
        
            
                
            
        

    
Good Twinks Get Dinner Too

A Femboy Sissy & Older Man Tale

S(issy) Joey


Introduction

A couple of months back, I got a message from one of my readers… Tyler, a fellow sissy and longtime fan in my mail, asking if I’d ever write something steamy with a needy twink in lingerie who gets absolutely spoiled and put in his place by a proper Silver Fox.

This entire novella was inspired by the kind of story Tyler wanted to see – a brat princess and the older man who absolutely knows how to handle him. And naturally, I had to name the sissy after him.

If you follow me on Twitter, you already know how much I adore the content creator couple Zilv & Kai, this entire book was written with them in mind. Their chemistry, their vibe, their unapologetic filth? Yeah. That’s the exact energy I tried to bottle here. They were absolutely the image in my head while writing Wilson and Tyler.

This story was such a joy to write – equal parts romantic and raunchy – and if you end up falling as hard for these two as I did, make sure you let me know with your ratings and reviews. I’ve got plenty more story ideas for them if you’re hungry for more.

As always, stay glossy, stay lacey, and stay ready for whatever Daddy has planned

~ Sissy Joey 💋


DISCLAIMER:

All the characters involved in this fiction are above the legal age of 18 and the story involves only consenting adults. This story contains the concepts Sissification, Feminization, Gentle Domination, Old/Young Relationship, Swinging, Lingerie Fetish,  among other kinks & fetishes associated with the ones listed.

~

Checkout my other works here; in this link

.

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

…


There are great days in a young man’s life, and then there are days when five different Uber rides cancel on him in a row, just because the porn studio he’d filmed at was tucked too far outside of Los Angeles. “Fucking shit,” Tyler muttered, squinting at his phone screen. The late-summer sun was sliding toward the horizon, its glare cutting across the lot in warm, blinding streaks. Palm tree silhouettes sliced into the skyline, and the shimmer of heat above the distant freeway made the air look like it was boiling. Without sunglasses, the golden light made every word on his phone a chore to read. Guess what he’d forgotten to throw in his bag before leaving the house?

Heat clung to his skin beneath his loose hoodie and faded jeans. Underneath, he still wore the fresh, new black lace thong from after the shoot—straps hugging his hips, the faint scent of lube and vanilla oil clinging to him like a reminder of what he’d been doing all afternoon. The lace dug in when he shifted, brushing against his freshly used hole, a constant tease he couldn’t ignore. He’d taken a quick shower after filming, washing off the sweat and cum, but nothing could erase the way his body still hummed from the scene. People thought porn was easy, but try getting railed in every position imaginable for five hours straight—that’s how long it had taken to film today. He was thankful he’d gotten a few real orgasms—what they called “sissygasms” in the femboy genre he usually worked in—because more often than not, he faked them like his counterparts in straight porn did. But today, his co-star had been so good that the orgasms had hit hard and unplanned, pulled from him with penetration alone, a rare treat both on and off camera. A faint shimmer of body oil still lingered on his chest where Wilson’s hands had roamed, making him conscious of every brush of fabric against his nipples.

He took a long drag from his post-shoot cigarette, the taste mixing with the residual sweetness of flavored lube on his tongue. His mind drifted to flashes from earlier—Wilson between takes, leaning against the counter, water bottle pressed to his mouth, eyes never fully leaving Tyler. The way his forearms flexed when he adjusted the lighting rig. The slight smirk that made Tyler’s stomach tighten before the cameras even rolled.

Another Uber cancellation notice buzzed across the screen. “I mean, an Uber got me out here, so what’s the excuse now? I’ve got a five-star rating, you assholes.” He glared at the app like it was taunting him, imagining some smug driver laughing at the “too far out” excuse. His own cool new Mini Cooper was sitting in a repair shop thanks to a woman in a Toyota who’d been glued to her phone when she drove straight into him a week ago, leaving him carless and dependent on rideshares. His voice was low, brattier than he intended, a mix of irritation and a not-so-secret hope that the delay might work in his favor. He pictured Wilson’s black G-Wagon pulling up, windows down, him leaning across the passenger seat to pop the lock. Maybe he’d comment on how Tyler looked stranded and pathetic. Maybe he’d tell him to get in like he already owned him.

A warm breeze rolled through the lot, carrying the scent of hot asphalt, distant street food, and the faint bassline of a car stereo somewhere blocks away. Tyler’s cigarette burned to the filter, the heat biting his fingertips before he flicked it away, exhaling into the amber light settling over the city.

