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It was Thursday night, I would be going home. I looked at the time blaring on the digital bedside clock, faintly illuminating the room dark. 11:50 PM, I am not allowed to leave before the clock turns 12 and it is officially Friday. 


Not more than an hour ago, he was inside me… now he is breathing soundly. He didn't make too much noise and he slept quite well and peacefully, I always left quietly on nights like this. I never woke him up ever, thank God the shower was quiet and the garage door was on the other side of his house, a whole huge floor away, it’ll be appropriate to call this a villa instead of a house. 

I was sore… My ass was always sore on Thursday nights. Two days, forty-two hours to be precise, that was the deal he made me take. He made it eight weeks ago. He said it was the perfect amount of time, but now he was thinking he wanted to add maybe one more day, another twenty-four hours. 

I didn't know how I was going to explain these newer hours to my wife. 

*** 

I have been working at XavCap, a small fund management company with only eight employees, for three years and eight weeks. Three years as a research analyst. I started here three months after Sarah and I had gotten married. I finally had a job that could support us both financially well so that Sarah could finally concentrate on her passion fully instead of working a day job. She runs a yoga studio in the town. We’ve been living in this beautiful and quiet city of Stockholm, Wisconsin for these last three years, it’s been awarded the coziest town in the country. The pace of life here is calmer, the weather’s pretty much always beautiful, and people are more laid back. XavCap has always preferred to keep a lower profile and they’re still managing the money for only the twelve clients who came in when they opened their doors for business a little over three decades back. The company currently successfully manages a little over 100 billion dollars for their investors, billing a few hundred million as commissions and fees every year, they started off with just 1 billion, thirty years back. The man who founded and runs the company, the man who I work for, Sean Xavier, is a math prodigy with an Economics Degree from Harvard who started this shop right out of college in his hometown, here. When I was given the offer by a head hunter, I couldn’t just pass it. Both Sarah and I immediately jumped on the opportunity. The only condition was to move to Stockholm for the job, and we were more than happy to ditch the crappy but 4000$ a month apartment we were living in NewYork and move into this cute four-bedroom house for a fraction of the price of what we were paying in rent for years. 


But after working as one of the best in his research team for three years, I have currently been working as Mr. Xavier's Executive Assistant, which was just a fancy word for Secretary, for the last eight weeks, this might seem like a downgrade at first, but, I got a hundred percent raise, I was now making more than what my colleagues are even after their commissions, I got my own office now and I made all of the other workers disgruntled. All my friends. How could I tell them I didn't want the extra money, the office, or even the much easier lower-stress job? I had a college degree, I used to read pages and pages of balance sheets and quarterly reports, now I get coffee, or dry cleaning, or go shopping. I also have new hours. Mr. Xavier gave me off on Tuesdays’. 

It was Friday, and he called me into his office, mine was comparatively smaller than his which was right next door to mine. I entered and I sat across from him, I gave him back his wife's phone. 

"I want to send flowers to Allison." 

He gave a smirk at me as he stood up next to his mahogany desk. He was a few inches taller than six feet. I had to look way up at him while still seated in the chair. He had dark hair with little streaks of gray hair gear and there, a slight beard, like a five o'clock shadow, and he smelled like expensive manly aftershave. His large shoulders and body were literally made for a suit. He had over a dozen of them, all of them custom-fitted, Italian, nicely pressed, and always dry-cleaned. I knew his size, I knew his shoes and even the sizes for his casuals too. I had a list of things I had to know, but now I knew them all by memory. 

"Will do, sir!" I put it on my iPad. 

"Let's wait and send them to the house on Wednesday, this way they will be fresh." He smiled at me, his slightly nicotine-stained bottom row of teeth coming into visibility, he often made me nervous. "You know what I'm thinking?! maybe one day I shall have her come into the office and meet our little work family here." He relaxed back into his plush leather chair, putting his feet on the polished desk in front. Even though my thoughts were racing miles by the second inside my head, I remained quiet as long as I could before I finally got the courage to speak up. 

"Is that a good idea, sir?" I was getting more nervous, he absolutely loved teasing me, he loved to make me uncomfortable and see me getting jittery from it. 

"Well I believe it is, I talk about her all the time here. I think people need to see how gorgeous she is, how young and smart… and you know, how happy she is! It’ll be nice for them to put a face to a name. Don’t you agree?" 

I had to agree, "I do Mr.Xavier!". I didn't have to be happy about it. 

"Good, together, we shall come up with a plan, haha! Okay now get out of here, do whatever it is you do." He laughed and sent me off. 

I left, I called the florist, and I ordered a small bouquet for next week. She liked her flowers simple and pink and red. She didn't like anything too big, extravagant, or gaudy. 

She was me... 

*** 

On Tuesdays I had off, I did the shopping for my wife in the morning. She didn't like that I was gone for so long, but she loved that I liked to help, I liked to do things for her. When she got back home from her studio, everything was done, the cleaning, the shopping. I had gotten so much more organized and domesticated in these last few weeks. I even made her dinners for the rest of the week and put them in the fridge, so she could have them later. 

And after that, I had to go see my personal stylist, Yua. I went through her back door and grabbed my bags. She then started her regular process of removing the hair on my body. It was taking a long time, my chest was now completely smooth, and my face was making progress. She also did a lot of waxing, tweezing, and threading. 

Then I went to the gym. I do a lot of cardio, I tone up, I do so many squats. I have a cycling class. I have a trainer who says I am at my perfect weight. I am one hundred and twenty-five pounds, I have lost forty pounds in four months. I have been cross-dressing since my early teenage years. I've always been a little overweight, but now I am perfect. I used to have slight man-breasts that usually made me the center of attraction for bullying back in school, other kids used to make fun of it, but also I could fill an underwire B-cup. I would wear a corset for a nicer shape, I never knew what size I wore and nothing ever fit correctly then. Now I look perfect in all my new clothes and outfits, I have a whole new curated wardrobe. Every crossdresser should have help. Mr. Xavier wants me to be his perfect trophy wife. I was only 5'6" with natural blonde hair and soft features, that's exactly what he liked. He liked his women blonde, he liked them tall, he liked them with perfect long-toned legs and large breasts. He prefers to be with an arm candy 

Four months ago he caught me on Omegle, a webcam site where you are connected with random people who share the same interests as you, my wife was away at her monthly weekend yoga camp with her clients in a local cabin nearby in the woods, it was just a bunch of ladies doing yoga in the mornings and smoking pot as ‘recreation’ for the rest of the day. This was used to be my alone time, I liked to open up a bottle of wine, dress myself up in lingerie and makeup, and go on the site, it was during one of those random weekend nights four months ago, when he saw me in full femme, he had his cam turned on, he was in his polo and shorts with one of his large hands rubbing his bulge through the shorts. That’s when I knew Mr.Xavier also likes his women with a little something extra between their legs. 


I had told my wife I stopped wearing women's clothes. She knew I did it before we were married, she found pictures, and she found stashes of panties. I promised her I would never do it again, it had just been a silly hobby, and she said it made her embarrassed. I never explained why I had a locked suitcase in the bottom of our closet, then two, then three, and now four. One just filled with slutty heels and pocketbooks. I had been dressing since I was very young. I had gotten so good at it. I loved heels and stockings, that was what I lived for, unfortunately, I never had enough time at home. So usually these are such nights where I go fully. Sometimes I would do my makeup, lashes, mascara, lipstick, and everything. This night was one of those nights, I took so many pictures in the semi-darkness of my home office. I wanted to see and share my new outfits with everyone, I had a dedicated Reddit page that had quite a following. I loved it when I got compliments. I was putting pictures of myself up on social media. I also had my Reddit profile pinned on chat, I was in front of my laptop in a long blonde wig, when his face showed up, both of us were a little shocked, I froze for a few seconds, not knowing what to do, that gave him the time click on my Reddit profile in the link, he recognized me, I wasn’t a pro at makeup, and he had been in this same home office I’m sitting now, multiple times in the last years whenever I and my wife hosted dinners for my ‘work family’ which was pretty often, all of us were well paid, and Mr.Xavier always treated all of us like family. After what seemed like almost a Minute he finally said, 

"Allen?!" 

I immediately closed my laptop in panic, my heart was racing, and my breath was out of control. My brain was literally fried. Then my phone pinged, It was a text message, 


"Meeting at 9 am. Tomorrow, something important to discuss." 


It was from Mr.Xavier. A month later he gave me my own office. 

*** 

I hated waking up on Wednesday mornings. I had to be at work at eight AM. I had to have my weekly update meeting with Sean. He briefed me on the plans for the rest of the week. My anxiety levels were always at a high and my mouth was always dry before the meeting. I was always embarrassed - like clockwork, during it. 


I walked in and closed the door, nobody else was in the office yet. I sat across the table, and he handed me his wife's phone, my phone, with a big smile. He made sure he touched me, held my hand, and brushed my shoulder. He always left work early on Wednesday afternoons, he couldn't wait to get home. Everyone in the office knew exactly why he was leaving early. He missed his new wife, his sexy, hot, young, and blonde wife. Twenty Years Younger than his own Forty-Eight Years. Everyone knew they were still in the honeymoon phase of their relationship, there was a blurry picture on his desk. He told all his employees they were trying so hard to have a baby. 

"Hey," He smiled, "I missed you." 

He was behind watching me from above, looking down. "I updated the calendar. We have to start working on that other work day we discussed, I want to see more of you. We also might be a little busy this week." He was in front of me, the big smile still plastered on his face, and he winked. "We might be doing something different," He smiled, and he told me to stand. He took me in his arms and we kissed. He put me against the door, I told him I should leave before anyone came in and saw or heard us. He kept on kissing me while playing with my breasts. "I can't wait to see you later baby. You are teasing me with this outfit, it's so short, I can't wait to see what you’re wearing when I get home." He gave me one last kiss and fondle and then he ushered me out. He told me he was always too excited seeing me, smelling my perfume. I ran down the two flights of stairs I didn't want to get caught by someone else, someone I knew, once again when I was in femme. I didn't like that he made me do this every Wednesday mornings. 

Yua didn't understand why I was always so nervous about this little meeting. She told me I was completely passable by now. This was the one main thing that kept me up most of the week dreading. I didn't want anyone to recognize me. If someone did come into the office earlier than expected, Mr. Xavier would distract them so I could sneak out, I was surprised when sometimes he was actually really nice to me. 

Soon I was in my black Lexus heading to the Xavier Home. A large house with a beautiful garden and three-car garage in a gated community that had similar high net worth individuals houses just outside the main town. The flowers were on the bench next to the front door. I opened the garage from my car and parked next to Mr. Xavier's wife's car - my car. A Pink BMW coupe, he had it detailed and painted special. It stood out on the corners and in the parking lots, everyone knew whose car it was. It had a specialty license plate with my name on it. 

I was back, back for two whole days. I clicked up the stairs. I went into the bedroom. It was our bedroom, it had another door that led to my dressing room. It had doors and doors of closets filled with clothes and mirrors, and shelves filled with heels. Yua and I decorated it together. It had beautiful artwork on the walls, light music coming from speakers in the ceiling, and pictures of myself and Sean. Pictures of us over the last eight weeks. Pictures of a beautiful wife and her handsome husband. He told everyone we got married quickly, it was love at first sight. He told everyone, even his parents, even his ex-wife. A wedding picture hung downstairs in the foyer, it was the first thing you saw when you entered the house. 

I checked the calendar on the phone. I always held the phone so girlie with my long nails, I now had to use my fingers instead of fingertips. My iPhone with the pink leopard case matched a couple of my pocketbooks and a top or three. It also matched the cover of my iPad. He was coming home at two, I had three more hours to get ready- again. The cleaning company was all here the day before, the house was spotless, and the laundry was all done. Even my own outfits were clean and ready to be worn- again. The crew left me a note saying 'Have a nice day. Mrs.X!' The cleaning people loved me, I remembered their names, I made them cookies, I bought them lunch, I gave them presents, and I always said hello. 

According to the calendar he wanted me to wear the new red dress I ordered, it must have come during the week. I fished it out of the walk-in closet, I couldn't wait to try it on. Once I was in this room, I couldn't wait to become a woman, but I didn't wholeheartedly want to become Mrs.Allison Xavier. Also, I could never wait to slip on a pair of pantyhose. I just wished he wasn't so controlling, or that he gave me so many orders, gave me too much direction, he made me do things that made me uncomfortable. I was going to be uncomfortable today greeting him at the door. 

I got undressed. I was already almost prepared, Yua always got me ready on Wednesday mornings, but he always wanted me to change. He wanted me to be a little more dramatic and sexy after our morning meeting. 

I stood in front of my mirror, I was surrounded by them. I told Yua that I loved watching myself dress, slipping on my stockings, or stepping into my heels. I was your average crossdresser, I loved what we all loved. I put on sheer-to-the-waist nude silk pantyhose, making sure I was tucked in smoothly. I couldn't be showing, I wouldn't allow it, but Sean liked to check to see how excited I was, how hard he was making me. I then slipped on my new breast forms. They were double D’s and had come with a special glue that allowed them to remain attached even without a bra, they can only come off with a special soap when I shower, other times they remained like they were my own real breasts. They looked and felt feminine and real. They matched my skin tone perfectly, I'm sure they cost a fortune. And when I went from a B to a double D, I became a different woman when I walked into this house. 

Sean bought me anything I wanted, anything he thought I should have, anything at all. He liked spoiling his wife- me. I sat at my vanity and checked my hair and makeup. I now had a total of eight wigs in my closet, all on foam heads, just waiting to make an appearance. All were the same color, some were long, down to the top of my breasts. Some were longer, down to my ass. All were the same blonde with slight brunette streaks in them. The one I had on now was my favorite, this is the one I always took to Yua's. It reached the top of my breasts and had a slight curl, it was very feminine and suited my face and body perfectly. 

Once my hair was brushed I changed from clear to color on my long press-on nails. My toes were always painted, Yua made them white the day before on my off, perfect for my new dress, I did my fingernails the same. I have gotten so good at doing my own makeup now. Yua introduced me to a beautician to learn. For the last couple of months, I met with her at Yua’s styling studio, she showed me how to do my eyes so many different ways, she sent me online tutorials, and she made me buy beautiful expensive makeup and airbrush kits. My vanity now overflowed with all kinds of bottles, tubes, and brushes. 

I brushed, shaped, and darkened my eyebrows. I put on my long eyelashes and put on eyeliner. My brushes glided over my female face. I was so much more glamorous than I was in the morning. My lips were a soft plum, matching my eye shadow. I looked incredible, I looked sexy and feminine, my husband was going to be very happy when he walked through the door as I crawled to him. 

I pulled on my little red dress, with tiny noodle straps and it was completely backless. The front shows the tops of my breasts, the back showing till the top of my ass. The frilly hem came just below my 'pussy.' I slipped into six-inch slut heels, they were nude with a two-inch platform. A beautiful strap secured them to my ankle. I posed, I smiled, and the anticipation got to me again, he would be here soon. I took a couple of pictures on both of my phones. I sent two of them to Yua. 

I put three gold and diamond bracelets around my right wrist, slipped in my big gold hoops into my pierced ears, and then sat back down at my vanity. I turned my head around, I loved how my hoops bounced against my cheeks, they were so sexy. I pursed my lips and kissed my femme image in the mirror. I hated telling the wife I wanted my ears pierced. We argued for a whole week. I told her I always wanted them, I always did, it had nothing to do with my crossdressing, I was over that- I lied. She didn't like them. He made me get them, I couldn't even have a conversation about it with him. I usually wore little silver studs, I couldn't wait to change them when I was in front of my mirror here. 

I put a couple of drops of my Tiziana Terenzi Assoluto perfume, fluffed up my hair, and then opened my jewelry box. It was full of more expensive bracelets and necklaces. I didn't like expensive, it made me tense, and I was always losing things. I put a big chunky diamond and ruby stoned necklace on, it was heavy. I wanted to make noise when I minced on my stripper heels, I wanted to cover the top of my breast forms. 

I then made the phone call. I always had to call Sean when I was ready to put on my ring. That was the moment I truly transformed into his wife. He wanted to hear my soft voice, he wanted me to tell him I loved him. 

"Hi, honey," I said into the phone looking into my mirror, I knew what he wanted to hear. My voice was high and clear. 

"Baby… Hey! you are all dressed and waiting for me already?" 

"I am baby." I have gotten so much better at this, I take so much less time over the last eight weeks. 

"Are you holding the ring?" 

"Mmm hmmm," I said in a cute little sing-song melody, "I have it in my hand, my beautiful diamond. My nails are extra long today too and they are white, you are going to absolutely love them." 

"Ha, am I? Okay slip on the ring baby, let me hear you ooh and ahh." He chuckled again, he imagined that the ring turned me into a female, and changed my whole body chemistry, my sexual orientation. Turned me into his loving wife. 

I slid it on, "Mmm, I love how it feels on me, baby. I love how it looks with my new dress." My voice was even higher and clearer. A slight wanting and feminine sigh. 

"God, I can't wait to get home, maybe twenty, or at max thirty minutes. I want you waiting." 

"Okay! I, I love you." 


"I love you too baby." He then hung up, I still had my phone to my ear, and he always ended the call too soon. I wish he meant it, it would at least make the next 39 or so hours easier. 

*** 

I felt so small and submissive in my new little red dress, I was sitting on the floor in the living room. I spied my heels next to me, they looked absolutely sexy. I was rubbing my smooth, nyloned legs. Sean was lucky to have met a hot woman like me, that too so soon after his divorce. He was lucky to have found me dressed up on his laptop screen. It was only my tenth time doing that in three years, dressed up in front of the camera, what was I thinking? I used to always dress when Sarah went away on those camps, I always dressed when I had time. I never had enough time, I was loving it more. Now I had these two full days. I loved being able to dress, gliding in this big home, clicking in my heels on the stairs, the wood floors, and the concrete on the huge patio. Never looking over my shoulder. I just wish I didn't have to do it for my boss Mr. Xavier. For Sean. 

I was nervous, he made me so nervous. I heard the garage, I heard his car, and I straightened up, he would be walking out of the garage and into the front door. I checked my hair in the strategically placed mirror. I tried to smile at my reflection. I wanted her to have all the fun she could in these two days. 

He always kept the door open when he walked in, he wanted the neighbors to hear and see if they were even listening or looking. The door opened, and Sean was carrying the flowers. I left them on the bench, he wasn't going to be happy about that, I knew what I should do, I was going to make him forget about them. I started to crawl, sexily, as I’ve practiced for days, I started to make my way over to him. He put the flowers on the table after he smelled them, he was making me believe he couldn't see me. He wanted to be surprised. 

I got closer, I caught his eye. He looked down at my breasts almost falling out of this dress, swaying. I stopped in front of him, inches from him while on my knees, I leaned and kissed his crotch. "Good afternoon darling, welcome home." I smiled up at him and blew him a kiss, he ran his hands in my hair. I started massaging his crotch with my face, my chin, my lips. he pulled my head into him he was already so hard, he let out a soft moan. 

He laughed saying, "Nobody knows how beautiful and horny my wife is." he liked to think that I needed him for sex constantly. He liked thinking he married a sexual, wanton woman, a  lady in the streets, and a slut in the sheets. He wanted to seduce me, he wanted me willing and ready for him at all times. I was on my knees waiting for him to show me his beautiful cock. "I think my wife is ready for me." He opened his zipper, and he pulled his manhood out, already so hard and pointing at me. I bet his cock was hard most of his drive back home, especially after that phone call. He told me he loved my voice, he loved how feminine and slutty I sounded. 

I took him into my mouth, one slow movement from the tip of his throbbing cock to the hair below his hard stomach. I had to prove I could take him, no coughing, no gagging. I was the perfect slut. I sucked on his manhood and then looked up to make sure he was enjoying himself. 

He looked at me and smiled, he loved Wednesdays. "Mmm you look fantastic on my cock, you want to be my baby girl don't you honey?" I pulled off and sexily shook my head and body. I knew how to be the perfect slut. I went back to his cock. I tried to suck some more but he bent down, took my chin, and kissed me, his tongue went inside me, and he kissed my lips, cheek, and then the top of my head. "I know exactly what you want." I went back onto his cock and sucked harder, he was getting ready to cum, as I played with his balls. 

I made sure he could see the big diamond as I held onto his long meaty cock, my other hand was under my dress. I needed to play with myself, I needed to cum with him. That's what he liked. I sucked and licked his cock, trying to make him last. He always came right away on Wednesdays. He could never stay hard for too long, I was way too sexy for him to handle. He had been dreaming of my sexy lips on his cock the entire weekend. 

I pulled off of his cock, still rubbing myself, I needed to cum before he did. "Oh… my handsome husband's hard cock taste's so good." 

"I'm ready to cum baby, you are too sexy for me." He told me, shit I had to rub myself harder I had to show him he was turning me on. I pulled off his cock he started to spray white cum on my red dress, my chin, and my breasts, and I took him back into my mouth. I thought I was excited, just a little distracted, I tried to keep him in my mouth. I wanted to swallow his cum. I sucked his cock while his cum dripped from my lips. I sucked and licked until I knew he was ready for me to release him. 

"Mmmmmm." I smiled at him as I continued kissing his cock. The cum dripped off my chin. 

