroked Ray’s hair, calling him his good girl, and Ray whimpered, shaking, then shot his hot load right across my tongue, moaning his Daddy’s name as I swallowed everything he gave me, not letting a single drop escape. I loved it—loved being filled, being made a mess for them, my throat burning, my lips swollen, while Daddy kept pounding my pussy from behind, giving me everything I wanted right there in front of everyone.

David finally grunted, pulling out with his cock glistening, throbbing, still wet from my pussy. He grabbed both our cocks in one big palm—mine and his, pressed together, so sticky and hot it made my head spin—and stroked us as one, squeezing tight, his rough hand working both shafts like he needed to mark us both. I whimpered, my cock leaking, the head swollen, pressed up against his fat length while Daddy jerked us side by side in front of everyone. Then he came—hard, thick, hot spurts of cum shooting out, splattering across both our cocks, my stomach, my ruined panties, and all over my soft tube top. It dripped down my shaft and his at the same time, mixing on my skin, marking me as his. I shuddered, watching the cum pour, feeling so owned, so filthy and proud, Daddy’s slut for everyone to see.

He kept stroking us together, hand sticky, slow and greedy, squeezing our cocks tight, his cum slick on both shafts. The feeling was too much—his big cock grinding against mine, all that heat, his thumb smearing cum over both heads—and I lost it, body jerking, cock twitching, finally cumming hard, shooting my own load up my stomach, mixing with his, even splashing up onto my chin and the bottom of my top. I sobbed and moaned, whole body wobbling, ravaged, loving it, barely able to talk or breathe—just laying there in Daddy’s cum and mine, cock to cock, skin burning, heart pounding, lost in it all, so fucking grateful to be his.

Daddy leaned down, scooped a drop of cum from my chin, and pressed it to my lips. I sucked it off his finger, eyes locked on his, loving the taste of myself and him, loving how much I belonged to him. He whispered, “Thank you, Patty… you were perfect,” and I melted. All I wanted was to make him happy.

I finally came back to myself, sticky and shivering, body boneless in the middle of all that sex and sweat and noise. The room was packed—bodies everywhere, cocks still out, tits jiggling, boys sucking and riding their Daddy's and Mommy's, the party just getting filthier. The older Daddy grabbed Ray by the hair and pulled him right down between my legs, voice low and hungry: “Clean her up, sweetheart.”

Ray got on his knees, licked his lips, and started working his tongue over my stomach, my cock, licking up every string and puddle of cum—his Daddy’s, mine, David’s—lapping it all up like a good slut. He moaned as he tasted me, making a show for the men standing around, and I just lay there, legs still open, cock soft and twitchy, leaking onto Ray’s face as he sucked the mess off my skin. His Daddy petted his hair, calling him a good girl, proud, possessive, while mine chatted with another man, drink in hand, still beaming like I was a trophy he’d just won.

Steffie crawled across the ottoman, hair wild, eyes glassy. She knelt over me, brushed my bangs off my forehead with her sticky fingers, then leaned down and kissed me—sweet and slow, deep, and I was tasting Mrs. Taylor’s pussy and sweat and leftover lip gloss from her. I melted into her, our mouths sliding together, spit and cum and girl all mixed, the world slowing down for a minute as we shared that lazy, fucked-out kiss. When we finally broke apart, we just grinned, limp and glowing, our bodies wrecked and happy, ruined and loved, not caring who watched or what happened next.

Off to the side, Mrs. Taylor was still sprawled out on the couch, totally unbothered, tits out, nipples hard, her silk skirt bunched up around her waist showing off those long, stockinged legs and her glistening, freshly-eaten pussy. She was chatting with another Daddy, legs shamelessly open, one heel dangling from her foot, making no move to cover up as she laughed and gestured, so casual and confident—like being half-naked and dripping in front of the whole room was just another Friday night for her. Every now and then she’d give me or Steffie a slow, possessive look, eyes heavy with pride, fingers still idly playing with the mess between her thighs while she talked, a goddess and a slut all at once.

“I hope you two aren’t too worn out,” Daddy called out, his voice loud over the chorus of moans and skin slapping, making every head turn our way. Steffie still had cum drying on her thigh, hair stuck to her cheek, but she lifted her chin and grinned at him, so proud to be a mess. I caught his eye and couldn’t help but giggle—legs still wide, my clitty still sloppy and half-hard from all the attention it received from Ray's mouth, feeling so raw and adored and ruined, but still not even close to done.

“No, Daddy,” I giggled, my voice shaky, aching everywhere but already hungry for more. “Not even a little.”

“Good,” he growled, eyes flashing with filthy promise. “Because it’s only ten o’clock, princess, and I’ve barely started showing you off. There’s a whole line of daddies and pretty little girls who can’t wait to get their hands on you both.”

Steffie looked at me, her lips still glossy from our kiss, and I felt excitement surge up, making my nipples hard, my cock twitch. She gave my hand a squeeze, eyes shining with the same greedy, desperate thrill I felt—both of us totally owned, totally used, and still aching for more. The night was nowhere near over, and all I wanted was every filthy, wild, sissy-soaked second of it—new hands, new mouths, new cocks, Daddy’s eyes on me while I lost every last bit of shame for him.
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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. 
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Marc never knew surrender could feel like this. 
Not until Sophie—brilliant, bossy, and hungry to own every inch of him—pulls him into her world. 


He wants her to take control. She wants to see him beg. 
And neither of them wants to hold back. 


Nights with Sophie are nothing but rules and rewards: her voice in his ear, her body pinning his down, her praise making him desperate to be her good boy. She calls the shots, sets the pace, and isn’t shy about using her mouth, her hands, or the plug she keeps in his drawer to remind him exactly who he belongs to. For Marc, obedience turns into addiction—he can’t get enough of her orders, her filthy talk, her slow, wicked smile when he finally gives in. 

Sophie loves it all—the way Marc melts for her, how easy he is to ruin with a single command, how he blushes when she says he’s hers. She loves making him wait, drawing out the tension, dragging her tongue down his body until he’s begging for release. Every night, she finds a new way to claim him, to keep him right where she wants: on his knees, aching for her touch, hungry for her approval. 

If you’re craving a romance where the woman takes charge and the man loves every second of it—where every chapter simmers with praise, punishment, and pleasure—dive in. 
Claimed by Her  is a filthy, slow-burn FLR romance full of needy submission, teasing dominance, and two people discovering just how much they want to belong. 
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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
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