"Ha," He sighed in satisfaction as he played with my hair, "My baby girl can't get enough." He made me stand up. I had my hand with the ring on his chest and he smiled as he turned my hand over. "Let me see the other one." I gave him my left, it was clean, and I didn't cum. He kissed me, "That's okay baby, get drinks and I will let you watch me." He patted my ass as I slipped away to get him the drink that I made. He always wanted his wife to have an orgasm, he thought of himself as the perfect husband. The perfect considerate lover. 

I fixed my dress and got the drinks together. I knew what he liked, I knew how to keep him happy during happy hour. I caught a glimpse of myself in the reflection of the cabinets. Being with him was getting more and more easier, I have become so naturally feminine when I’m dressed. My mannerisms, my walk, I knew how he liked me to be, how he liked me to act and flirt. His ex-wife was just simply loud, and angry, she smoked too much, she took pills, she was very far away and she didn't like him anymore. I was nothing like her. 

"Coke and Rum, lots of lime, here's your Cuba Libre" I winked as I sat with him on the loveseat. He tasted his drink and then kissed me again. He tasted like lime. 

"Are you ready?!" He asked. I shook my head, I shook my whole body, I always felt like a little girl when with him. 

I put my glass down, I moved closer, and we made out on the couch as I closed my eyes. Just another husband and wife saying to each other hello’s. I had to feel the hair around my face, I had to feel the nylon on my legs, my breasts pushing against him. I loved kissing, I was now used to kissing him. His five o’clock shadow scratched my chin, he mustn’t have shaved since yesterday, I couldn't even imagine I was kissing a woman. His long tongue rolled in my mouth. 

Sometimes I would be making dinner or making the bed and I called him to come kiss me. He thought it was cute. "Sean, I need your lips on me immediately." I would say in my baby girl voice. But now I had to show him how much he excited me. 

"Let me see you smile." He put his hand under my chin and I opened my eyes, I knew what he wanted me to do. I know he loved my long lashes and the color under my eyes. I slipped my hands under my dress and started to play with my little 'clitty' through the pantyhose. I was getting harder by the second. I squealed, I closed my eyes but he made me look at him again. He lightly kissed me, and I smelled his aftershave, I always liked it, and I bought it for him. I gave a lot of them a try before I settled on one. That was my trigger; it made me think of him and got me excited. Looking into his eyes, a man's eyes, I continued to play with myself. My free hand was resting on his chest. I fiddled with the hair that was peeking out when he opened his shirt. My long nails lightly scratched his hard chest as I rubbed it. I told him this turned me on. 


"My beautiful wife." He watched me, then kissed me lightly again. "My beautiful wife that loves her husband." I started rubbing harder, I didn't like breaking the illusion I wasn't a complete woman, but I knew what he wanted. He wanted me to show that I found him attractive sexually so that I could cum by looking at him. His smell, his body, and his smile took me to that orgasm. I had to practice, I had to pay more attention to my clothes, and I had to want him more. I had to learn how to cum for him. As I started to moan he kissed me once again. I had been waiting for this moment all weekend, and now it had finally arrived. There was never as much as when Sean came, I moaned and shot the jism into my hand. Just a trickle was all I had. I was so exhausted from my orgasm that I stopped breathing heavily and leaned against him. My man made me excited. His smile combined with the feel of my nylons pushed me over the edge. We shared another kiss, and I finished it with a quick lick of his lips. 

I looked up at him, squinting and fluttering my lashes. I started to lick my cum from my hand. "Thank you, baby." I kissed him long and hard, he wanted to taste me too, my arms around his neck. He was happy he satisfied his young hot trophy wife. 


*** 

My life was disrupted, when I met Mr. Xavier in the office the next morning at nine a.m sharp, He explained things, and he made me an offer that I could seldom refuse. Since that day was an off for the local markets, people would only come into the office post lunch to prepare for the Asian market timings. Once I had accepted his offer, he asked me to go into his private bathroom in the office and change into what was left for me there. When I walked into his bathroom, I was surprised and embarrassed at the same time. He had left a designer little black dress that would leave my legs completely bare, along with a tiny black thong and a medium-length blonde wig. There was also a basic makeup kit on the counter for me to use. I walked back into his office now in full femme. He grabbed my arm and started walking out of the office. We were on a busy street in a busy area, I got into his black Maybach. "Where are we going?" I whispered, I avoided the driver in the mirror. It had all happened so fast, I was still shaken up and confused. I was sitting with my knees together, my little 'clitty' was so shrunken from being scared and nervous. I had never gone out of the house while dressed. I needed to see myself, I wanted to make sure I looked partially presentable. I needed to pee. 

"Don't worry about it, I won't be saying anything to anyone." He smiled at me, he had a suspicious look on his face and I didn't like it. We ended up at a house on the other side of the town from where I lived. "Okay, we’ve arrived! get out." 

I wouldn't get out. "Please Mr. Xavier, don't do this. Please take me back." 


He smiled and shook his head. He was older, he was much taller and stronger. "What are you so worried about darling, don't you want to show off those beautiful legs? That black dress is so short, it’s made to show off those sexy legs." He pulled me out of the car and told the driver he would be right out. 

It felt like we were on the steps to the house for so long, I could feel the driver's eyes on me. It was probably after ten, maybe eleven, I didn't know, but I had to get home, Sarah would be wondering where I was. I had to get changed. She would be angry again. I did not want that. 

The door opened, and a middle-aged woman stood looking at us, she must've been in her mid-40s but didn’t look a year older than her early 30s, she moved and we walked in. 

She looked at him. "Don't think you are doing this again." 

He smiled, and he put his hands on my shoulders. "What do you think?" he said while giving her a wink. 

She looked at me, she looked at him. "I don't know what?" He took her arm and they went into another room, I looked around, it was a pretty nice house. It had a view of the dense hills out the side window. I was getting anxious once again, I was playing with the short hem of my black dress. 

"Okay, let me see," I heard her as she walked up to me from the behind, she made me turn around. "Promising, it's gonna cost you." 

He handed her a thick envelope. 

She walked up to me, "Wednesdays, here, early. On Tuesdays at the shop on Sunset." She took my chin, "How old are you?" 


"Twenty-eight." 

She smiled, "Good, I'm Yua… and you are?" 

"Ummm, Allison!" 

The two of them laughed, and we went to the door. Yua yelled out while I was almost in the luxury sedan. "Don’t forget to bring a robe!" 

*** 

I made dinner, I made one of his favorites. I wanted to change, I didn't want to get the white sauce on my new red dress, but he wouldn't let me. I wanted to wear something more casual, more suitable for a husband and wife to sit down to have an early dinner. 

I served him, then sat. I always sat next to him, at our little table in the kitchen. He didn't want me far away on the other side of the table. He wanted to hold my hand, he wanted to play with my hair and breasts, and Sean was always very touchy. 

"I'm taking you out tomorrow." He smiled as he ate his pasta. 

"Really?! Where?" 

"A nice little Thai restaurant, downtown. We can go out for lunch. It's time you started meeting people." 

I was thinking I didn't want to meet anyone, I didn't want to explain why I was only with him on Wednesdays and Thursdays. I didn't want them probing me with questions, I didn't want them to find out my true gender. 

He grabbed my hand and shook it. "Don't worry honey, it's going to be nice. I promise you." He smiled. Sometimes I believed him, he always did what he said. His hand then started roaming on my nyloned thighs under the table. He was watching me, I think he was trying to turn me on, thinking he was making me hornier. I would tell him I loved his hands on me, I always told him what I thought he wanted to hear, and I always played the Stepford wife part to perfection. He liked it. 


"Baby girl, I was thinking… if you want to change, you know you can." He always dictated what he wanted his wife to wear, this would be a first. Sometimes if I was alone, I would try on everything in my new huge wardrobe. I had so many dresses and lingerie and heels to choose from. Sean, Yua, and I usually picked everything out together. Yua would stop by occasionally and I would make drinks, it was my favorite time being his 'wife.' I loved entertaining. We had accounts at so many different stores, including expensive luxury ones, and of course FahionNova and Amazon. I was hoping one day, one of them would take me out shopping. 

He was finished, he got up, he kissed the top of my head. "I want to go out for a drive. Let's see some of the town, it's still early." 

I was cleaning up the dishes, he liked to take me on rides. He teased me most of the time, but now I didn't mind as long as we stayed in his G-Wagon. I knew I looked mostly female. I also knew that when I was with him, I felt mostly female, Yua made sure of it. She had me practice and do all types of mental and physical exercises, to become his perfect trophy wife. 

*** 

The first time I went to Yua's house I was a nervous wreck, totally out of my mind with the situation I had got myself in. He told me I would never work in the industry again, he would tell everyone at work about my hobby, and he would tell my wife. He now had her on speed dial. He would call her and ask for my male self, making me nervous watching him. I would hear her get mad and say he wasn't there. He had pictures of me at the office, at Yua's. Sometimes he was a little mean to me and it made me very edgy. It was his way of showing who was the alpha in the relationship. 


I remember the time Mr. Xavier told me he liked me as a woman, ever since Yua told him I had potential. He handed me a piece of paper, I was on the other side of his desk, and I hadn't slept in days. 

"Well?!" He waited for a response. 

"What, what is this?" 

"Hahaha," he laughed, shaking his head, I was naive. "Your three-year review is coming up, that is going to be your new salary. I’m thinking of giving you a new office." 

I looked up at him, it was exactly twice as much as I was already getting now, which was already way higher than the national average, I was already up at the top ten percent according to the national average. This new salary would put me in the top five percent. I knew he had some sort of plan for me and I knew things were going to change. Even though this meant more money than I ever imagined I'd be making before I turned thirty, I didn't like change. 

"There are going to be a lot of changes, around here." He laughed again and told me his vision for my future at XavCap. He gave me off on Tuesdays to take care of whatever Yua wanted me to take care of. His plan was for me to become his new girlfriend and maybe his new wife. He wanted company, he didn't care much for dating or meeting a woman for drinks, and he especially didn't ever want to see his ex-wife again. I had this nagging feeling that he just didn't want to deal with meeting and starting a relationship with a new woman in an organic way. He wanted to fast-forward through the initial phases. 

My first Tuesday with Yua was a revelation, she was quite happy to see me, and she told me I was costing Mr. Xavier way more than a pretty penny. She poured me a cup of tea and told me I was absolutely worth it. I liked her right away, she was nicer than Mr. Xavier, and she was definitely so much nicer than my wife, by miles. 

"Get undressed and put on your robe." Then she giggled when she saw how utterly feminine my robe was. It was short and in bubble gum pink, it had lace around the edges. It's what I wore when I usually dressed up, I figured that's what I would be doing today. 

"You are going to be doing so much more than dressing up sweetie." 

She made me take a shower, she showed me how to use an enema kit. She made me practice for an hour on it. When I finally came out of the bathroom she was quite happy. She started working on my body, giggling and talking to herself. She was a bubbling pot of energy. 

Her phone started to ring. "Hello?!" She gave me a look. "Yeah, mmm hmmm, I know, I know." 

She talked as I looked through the dresses and heels that were piled around her back bedroom. 

"Allison… that was your new boyfriend. He thinks 'cause he slept with two ladyboys in Thailand, he knows everything about crossdressers. God, men." She shrugged while laughing. "I know pretty much nothing about you, start talking about where you live?" 


And that was the beginning, every Tuesday. I told her about myself and she told me her story. She had known Mr.Xavier for years, even before he was married, fifteen years ago. She had some sympathy for me when I told her that I was married, I was busy, and my life was soon going to be an utter mess. 

"You and I both know," She took me in front of the mirror, "That you are going to love this, you’re going to enjoy being Allison, don't try and kid me." 

"You really think so?!" 

"Look at this jawline and high cheekbones, you are going to be gorgeous when I’m finished with you." She patted my face. 

Soon I had every single hair below my eyebrows depleted from my body, soon she was going to be making it permanent through laser. She simply shrugged when I asked her how was I going to explain this sudden smoothness to my wife. 

"That is going to be the least of your worries sweetie," She told me as she filed and painted my nails and toenails with a smooth and clear coat… and then she shaped my eyebrows and took color samples of my hair for my new wigs… and to finish it all, she found a skin tone to match my chest for my new double D-cups, my new body, my new two days at the Xavier household. 

She took me to a gym next, which was also luckily on the other side of town from where I lived, just like her house/studio. I met my trainer, a huge man named Ryan, he couldn't wait to get started on me. He gave me a shot into my ass and gave me a new diet. Yua stood by the side with a smile on her face the whole time. Everything he made me do was absolutely hard, I wasn't used to such demanding exercises. He kept giving me a spank on my ass from time to time. His hands were tremendous and he would massage my body, telling me the next muscle or area we were going to focus on. He kept pushing me to try harder. When we were done after a couple of hours, he told me this was the last time I would be entering this gym as a male. I left exhausted, I slept in Yua’s car when we left. 

Then Yua took me to her salon. She told me next week I would be coming in here as a girl. She also made clear that there would be no arguments, I had to do what I was told to. I took another shower at the salon, I met the makeup artist who worked for her and the others. Yua told them I was trans and I was transitioning. All of them couldn't be happier for me, everyone was so excited to help. She took pictures of me, she took pictures of my nails, my legs, my ass, and my confused face. 

"Next week, you will be leaving as Mrs. Xavier. And then Wednesday when you visit Sean, you will have fun… he insists on it" She laughed as she told me. 

"Next Tuesday here?" 

"Mmm-mmm." 

"I can't go home next week looking like a woman, how would I explain it to; you know?!" I looked around, I didn't want any of the other workers to know the true purpose for being here. 

"Well, you can stay here. I’ll happily put you to work. Then you can stay with me if you want to, You know I have plenty of room. Unless… you want to stay with Sean the extra day, I'm pretty sure he would prefer that, let me call him…" 

"Yua, Wait!" I immediately interrupted her. 


So I ended up spending the entire Tuesday, my day off with Yua. I didn't go back home until Friday morning around one AM. Sarah hated my new hours, but she didn't mind all the extra money it was bringing in. I knew she hated my eyebrows even more than my pierced ears nowadays. 

*** 

After dinner I was getting ready in my dressing room to go out, looking in my mirror, it was my favorite part. It ramped up my arousal even more, it reminded me of being at Yua's house and learning about Sean. This was the mirror Yua had in her back bedroom, I told her how much I loved it and she gifted it to me. It had a thick three-inch ornate frame and the mirror itself was a little distressed, I looked soooo good in it. I needed a little diffusion, I needed a cloud, it made me feel better and look a little more sexier. We decorated my entire new dressing room around this perfect mirror. This was the focal point of the room. 

I wasn't used to making decisions in this house, The only decisions I had to make were about food and drinks, everything else was decided by the ‘man’ of the house, Sean. I could feel things were changing, the balance of power was shifting ever so slightly. I was starting to get anxious, you give a little you get a little, what was he going to have me give was the question. 

I rummaged through my closet, I was looking for something appropriate for a drive. A drive with the husband, listening to music, talking about the week. I decided on a tiny pink tank top but first I slipped on skin coloured strapless bra. I wanted some support for my twins. I put on a pair of soft beige panties and pantyhose and over that a tight denim skirt. It was short, it landed in the a little above the middle of my thighs and it had buttons from the bottom to the top, it was very easily removable, just in case. 

Lastly, I put on my pink sandals, they were three-inch heels with two wide straps, they were so sexy and cute, I simply loved them. Sometimes when I have the time or when I’m in the mood, I would lounge around in my heels, maybe fall asleep, maybe sneak out into our quiet backyard, and make-believe I am doing something really important. Maybe I'm calling the gardener or the pool boy, or talking over to the neighbors. Or maybe even to my husband to tell him I miss him. These were the heels I put on always, these piqued my imagination. These were my favorite, and I had a cute clutch that matched. 

I brushed my wavy blonde hair and changed my lipstick. I wanted something pink to match my top. I put a little pink above my eyes too. I took some pictures. I acted like I was surprised, my eyes wide and my mouth open. Sean was going to absolutely love this look, the skirt was short and the top was very thin and it showed my cleavage off nicely. The strapless bra below was lacy and my breasts looked fantastic and ready to be touched. Sean liked that I had large breasts and Yua had taught me how to show them off. When I first started coming here eight weeks back, he would get me to sit on a chair and make me take down my top or dress, then I would take off my bra, he wanted me to put on a show for him. I was always so uncomfortable sitting with him half-naked. It didn't feel right, it wasn't something that I would ever do, it felt a little too pretentious. He would just lower his pants and smile. 

"My baby girl is going to love this." He would tell me. 

His plan for me was to want his cock, he wanted me to desire him, yearning for his meaty cock. His cock would then be released, it was always big and angry. He was always hard. He told me my outfits, hair, and especially my breasts always made him hard. Harder than he had ever been before. I would sit on my hands, hiding my perfect long nails. He would then put his throbbing cock between my breasts. I never moved, he squeezed them together, and he made his own friction. I was just a doll, I wasn't real. His cock would always be so close to my chin, running up and down against my body. In minutes he would shoot his cum. He would cum all over me. My breasts and chin were always soaked, white, thick, and sticky goo dripping from my cleavage. Afterward, he always made me say thank you and clean him with my mouth. He then made me play with myself, through my pantyhose. He would stand close as I played, rubbing against me. He always needed me to cum for him, he needed me to be excited. He came on me like I was a silicone doll. I always had to say thank you. He always treated me like I was indeed his trophy. 

I looked back into my mirror, he was going to love how my breasts looked in this pink tank top. He won’t be able to keep his hands to himself for too long. 

Tring… Tring… 

My phone- Allen’s phone was ringing, I always kept it in the vanity drawer. I tried to not even look at it the entire time I was at the Xavier house. I picked it up, I thought it was going to be either Yua or Ryan, it was still early. But it was Sarah. I had to get my male voice back, it wasn't going to be easy in pink lipstick. 

I cleared my throat. "Hi!" 

"Hey, can you take off tomorrow? Our building is getting fumigated so tomorrow’s a day off for the studio, we can finally do something together." 

"Tomorrow?! I don't think so…" 

"Well ask now, ask that boss of yours. You’re always working so friggin' hard." She got mad quickly, I didn't even know what to say. "I'll call him myself," she said. 


"No! let me ask, I will call you later." I replied quickly. 

"I'll call you, I'm going to be busy, I'm going out tonight to the movies with everyone," she said plainly. 

"Oh, okay! Bye!" was all I could get out and she hung up. I was wondering who was everyone… I hadn't taken Sarah to the movies or even out to dinner in months now. She started going out while I was gone, I always cooked when I was home so she went out to dinner more now. She was now becoming quite popular with her friends. 

I didn't like disappointing her since I had been away from her at the middle of every week for months now, she had gotten a little more independent. She got a little more self-assured, even more confident. With all this, she also started asking more questions, like Where I was staying those two nights, why couldn't I get black and sleep at home, and why do I always smelled like strange perfume and aftershave lotion… 

I closed my eyes and shook, I had to get back into the correct headspace. I had to become his baby girl again. I opened my eyes slowly, I stood in front of the mirror playing with my long hair, admiring my smooth arms. Crossdressers always notice the little things, the arms, the ankles, the look you put on when you are just playing with your hair or thinking or surprised. The little giggle when you are happy or excited, were the things that I truly enjoyed. Those were my favorite little moments. When I am home with Sarah I never had moments like these, never. 

*** 

"Darling! Are you ready?!" I heard Sean call me. 


I strolled down the stairs in my pink top and denim skirt, my clutch in my hand. My pink Barbie heels clicked down the stairs, I got his attention and he met me near the bottom step. He grabbed me around my now hourglass waist, he was the same height as me while I perched one step above him in these heels. 

"Heyyyy," I said, I was trying to be cute. 

"Hi, you look gorgeous. I love those lips." He kissed me as I put my arms around his neck. "Maybe I should let you dress yourself more often." 

"Well, I am a big girl now." I chuckled while praying inside for him to be serious about that. 


He kissed me once again. His hand crept up to my breasts, under the thin tank top while his face nuzzled below my ears on my neck. "Baby, you are; very big!" He whispered while still fondling 


We went out the front door, he held my hand, I was still nervous about stepping out. Once the late afternoon sun reached my eyes I got a little jittery, I got a little anxious, I still was uncomfortable being out in such a skirt. I didn't mind being in the safety of the vehicle but being outside always made me nervous. I had to always warm up to it. He took me in the garage and we hopped in his G-wagon. 

We drove to the local park. We backed into a quiet spot. He was looking out the front window, "It's pretty crowded for a Wednesday afternoon, don’t you think?" 

"Mmmhmm." I swallowed, this spot brought back bad memories. 

"I was thinking we should go in the backseat, like when we were teenagers." He looked at me and leered. We had actually done this before. I didn't really mind it, his windows were darkly tinted and there was plenty of room in the back seat. 


I smiled and licked my lips, "Okay. You're the boss." He liked when I called him that, but I didn't. I saved it for when I wanted things to be over quickly. I had picked up quite a few tricks over the last few weeks of living as Mrs. Xavier. 

We moved to his backseat. I felt the slight wind up my short skirt. I closed the door quietly. I didn't want to draw any attention to us. He kissed me as he took me in his big burly arms, we heard and watched the kids on the swings, and on the seesaws. We saw people walking their dogs and their carriages. We kissed and it was nice, I wish I’d had the guts to do this when I was a teenager. My long nails danced on his hairy belly, I moved down and grabbed his cock through his sweatpants. He changed, this was definitely the plan all along. He wanted me to have easy access to his thick and hard manhood. 

"I know what you like." He thought all I ever wanted was his cock, He thought I always either needed it in my hands, or my mouth, or my bottom. "I like making you happy and horny baby girl." he moaned. 

"You always do baby," I moaned back, I knew what to do. 

I played with him through the cotton blend of his sweats, pushing his cock around as he kissed my lips, my face, and my body. He kissed me slowly, he kissed me deliberately. I enjoyed this, it took him so long to figure out what actually turned me on, what got the motor in me running. What made my lips quiver and my clitty twitch. At the start, it was all about him and his sexual likings but now I feel it has slowly started to become more about the two of us. I loved feeling his tongue move into and around my mouth, I loved that he thought I was beautiful and sexy. He enjoyed showing me off, he wanted the world to see his beautiful sexy wife, and I knew, that one day I would be ready. 

He gave me a little peck on my nose, and he smiled, as he whispered, "Hop up baby girl." 

I unbuttoned my skirt as he watched. Six metal buttons leading down to my legs, hiding my beige silk panties and perfect hips. I rubbed my nylon thighs as he slid his hand under my crotch and squeezed, as his thumb massaged the front, his fingers got closer to my bottom. I reflexively moaned as he rubbed some more, he pressed my crotch area with the palm of his big hand. I was getting excited, I was still slightly tucked in, and my 'clitty' was pointing down and inching toward the back of my panties. I wanted to stay tucked, I wanted to look like a woman, but my husband- Sean, had other ideas. 

I slid on top of him as he asked, my legs around him, my big breasts in his face, my little 'clitty' now sticking out of the top of my silky panties. The first bunch of times he wanted me in public places, it wasn't this easy, I was afraid, and I didn't want people seeing me, and identifying me. I didn’t want people to see me being so feminine, I was in fact more feline than most women when I was dressed and I didn’t want them to see me on top of a man, making love with him. I didn’t want people to see me being sexually active with an old, strong, handsome, and attractive man. What would Sarah say if she found out a male wanted me to cum with him?! What would Sarah think if she knew he wanted to cum inside me, that he wanted us to cum together. 

I quickly forgot about her as Sean kissed me and played with my ass through my pantyhose. He loved this, and it was so fucking hot to be handled like that by him, he was so hard by now. I pushed up his sweatshirt, I wanted to rub against his bare hairy skin, his hard belly, and his chiseled chest. His hard body nowadays made me so excited. 

A car drove in and parked next to us. "Sean, don't move, I don't want them to see us." 

"Ha, don't worry about that baby." 

A young woman, who must’ve been in her mid-twenties, got out of the passenger door, she looked right at me through the tinted windows and we made eye contact. She watched me as Sean kissed my neck and chest, devouring me. "Sean, that woman just saw me." 

"So?! Can't a man and his wife have sex in the afternoon?" He chuckled as he shook me. I was still looking outside, I was getting anxious once again, "Can't they?!" I watched the woman tell her friend about the two lovers in the back of the G-wagon. 

"Mmm hmmm." I moaned back as he nibbled on my neck. He loved leaving hickeys on his wife. I’ve started carrying a compact foundation in my pocket all the time- credits to Yua, for hiding the hickeys whenever I’m not Allison. When I’m Allison, Sean wanted me to show off my hickeys proudly. He wanted the world to see that he had a happily satisfied wife. 


I moved up, I closed my eyes, and he rolled down my pantyhose and panties even more. I pushed my breasts into his face once again, he absolutely loved this. I felt his thick cock growing underneath me. He’s told me previously that his ex had very small tits, so small that she never wore a bra. He told me he always felt like he was with a teenage boy when they were in bed together, he would search for her tits only to realize they were non-existent. Even her nipples were small. But now, he couldn't complain, I didn't feel like a boy at all when I was Allison. I felt more like a supermodel, a porn star, a trophy wife - the perfect arm candy that would give the men a boner and their women something to envy when they see me. 

I looked to my right, then my left, at least there were no other people around us. We were surrounded by just parked cars. I had put a little lube inside of me, just a tiny amount right before we left, I didn't need a lot of it, anymore. My anal entry was so much wider than when we first started having sex. My 'pussy' has gotten accustomed to his big thick cock. 

My doctor was the first one to notice it during my regular health checkup. He asked me about when I had started to get more sexually adventurous, I begged him not to say anything to Sarah. He just shook his head and told me to be careful, he wrote down something in his notes. 

I felt Sean's throbbing cock push in, I felt just the mushroom head of his large cock, he never had trouble gaining entry, ever. "Ahhhh, slower baby," I told him. He was always rough while starting, but I needed him to be gentle this time. I needed him to take his time at first. He started to inch slowly inside of me, he was so big and I felt him opening me up, once again. We started all over every Wednesday, my body had to meld to his cock, and I had to become his wife all over again every single Wednesday. 

"Look at me, Aly." 

He loved watching me as he fucked me, he loved the idea that he was the first man to give me an orgasm. He loved to think his eyes, and his smile set my loins on fire. He especially loved that I could take his entire thick cock inside of me. I was sitting on his lap, his manhood completely hidden inside me. Once he was completely inside I would moan, I wanted him to know I was enjoying it all, enjoying him filling me up, it all used to be an act. I moved slowly, I moved my bottom in circles, feeling him against my body, feeling his cock press against my insides. 

"Mmmmmm, I love your cock inside me, baby." I would bite my lip, my voice getting extra high. "Ohhh, you feel so good." I would moan to him quietly then kiss his cheek, his nose, his lips. I had to look at him, he loved looking into my eyes, my polish genes blessed me with blue eyes, and he loved looking into them. He loved watching the little movements and twitches on my face as he plowed slowly into me. I never got hard from him fucking me but I somewhat always came, I always had an orgasm and he knew it. He knew I loved this, he knew Yua trained me well, and she made me lust after his cock in my body. There were suddenly people outside and I knew they heard us moan, they saw the G-Wagon shake. They all knew something was going on inside the matte black truck. I was praying they didn't look too close. 

"God, you have the sexiest eyes, don't you baby?" He whispered as I shook my head and my whole body once again became a little girl, just for him. 

"Ahhhh, Sean…" I made a little yelp, it was happening, and I felt I was ready for an orgasm. This is what brought him to his edge, This was what he loved more than anything. For him, The fucking was only secondary to my excitement. I didn't start out as a cock slut, but I was slowly turning into one and he loved it. 

"Take my cock baby girl, take it. I know what you love." Once again a man was bringing me to an orgasm. I screamed I held on tight. Who would have expected my life to take this road, to need a man to fuck me hard, to hold me, to look into my eyes? 

"Sean, deeper, please;" I begged, "Oh My God baby, faster, harder... yes..." He smiled, he knew I was forgetting about the women making eye contact with me, the sounds of the dogs barking and running around, and the squealing of the swings, I was forgetting about everything around us. I moaned loudly as his cum started to paint me, deep inside, I could feel the contractions in my bottom as he pushed and came inside me again, he was hugging me and kissing my chest and neck as we came down from our highs, I had cummed all over his belly. I knew he couldn't wait to watch me lick him completely clean. He would pet my head and then I would kiss him and share it, all of it with him. I would then lay worn out, my hair against his cheek. Like two lovers after having sex in a classic film. 


He whispered in my ear, he had asked me these questions several times before, and I knew all the answers. 

"What do you want, baby?" 

"Men." 

"What makes you horny?" 

"Men." 

"And, Who is your favorite man?" 

"You, honey, of course." I kissed him long and hard and then he let me relax against his body once more. 

*** 
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*** 


Usually, whenever Sean took me for rides he always had an ulterior motive. Yua had trained me to suck on cock, in reality, it wasn't that hard to begin with, it wasn't weird either, I have had things in my mouth before, for a long time too. I had taken pictures with my lips making an O, with my lipsticked lips primed to accept something long and hard. But the other things she trained me with were more difficult, other things that I was barely even ready for. 

I remember the very first time we had tried sex together, we were behind this same G-Wagon. He never warned me, he hadn’t even warned Yua. I was bent over holding the bumper while the back door was open. I was nervous, I was scared as hell. I wasn't even lubricated. My heels sank into the dirt below, my tight short skirt pushed up over my waist, and the wind on my exposed shaved legs. We were only slightly hidden from others on the trekking route in the morning. He wanted me to scream, he wanted someone to hear me, he wanted me to cum for him. But none of that happened, I cried, it hurt, it was bad and I was scared that someone knew who and what I was, and might find us. I was so afraid someone would look at me and yell out 'faggot,' 'tranny,' 'perverts.' Even though my large diamond would be in the very view of onlookers. I wanted to scream 'Look… I'm a married woman, we’re just doing what married couples do, please don't judge me!' 

I told him, my voice was so soft, so quiet, almost in a whisper. "Please Mr.Xavier, don't be so mean to me, I will do whatever you want me to do. I promise. Please," I begged him. I didn't understand the power trip he was having at that moment, I didn't understand what was happening inside his brain. He used to be so nice to me at work, he treated us all like family, and I was one of his best employees. He quietly zipped up his pants and made me get back into the car. He was disappointed, he hit the steering wheel, he grumbled something, under his breath. We never attempted something like that ever again. And never intentionally outside in front of people, or in public. 

When we got home, he called Yua to complain about me, and to complain about her training. But she yelled right back at him over the phone. She yelled for a good twenty minutes straight. I heard her voice through the tiny earpiece of his personal phone. He paced the house listening to her, shrugging his shoulders, and shaking his head, while he was watching me. I was on the living room couch, my legs under me, my mascara was a mess, my body still. I was just praying inside, hoping he wasn't going to hit me. 

I can hear her asking him how he could expect his ‘virgin girlfriend’ to be able to take his eight-inch cock fully the very first time. She told him I wasn't ready yet. What was the matter with him, didn't he ever sleep with a virgin before? She asked him, and he never had, I was the first. The thought of that made him very happy and made him even more excited than he was before, he was so much nicer to me after that onwards. His feminine, blonde, virgin girlfriend then wife. 

Flowers were delivered the next day. To me and then to Yua. Mine had a handwritten note that said 'With Love from Sean.' 

I went back to Yua's, and she laughed about it, but I was still so fucking sore down there. He barely even got that bulbous angry head of his cock inside of me. She made me put some soothing cream on myself. Two weeks later things would be so, so different, she had to move up things in her training, come up with a new plan, she knew Sean wouldn’t like to wait for too long. She made Sean wait and to let me get used to his cock, she taught him that he had to take it slow. That he would have to put plenty of lube on himself and inside my 'pussy' before trying to do anything. She made him understand that it would take a while, but when it did, she promised him and me that it would be completely worth it. 


Soon when I was ready for him, he started to cum like crazy after that. I would keep on making him cum for the entire time I was with him. And eventually, as she had promised me, I would also learn to cum myself much later. I had slowly become a true feminine partner to him in bed in that sense, he was the man, and he always wanted to make his girl cum, he was eventually able to do that, and that did give him a power trip, and that led to some wonderful orgasms for me too, he truly was a man. 

*** 

"Do you even like men?" 

"Um, I think so." I didn't know, did I? Did I have to? Yua wanted to know. I liked it when I was dressed up looking like a woman and getting admiring glances from men. I was usually in my car wearing sunglasses. I was usually hyperventilating and rushing to get back home or stay hidden in our bedroom. 

"Sean expects you to enjoy your time together." 


"I will." 

"Well, you better." 

We went shopping, I was all dressed up. She made me find a masculine scent that I liked, something that would remind me only of him. Something completely different from what I’ve ever smelled. We went to one of the big department stores and looked for cologne, aftershave, and deodorant. I took three different aftershaves and a bunch of other things back to her house. 

She gave me a laptop and started a slideshow of pictures of Mr.Xavier, of Sean. She put aftershave on a towel. She then lubed up my backside. I had a mirror in front and next to me. 

"Do we really have to do this?" I asked. She didn't answer me, she shook her head, what did I know? She then put something inside me. I screamed. 

"Stop being such a little sissy." Whatever she had, it slipped in hard, I felt like I was being split into two halves. "It's just a vibrating butt plug, sweetie. No big deal, it's not even that big." She held her two fingers close together, it felt humongous. 

I moaned, it felt too big for my tiny hole. For the next couple of hours, the plug started to vibrate whenever a picture of Mr. Xavier appeared on the screen. I started to like it, it felt okay. It stopped when it showed landscapes and gardens. Yua then introduced a Hitachi Massage Wand to my ‘clitty’. I had to hold it, it kept on falling. It was such a big device. She started to show more suggestive shots of Mr. X. I could smell the aftershave, he was smiling at me from the screen, inviting me to an orgasm with him. He was so handsome, he was so muscular and strong, I liked his eyes, I guess. The vibrator was making me excited, the butt plug was making me over-excited. I didn't know what to do. I was starting to get just a little hard and soon I was starting to cum. She would make me say his name over and over again as I shot my sperm all over the towel, she would make me scream, and soon she would make me need it. I would start to enjoy it much later. 

The next week she took away the butt plug, and later that day she took away the massager. I had to cum without either of those things, I had to cum from the look and feel of a man. I even had to practice at home that coming week. When I came back the next Wednesday she made me try again, but I couldn't do it. I wanted to so bad, but I just couldn't cum. I felt funny, and a little weird, I still felt embarrassed, even her knowing a man was making me slightly aroused. I was stimulated but I couldn't get over the cliff to orgasm. I couldn't make the jump to having a man take me over that edge, no matter how much I was enjoying myself. Sean was going to be even more disappointed with me. 

Yua and I had a light dinner, we had some wine, and we watched a movie. She made me get dressed for bed. I was in front of my mirror wearing a white pushup bra, lacey white panties, and white sheer stay-up thigh highs. I had on six-inch white pumps, I looked like the perfect virgin. I had on my long blonde wig that fell till the top of my ass in the back and perfect makeup. My lips looked incredible, plump, pink, and titillating. I wasn't dressed for sleeping, I was dressed for sex. She took a few pictures of me, she made me pose, she made me give her sensual looks. I looked like a wet dream in those pictures. 

Yua made me get on all fours on the bed, she put on soft music, she set up the laptop in front of me. Soon pictures of Mr. Xavier appeared on the screen again, then pictures of hard cocks, hard men's chests, and more pictures of Mr. X. 

"I'm going to go to bed, have fun." She was gone, I was alone in my lingerie. The smell of my Valentino floating around. The scent of sex. I could see my lips behind the laptop and could see my ass bounce in the mirror. I watched the screen, I watched him smile at me, and I heard a noise. The music still played, and someone was in the room with me. 

"Yua?" I whispered. I felt hands on my hips, I froze it wasn't Yua, it wasn't a woman. These were huge strong men's hands. I smelled Sean's new aftershave, it was turning me on. I was starting to enjoy the scent mixing with my perfume. I looked up, I could only see his hairy, naked chest in the mirror, it was dark, the only light coming from the laptop, it wasn't Mr. Xavier behind me. I felt something hard against my ass. I felt a cool liquid being put inside me as I watched the montage of pictures and pricks on the screen. I felt something enter me. "Ahh... Oh my god." It was long and hard. It stopped. I felt it go deeper, it was harder, it was deeper. The disembodied hands rubbed my ass and back, and slid down to my stockings. I heard a man breathe, I heard his slight moan. He took my hips in his hands and pulled me closer, no... I was being taken away from Mr. Xavier, his eyes, his chest, his smile, I wanted him closer, I wanted to feel his breath on me. The laptop was too far away, I wanted him to kiss me, to whisper in my ear. 

"Ooh." I heard the man behind me, his cock now completely lost in my bottom, my ready and willing 'pussy.' He pulled me in and then he pushed me out, I felt his body against me, it felt great, there was no pain I was enjoying this. We started to fuck. He did all the work, he manipulated my body, back and forth and then I started to get into it, I caught the rhythm. I kept on returning to his body, his cock hitting the air and them buried deep and hidden. 

"Oh Sean, baby you feel so good inside me," I told him as the picture came up, "I love that I can make you so hard, Uhhhh," I told the back of his head, the back of his naked body, his legs, the pictures of his cock. I wanted him to look at me again, I wanted him to approve of my wantonness and my hanging breasts. I felt the cock ramping up speed, I started to scream. The man behind me was grunting, he was enjoying my ass, he was so stimulated, his hands once again roaming my soft fragrant body. I felt his cum shoot inside me. a close-up picture of Sean finally appeared on my screen inches from my face, too far away to kiss, to lick. "Ahh… Sean…" I came. I came all over the bed. I closed my eyes, I felt like I couldn't stop. 

The man pulled his softening cock out of me. He was so long, he was huge. I tightened. I didn't want him gone so quickly. He pulled out slowly, he made a slight chuckle. He loved it. I wanted it back inside. I laid my head on the bed, my arms were so tired but I felt so wonderful, I felt so fulfilled. A man had made me cum, a man had taken my virginity. I would never tell Sean. I would never tell Sarah. 

I heard the door. My lover was gone. 

*** 

Whenever we went out Sean set up a small task for me, he wanted to watch me. He wanted to see how good at being a girl I was. He wanted me to interact with people. I used to plead with him not to make me do anything crazy or weird. My heart wouldn't take it, I couldn't handle him being harsh or mean-spirited. I didn't understand it, I didn't think it was fair. My Karma was too good, my feelings were easily hurt. I would kiss him and rub his chest, telling him I would do anything for him. 

He would smile. "Don't worry baby, nothing crazy." 

I would then kiss him lightly again, a pre-thank you kiss. 

"I want you to make believe you lost your ring. I want you to look until someone comes to help you. I want you to kiss them on the cheek when you find it." 

I just looked at him, he was getting weird, where were these ideas coming from? "Really?!" 

"Yeah, no big deal, should just take a couple of minutes." He then made me get out. 

It definitely wasn't like the things he started out wanting me to do. I was thankful for that. They were mean. They were more about humiliation, slight they might have been, but they always made me humble and uncomfortable. 

He used to have me put on my highest heels, ten, twelve-inch with platforms. He would follow me for a couple of blocks behind me taking video. I was so edgy, everyone would be looking at me, looking at my patterned tights and tight belly. The impossible heels clicking on the sidewalks. I knew I looked like a bimbo, I felt so dejected after we got back in the car. I didn't understand why he wanted to embarrass me, why he wanted me to draw so much negative attention. Everyone was looking at me in my short dress and high heels. Everyone was probably wondering why I needed so much scrutiny, from so many onlookers. Once back in the G-Wagon, I had to jerk him off, he was always so hard and leaking before I even touched him. 


Other times he wanted me to flirt with men at bars. He wanted to see how I acted around someone other than himself. It was hard, I wasn't used to talking to men in person while being dressed up, and soon I would target someone. Someone by themselves, someone who looked like they could use a woman in heels and stockings in their life. My voice was shaky, my mouth was dry. After a little while, I would let them hold my hand, I would giggle, and I would play with my hair. Then they would always ask for my number. We would say goodbye, and I had to leave, I was enjoying it too much. Someone was actually being nice to me. 

Sean made me do this three more times and then he stopped. He told me he didn't like other men holding me and touching me like that. From that day, he didn't want me flirting with other men anymore, he said that wives shouldn't be acting like that. His plan had backfired. He was mad at me, he wouldn't even talk to me for a while. It was his idea, and it was also his idea to stop. He would take me back to the house and I would hide in my room that day. 

Today was different, it wasn't about humiliation, it was about communication. He wanted to make sure I was ready to meet people, to talk, to laugh, to learn. I walked a couple of feet ahead of him, near a bench, in total view of him and his G-Wagon. He held his phone, I watched him take pictures as I swayed my hips in my tight little skirt. I dropped my big stone-encrusted wedding ring, my expensive jewelry, this ring alone was probably worth more than my entire net worth, I knew for sure that I was never going to lose it any day, I knew I could never pay back for it. 

I waited. I was acting, I was looking, and I started feeling frustrated. An older gentleman and a woman came over and asked if I needed help. They seemed so friendly, so nice to help out a young woman on the sidewalk, why did I have to bother them, why did I even have to act helpless? 

"Yes please," And I told them I had lost my ring here somewhere. I was so awkward and clumsy. 

The man looked under the bench. "Here it is." He smiled, he found it so fast. The woman walked over to me, I kissed them both on the cheek and took the earring, and slipped it onto my finger. I showed them. 

"Thank you soooo much." I smiled, buckling my knees together in an awkward half-bow. They both were smiling gleefully nodding back. 

Sean was suddenly behind me. "Mom and Dad, meet Allison." 


*** 

That night we were getting ready for bed, Wednesday night was my favorite part of my weekly stay at the Xavier house - At 'my' house. 

"I'm glad I met your parents, they seem so nice." I was at my vanity, fixing my wig, brushing, and fluffing. 

"I told you. They knew who you were, they had seen so many pictures. Of us, of you. I asked them to help you." He bent down and looked in the mirror with me. On the far wall of my room, I had a picture of Sean with his parents, it was probably a year ago, right after he was divorced. He would go there often, they lived relatively close. I could just make it out over his shoulder in my mirror. 

"Sean?" 

"Mmm?" 

"Would you mind if I didn't wear a wig tonight, I would love to do something with my own hair?" I looked into his eyes, I think I was testing him, feeling out our new boundaries. His parents liking me had given me just a little bit more hand. A little closer to a more equal relationship. 

"Of course, whatever you want." He kissed the top of my head, and my wig, and he went out. "I'll open some wine." 

I was sort of frozen, my hands in my hair. Sean never got the wine, I always did. I did all of the serving. 

I pulled off the wig, my hair had gotten so long in the last couple of months. I shook my head, I would have to wash it, put in some product, blow-dry it, and maybe curl it. I should have done this tomorrow morning instead. I called Yua. I took a picture, and fifteen minutes later she was behind me. I had a towel around my hair, I had on the short pink robe that she made fun of me in months ago. She stood behind me, I loved her, she was now my best friend. 


"Maybe I should just wear the wig," I told her catching her beautiful brown eyes in the mirror. 

She made me believe she was choking me, she playfully bit my neck. "Let's see what we got to work with." She ripped off the towel and tousled my hair. "Mmm, it's gonna take hours." She smiled, and I felt better. "We can try something. I'm gonna have to do some cutting." 

"Okay, go for it." 

Twenty minutes later, I looked genuine and perfect. 

*** 

Wednesday nights weren't always my favorite. Months ago, I would hear Sean getting ready for me in his bedroom. I would be sitting in front of the vanity mirror, wearing something too sexy, too revealing, and making me too nervous. My body had changed so much after meeting Yua and Ryan, I always looked incredible now. Sean loved my breasts and legs, my cheekbones, my and long slender fingers. I had become a fantasy for him. I now had to go to sleep with him, I had never laid down with a man before. I used to call Yua for pep talks. She would tell me what to do again, she would always end the conversation with her signature line. 

"Go out there and make a spectacle of yourself, haha." Click. I was alone once again with my mirror. 

He would call me, I would make my way into the bedroom. I would apologize. He never paid attention he was too focused on my breasts, my legs, my ass. He hadn't slept with a woman in a long time, in over a year. 

"Wow, you look great. Turn around, let's see the back." When I faced him again, his robe was off, he was naked, and his cock was already hard. He took my face in his hand and he looked at me more closely. "I just love your lips, you look delicious, ha." 

Yua made him go slow with me, I wasn't a whore, I wasn't experienced. It was still going to hurt. 

We set up pillows on the edge of the bed, he covered them with a towel. I leaned on the pillows and he slipped off my panties. He kissed my ass, my thighs, I always wore a stocking and garter belt set. I wore something sexy, something that would make my boobs look enticing, I would wear heels, maybe white pumps. I had my backside facing him, just waiting. 

"This is gonna be cold," He would tell me, putting something inside me and onto his still-hard cock. "Okay, this is gonna hurt." And he aimed and then he pushed in slow. I held my breath, I relaxed my ass and he slipped in some more. 

"Ahh..." 

I tried to sound positive, I tried to sound like a woman enjoying having sex with a man with a huge cock. 


"Ahh.." 

"Almost halfway baby, you are doing great." He would give me a play-by-play. "Pushing again, your a little tight, relax some more." He would rub, my thigh, feel my stockings. 

He was being so much more considerate but I still wanted to scream at him. 'Relax, really! How was I going to relax, your cock is tearing me a new one, literally.' 

"We are all in, baby girl." He always laughed when he was completely buried inside of me. I felt his body against my backside, he was warm, I took a deep breath. He would start pumping and in no time he would moan, he would take my 'clitty' in his hands and rub, fapping away. I tried to cum when he did, tried to pay attention to his breathing, his motions. Soon the two of us would have orgasms, I felt like we had to get it over with, it was what was scheduled. He kissed my back, my bra strap, as he bent over me and his cock slipped out. I turned around and I had to see who's cock was inside of me. I had to see who I was making a spectacle of myself for, I was glad it was Sean, it wasn't a surprise. 

I took the towel and he sent me back into my own bedroom. I was in his room for fifteen minutes, tops. I slipped into bed to toss and turn most of the night. I had to rub soothing cream inside me, I had to sleep alone. 

*** 

Yua was gone, my hair, nails, and lips were perfect, and a bottle of red was opened and decanted. I was on his bed waiting. I had on a red bra to barely hold my double D's. I had on red silk panties, a matching garter belt, and nude stockings. I had on eight-inch red stilettos. When I stood I would be the same height as Sean, we would both be 6'2". We would both be tall. 


He walked in, wearing his royal blue robe. 

I smiled, I had on smudge-proof red lipstick, and I had long fiery red nails. I was fluffing up my blonde hair. "How do I look?" 

He met me at the foot of the bed, his eyes went from my heels to my new hair. It was short, just reaching my shoulders, and full of curls at the bottom. Dirty Blonde like all of my wigs, my own hair color was his favorite color. 

He smiled. He took my hands and kissed both of them. I stood, leaned into him, and looked into his eyes. "You are such a beautiful girl." And then we kissed his tongue once again making its way into me. My arms around his neck, my long nails playing in his hair. I pulled back and he looked at me. I took off my heel, I slipped off the other, and I was several inches shorter. My eyes level with his lips. "You are such a baby girl, haha. A gorgeous blondie." We kissed again, his hands on my bubble butt, my lithe body pushing into him. I did feel like a baby girl again, without the height of the heels. 

I undressed him and took off his robe, and his pajama bottoms. I left him in a tight t-shirt and his black satin briefs. I liked him dressed modestly, I didn't need to be with a naked man. He laid back and I kissed his body, spending too much time at the hardness in his briefs. I made my way to his chest, hidden by the white cotton blend, I made it up to his face and we kissed again. His lips were all over me, sloppy, hard, fast. I was now under him. He gave me a loud kiss and stood up. He took my feet and rubbed his hard cock with them. I played with his dick, my dainty size eights in almost black stockings making him happy. He took down his briefs and I pushed more with my toes. 

"Here I come," He whispered and pulled down my panties. He put them to his nose, he put them in his mouth, he rubbed them on his face. He had never done that before, it was turning me on, and he was getting used to my scent. I leaned on my elbows and watched him, I was getting excited, I covered myself, I didn't like being reminded of my unwanted member in between my legs. He climbed on top, his finger now inside of me. We were so good at this, I knew how to move, and he knew what I loved. I opened my legs and he kissed my breasts. His fingers explored my 'new pussy,' his mouth exploring everywhere else. 

He was soon covering my body, he was on top of me, his cock starting to slide inside of me, sliding right in. I yelped, I was never ready for his large manhood, I was always preoccupied with how handsome he was or the smell of his wonderful aftershave. I imagined I could make myself cum by just his scent, I didn't even need to look at him anymore, his touch and scent could take me over the edge. He pushed all the way in, he was fucking me. he turned me to the side, he stood on the floor by the edge of the bed so he could fuck me and we could kiss. He held my side and we moved on the bed, making noise. I turned to the side. He kissed my neck and my lips. 

"Oh, my god, Sean, I'm ready." 


He spun me around he was on top of me again, and his cock pounded in and out of my 'pussy.' I started to scream, I loved it, there was no pain, only pleasure. He was fucking me again, in 'our' bed, he was fucking me so thoroughly. He started to cum, I felt his hot cum shoot into me, and I felt myself start to orgasm as he rubbed his body against me. He thrust harder, I moaned louder. I moved underneath him, feeling his weight, his strong arms next to my shoulders. his lips were too far away to kiss. 

"Yes, ahh, yes…" I moaned. I pulled him closer, and we finally kissed again. 

He pulled away, he smiled when we were done, and his cock slowly slid out. He went down to my tight stomach, right above my crotch and he licked the little bit of cum I splayed. He kissed me and we shared it. I felt his cum inside me, slowly moving, dripping out of my ass onto our marital bed. 

We lay down looking at each other, lightly kissing. He put the covers over us. 

I smiled at his lips, "Thank you for the flowers." I looked into his eyes, he was so handsome, so masculine. We kissed softly, my husband enjoyed making love to me. I touched his lips, feeling his face, ready to remember this night. I spied my huge diamond on my finger, my long fingernails looking sexy on his nose, his cheeks. 

"Thank you, for everything else." 

He had been so nice to me today. It had been so busy, I was so tired, I closed my eyes and slept the entire night. Somehow in the morning, my head was on his chest and his arm was around me. My real hair on his face. 


*** 

I think being married is wonderful. I like having someone to come home to, someone to be home with, to eat dinner together, watch movies, and laugh with. Someone to wake up with. Now I had something to compare it to. I actually had two completely different marriages. I knew, being a crossdresser I wanted satin, lace, nylon, something for the eyes, something for the touch. Something, anything… absolutely anything. But every conversation led to the same conclusion. It was so hard going back and forth between the two of them, Sarah and Sean, they were both poles apart, it was getting exhausting, the lying, the deceit, the guilt, but more importantly just having the stamina. Just being able to constantly smile. Make believing everything was okay. 

Waking up on Thursday morning with Sean was so different than it was eight weeks before. I used to get up so early, I couldn't get comfortable all night anyway. I would have coffee and breakfast ready. I would be sitting in the kitchen, dressed in something skimpy, and short, showing lots of my stockinged legs. I was quiet, I served him, and I agreed with everything he said. I did everything he asked. I was in a stranger's house, I didn't like it. 

This morning, we stayed in bed together, listened to music, and we shared a glass of water. We didn't want to get up from the bed. The windows were open and it was still cool and gloomy outside, it was nice and cozy under the covers. I was facing him, my hair under his chin, his hands on my hip and breast. 


Together we teased each other, lately, he would tell me I was too hot for him, too pretty, too young, and had too much personality. I was going to leave him for the pizza delivery guy or the gardener or even the next-door neighbors. Both of them. He said he would watch me waving and flirting with them all. Showing them my perfect legs. 

I giggled, I loved this. I loved him making me believe I was popular, sexy, and ready for any man with a smile and a good opening line. I told him he was always flirting with the girls at Dunkin' Donuts, and at all the women he ran into at the restaurants and bars he went to with his friends. I told him I heard all the stories. He would soon leave me for someone even younger and attractive. Someone who could give him two point five children. Someone with long brown hair and dark brown eyes, someone with better taste in fruit and nuts... and men. 

I gave him a pout and got up off the bed, "I'm going to make you the best breakfast. I'm going to show you how much I care about you." I would giggle again. "Don't even try to follow me." I told him, "I am going to prove I am more than a good lay, I can make omelets and pancakes and I think I can even make some... um, toast. All I need is a recipe and um, some bread and um, maybe some bacon…" Sean laughed and threw one of our pillows at me. I slipped on my heels and gave him one last look of my tongue. I headed into the kitchen, clicking and giggling all the way, my hands up for balance. I was feeling fantastic and sexually satisfied. 

*** 

For the first time ever, Sean was helping me pick out an outfit. He was on the loveseat watching. 

"It's just a little Italian restaurant, wear whatever you feel like wearing." 

"Mmm, I don't know. Do you like this?" I showed him a skirt and a cute classy top, and he laughed, he laid down and covered his head with a blanket. He was no help at all. 

I ended up with nude silk pantyhose and a black bra, under a black mini skirt and a long sleeve red on white polka dot silk blouse. My blouse was tucked into the skirt and my breasts looked so nice. I brushed my hair and checked my makeup, I was ready, I was actually looking forward to this. He came up behind me and fondled with my tits. 

"This’s a really nice choice." He told me and I smiled at him in the mirror again. "Do your lips always look that inviting?!" I just smiled, Yua and the girls at her salon showed me how to present my lips. How to make them look bigger, sexier, and more enticing to men. 

"Mmhmmm." I pushed into his body, I could feel him. "Okay, get it out of your system, 'cause you are not kissing me in the restaurant." 

"Awwww, sometimes you are so mean." He laughed and I caught his eye again. I was never mean. 


I turned around and kissed him. I let him lick my lips. I let him kiss my neck and back into my mouth, and I let him savor me, I held him tight. 

"You are such a tease." 

"Am I?!" I spun around, I put my hands behind me and played with his cock, he was hard and I felt him with my two hands. I had a mean evil little smile on my face. I wanted him to cum, I wanted him to desire me like I have to desire him. It didn't take long even through his pants and briefs. I played with his hard cock, tickling him with my long white nails. I let go as he pushed against the top of my ass, my tight mini skirt, I bent over and held on to my vanity table and watched his face the whole time in the mirror, he was loving this. I had made the first move. It was the first time I initiated any type of sex. I was taking control, I was feeling his cock against my tight ass, and I was enjoying myself bringing him to climax. 

"Oh, my god Sean, I am so wet. I'm going to have to clean up, haha." 

I had to finish dressing up, I put on four-inch heels with a silver platform, grabbed my Hermes bag, and took his hand to start to go down the stairs. I wanted him to stay horny. 

Tring… Tring…. 

My phone was ringing, it had been pinging most of the morning. Now it was once again ringing, someone wanted to talk. The two of us could hear it in the vanity drawer. It wasn't the one with the pink leopard case. The ringing stopped and started once again. 

"You better get that baby girl." He told me. I knew it was Sarah, she was going to ask if I took off. She knew what the answer was going to be. Sean reached into the drawer, pressed accept, and put it on loudspeaker. He laid it next to my nail polish remover. 

I cleared my throat and turned away from him, I didn't want him to see me use my male voice. "Hello?!" 

"I guess you're not coming home early." 

"I tried, I'm really sorry…" 

"Sorry, Yeah, well I have been doing a little bit of a cleaning. What the fuck are you doing with three locked suitcases?! In our closet!" 

"Ummm, they are…" 

She was getting angry, her voice was almost a growl, "I know what they are! For fucks sake, I opened one of them, I broke the fucking lock. It was full of panties and lingerie, what the fuck?! I don't even want to know what's in the other two. This is so, so fucked up." 

"I'm sorry, I'll…" 

"Yeah, what will you do?! They are out with the garbage, if you want them, get them before they're cleared." She ended the call. 

*** 

We were in the G-Wagon, and it was quiet. Sean wanted to take me to get my cases, but I didn't need them. Most of those clothes didn't even fit me anymore, anyway. They fit the old, the heavier me. They fit the crossdresser who couldn't style correctly, or find the correct size. The clothes inside those cases were dirty, the stockings had runs all over, they were saggy, and the heels were all scuffed, and worn. The makeup was dry and just an unusable mess. I’ve had some of those items since I was a teenager. I didn't need them anymore, I haven't worn anything from those cases since Sean found me dressed on his laptop screen. My heart hurt, my eyes were closed, I wanted to run away, I wanted to be somewhere else. 


I opened my eyes, we were in front of the restaurant. We were somewhere else. 

"We don't have to go in. Do you want to go back home?! I'll make some tea." he said softly. 

I smiled at him. I was actually looking forward to going out, I didn't want to disappoint him. He was so happy when I made him cum, he was so happy this morning with the promise of a wonderful day. I pulled down the visor mirror, I looked so good. My dark lipstick and pinkish red color above my eyes looked ready for lunch, looked all ready to meet and talk, and simply ask 'Where’s the ladies' room?' 

"Let's go, it looks quite nice." 

Once inside, he introduced me to the hostess, the waitress, and then the two owners. 

"Aly these are my oldest friends, Peter and Brenda." They took my hand, they hugged me. They were glad to finally meet me. They complimented me on my wedding ring. They laughed when I told them it was way too big. They cried when I told them, I was sorry for being silly. Sorry for not wanting to meet any of Sean's friends. Sorry for being away so much… 


We were getting ready to go, and Brenda took my hand. "One day when you are completely settled in. When you’ve got a free weekend, we should go shopping, you can show me where you got this wonderful outfit." 

I hugged her goodbye, finally, someone wanted to go shopping with me. Tears fell down my cheeks, I was being silly again. We said goodbye and the four of us waved. I made Sean pull over a couple of blocks away. 

"I'm sorry," I told him, I had been apologizing all week. 

He moved over and held me, I cried again into his shoulder. "There is nothing to be sorry about, you are busy, everyone understands." That's what he told them, that was the reason I couldn't meet or visit anyone. I was thinking he was crazy to think that. 

"Can we take Yua back there sometime? I would like her to meet your friends too." 

"Of course, if you like." I squeezed him a thank you again. "After lunch, I was going to take you somewhere else. I figured we would have a busy day." 

"Mmm? Okay." I sniffed, I didn't want to disappoint him again. 


"I want to take you to the office." 

I looked up at him. "No, Sean, please. You know I can't go there like this in the middle of the day." 

He looked at me, he ran his fingers through my hair. "I think it's time, I want everyone to meet you. Wasn't it nice meeting Peter and Brenda?" 

"It was, but please, I know everyone, they are all my friends..." My heart started racing, and I was rambling, "Let's go to the beach, you can fuck me outside in the back of the G-Wagon or against a tree, I won't get upset, I promise. Let everyone hear and see us. Please…" 

"Allison, stop." 

"Watch me flirt with men, watch me walk in those crazy heels Yua got me, please. Or just sit me down and cum all over my chest, my face. I promise I won't talk, I won't even blink or move, please Sean, I can't…" My hands were shaking. 

He held me tighter. "Aly, relax you just…" His phone rang, and he looked at his dashboard. He clicked the accept button. "Hey, Mom what's up?" 

She was crying, "Sean, it's, it's Missy. Your father he's, it's just, it's Missy…" She started crying, we heard voices. 

"We will be right there." He hugged me, he went into drive, we ended up in front of his parents' house. "You don’t have to come in if you don't feel like it." 

I had my seat belt already off, I was opening the door already. 


He knocked, he walked in, "Mom!" 

She ran towards him, she was crying, he hugged her. His father was behind her. She then hugged me, she led me into another room. She hid her face and pointed. I bent down. I picked up Missy. She was barely breathing, The Xavier Family household's thirteen-year-old Yorkshire Terrier was dying. 

"Give me the blanket." I wrapped her up, I rocked her back and forth. There is nothing worse than losing a pet. Here was Missy, she had been part of the family since Sean was in uni. How many moves, how many holidays, how many times did she get picked up. 

"Let's go get another dog, a pup." His father said. 

"No," I looked at him, a sad smile on my face, I had tears in my eyes. I had lost a pet in my life, it was probably one of the hardest things we as humans had to deal with. Missy wasn't just a distant relative, wasn't a friend we missed, wasn't someone or something we didn't see too often. She was always there to make us happy. "She will still be here, her spirit will still be in this house. Let's remember her the way she was." She stopped breathing, she was gone. Everyone cried. I hugged her. I made his mom, kiss her goodbye. I made his dad pet her one more time. I made Sean take me to the animal hospital. 

*** 

I was leaning against Sean, I didn't have my seat belt on, and the G-Wagon was beeping like crazy. Another thing angry at me. I didn't want to be so far away from him, from anybody. We were going to pick up the dog's ashes in two weeks. He took my hand, he drove with the other one. 

"Thank you. I'm never good in those situations, my parents are worse." He squeezed my hand. 

"They are going to miss her, it's going to be hard. Maybe they should stay with us tonight." 

"Us?" 

"Mmm." 

He pulled over, the beeping finally stopped, I was starting to get quite used to it. He hugged me, he kissed my hair and cheek. I was still, I didn't move. 

"Sean, let's go to the office." I looked straight ahead. 

"What?" 

"Let's introduce me to everyone." My voice was quiet, it was in a little monotonous tone, and I was exhausted. "I don't care anymore." 

His arm was around me, we sat like that for a half-hour. 

"Let's save that for another day," He put his hand under my chin and kissed me, I let him. I wanted to feel something other than sadness. The whole Missy thing really got to me, my whole body ached. 

"Let's go tell your parents about Missy, let's get them out of the house." 

*** 

"When we get her ashes, we will have a huge party, and celebrate her life," I told them. His mother looked happier than she did all day. She had something to look forward to. 


We had to get out, we followed them. We walked just a couple of blocks and came upon a small motel, with a small parking lot. We entered a small bar nearby, the walls were pine, and the lights were not too bright. 

"Hey Mr. & Mrs. Wilson, everybody, sit down I'll bring ya’ll a pitcher." I was going to meet more people. 

We walked more into the bar, it was clean, it was quaint, it was quiet, and Sean's parents were very popular. We followed them into the back. Sean’s hugged one of the waitresses, I could tell she was filling her in on the death of Missy. 

She then walked over to the three of us. "Hi, I'm Katherine, so sorry for your loss." She kissed all of us and a man brought us a pitcher with four glasses. We were at a table in a weird little dive bar for the wake, Missy would be happy, we were all together. Sean poured the beer and we drank, it was strong, it was smooth, and it was very dark, I felt like I was English, sitting in this old-time bar and drinking strong ale. This was nice, tears were forming in my eyes. 

"I would take her here, she would investigate all the nooks and interesting spaces of the bar." His mother was going to cry again, I felt bad, and I held her hand. It was nice that she was talking about this, and it was nice that the bartender, Berty, stuck around to listen. "Berty always had some tuna for her, right?" 

"I did, she was a great dog. She had good taste. She wouldn't eat that dog food crap." He held Sean’s mother’s shoulders then he smiled and went back to his two older customers at the bar. 


Sean then took my hand, I couldn't believe there was a time when I didn't want to meet his parents. There was a time when I didn't even want to leave the house, I was being silly, what was the big deal? I looked at Sean and he kissed me. I moved closer, I was sad, I needed him to hold me, I needed to lean into his body. I noticed my wedding ring, it didn't go with the decor of the bar. It seemed so big, I didn't like big, I didn't like expensive. I didn't want anyone to think I was showing off. I spun it around, the diamond now in my palm, Sean watched and I gave him my sad little smile. I had on my long white nails and my hand looked so feminine with the little gold band. I stretched out my fingers and I felt myself smile. I was in this little tiny bar having a real experience, with real people. People that I cared about, it seemed so crazy to me. 

"Berty," Lindsey called over to him, "Can you play some music? Something old." 

He shook his head and a digital jukebox turned on all gold and red, and then the music started to play. It was the seventies once again in the world. The little bar remained in the 1950’s for the remainder of the day. I smiled at Sean again as his parents got up to dance. 

'While I'm far away from you my baby 

I know it's hard for you my baby 

Because it's hard for me my baby 

And the darkest hour is just before dawn' 


I was watching, I was imagining being in my sixties or seventies with Sean. My imagination and mind were years away, lost in the wind, lost in this song. 

"Hey, I found these in the back. Don't know where they came from." The waitress handed me a plastic tiara, it said 'Missy' on it, she went over and gave one to Sean's mother and put one on herself. I slipped on mine and checked to make sure it looked okay on my phone. I sent a picture to Yua and Ryan. Yua texted back right away, 'This’s way too cute… for you.' 

Sean smiled at me after I aimed the phone at him, it was nice, I showed him my perfect white teeth. "How do I look?" 

"You, you always look incredible. Aly, um, you make me so happy." We kissed again at the little table. We drank our beer. 

Sean stood up, he took me with him and we walked over to his parents, he held me close and we started to dance, a slower song was playing. I put my arms around him and leaned into his chest. He kissed my forehead, the top of my head, he kissed Missy's tiara. 

'I could be satisfied knowing you love me 

And there's one thing I want you to do 

Especially for me 

And it's something that everybody needs' 

He whispered into my ear as we slowly danced. "You know you are my princess, I'm sorry I don't tell you things like this often enough." 


I stopped dancing and looked at him, I felt my tiara on my head, messing up my hair. I'm sure I looked terrible, between all the crying and rushing around, life had gotten even crazier all of a sudden. I kissed him "Thank you." I put my face against his shoulder and closed my eyes I listened to the song. 

'If there's one thing I want you to do especially for me 

Then it's something that everybody needs' 

I knew this song, it was nice. It reminded me of driving around in my parents' car, sneaking a look at my mother's copy of ELLE. I also loved holding onto Sean, I loved the sentiments of this song. I loved looking at my long nails on his chest, but I couldn't take it anymore. I was worn out, and exhausted, I was done. 

I looked up at Sean and he kissed me again, I wasn't prepared for it, his tongue entered me and we kissed, I loved this, it made me feel wanted, even loved. 

"Sean?" 

"Mmm." 

"I have to stop, I can't take it anymore. I'm sorry." I did more apologizing. I closed my eyes, my heart hurt, my mouth was dry, and my life was complicated. I felt so young in my tiara and heels, playing this crazy game. 

He ran his fingers through my hair, finally my real hair, I felt his hands on me, and I started to relax. I opened my eyes, his mother was looking at me. She had a slight smile on her face, she reached out and held my arm. "Missy would have loved to be sitting in your lap, my love." She pulled us both closer. 


And then it happened, I started to cry. I started to bawl, the tears went down my face. I felt so bad for his mom, she was missing her thirteen-year-old dog. Missy gave her so much enjoyment, so much love. Why was I even here, why was I bothering these nice people, why did I feel so terrible and wonderful at the same time? 

I wiped my tears and snot onto Sean's shirt. "Allison?" I looked up at him. "Okay, if you want, we can stop." 

I felt faint… 

*** 

'Each night before you go to bed my baby 

Whisper a little prayer for me my baby 

And tell all the stars above 

This is dedicated to the one I love' 

My favorite song was playing out of my little ceiling speakers. Just little white circles, I could barely see them. My room smelled like aftershave and perfume, like a small bouquet of flowers. Small, pink, and white. 

"You’re ready?" 

"Mmmhmm, I am. Almost," I said. "Can we pleassse, wait until this song is over?" I put my one hand around his neck, the other on his muscular chest. My new wedding ring with a tiny diamond glowing in the dressing room’s soft light. I never lost it and it looked great with my long nails. 


My tiara was chipped and perched in my hair. 

"We can dance all day if you want." He squeezed me, it was nice, but we had to head to a party. Missy’s ashes were ready. 

We danced for a long while anyway… 

*** 

The End. 
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My name’s Patrick. I just finished high school a few months ago, but it wasn’t the triumphant graduation I’d imagined. Right after the ceremony, my parents decided it was time for me to fend for myself and kicked me out. I had to scramble to find a place to live, and after some frantic searching, I lucked out with a spacious apartment that was surprisingly cheap at the time. I also managed to land a gig as a remote freelance artist, which seemed perfect since I’ve always been pretty good at digital art on my laptop.

The past six months have been a real grind. I’ve been working hard to keep up with rent and bills, so I can’t complain too much—at least I’m getting by. But the one thing that’s been tough is how lonely it’s been. I’ve always struggled a bit with girls, mostly because of my shyness and insecurity. Standing at just 5'5" and feeling embarrassed about having a penis that at best isn’t bigger than 3 inches when fully hard hasn’t exactly helped my confidence, either. I thought maybe things would change once I moved out on my own, but I’ve been so caught up with making money and just surviving that I haven’t had much time to get out there and meet people. It’s been rough, but I’m trying to stay hopeful.

Lately, I’ve been struggling to keep up with rent, and things have gotten tight. To cut down on my living costs, I decided to find a roommate through a Facebook group for local housing. That’s how I came across David, who is basically the total opposite of me in every possible way. He’s 6'3", with arms like tree trunks and biceps bigger than my legs. From the moment we met and shook hands, I felt a wave of inadequacy wash over me. His hand completely swallowed mine, making my pale, skinny fingers feel even more fragile.

David’s also older—probably in his mid-30s—and he gives off this vibe like he’s got his life together, which made me wonder why he needed a roommate in the first place. Maybe he was just looking to save a little money, or maybe there was more to his story that he wasn’t letting on. Despite how much he intimidated me, I was desperate. I didn’t exactly have people lining up to be my roommate, so I ended up accepting his offer, hoping it wouldn’t be a decision I’d regret.


A Few Weeks After David's Move-In

“Let me get that for you, Patty,” David says with a deep, gravelly voice, noticing my struggle to open the door with my hip while trying to balance a stack of heavy art supply boxes. I’d just bought these supplies hoping they might breathe new life into my freelance career, which had been drying up lately. It felt like a last-ditch effort to reignite my passion and get things back on track.

“Oh, thanks, David,” I say, as he easily holds the door open with one hand and takes the box from me with the other. It’s a bit odd that he insists on calling me Patty instead of Patrick or even Pat, but I’m not about to complain about the help he’s been giving me around the apartment. It’s just that when he – ‘No problem, princess,’-es me every single time after my thank you, he grins, clearly enjoying the way it makes me blush. I can’t help turning red at the nickname, even though he’s been calling me Patty and Princess for weeks now.

After a few days of him calling me "princess," I finally asked David why he does that. He just brushed it off and said he simply liked "spoiling me" by opening doors and carrying things for me. It didn’t help when he added that he thinks I’m “small and fragile like a princess” with my long hair. At least he doesn’t call me princess outside the apartment.

Honestly, I’ve come to enjoy being spoiled a bit, even if I’d never admit it to David. I like not having to carry heavy stuff or worry about doors. If it means putting up with a bit of embarrassment, that’s a trade-off I’m willing to make.

The teasing doesn’t stop there, though. One evening, as I was cooking dinner for us—something David suggested we do to save money—he strolled into the kitchen, scrolling through some Instagram models on his phone. Out of nowhere, he gave me a playful slap on the ass. I jumped in shock and let out an involuntary "Aahn!" as he burst into his booming, teasing laugh.

God I really wish I hadn’t reacted so much like a startled girl, but since then, he’s made it a habit to slap my ass whenever I least expect it. Every time he does it, he laughs even harder when I squeak in surprise or protest. It’s become a sort of running joke between us, and while it’s kind of annoying, I’ve got to admit, it’s also one of those things that’s hard to ignore.


Two Months After David Moved In

“Hey Patty, I’ve noticed you’ve been a bit strapped for cash lately. Did you manage to come up with enough for rent this month?” David asks, his voice carrying a genuine note of concern.

I shift uncomfortably in my seat, nervously fidgeting with my hands like a kid caught doing something wrong, and keep my gaze fixed on the floor as if it’s suddenly the most fascinating thing. “Sorry, David. It’s just been really tough with remote work since COVID is winding down, and freelance gigs are always unpredictable. I’m hoping things will get better next month,” I explain, trying to sound more hopeful than I feel.

David sighs deeply and runs a hand through his dark, curly hair, clearly thinking it over. “Listen, I get it,” he says, his tone softening. “It’s been rough out there. So here’s the deal: I’ll cover your share of the rent this month.”

I look up, surprised and relieved. “Really? That would be amazing, David. Thank you.”

He gives me a reassuring smile, but then his expression shifts to one of playful mischief. “But... there is one little catch,” he continues, his eyes twinkling with that familiar glint. “If I’m going to help you out, you’re going to have to wear panties 24/7 until you’ve paid me back. And, just so you know, I’ll be checking to make sure you’re actually wearing them.”

The idea of wearing women’s panties hits me like a ton of bricks, and I feel a flush of embarrassment creeping up my neck. My cheeks heat up as I stammer out a question. “Wha—y-you want me to wear women’s panties?”

Seeing my reaction, David quickly tries to put me at ease. “Hey, there’s nothing sexual about it. Besides, you should be secure enough in your masculinity that wearing some panties won’t change anything, right? It’s just a bit of motivation for you—a reminder to work extra hard to cover the rent. I promise, as soon as you pay me back, no more panties.”

“I mean, yeah, of course, like wearing panties would make me less of a man,” I say, trying to sound confident but feeling anything but. “It should be over soon anyway, just until I make rent, right?”

“That’s the spirit,” David says, his eyes gleaming with encouragement. “Let me go grab some from my old flings.” He heads off, returns, and dumps a collection of lacy, frilly panties on the table in front of me. I try to keep my gaze steady, but the sight makes my stomach churn. There are panties adorned with intricate floral lace, delicate bows, and frilly edges that seem to sparkle under the light. The soft pastel colors and satin sheen make them look like they belong in a high-end lingerie store rather than in my wardrobe. “You can take all of these. Pick one out and wear it.”

My heart sinks as I see the assortment of panties in front of me, each one more girly than the last. The delicate lace and frills make me cringe, and my resolve starts to waver. I had agreed to this, but seeing the actual panties makes the whole thing feel a lot more real and uncomfortable.

Trying to keep my composure, I reach out and grab a few of the panties, feeling a mix of anxiety and embarrassment. I tell myself I can’t back out now; I’ve already said yes. With a nervous gulp, I take the panties David handed me and retreat to my room. Inside, I search through the pile, desperately looking for the least frilly and most “neutral” pair I can find. The whole situation is making me feel like a bundle of nerves, but I’m committed now, and I’ve got to see this through.

After going through all of them, I finally found the least terrible option—a simple white cotton pair with just a hint of lace trim around the edges. They’re still pretty girly, but compared to the rest, they’re definitely the most understated. I take a deep breath, trying to steady my nerves and start to slide off my jeans and underwear. I have to shimmy a bit to get them past my rather full hips—something I’ve always been insecure about—and step into the panties.

As I pull them up, I’m surprised by how soft they feel against my skin, gliding smoothly up my legs. The fabric is gentle but snug, and they cup my butt in an almost flattering way. I catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror, my butt sticking out slightly as I adjust them, and for a moment, I just stare, feeling something I can’t quite put into words.

There’s an unexpected thrill to it, a mix of embarrassment and a strange excitement I wasn’t prepared for. I feel the snug fit around my hips and the way the panties completely encase my penis and balls. The material is tight but not uncomfortable, just enough to make me aware of every sensation. I glance down, noticing how the panties make everything look smoother, barely showing a bulge despite their tight, form-fitting nature. It’s different—really different from my usual underwear—but somehow, I don’t hate it as much as I thought I would.

Realizing it had been a while since I’d retreated to my bedroom, I started to worry that David might think I was doing more than just putting on the panties. I didn’t want him to get the wrong idea. With that thought pushing me along, I quickly slipped my jeans back on, feeling the soft cotton of the panties hug my skin underneath, and made my way back to the living room where David was waiting.

As I walked in, I expected to see his usual teasing grin or that mischievous glint in his eyes. But when he looked up, there was none of that. He just looked at me, his face calm and serious, which, to my surprise, made me feel a little more at ease. “Does it fit?” he asked, his voice neutral, almost like he genuinely wanted to know.

“Yeah, it feels—I mean, it fits great. Thanks, David,” I replied, struggling to keep my voice steady. I could feel my cheeks warming up again, but I tried my best to fight the blush.

David nodded, a slight smile forming on his lips, but still nothing teasing. “Glad you like it. I trust you’re wearing it now, so you’re off the hook today. But remember, this isn’t just a one-time thing—you’ve got to keep wearing them. I’ll be checking at least once a day starting tomorrow. Got it?”

I nodded, the words sinking in. The panties were tight against me, every movement reminding me of their snug fit. The lace trim tickled my skin in a way that was oddly distracting. I couldn’t shake the feeling of how they hugged my body differently than my usual underwear—how they seemed to mold to my shape, making me more aware of every part of myself. It was like they were designed to make me feel exposed, even though I was fully dressed. And the soft cotton, while comfortable, also felt like a constant reminder of this strange, new situation.

I stood there, nodding along as David spoke, feeling a mix of embarrassment and a weird thrill that I didn’t quite understand. The idea of him checking to make sure I was wearing them sent a shiver down my spine. I wasn’t sure if it was from fear or something else, but either way, I knew I’d better get used to this feeling. There was no backing out now.

“Yes, I won’t forget, David,” I said, realizing he was waiting for my response. And so, our strange little routine began. Every morning before heading off to work, David would check to see if I was wearing the panties. Then, when he got home, he’d do it again, and sometimes he’d even call for a third inspection in the evening.

At first, it was incredibly awkward. The thought of dropping my pants in front of him and showing off my underwear felt humiliating. My face would turn bright red every single time, and I’d fumble around nervously. But as the days went by, the embarrassment started to fade, just a little. It never completely went away—there was always that initial rush of discomfort—but I got used to it, in a strange way.

On rare occasions, David would even ask for an inspection while he was at work. Those times, he’d tell me to send him a photo instead. Usually, I’d just do the minimum—pulling my pants down a bit and snapping a quick shot from above, making sure not to reveal too much. But every now and then, for reasons I still don’t fully understand, I’d feel a weird burst of confidence and decide to go a step further. I’d strip down to just the panties and pose a little in front of the mirror, trying to make it look cute, even if it was just for the photo. There was something oddly thrilling about it, a mix of embarrassment and excitement that I couldn’t quite put into words.

Worse than the inspections, though, was the way the panties constantly distracted me. Instead of helping me focus, they seemed to have the opposite effect. The soft, delicate fabric hugging my little dick and balls had a way of turning me on all the time, filling my head with thoughts I couldn’t shake. Every time I moved, the sensation of the panties brushing against my skin sent a shiver down my spine, making it nearly impossible to concentrate on anything else.

I found myself touching myself whenever I got a moment alone, the softness of the panties amplifying every little touch. Sometimes, I’d catch myself drifting into fantasies I didn’t understand—imagining David’s towering presence, the way his dark skin glistened, and the sheer power in his muscles. It felt wrong, thinking of him like that, and I’d quickly try to shove those thoughts out of my head. I told myself it was just the panties messing with me. I wasn’t gay or anything. Sure, I was wearing panties, but I was still a straight man, right? That’s what I kept telling myself, even as my mind wandered back to those forbidden thoughts, again and again.

But eventually, I found myself not even wanting to touch my dick directly. There was something about the feel of my fingers brushing over the soft, delicate fabric of the panties that drove me wild in a way I’d never experienced before. It became a sort of ritual—every day, right after one of David’s inspections, I’d find myself getting lost in the sensation. The fabric against my skin, the gentle pressure of my fingers pressing against my little penis through the panties, it all felt so different, so strangely arousing.

I told myself there was a practical reason for it, of course—just to make sure David wouldn’t catch me with any… evidence if he decided to check again. But deep down, I knew it was more than that. The act of softly caressing myself through the panties, feeling like a delicate, feminine version of myself instead of the awkward attempt at masculinity I usually put on, did something to me. It made me feel sensitive, almost fragile, and that feeling alone sent a rush of heat straight through me.

The more I gave in to it, the more I realized how much I loved that feeling. It was like I was unlocking a part of myself I didn’t know existed, and it consumed me. I could hardly think of anything else when I had those panties on. Every brush of my fingers, every slight adjustment, sent a wave of pleasure through me that I couldn’t ignore. I’d close my eyes and let the sensations take over, imagining myself as this soft, dainty girl, and it would push me over the edge in ways I never expected. It was intoxicating, and I was addicted to that thrill.

Of course, after every session, I’d make sure to toss the cum-soaked panties straight into the laundry and slip on a fresh pair. I couldn’t let David find out how much I was actually enjoying this. I mean, he might have suspected, but I didn’t want to give him any proof. It was a good thing I was in charge of doing laundry for both of us, so he never got a chance to see just how many pairs I was going through each week.

Still, there was always this little worry in the back of my mind. I prayed he didn’t notice how often my panties seemed to change between inspections. Sometimes it felt like he was watching a little too closely, and I’d have to remind myself to play it cool. Every time he looked me up and down with that knowing smirk, I’d wonder if he could tell just how often I was switching them out. I’d do my best to act casual, pretending like everything was totally normal, but inside, my nerves were always on edge, just hoping he wouldn’t catch on.

After a while, the regular vanilla porn I usually watched just didn’t do it for me anymore. The men just didn’t seem big enough or masculine enough to hold my attention. I wanted something more—something that matched the intense, confusing feelings that had been building inside me. Maybe it was all those thoughts about David and how effortlessly manly he was, but I found myself getting drawn into the world of BBC porn.

Suddenly, I was hooked. I couldn’t stop myself from watching, eyes glued to the screen, but not to the women. No, it was the men who had me captivated—their massive cocks, their sculpted dark muscles, the raw power they exuded. There was just something about black men that pulled me in, something I couldn’t resist. I’d tell myself it was just jealousy, that I wanted what they had—their size, their strength, their confidence. But the more I watched, the more I realized it was something deeper. At the time, I couldn’t quite put my finger on it, but I was starting to understand that these feelings were more than just mere envy.


Two Weeks in Panties

I was lying in bed, trying to get some work done on my laptop, but my mind just wouldn’t stay on task. All I could think about was the feeling of my stiff little dick, pressing and rubbing against the soft, silky fabric of my favorite pair of panties. It was this cute pink pair with lace along the edges and the sweetest little bow right at the front. They felt so smooth against my skin, almost too smooth, making it hard to focus on anything else.

"Just one BBC video, and then I'll get back to work," I told myself, trying to justify it. "I won't even masturbate." But I knew it was a weak promise.

I opened up the site that’s known for that kind of content—we all know what it is—and started scrolling through my favorite videos. I landed on a video featuring my go-to actor, Jax Slayher, and a blonde girl I hadn’t seen him with before. My heart started racing a bit as I clicked play, telling myself it was just a quick distraction and nothing more. But deep down, I knew I was already getting sucked in.

I skip over all the boring parts where the woman is just flaunting herself and go straight to the good stuff. Jax steps onto the outdoor deck in just his tight underwear, his dark skin glistening in the sunlight, muscles rippling with every move. His washboard abs are on full display, and there’s that monstrous bulge in his briefs, impossible to ignore. God, even when he's soft, you can see it from a mile away, stretching the fabric in a way that makes it clear just how big he is. Meanwhile, I glance down at my own little erection, barely making a dent in these tiny panties. The smooth, silky fabric stretches across my hips, snug around my waist and feels tight in a way that highlights just how small I am. I can’t help but feel if only I could be like him, then I could get any girl I wanted.

Jax grabs the girl and starts kissing her hard, his hands wrapping around her neck in a way that looks both commanding and tender. God, I wish I could be that confident. “Those lips… they’re so kissable,” I think, biting my lower lip, feeling a strange mix of envy and arousal. I can feel a wet spot forming in my panties from the pre-cum, the fabric starting to cling to me even more. The sensation is so intense, that I can’t resist the urge to touch myself, running my fingers over the wet spot, feeling how the soft, delicate material now sticks to my skin, almost like a second layer. As I rub slowly, Jax pulls out his thick, juicy cock, and the girl drops to her knees, eager to please him. I watch, caught in this weird mix of shame and desire, feeling the friction of the panties against me, making everything feel heightened and raw.

"How does she even get her lips around that beast?" I wonder, staring at the screen. "I probably couldn’t even fit my mouth around the head." My thoughts spiral as I keep rubbing myself, the silky smooth fabric of the panties gliding against my dick. It’s driving me crazy, the way it feels—so soft, so feminine, so different from my usual boxers. The friction sends jolts of pleasure up my spine, and I can’t help but let out a soft moan.

It’s almost hotter that I can’t see her whole body, just her face and his massive cock taking up the screen. Her eyes are wide, her lips stretched around him, trying to handle what I know is way too much for her. And somehow, that just makes it all even better—the thought of being in her position, overwhelmed and yet completely captivated by something so much bigger. The way the panties hug me tight, I can feel every little twitch, every little movement, and it’s like my senses are dialed up to eleven. I’m caught between feeling embarrassed and incredibly turned on, unable to stop myself from pushing further.

I can feel myself getting closer, my fingers speeding up, rubbing the wet fabric against my little dick. My breath comes in short, shaky gasps as I lose myself in the sensation. My back arches and my hips thrust up into the air, chasing that feeling, the friction of the panties driving me wild. As I watch the girl’s tongue slowly glide along the underside of Jax's massive, delicious-looking cock, all the way from the base to the tip, I can't hold back any longer. I let out a soft "nnnngh" as I cum, my toes curling, my hips bucking uncontrollably with each pulse of pleasure from my twitching cocklet.

As the orgasm fades, I lie there, catching my breath, but the guilt starts creeping in. Fuck, I think, I didn’t even last long enough for half a blowjob before I blew a load in my panties like some kind of sissy. I stare at the ceiling, feeling the warm, sticky mess I’ve made in my panties, and the shame washes over me. What kind of man am I, anyway? Moaning like a bitch in heat, getting off on this while barely even seeing a tit or a pussy—just a big, black cock. I shake my head, feeling confused and frustrated, trying to push the thoughts away, but they just keep circling back. Why does this turn me on so much? What am I --

The main door bursts open, yanking me out of my spiraling thoughts. Shit, David’s back from work! Panic shoots through me as I scramble to sit up. I’ve gotta change before he does his inspection! But before I can even swing my legs over the side of the bed, I hear his deep, commanding voice booming down the hallway.

“Patty, get over here! Time for your inspection!”

My heart leaps into my throat, and all those guilty thoughts evaporate instantly. My face feels hot and flushed with a mix of anxiety and adrenaline. Oh god, oh god, I think, heart pounding as I scramble out of bed in a frantic rush. My hands are shaking as I snatch my clothes off the floor, trying to move as quickly as possible. I can’t let him see me like this, not with these cum-stained panties on.

"C-coming!" I call out, my voice was a little higher-pitched than usual, betraying my nerves. I hastily pull my shirt over my head and do a quick hop to get my jeans up over my wide hips and full ass, fumbling as I rush into the hallway to face David. My heart races as I stand in front of him, trying to play it cool even though I can still feel the stickiness in my panties. Fuck, I didn’t have time to change… I hope he doesn’t notice anything.

David’s arms are crossed a stern look on his face, his foot tapping impatiently on the floor. “Well? Get those skinny jeans off, princess,” he commands, his tone leaving no room for hesitation. I swallow hard, fingers nervously hovering at my waistband.

“Y-yeah, sorry to keep you waiting, David,” I stammer, my face burning with embarrassment as I shimmy my jeans down over my hips. The fabric catches on my ass, and I have to wiggle a little to get them past. I stand there, jeans bunched around my ankles, holding the hem of my shirt up with trembling hands—partly to stop myself from instinctively covering my panties, and partly to keep the shirt from hiding them. David hates it when I do that.

My heart thunders in my ears as David’s eyes slowly roam over me, his gaze lingering on the fresh stain in my panties. A smirk curls on his lips, but he doesn’t say a word. Instead, he just stares right into my eyes, and I feel a strange heat pooling in my stomach. I can't help but bite my lower lip, my mind flashing back to the porn I’d just watched, only now it’s David in place of Jax. My cock gives a small twitch, betraying my thoughts. The silence stretches on, heavy and charged, until finally, after what feels like an eternity, David speaks, breaking the tension.

"Someone's been enjoying themselves, huh?" David says, his tone teasing and his grin all-knowing.

"N-no, it's just... well, I mean... I didn’t—it's not like... UGH!" I whine, frustrated with myself and him, and throw a playful punch at his bicep. It feels like hitting a brick wall; he doesn't even flinch. He just laughs it off, that deep, booming laugh of his that always makes me feel small. "Stop teasing me, David," I pout, feeling my cheeks flush with a mix of embarrassment and something I can't quite place.

"Alright, alright," he chuckles, raising his hands in mock surrender. "I'm just glad to see you're getting used to them."

"Getting used to them...?" I repeat in my head. No way, I tell myself. This is just temporary. As soon as I make rent, I’m going back to my regular underwear. But even as I think this, a part of me knows the truth—that the silky, soft feel of the panties against my skin, the way they fit so snugly, is something I’ve come to crave. Normal underwear just feels so... dull now.

“Whatever, David,” I grumble, trying to sound annoyed, but there's no real bite in my voice. I quickly yank my jeans back up over my hips and head back to my room, trying to shake off the confusing mix of emotions swirling inside me.


The End of My First Month in Panties

“So… I hate to ask, Patty, but did you make rent this month, princess?” David asks, his usual teasing tone softened with genuine concern.

I let out a sigh, feeling my stomach twist. I don’t know if it’s because the panties have been more distracting than motivating, or maybe some part of me secretly doesn’t want to stop wearing them, but it’s no surprise that once again, I didn’t make rent. I shake my head, feeling a wave of guilt wash over me. “I’m really sorry, David. I feel like I’ve tried everything, but nothing seems to work. Business just keeps getting worse…” My voice starts to tremble, and before I can hold it back, tears well up in my eyes.

The floodgates open, and suddenly, I’m crying—really crying—harder than I have in years. It’s like all the stress and frustration I’ve been bottling up just spills out all at once.

Then, I feel it. David’s strong, muscular arms wrap around me, one sliding under my knees and the other around my back, and suddenly I’m lifted off the ground like I weigh nothing. He’s picked me up in a princess carry, and I’m so caught off guard that I stop crying for a second, just blinking up at him in shock.

David sits down on the couch, pulling me into his lap so that my legs are draped over one of his. His arms hold me securely, his chest warm and firm against me, and he gently pulls me closer, my face pressing against his broad shoulder. I can feel his heartbeat, steady and calming, and without even thinking about it, I nuzzle my face into his neck. His fingers start to stroke my hair, softly, soothingly, like he’s comforting a scared child.

“It’s okay, Patty,” he murmurs, his voice low and comforting, vibrating against my cheek. “You don’t have to go through this alone. We’ll figure it out together, alright?”

I just nod, still sniffling, but there’s a strange sense of comfort in his words, in his touch. For the first time in a long while, I feel safe.

“Hey, princess, it’s okay,” David’s soothing voice wraps around me like a lifeline, and for a moment, it drowns out the feeling of failure that’s been gnawing at me.  I feel like such a failure, a 19-year-old virgin who can't even provide for himself, let alone a partner. — this all makes me question everything. Maybe that’s why the panties feel like they suit me better now.

“I just…” I snuffle into his shoulder, the tears still coming, “I just don’t know what to do anymore.” My voice is muffled, and I can barely keep it together. “I feel so lost.”

David’s arms tighten around me, pulling me closer into his embrace, his warmth wrapping around me like a reassuring blanket. “Don’t worry, princess,” he says firmly, his voice steady and confident. “We’ll figure it out together,” he said once again, and just like a few seconds before, his words, hey once again feel like a beacon of hope, cutting through this dense fog of insecurity and stress that’s been clouding my mind.

A few more tears escape, sliding down my cheeks. “I can’t help it. I just get so overwhelmed,” I admit, my voice still shaky. I’m suddenly aware of how damp I’ve made his shirt and pull my face away slightly, resting my head on his shoulder instead. I look up into his deep gray eyes, finding a tenderness there that makes my heart ache with gratitude. Despite the situation, he looks incredibly handsome with that concerned, yet comforting expression.

His gaze meets mine, and for a moment, it feels like he’s the only thing keeping me grounded.

David hesitates for a moment, his lips pressing together as he considers his next words. “I have a technique that might help you,” he says finally. “It doesn’t work for everyone, but for a boy like you, it could be just what you need. Whenever you’re feeling vulnerable, insecure, or just down, and you come to me for comfort, I want you to call me ‘daddy.’ It might help you shift your mindset and make it easier for you to feel comforted.”

His deep gray eyes hold mine, and I’m so entranced by his gaze that his words barely register. The only thing that sinks in is that he wants me to call him ‘daddy.’ Without fully understanding why, I find myself nodding and responding quietly, “Okay… daddy.” The word feels strange on my tongue, but there’s an immediate, unexpected effect.

As soon as I say it, I feel a subtle shift within myself. It’s like calling him that somehow lets me surrender to his care, letting him take on the weight of my worries and burdens. Being in his arms and leaning into his strength, all the tension and stress I’ve been holding onto start to melt away. The tears have stopped, and for the first time in a while, I feel a sense of calm wash over me.

David’s smile widens as he says, “That’s a good princess.” I dab at my wet face with a dry spot on his shirt over his chest, trying to pull myself together. I manage a grateful smile in return. “Thanks for listening to me, Dav—I mean, daddy. It really helped. I feel a lot better.”

He keeps stroking my hair, sending pleasant shivers down my spine. “I’m always happy to help my little princess,” he says warmly. “And of course, I’ll be covering your rent again this month. That’s not even a question.” His gentle touch and kind words make me feel cared for and ease away the last of my stress.

David’s gaze softens as he brushes a strand of hair behind my ear. “I just have two conditions to keep you motivated, just like last month. Is that okay, princess?” With David’s soothing presence and comforting touch, I find it hard to refuse anything he asks.

With a soft, dreamy tone in my voice, I respond to David’s generous offer to cover my rent expenses. "Thank you so much, daddy," I say gratefully.

His next words are commanding but gentle as if he is afraid of scaring me away. "But there is one condition," he says firmly. "You must shave all your body hair except for your eyebrows. And no more boy clothes. From now on, around the apartment, you will only be allowed to wear feminine clothing like thigh-highs, skirts, skinny jeans, and spaghetti tops."

I nod quietly, feeling both nervous and excited at the thought of fully embracing my feminine side under his guidance. My mind fills with images of lace and silk, the delicate fabric brushing against my skin as I move. It's a new world that awaits me and I am eager to explore it with him by my side.

"Yes Daddy, I understand," I respond, my voice barely a whisper. Wearing women's clothing feels so foreign, but so enticing. Besides, it's not that much of a step up from wearing panties, right? And if it's only in the apartment, no one will see me besides David, so who cares? And I'd always wanted to try shaving my body hair anyway. I have so little, and I hate it the way it looks on me.

"Good, there's a razor in the bathroom. Now get to it!" I stand up from daddy's lap, and he slaps my ass as I make my way over to the bathroom.

I start running the bath, letting the warm water fill the tub. As I rummage under the sink, I come across a pink razor still sealed in its packaging. "Well, at least Daddy’s got everything covered," I think, pulling the razor out. Holding it in my hands, I start to feel the initial thrill fade, replaced by a twinge of apprehension and regret.

“Am I really going to do this?” I wonder, my mind racing. “I don’t want to get kicked out... but I’ve already come this far. It’s just shaving and wearing women’s clothes. How different can it be? Short shorts are just like men’s shorts, only shorter. And it’s only until I make rent. Once that’s sorted, I can go back to normal.” I try to convince myself, the excitement now mixed with a nagging sense of doubt as I prepare for the changes ahead.

With my doubts set aside, I strip off all my clothes, carefully sliding off my panties last. I gather my hair into a messy bun and step into the bath. The warm water envelops me, easing away the remaining tension that David’s soothing words couldn’t completely erase. I sink into the calming warmth, letting the heat wash over me.

As I relax, any lingering worries fade, replaced by a focused determination. My mind narrows down to one clear goal: making my body as smooth as possible for David. The sensation of the water combined with the razor’s promise of a fresh start fills me with a sense of peace and purpose.

After finishing up in the bath, I step out and grab a towel, patting myself dry. The towel feels strangely luxurious against my newly smooth skin, and I can’t help but notice how much softer and more feminine it feels. As I pull my panties on, the sensation of the silky fabric against my bare, freshly shaved legs is unexpectedly stimulating. It’s way more intense than I’d imagined, and I can feel a rising arousal that’s new and surprising.

I get halfway through pulling on my jeans before I remember David’s rule about wearing only girl clothes around the apartment. “Oh right, silly me,” I mutter to myself, dropping the jeans in a heap on the floor. I pace back and forth in the bathroom, trying to calm the raging boner inside the panties and adjust to this new way of dressing. After a few moments, I take a deep breath and head out, just in my panties when I remind myself “He mentioned he had some clothes for me,”

As I step out of the bathroom, I catch my reflection in the mirror and am taken aback by how different I look. All the tiny body hairs that used to dot my skin are gone, leaving behind a smooth, almost feminine appearance. I can’t help but admire my reflection. “Damn, my ass looks great,” I think, giving it a little wiggle. With my long hair, curvy backside, and sleek, hairless skin, it’s hard not to feel like I’m passing for a girl from behind.

Feeling a surge of confidence from this new look, I stride back into the hallway and head toward the living room where David is waiting. The soft swish of my panties against my smooth skin and the thought of how different I now appear add more than a touch of excitement as I approach him.

David looks me up and down, his smirk widening. "The shaved look really suits you, princess. But where’s the rest of your clothes?"

I blush, feeling a bit self-conscious. "David," I whine, "you told me I couldn’t wear any boy clothes, but I forgot to ask you where the girl's clothes were… Sorry, daddy."

David chuckles, his eyes glinting with amusement. "Hey, I'm not complaining about the view," he says with a teasing smile. "The clothes are on top of my dresser in my room. Go ahead and grab them. Just bring them back here to put them on.

Heart racing, I prance over to his room. "He liked the view... omg, he thinks I'm hot??" I think to myself, feeling a flutter of excitement. I spot the clothes he mentioned neatly laid out on top of his dresser. I grab them and head back to the living room, feeling less nervous about being in just my panties.

Spreading the clothes out on the floor, I see a variety of items: a pair of lace white thigh-high socks - it was more of a stay-up stockings actually, a pale pink pleated tennis skirt, a hot pink lace bralette, and a bright white crop top with the words "daddy's girl" sparkled in the same hot pink as the bra across the front. The sparkle on the top makes my cheeks flush with a mix of embarrassment and excitement.

Wow. This is a lot more feminine than I thought it would be, and a much bigger leap than panties to short shorts like I thought it would be. But I've already gotten this far. I can't just stop and back out right in front of daddy. So I soldier on and grab the thigh highs, the least girly of the bunch (not that that says much!)

Sliding them on, I revel in the snug tightness of the fabric against my soft, freshly shaven legs. I'm usually more of a short-ankle socks kind of guy, so the heavenly sensation feels like a complete game-changer. "Oh thigh highs, where have you been in my life? The support is amazing."

Next up is the skirt. As I pull it on, I can’t help but keep tugging at the hem. It’s so short that I feel like any sudden movement or breeze could completely expose my panties. “What kind of sluts has David been fucking?” I wonder to myself, feeling both embarrassed and intrigued.

Now, onto the bralette. I was hoping to put it off for last, but it needs to go under the crop top. I take a deep breath and slip it on. As it glides over my freshly shaved nipples, I’m struck by an unexpected tingle. Under the pretense of adjusting the bralette, I end up rubbing it lightly, savoring the newfound sensitivity. I quickly stop when I realize I’m getting a bit of a boner in front of daddy.

Eager to wrap up this awkward moment, I finish off the look with the crop top and turn to face David. I instinctively adopt a defensive posture, my left arm hanging at my side while my right hugs my torso, my hand resting on my left arm. His eyes rake up and down my body, and I can almost feel the weight of his gaze pressing on me. Suddenly, I don’t feel so hot and girly anymore. The outfit, which seemed so playful and daring earlier, now feels like a costume, and I start to feel like a fraud. The confidence I had a moment ago evaporates, leaving me exposed and out of place.

"I'll just go back to my room then," I mumble, barely above a whisper, and turn to head back. But before I can retreat, David grabs my hand, halting my escape.

"Wait," he says in a husky tone. "You just look so amazing, I didn't know what to say. Come back, give me a twirl." I look back at him, expecting to see his usual smirk, but instead, his eyes are filled with a hungry, intense look, as if he might devour me whole. The lust in his gaze sends a shiver down my spine.

Swallowing hard, I give him a hesitant twirl, my heart racing as I slowly spin. The short skirt flares out around me, and I can’t help but feel vulnerable under his intense stare.

"Fuck, you're so sexy, princess. And your bubble butt is so fucking hot," David growls, and my breath catches in my throat. "Why don’t you do a little dance for me, baby?"

"Baby?" The term catches me off guard, but before I can fully process it, music starts playing through his speakers. Instinctively, I begin to sway my hips to the rhythm, the beat guiding my movements. I've never been particularly good at dancing, but this feels different. Dancing like—well, like a girl—feels almost effortless, as if it's a part of me that’s been waiting to emerge. For a moment, it’s like I was always meant to be a girl.

I run my hands slowly up and down my body, tracing the curves with a kind of reverence. One hand glides through my hair, giving it a gentle shake, letting it fall messily around my shoulders. Caught in the allure of his hypnotic gray eyes and the seductive rhythm of the music, I advance toward him, swaying my hips with every step. Before I even realize what’s happening, I’m straddling David, my arms wrapped around his neck.

Lost in the depth of his gaze, I bite my lower lip, wrestling with the conflict inside me.

Kiss him

No, I can’t. That’s gay.

Variations of this ping back and forth in my head, but in the end, Daddy beats me to the punch. He places both hands around my neck—not in a harsh grip, but with a firm, possessive hold that sends a shiver through me. His lips press against mine, and I’m immediately swept up in the intensity of his kiss.

I respond instinctively, a soft "mmmmf" escaping my lips as our kiss deepens. The sensation is almost identical to what I saw with Jax, but this time it's David’s warm, commanding presence that's making my head spin. My erection strains against the confines of my panties, and I can feel the now-familiar wet spot forming, creating a noticeable bulge under my skirt.

David’s touch is electric, his lips soft yet commanding, and the way he holds me makes me feel completely owned. Each sensation—the heat of his hands, the press of his mouth, and the way he asserts control—melds together, igniting a deep, almost primal desire in me. The feeling of being controlled and owned by a real man melts me with desire.

Then I feel his lips open and his big tongue against my lips. I acquiesce, opening my mouth up to let his tongue in. His tongue is so big and thick, it invades my mouth and seals my lips around it. He tastes so manly, like peppermint and testosterone. Our tongues swirl together, and I am loving the feeling of the rough upper side and soft, velvety underside of his tongue against my mouth and tongue.

"My first kiss, and it's with a man. A real man." This isn't quite what I'd imagined when I'd prayed to lose my kissless status, but it was better than anything I could have ever hoped for.

As we kiss, my hands explore the hard contours of his back and shoulders, tracing the defined muscles that ripple beneath his shirt. Amid the intense heat of the moment, I feel something against my leg—a subtle, firm twitch.

Could it be his cock? The sensation is unmistakable, a solid presence that presses against me. I can't help but think that if I'm feeling it here, it must be at least 8 inches even while soft. The realization sends a jolt of excitement through me, heightening the intensity of our embrace and making me acutely aware of every touch and movement.

As we continue our passionate make-out session, it becomes clearer. It's his cock. And it's only getting bigger. Now it's pitching a tent under his shorts, and I can feel the heat of the head of his cock through his shorts on my bare stomach, above my belly button.

At this point I'm so horny and desperate for relief, I start to grind my pathetic dick on his massive erection (in my defense, it was the only place I could easily grind on!), moaning like a bitch in heat into his mouth.

I'm getting so wet the precum has soaked through my skirt, and right as I can feel the sweet release of orgasm coming, Daddy breaks off our sloppy kiss and pulls me off his lap, putting me down on my knees in front of him.

"Daddyyyy, I was so close" I whine at him like some needy bimbo. "Why did you stop me..."

Before I can finish my complaint, David interrupts me with a command. "Pull down my shorts."

Unwilling to disobey Daddy's commands, I slowly move my trembling hands past his erection and onto his waistband.

"Underwear too." He commands.

I pull his pants down, my teeth gripping my lower lip in anticipation as his cock gradually comes into view. I had an idea of its size from the tent it was making earlier, but seeing it up close was a whole different experience. My hands tremble slightly as I reveal each veiny inch of his impressive girth, taking in every detail with a mix of awe and nervous excitement. It feels like an endless reveal until, at last, the base of the thick, purple head is exposed. When it springs up, it makes contact with my chin with a soft, meaty "thwack," making me jump a little and drawing a hearty chuckle from Daddy.

I just stare at it in awe, mesmerized. This is a real cock. It's as long as my forearm and just as thick. Comparing it to my pathetic dicklet is useless, it's at least more than 3 times the size of mine. How could someone even get their lips around that monster, let alone take it all the way into their throat?

"Like what you see baby?"

I just nod, unable to tear my eyes away even for a bit.

"Give it a kiss princess," Daddy says encouragingly.

Hesitating, I look up at him and give it a chaste kiss on the tip, the heat of his monster burning at my lips. His cock twitches, and a bead of precum forms.

Without thinking for another second, my tongue instinctively darts out and licks the head even without being told to, savoring the soft, velvety texture and the salty yet subtly sweet flavor of his pre-cum. I knew I’ve gotten myself in too deeply when the taste instantly became irresistible, and I found myself craving more, overwhelmed by its addictiveness. As I look up at Daddy, I silently seek his permission,

"Suck on it," he growls.

Opening my mouth wide, I immediately get started, as if I'd been waiting for this my whole life. I wrap my lips around the base of the head of his cock, and swirl my tongue around, savoring his salty musk as I moan onto his cock. "Mmmmmm"

"Yeah, you like how it tastes, princess?" he grunts, voice laden with desire.

"Mhmmmm" I nod, voice muffled by his cock in my mouth. I try to go deeper past his head, but I don't get very far before he hits the back of my throat and I start to gag. So instead, I wrap both hands around his cock (one isn't enough to go all the way around), spreading my saliva from the head further down to lube his cock, and start stroking the rest of his shaft.

My efforts are rewarded with more precum, which I eagerly lick up with my tongue. Still frustrated by my lack of release earlier, I move one hand down towards my panties, intending to rub one out over my panties, but Daddy slaps my hand away.

"Bad sissy. Good girls don't touch their clitties," he admonishes me. "Aren’t you a good girl?"

"Sissy? Girl?? CLITTY???" It's almost too much for me, but then it all clicks into place, like a puzzle piece that's been missing my whole life. My whole life I've tried and failed to act like a real man, because I'm not. This is what I was always meant to be. A sissy girl for a dominant daddy. Someone who will take care of and provide for little me. And as for my pathetic little dick? Well, it's so small, it might as well be a clitty. Something about calling it a clitty feels so much more sexy and feminine and right.

I briefly take my mouth off of Daddy's cock, a string of saliva still connecting us, to respond. "Sorry Daddy, I just want to be your good girl. I won't touch my clitty again." I promise and immediately get back to work sucking his cock and stroking his shaft like it's my favorite thing to do in the world.

"That's a good girl." He moans at me. "Fuck your mouth is so good baby."

It feels like a warm glow deep inside of me from his praise and the thought that I'm the one making him feel so good adds to it. But I want to make him feel even better. I want him to go wild with desire for me.

Looking up into his eyes to see what feels best, I start to experiment with my tongue and hands, and I find out that the frenulum on the underside of his cock, just where the shaft meets the head, is more sensitive. Every time I give it a rough lick with my flattened tongue like a kitten might clean its fur, I'm rewarded with another dollop of precum and a deep groan of satisfaction from Daddy above.

After what feels like forever, but also too little time, I feel it. Daddy's cock somehow gets even bigger in my mouth, and he grabs my hair to keep my head on his cock, as he yells "fuck baby, I'm gonna cum, take it all." My hands speed up and with a grunt, his cock kicks in my mouth, and I feel the first spurt of his cum hit the back of my throat like a cannon. In a surprise, I try to move my head off out of instinct, but Daddy's hands keep me in place. Spurt after spurt fills my mouth, and the thick, salty yet tangy flavor fills my mouth. It's like his precum but on steroids. I thought there couldn't be anything better than the taste of Daddy's precum, but this is like his precum on steroids.

My cheeks start to swell from the sheer volume, and I realize I have to start swallowing if I'm to keep up. The thick viscosity makes it difficult to keep up, and with nowhere to go, some of his precious cum leaks out of my mouth and dribbles onto my chin and his cock.

Eventually, the deluge stops, and I manage to swallow everything in my mouth. Not satisfied, I wipe the cum off my chin with my fingers and lick it off, and then suck off the last bits off of Daddy's still semi-hard cock. Every little lick on his slowly softening cock causes Daddy to shudder, which pleases me to no end. The thought that a sissy like me can make a powerful man like Daddy shudder in uncontrollable pleasure like that makes me feel so fucking powerful even while being on my knees.

"Fuck, you're a natural cock sucker baby, you did a really good job for your first time, and you made me cum so much. I don’t know when was the last time I came so much" Daddy sighs once I've finished cleaning his cock.

"Thank you daddy, I just want to make you feel good." I beam at him. I feel so proud of myself!!

"Well, time for bed then princess," Daddy gets up and walks past me, his now soft weapon swaying with each step.

Disappointed, expecting more, and with my clitty straining in my panties, I sigh disappointedly and go back to my bedroom. Laying in bed, all I could think of was David's Big Black Cock, and the feeling of him cumming in my mouth. It's too much, and my clitty has been trapped in my panties, begging for release for hours, so I touch myself a little, rubbing two fingers on my stiff little clitty over my panties.

Almost immediately, waves of pleasure flood me, and I feel a powerful orgasm come over me. Overwhelmed by the pleasure, I convulse on the bed, hips jerking as I bite my pillow to dampen my moans, and then I drift off to sleep like a baby.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

One and a Half Hours Later…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Slap. Slap. Slap.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Open,” he commanded softly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

This is only the beginning. I’ll do anything to please him, and soon, I’ll be ready to take all of him.
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I didn't know this man. Whoever he was or whatever he wanted, I had no clue. His rude manner alone was enough to almost make me tinkle right there.

It was one of those crowded, noisy happy hours, and I was with my coworkers at the bar—both men and women—celebrating after we’d finally finished this massive project. You know, the kind of event where everyone’s just a bit too excited and a little too tipsy, laughing too loud at jokes that aren’t really that funny.

Now, you could say I was the geeky type. At 5’6", I wasn’t exactly towering over anyone. My best-known physical feature, though, wasn’t my height. It was, well, my ass. After spending the better part of my youth—and now adulthood— cycling everywhere and sitting at a desk, it kind of grew into something... noticeable. And no, I didn’t specifically work out to keep it looking that way. It just happened.

All through high school, girls would call me "cute," which was nice enough. But the boys? They had a different vocabulary for me. "Fag," "sissy"—depending on the day and who was throwing the insults my way. I never really fit in with the tough guys. I guess my choice of clothes and my general attitude didn’t help. Even though I’m small, I walked with this weird confidence, like a little bantam rooster strutting around. But that didn’t fool anyone. It didn’t stop the teasing. The boys still saw me as an easy target, calling me out for walking more like a runway model than the macho dude they expected. Meanwhile, the girls? Oh, they thought I was strutting my stuff.

Another thing that probably made me stand out? My hair. I hated getting it cut ever since I was a kid, so I stopped altogether once I was old enough to call the shots. Now, I keep it tied back in a ponytail, and it falls almost way past my shoulders—not that it’s much of a feat, given my height.

College was a bit better, though. People were more... open-minded, I guess?! Sure, some of the athletes still played their grab-ass games when I walked by. Those big hands would find their way to my round butt whenever they felt like it, trying to get a rise out of me. I’d always react the same way, too—gasp, blush, and giggle as I scurried off. It was my defense mechanism, even though it probably made me seem more like a target.

I remember one classmate in particular telling me, “Taylor, baby doll, it’s because of how you dress and that long hair of yours. Those guys just can’t help themselves.” She had this amused look on her face like she thought it was funny that I hadn’t put two and two together.

“What do you mean?” I asked, confused.

She smirked. “You wear those tight little bicycle shorts and your ass jiggles like Jello. You’re cute, too. They think you’re one of us, sweetie.”

“One of us?” I repeated, still not quite getting it.

She rolled her eyes and laughed. “One of us girls, silly.”

And there it was. Men were into me. Not all of them, of course, but enough to make me feel a bit... strange. Sometimes, it made me feel sexy—usually when I’d had a few drinks in me.

And I was drinking when that big man walked over. He had this look in his eye, something a little too bold, a little too sure. He didn’t say much—just pressed a room key into my hand, his fingers lingering a moment too long as he leaned in close. I could feel the heat of his breath as he whispered, “I hope to see you there in twenty minutes.”

Before I could even process what had just happened, he was walking away, disappearing into the crowd, leaving me standing there with a key in my hand and a head full of confusion.

“Who was that?” someone asked me, their voice barely cutting through the noise of the bar.

“I have no idea,” I replied, staring down at the plastic room key in my hand.

“You gonna meet him?”

A chorus of opinions hit me all at once. Some people said I’d be insane to go. Others said it would be an adventure. “Look, Taylor,” one of the girls chimed in, “we all saw him. He knows we know what he looks like. Plus, you’ve got his room key. You could find out his name, text it to us, and if anything happens, we’ve got your back. He’s not gonna do anything to hurt you.”

It kind of made sense. I sat there, holding that plastic keycard from the Marriott, a few blocks away. I had to admit, the guy was good-looking. A sharp dresser, too. And his cologne? Expensive, for sure.

“I don’t know if I should go,” I said, half-hoping they’d convince me otherwise.

“Don’t be a chicken,” some guy smirked, clucking like a fool while flapping his arms. Real mature.

I rolled my eyes and tossed back the rest of my first martini. As soon as it was gone, I flagged the bartender for another. Glancing at my watch, I noticed five minutes had already passed since the guy basically shoved that room key into my hand and vanished.

“At least see what he wants, Taylor,” someone urged. “Maybe he’s your long-lost rich uncle or something, and he’s got a fortune waiting for you!”

“Yeah, right,” I muttered. “Still, though… I do wonder.”

Someone else started calling me a chicken. “What’s the worst that could happen, Taylor?”

I laughed, but not really. “Well, I could end up in several dumpsters in little plastic bags, for starters.”

That got a laugh, but it wasn’t exactly calming my nerves. I downed my second martini and immediately ordered a third. The alcohol was starting to work its magic, melting away my hesitation, replacing it with something like courage—or maybe stupidity.

“Fuck it. I’m going to see what he wants,” I finally declared, standing up, my legs a little wobbly from the drinks.

The group erupted into cheers. “Go get him, Taylor!” someone shouted. “And hey, if you’re not back by Monday, we’ll send the cops to the Marriott!”

I laughed it off, but there was something about the whole thing—being surrounded by my coworkers, most of whom I barely even knew, all egging me on—that made me feel braver than I actually was. Maybe it was the booze. Maybe it was the loneliness gnawing at me. Outside of work, my social life was basically non-existent. It wasn’t like I had much to lose.

“I could use a friend,” I mumbled to myself, pocketing the key and heading for the door.

I settled into the Uber for the short ride, still feeling that buzz from the martinis. When we pulled up to the Marriott, I noticed right away how fancy the place was. The lobby was sleek, modern, and dripping with class. I spotted the piano bar just off to the side and had an idea. Instead of heading straight up, I walked over to the front desk.

“Can you ring up the room that matches this keycard?” I asked, sliding it across the counter. “Tell whoever answers to meet me at the bar.”

The clerk smiled. “Of course. Mr. Luther will be right down, sir.”

I made my way to a table near the lobby and ordered a glass of water, suddenly feeling a little more sober than I wanted to. Five minutes passed, and sure enough, the man from earlier appeared. He looked over at the bartender, held up two fingers, and walked right over to me without missing a beat.

He sat down across from me, giving me this smooth, confident smile. “My name is Steve Luther. My friends call me Steve. You may call me Mr. Luther.”

Sliding the keycard back across the table to him, I smiled. “I’m Taylor. My friends call me Taylor. You may call me Mr. Taylor.”

For a second, he looked surprised—like he wasn’t used to anyone talking back to him that way. Then he let out a deep laugh, one that made it clear he wasn’t offended, just amused. “For now, it’s Mr. Taylor. I hope that changes as we get to know each other.”

“So why the invite, Mr. Luther?” I asked, cutting straight to the point.

“I wanted to meet you,” he said casually like this kind of thing happened all the time. “I’ve seen you before, you know. Well, no, you wouldn’t know.”

That caught my attention. “Where have you seen me?” I asked, intrigued.

He leaned back in his chair, crossing his arms with that same easy confidence. “At the gym on 5th Avenue where you work out.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You must have me mixed up with someone else. I don’t work out there.”

He smirked, clearly enjoying himself. “Sorry, wrong choice of words. I didn’t mean ‘working out.’ I’ve seen you there in your tight yoga pants, midriff-baring T-shirt, doing your Jazzercise, practicing yoga, and whatever aerobics class you do.”

Yeah, I do hit that spot twice a week, but it’s not really like working out at the gym or something. All that yoga and everything just helps me keep my body active, and it’s also relaxing as fuck. And that explained where and what state he’d seen me, but it didn’t answer the more pressing question. “Okay, so you’ve seen me there. But that still doesn’t explain why you invited me here tonight.”

He chuckled again. “You’re direct, Mr. Taylor. I like that.” He paused, then leaned forward slightly. “Like I said, I’ve seen you at your finest—those tight yoga pants, that... world-class bottom. I like to be direct, too, Mr. Taylor. I wanted to see that ass naked.”

I felt my face flush, and I stuttered, “Th-that’s, uh, not gonna happen, Mr. Luther.”

He laughed harder this time, throwing his head back. “Relax, I’m just messing with you.” His tone shifted as he leaned in closer, lowering his voice a bit. “But in all seriousness, I would like to get to know you better. What do you say? Could we become friends?”

I hesitated for a moment, unsure of what exactly he meant by "friends." But then I thought about it. Why not? I smiled, relaxing just a bit. “Sure, Mr. Luther. As my friend, you can call me Taylor.”

He raised his glass, giving me that signature grin. “To friends.”

He didn’t say I could call him by his first name, though. We talked for hours after that, and I have to admit, he was genuinely interested in what I had to say. For all his bravado, Mr. Luther was actually... kind of charming.

He leaned in a little closer that night and opened up about his past. “My wife moved on,” he said with a hint of sadness. “The divorce left me... well, friendless. Seems like all our mutual friends took her side. It’s a shame, really, but that’s life, right?”

We made plans to meet again the next evening, and just like before, Mr. Luther was pleasant. Sure, he had a bit of a rough exterior, but once he let his guard down, he was kind—surprisingly thoughtful, even. I found myself more drawn to him the longer we spent together.

Three nights later, we had dinner, and I started noticing more of the little things. The way he held doors for me, helped me into my seat, always so polite and attentive. It was hard not to feel a little special in his presence. Who doesn’t love being treated like they’re important? And then, one day at work, I got called down to the security desk—only to find a beautiful bouquet of flowers waiting for me.

I couldn’t help but smile, but I still asked him why he sent them.

“Taylor, baby,” he said with that smooth voice of his, “I sent them as my way of showing you how much your friendship means to me. I haven’t been this happy since before my divorce, not since I’ve had someone as wonderful as you in my life.”

It was gestures like that—the small, thoughtful things—that made me trust him more over the weeks. Before I knew it, a couple of months had passed, and when Mr. Luther invited me to spend the weekend at his house, I didn’t hesitate to say yes.

“What should I bring?” I asked, genuinely excited for a little getaway.

“Don’t bring a thing,” he replied, his voice warm. “Just show up with your sexy self, baby. I’ve got everything you’ll need.”

That week felt like it dragged on forever, but Mr. Luther didn’t let me forget I was on his mind. Another bouquet of roses arrived at my office with a note that said, “Looking forward to this weekend, baby.”

I thought about mentioning the whole "baby" thing—it was becoming his go-to nickname for me—but I brushed it off as one of Mr. Luther’s quirks, his way of showing affection.

Just before I left the office on Friday, he called. “Baby, there’s a car waiting out front. I sent it to pick you up. Can’t wait to see you, baby.”

“Thank you, Mr. Luther. I’m looking forward to this weekend too,” I replied, smiling as I hung up the phone.

Sure enough, when I walked outside, there was a well-built driver standing next to a sleek black car, holding a sign with my name on it. “I’m Taylor,” I said with a grin.

He nodded and opened the back door for me, then closed it once I was settled inside. The interior was plush and luxurious. He turned around in the driver’s seat and smiled. “There’s whatever you’d like to drink, Miss Taylor. Mr. Luther said for you to help yourself.”

I made a mental note to tell Mr. Luther about being called "Miss" later, but for now, I settled into the leather seat, my excitement building. What exactly did Mr. Luther have planned for me this weekend? I couldn’t help but wonder. And while part of me thought maybe I should’ve packed a few things just in case, I reminded myself that he insisted I didn’t need to bring a thing.

As we drove, the city slowly faded into suburbs, then into wide-open rural landscapes. I hadn’t even asked where Mr. Luther lived, but the longer we drove, the more I started wondering just how far out of town he was.

After about two hours, the driver turned onto a winding road, and finally, we arrived. The house—or rather, the mansion—was massive. Bigger than anything I’d imagined. It sat on a bluff, overlooking the ocean, and screamed money—generational wealth ass money.

“Well,” I thought as I stepped out of the car, gazing up at the enormous home, “this weekend’s about to get really interesting.”

The driver opened the front door, and as I stepped into the foyer, I immediately noticed how grand Mr. Luther's house was. The living room was massive, with a back wall made entirely of glass, offering an incredible panoramic view of the ocean. And there, through those doors, came Mr. Luther himself, wearing nothing but a tight black Speedo. His body glistened, clearly from a recent swim, and for a moment, I was taken aback by how much presence he had.

“Taylor, baby,” he beamed, walking toward me with open arms. “You’ve made me so happy. Please, come in. Let me get you a drink. Are you hungry? Was the ride pleasant?”

I couldn’t help but smile at how excited he was. His energy was infectious. Before I could respond, Mr. Luther pulled me into his arms, sweeping me up effortlessly. I placed my hands on his muscular biceps, feeling the strength beneath his skin. He held me close, his hands resting on my waist, and for the first time in a long while, I felt a wave of intimacy wash over me, something I’d never really experienced before.

“Thank you for inviting me, Mr. Luther,” I said softly, leaning my head against his broad chest, breathing in the faint smell of chlorine and cologne. “Your house, this view—it’s all so beautiful.”

His hands slid down to hold my bottom, and I felt a strange mixture of emotions swirl inside me. My body responded instantly, my heart racing as I felt my cock pressing against him. To my shock, I also felt him hardening against my stomach. The realization sent a wave of panic through me, and I quickly tried to diffuse the moment.

“Maybe you could show me around?” I suggested, my voice a little higher than usual as I tried to regain control of myself.

“Of course,” he said smoothly, releasing me and taking my hand. He was the perfect host, always accommodating. He led me through the kitchen, the den, and then upstairs to the bedrooms. Every room was more stunning than the last, with tasteful decor and luxurious finishes.

“This one is for you, baby,” he said, opening the door to an exquisitely furnished bedroom with a massive bed and a balcony overlooking the ocean.

Caught up in the moment, I laced my fingers with his without even realizing it. “Oh, Mr. Luther, it’s so beautiful. And the bed… it’s huge.”

He chuckled softly, squeezing my hand. “I’m glad you like it, Taylor.”

We stepped out onto the balcony together, and I marveled at the view. Below us was a sparkling infinity pool, and beyond that, the beach stretched out to meet the ocean. Everything about this place was breathtaking. Mr. Luther let go of my hand and wrapped his arm around my waist, pulling me close as we stood there.

“Taylor,” he said, his voice dropping to a softer, more vulnerable tone, “I’ve been so lonely since the divorce. It’s been wonderful having you here to share all of this with me.”

His words hung in the air, and I felt a knot form in my chest. There was something raw, almost fragile, about his admission, and it stirred something inside me I hadn’t felt before. But for now, I just leaned into him, enjoying the moment and the warmth of his arm around me as the waves crashed against the shore below.

We stood there for a few minutes, silently soaking in the view and the warmth of each other’s company. Then, with a light pat on my bottom, Mr. Luther broke the silence. “How about we go for a swim, baby?”

“I’d love to,” I replied, suddenly excited. “But there’s one problem—I didn’t bring a swimsuit.”

Mr. Luther's eyes lit up as if he had anticipated this. “Oh, crap! I bought you a nice outfit for dinner tonight, some sleepwear too, but I completely forgot about a bathing suit. Wait here.” He hurried toward his bedroom, motioning for me to follow. “Let me see if I can find something that’ll work for now.”

I followed him down the hall into his enormous, tastefully decorated bedroom. He went straight to a large bureau with a mirror and started rifling through one of the top drawers. As he dug around, I couldn’t help but notice him tossing aside an assortment of lingerie—bras, panties, and garter belts—like they were nothing.

“Ex-wife didn’t take much with her when she left me,” Mr. Luther explained with a nonchalant shrug as he continued rummaging. “I should’ve cleaned this out ages ago.”

More lingerie went flying as he opened another drawer, searching frantically. I stood there, half-amused, half-embarrassed, until finally, with a triumphant smile, he pulled out a tiny yellow bikini bottom that tied on the sides. He held it up proudly like it was a grand solution. “Here! This will do for now, baby. We’ll go shopping tomorrow, and I’ll buy you any suit you want.”

I stared at the bikini in disbelief. “But, Mr. Luther, that’s… that’s a woman’s bikini. I can’t wear that.”

He looked at me, slightly confused. “Why not, Taylor? I think it would look amazing on you.”

“Someone might see me!” I protested, holding the small, scandalous garment in my hands.

He grinned, his mood brightening instantly. “No one will see you, baby. The pool’s completely enclosed by a privacy fence. It’ll just be you and me.”

I eyed him suspiciously, raising an eyebrow. “You planned this, didn’t you?”

“Huh? Me? Planned this?” he stammered, his sheepish grin betraying him.

I couldn’t help but laugh. He looked so caught out that it was almost endearing. And honestly, the thought of disappointing him just didn’t sit right with me. “Alright,” I sighed, playfully rolling my eyes. “I’ll put it on. I’ll change in my room if you don’t mind.”

Mr. Luther’s face lit up again, like a kid on Christmas morning. “I’ll meet you by the pool, baby,” he said, practically skipping out of the room.

I stood there for a moment, holding the tiny bikini bottom and shaking my head.

I fumbled a bit, trying to figure out how to properly tie the tiny yellow bikini bottom. It took me a couple of tries, but I finally got the hang of it. I tied one side into a neat bow, stepped into the leg opening, and then pulled the other side up, securing it in place. The small bikini snugly wedged between the cheeks of my butt, making me feel... sexy. I glanced at myself in the mirror. “Well, Mr. Luther said he wanted to see my naked ass. This is about as close as he’s going to get.”

With a little grin, I made my way downstairs, feeling both playful and nervous. As I stepped out onto the patio, I spotted Mr. Luther lounging on a chaise, a small table between his chair and another one, clearly meant for me. His eyes found me immediately, and I noticed the large bulge in his swim trunks. It was obvious my choice of swimwear hadn’t done anything to calm him down.

Sitting up, he handed me a glass of something sparkling in pink. “Rosé champagne for you, baby,” he said with a knowing smile.

I walked over to him, accepting the glass, and just as I leaned in to take it, his hand reached around to cup my exposed butt cheeks. The sudden touch made me gasp, but I quickly pushed him away, giggling. Not before, however, he noticed the growing bulge in the front of my bikini.

“You’re very fresh, Mr. Luther,” I teased, trying to maintain some composure despite my own reaction. “I hardly know you.” I turned my back to him, playfully giving him what he wanted—a clear view of my nearly bare behind.

“Damn, baby,” he murmured. “Your ass is everything I thought it would be. So beautiful, so sexy. Look at what you’re doing to me.”

I couldn’t help but glance over my shoulder and saw him rubbing his cock through his swim trunks. My own dick throbbed at the sight, and for the first time, I felt a wave of confusion. I had never even considered being with a man, not once. But Mr. Luther… he wasn’t just any man.

“What am I even thinking?” I shook my head, trying to snap out of it.

“I’m going for a swim, Mr. Luther,” I said with a flirty smile, setting my glass on the table just as his hand tried to sneak another grab. “You’re a naughty boy,” I teased, walking toward the pool with an exaggerated sway in my hips, knowing full well he was watching every movement.

My own excitement was building, and I could feel my dick pressing against the small fabric of the bikini as I dove into the cool water. A couple of laps helped calm my nerves, but when I swam back to the edge of the pool, I saw Mr. Luther sitting there with his legs in the water, watching me intently.

I don’t know what came over me, but as I approached the side of the pool, I “accidentally” swam right between his legs, and my face pressed directly against the bulge in his swim trunks. It was a moment that couldn’t be helped… or maybe it could. Either way, I didn’t stop.

When I realized where I was, I made no attempt to move away. “Taylor,” Mr. Luther whispered, his voice thick with anticipation. “Is this what you want?”

“Stop talking or you’ll scare me away,” I told him, trying to mask my nerves. With a deep breath, I pulled the waistband of his swim trunks down just enough to free a few inches of his hard cock. I looked him in the eyes, my heart pounding, as I leaned in to lick and kiss the head of his cock. “Does that answer your question?”

Mr. Luther’s breathing grew heavier as he lifted his hips, allowing me to slide his swim trunks off completely. I kissed my way down to his balls, gently sucking them and enjoying the way they moved in my mouth as if churning.

Soon enough, he was lying on a towel, and I was learning the ropes of pleasuring a man. It was clear from my clumsy attempts and the occasional mishap with my teeth that I was new to this. Mr. Luther didn’t need any convincing; he patiently guided me, showing me how to properly take him in.

I moved slowly, my hand working up and down his shaft while my mouth explored. I tried to take him deeper, learning how to avoid my teeth and make the experience pleasurable for both of us. His instructions helped me get the hang of it, and soon I was sliding my lips up and down his hard shaft with increasing confidence.

My knees were starting to ache, but I pushed through. Mr. Luther’s voice grew more urgent as he told me he was close to coming. “Taste me, baby. Taste your man, my sweet girl.”

Hearing him call me his girl made my stomach flutter. Maybe it was the way the bikini made me feel, or perhaps it was the effects of the champagne. Or maybe it was just Mr. Luther’s presence. Whatever the reason, I found myself caught up in the moment.

Having masturbated more than a few times in my 23 years, I knew to stroke him quickly, applying a bit more pressure. It worked; suddenly, his cock jerked and expanded with surprising strength as he filled my mouth with his thick sperm.

I wish I could tell you I swallowed it all, but I didn't. I coughed and choked, doing my best to manage his precious gift, and ended up licking most of it off his cock and balls.

When I finished cleaning him, he pulled me up to cuddle with him. My head rested on his chest, his hand gently caressing my ass. "You're truly a delightful girl," he said with genuine warmth.

"Mr. Luther," I giggled, "you know I'm not actually a girl."

"Baby doll, let me tell you something," he replied softly. "That little dick of yours doesn’t make you or anyone a man. A real man has a cock, and I don't mean to hurt your feelings, but I've never considered you a male in the first place."

I looked up at him, my chin resting on his chest. "Sir, I don’t know about such things. I've never had sex with anyone before."

Mr. Luther seemed taken aback. "You've never been with a woman?"

"No, sir. Never."

"Ever want to?"

"Oh, definitely. I just haven’t met the right lady yet."

"And you never will, Taylor. The right one for you simply does not exist."

"I don’t understand what you’re telling me, Mr. Luther."

He smiled. "Well, here it is. You see, baby girl, pussy has never been a part of your life. You, my sweet girl, simply were not destined for pussy."

"I don’t understand, Mr. Luther. You mean I wasn’t meant to have sex with women?"

"Before we get into that, let’s drop the Mr. Luther thing. Please call me Daddy, baby girl. Can you do that for me?"

I hugged him closer, feeling a mix of emotions. "Yes, Daddy."

"Good girl. Now, where were we? Ah, yes. Women are naturally drawn to the fittest, most robust males. You have the shape and look of a female, baby girl. Your disposition is quite submissive as well. No one would ever mistake you for a real man, Taylor."

"If I’m not a man, what am I?" I asked though I was afraid I already knew the answer all my life.

Daddy smiled at me with a reassuring warmth. "Sissy is what you are. Soft, sexy, sissy—so alluring to real men. Men like me are drawn to both pussy and bois like you. Are you telling me that no man has ever hit on you, maybe grabbed that fat ass?"

I thought back to college, where those jocks often did just that. "They have, Daddy. In college, the athletes would sometimes grab my bottom."

"You see what I’m trying to tell you? They knew what you could offer them. They instinctively knew you’d be more than happy to kneel before them and suck their cocks. What did you do when they put their hands on that sexy ass?"

I hesitated, not entirely sure I'd drop to my knees, but I defended myself. "I’d giggle and walk away."

"They and you were both young and neither you nor they had experienced or understood the dynamic between real men and sissies. When we find one as dear and sexy as you, we take ownership. And now that I’ve found you, I intend to keep you."

"Ownership? Keep me, Daddy? What do you mean by keeping me?"

"It means, Taylor, that you may consider yourself my property. I own you. You're mine and mine alone. That is, mine alone unless I share you with some fortunate man on whom you could perfect your cock sucking skills."

"Can you tell me more?" I asked, already feeling my tiny dick being hard pressing against the fabric of my bikini and a chiseled thigh of his.

"Simple really. You're very lucky I plucked you out of the few acceptable sissies out there. Some men are cruel. For some reason, abusing their sissy makes them feel masculine, feel better about themselves. I promise never to abuse you, Taylor. I may need to punish you for any misbehavior which will result in a bare bottom spanking."

"Daddy, I'm 23. No one is going to spank me."

"Are you sure? I bet you never thought you'd become a cock sucker before you got here today?"

I started to cry. I couldn't help it. I'd been called sissy most of my life and now Daddy has confirmed it. Daddy knew what I was crying about and held me closer. "That's it, baby, let those tears fall. Weep, Taylor. Weep for the man you never were. But baby, when you're ready to accept who and what you are, those tears will be tears of happiness."

"Happiness? Would you be happy learning that you were born a sissy?"

Daddy thought about my question for a moment. “Look, Taylor, the way you swam between my legs and kissed my cock through my bathing suit, then pulled it out—you were attracted to me. It’s in a sissy’s nature to be drawn to real men and to serve them. Did you have a boner when you sucked my cock?”

I nodded, both in shame and acknowledgment of his insight. “Yes, Daddy. Your beautiful cock made me hard.”

"I know, baby. I know this is difficult for you to comprehend but I've told you this for your own good. Don't fight your yearning, Taylor. Be my girl and be happy being my girl. You'll find life can be beautiful."

I left Daddy to go to the bathroom to blow my nose and dry my eyes. When I returned, Daddy was picking up his swimsuit and towel. “Let’s shower and get dressed for dinner, baby.”

Seeing his cock hanging long and swaying as he walked was mesmerizing.

“I see my girl is captivated by her man’s cock.”

His voice jolted me out of my trance. “All I have are the clothes I wore. You told me not to bring anything.”

“I did. I have a surprise for you. Come with me.”

We went back to my assigned bedroom. Daddy opened the closet and pulled out a small suitcase and a pink leather bag. “I’ve assessed your feminine figure, Taylor. Since we’re at the beach, there’s no need for anything formal. You’ll find your attire in the suitcase. And I’m sure you’ll figure out how to use the items in the pink bag.”

Daddy left me to get ready, and I opened the suitcase with a mix of excitement and apprehension. “Oh my,” I said, staring at the contents. Inside were black satin panties, bright hot pink skims, a low-cut white cropped top with light pink puffy ruffled short sleeves, and white open-toed sandals with a two-inch heel. I couldn’t believe it. Panties? Really?

I laid the clothes out on the bed and took a moment to think about the day’s events. Despite my confusion about being owned, Daddy had shown me kindness and care. There was something comforting about his touch, his broad, hairy chest, and the way his hand felt on my ass. It all seemed so right when he held me after I’d satisfied him. I wondered why I was resisting something that felt so comforting.

I opened the pink leather bag next. Inside were lipstick, mascara, and eyeliner—everything a woman would use for a date. I knew how to apply lipstick, but the rest was foreign to me.

Feeling my dick stir again, I got into the shower, taking out the rubber band that held my ponytail. As I washed, I thought about what Daddy had said and the clothes he expected me to wear. “I certainly didn’t want a spanking,” I mused. But Daddy had thought of everything. The hairdryer, brush, toothbrush, and toothpaste were all neatly arranged. If nothing else, Daddy was prepared and generous.

After showering, I used the hair dryer to blow out my hair. I decided to leave it brushed down, framing my face, rather than putting it back into my usual ponytail. I then tackled the lipstick. It took a few tries to get it right, but I was pleased with the result. As I looked at my painted lips, I thought about the cock that had passed through them earlier. My dick twitched at the memory, and even though I was surprised by my own actions, I knew I’d be doing it again.

I pulled on the French-cut panties, followed by the hot pink skims. The thin material made it obvious that I was wearing black panties underneath. I couldn’t help but think I looked like a hot mess from the 90s, like a trailer trash chick on the prowl.

Next, I slid the white cropped top over my head, adjusted my hair, and slipped into the sandals. Taking a deep breath, I prepared myself to show Daddy what he had created.

"Well?" I asked Daddy, striking a playful pose. "How does your sissy look?"

"Absolutely splendid," he said with a grin. "Turn around so your Daddy can admire that fat ass of yours."

I hesitated, feeling a bit exposed, but I complied, giving him a full view. "You can see my panties through these," I said, feeling a bit shy.

"Yes, just as I wanted. You look pretty with your hair down. I want you to wear it like that all the time."

"Even at work?" I asked, raising an eyebrow.

"Even there," Daddy replied with a chuckle. "We might even get your belly button pierced too, something to show everyone who you belong to."

Daddy continued to be the perfect gentleman throughout dinner, treating me like a lady. He opened doors for me, helped me into my seat, and even used his napkin to delicately wipe a bit of cocktail sauce from my face. His attentiveness made me feel special like I was the only one in his world.

After dinner, we enjoyed a relaxing drink on the patio, the ocean breeze mixing with the warmth of the evening. Daddy took my hand and, with a reassuring smile, told me what to expect for the night. "I’ll be gentle when I take your virginity babydoll," he said softly.

"Wait, you mean you're going to fuck me?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

"That’s right, princess," Daddy said, his gaze intense. "I've been looking forward to turning that fat ass into a pussy for quite some time."

I smiled, feeling a mix of anticipation and excitement. "I know, Daddy. You haven't exactly been shy about your intentions."

Daddy leaned in and kissed my hand gently. "Life’s too short to beat around the bush. When you see something you want, you take it, baby girl."

Later, as we stood on the patio listening to the gentle roar of the ocean, Daddy moved behind me. He wrapped his arms around me, his warmth contrasting with the cool breeze. I placed my hands on him, feeling his strong embrace.

I could feel Daddy’s cock growing against my back. His hands began to explore, slipping under my cropped top. He gently played with my nipples, pinching and caressing them until I couldn’t help but moan softly. I turned in his arms, my hands reaching for his firm ass.

Daddy’s hand slipped under my hair, gripping the back of my head with a gentle, commanding touch. I closed my eyes as his lips met mine. His kiss was deep and passionate, unlike anything I had ever experienced. Quick pecks and kisses on the cheek were nothing compared to this. His tongue danced with mine, and I found myself lost in the moment, surrendering to the pleasure.

Feeling emboldened, I reached between us, my fingers finding Daddy’s growing cock. I unzipped his trousers, kneeling down as the good sissy I was meant to be. I kissed his cock through his trousers, feeling its heat and hardness. Slowly, I reached inside and freed the object of my desire, my lips curling into a smile as I prepared to give him the attention he craved.

Daddy ran his fingers through my hair. "That's my good girl," he said, his voice raspy. "Show your Daddy what a good cock sucker his sissy is, Taylor."

I knelt back, unfastened his belt, and helped Daddy out of his shoes, trousers, and underpants. He pulled his shirt off as I held his ass and swallowed as much of his cock as I could.

"Wait a minute, princess. I expect my cock suckers to be naked when they service their Daddy. But you are special. Leave your panties on. And just so you know, From now on, I want you to wear panties all the time. At home, here, at work. Toss out your man panties and wear what's appropriate for you my baby girl."

Daddy watched as I peeled my skims down. I knew what he wanted to see, so before bending to remove the garment, I turned my back to him. Bending at the waist, I felt Daddy step in behind me. Holding my hips, pressing his throbbing cock between the cheeks of my big bottom.

"Grab your ankles, my little slut," he growled. I felt the sawing, back and forth as Daddy slid his cock up and down like he was fucking me.

He held me and faux-fucked me for several minutes before telling me to turn around.

Daddy must have been really aroused. He grabbed my hair and started roughly fucking my face as he cursed and called me his sissy slut, cock sucking bitch, and more.

All I could do was hold on to his thighs as he rammed his cock into my throat forcing me to deep throat him for the first time. I loved it. I loved knowing I turned Daddy on so that he was almost frantic to cum.

As if to show me who was in charge, Daddy held the back of my head and jerked his cock covering my face neck, and chest with his copious hot load. Then he used his cock to collect what cum he could and had me lick it off.

"Damn, that was fucking great. Go wash up, baby doll."

I scampered off and cleaned up as I was told. Returning to Daddy, I had a question. "Daddy?! What about me?"

"What about you baby?"

"Well, I haven't cum yet and I'm getting really really sore down there."

Daddy turned from the bar, a drink in his hand. Still naked, his cock was still enthralling. "Come sit with me, Taylor."

Daddy pulled me onto his lap. "Damn princess, I love the feel of your ass in these satin panties on my cock."

My arms were around his neck. I kissed his cheek.

"Now you were wondering if I'd get you off, help you cum??

"Yes sir. I mean it's just....."

A quick swat on my bum shut me up.

"Real men like what you can do for them just as you like performing your sissy duties baby. But real men aren't going to play with your cock, even if it was 12" long. It's not what we do. But, when I fuck you, when we make love, you'll have your orgasm, just like a woman. It's nothing intended. Your orgasms aren't important to me. When you cum from being fucked, it's only a by-product of me getting mine."

"Then what you're telling me, Daddy, is that..."

Another swat on my bottom told me Daddy wasn't finished.

"What I'm telling you is that real men use people like you for our own pleasure. You are useful in many ways, baby girl, but mostly to keep my balls drained."

"That's not much of a life for me, Daddy," I pouted.

"Taylor, I know you're smart. I know you've been to college and all, but, you have no clue to what actual life is all about."

"Daddy," I whispered.

"What now princess?!"

"Shut up and take me to bed. I want you to fuck your sissy."

We were kissing frantically, like teenagers in car seats as we entered his bedroom. The master bedroom.  He put my feet on the king-sized bed so my knees were bent. He lifted my ass off the bed, and he started to lick my virgin hole, and it made me squirm. I never had anyone touch my hole before, and now he's licking it and treating it like it's my pussy.

"Ahhhhh," I screamed as he stuck a lubed finger in.

"It's ok Taylor," he said, "Just try and relax."

"Sorry Daddy," I said, "You caught me by surprise."

"I'm going to put another one in it now, ok? It's important that I get you ready for you to enjoy the next part," he said.

"Ok," I said, still wincing and whimpering.

He worked a second and then a third finger inside me and was finger fucking me gently. When he felt he was ready I watched him liberally lube himself up. He put my feet over his shoulders and moved up until his face was in front of mine.

He kissed me on the lips and quietly asked, "Are you ready baby?"

"Slowly," I moaned. He pushed just his tip into me and I felt a searing pain. "It hurts, hurts, hurts!" I winced back with a mixture of moans.

"It's going to be ok baby, you're so brave right now. Just breathe in and push yourself out like when you’re on the toilet, I promise it will get better in a second," he said.

I was panting now, taking deep breaths as I pushed myself out. I felt myself start to open up. He must have sensed this too. He brought me into a deep tongue kiss and pushed in a little more. It still hurt a lot, but I tried to focus on the kiss, hoping it would relax me. The pain quickly started to fade and it actually started to feel good.

"Oh My God! You're so freaking Big!" I screamed. "You...feel...so...Gooooood!"

"Get used to it Baby," he said, "I'm gonna make you feel like this every single day!"

"Ohhhhhh," I screamed as he bottomed out inside me.

"You like that Taylor?" He asked.

"This is amazing! I've never felt anything like this!" I said.

"I told ya Baby, and I haven't even started fucking you yet," he said.

Then he pulled back, just leaving the tip inside and he thrusted back into me all the way. I screamed louder than I ever have before. He repeated this motion over and over. I started pushing my ass back against him. Then he slowed down and kissed me again.

I pulled off his kiss and asked, "Why did you slow down?"

"I thought I might be going too hard for your first time," he replied.

"No no, come on and Fuck Me!" I yelled.

He continued with his slow thrusts and said, "Hang on, I want to ask you a few questions and I want your complete focus, ok?"

"Ok!" I said, "But hurry up because my whole body is tingling and I'm about to explode."

He pulled back and thrust into me hard and asked, "Taylor, are you going to be my girl?"

"Yes, Daddy!" I screamed.

He pulled back and thrust into me hard again, "Are you going to get huge boobs for me to play with?"

"Yes!" I moaned at the heights of pleasure I never knew existed.

Thrusting hard into me again, this time nailing my prostate, he asked, "Are you gonna dress up sexy for me all the time?"

"Yesssss!" I screamed trying to concentrate.

Keeping his attention on my prostate he asked, "Are you going to give me blowjobs and let me fuck you anytime I want?"

"If you make me feel like this, you can do whatever you want to me and whenever you want!" I yelled as I climaxed from my first prostate orgasm before I passed out.

It’s been two years since that night. I switched jobs to one that let me work full-time from home. Now I live full-time as his sissy girlfriend. And for the last three days, you can say I’m living full time as his sissy fiancée, soon as his sissy wife. Life’s never been better.

***

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


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

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

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

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

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


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

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

embark on a hot and sexy journey.

Connect With Sissy Joey via Reddit.

OEBPS/image_rsrc287.jpg
TR

I

BY ABBC DADDY/ROOMMATE ,





OEBPS/image_rsrc285.jpg
p S S

| SISS‘JOEY il






OEBPS/image_rsrc286.jpg
& T:
-4
& B
-
. Y
v -~ s
..

N e
,‘ ¢ \} e

¥

| )
Feminized for
Luxury
DANIELLE'S SISSY ESCORT LIFE
. y
i SISSY JOEY

L3





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