“Hey! Who are you talking to? Are you already starting to have conversations with yourself or is some guy on your socials pissing you off?” a familiar voice called from just a few meters away. Tyler’s head shot up, locking eyes with Wilson, who stood halfway into his G-Wagon. The late sun caught the line of his jaw, making him look even more annoyingly handsome.

“No, I’m just pissed off at my Uber app! They keep canceling my rides because we’re too far out of the city and I don’t know how to get home right now. My car’s in the shop, and I’m pretty sure this region doesn’t even know how to spell public transportation.”

He didn’t say the words Can you give me a ride? out loud, but the way he lingered there, weight shifting from one foot to the other, was its own kind of plea. In his head, he pictured sliding into that passenger seat, feeling Wilson’s hand claim his thigh before they even pulled away, his voice low and certain in his ear. His gaze dropped to Wilson’s hands—thick fingers gripping the doorframe, veins running up his forearm—and lingered on the way his shirt pulled taut across his chest before he forced himself to look away.

Wilson didn’t answer right away, letting him squirm for a few long seconds, one hand resting on the matte-black roof of the G-Wagon, the other still gripping the doorframe. His expression was patient, maybe even amused.

“Come on, get in already,” he said at last, nodding to the passenger seat. Tyler’s chest loosened, and he walked—too quickly—to the car, irritation replaced with a fluttery anticipation. Up close, the G-Wagon smelled like leather, clean musk, and the faint trace of Wilson’s cologne, something woody with a sharp bite. As Wilson leaned over to pop the lock, his arm brushed against Tyler’s, radiating heat, and the sudden spike of cologne made his stomach clench. The door shut with a satisfying weight as Tyler slid in, the cool leather hugging his thighs.

Tyler buckled in, trying not to notice how little space there was between their legs. The warmth of Wilson’s thigh radiated across the gap, and when he shifted gears, their knees brushed. Tyler adjusted himself subtly, partly to keep his cock from pressing too obviously against his jeans, but the movement only drew his thigh closer to Wilson’s. He couldn’t help taking inventory: the heavy silver bracelet — which he had later learnt was platinum and a gift from a dear friend of his who was no more — on Wilson’s right hand, the veins running along his forearm as he gripped the wheel, the flex and shift of muscle each time he turned. Even the way he checked his mirrors felt purposeful.

He had always liked it when a stronger man cared for him, treating him like he deserved. Some people might say he craved the “spoiled princess treatment” from his boyfriends, and he wouldn’t even argue against that. He was a beautiful twink and wanted to be treated accordingly—a fact men who liked to spoil their boyfriends never dared to complain about. Especially because Tyler always repaid kindness in the bedroom, or anywhere else he could get on his knees.

Tyler was almost twenty-one now, and had been doing porn since he’d turned nineteen and left his small hometown in Wisconsin for Los Angeles. Raised in a very conservative religious family in a place where everyone knew everyone, he was pretty sure half the town already knew what he was up to by now. He still spoke to his mom—at least she’d started to become more understanding—but his dad? Yeah, fuck no. He hadn’t spoken to him in years, not even in the months before he moved here. It wasn’t like he’d ever been able to hide his sexuality; even if he wanted to, his natural twinky femboy physique gave him away. That same body was now raking in enough money to potentially retire in a few more years—four at most—thanks to the investments he’d been making from his porn money.

“Thank you, you are a lifesaver,” Tyler said with a newfound pep in his walk that hadn’t been there a few minutes ago when he was still cursing at his damn phone. “You have a really nice car, by the way. Fits your personality, I think.”

Wilson laughed, easing them out of the lot and onto the road with smooth, controlled movements. “A car that fits someone with a dad personality?”

Tyler smirked, stretching his legs out until his knee almost brushed his driver’s. “What even is a dad personality? Someone who acts like a dad but isn’t really a father?”

“You got it figured out, kid,” Wilson replied, merging onto the highway. “But you’re also calling me ‘daddy’ so often that at this point, I might qualify without having any kids.”

Tyler’s cheeks warmed, memories of the shoot flashing—today had been their third time filming together in the last couple of months, and both he and his fans seemed to love the chemistry they shared. He couldn’t deny there had been moments between takes when it felt like neither of them were pretending for the camera anymore. Just during the few hours earlier, the word “daddy” had passed his pretty pink lips at least a gazillion times in the heat of the moment. He swallowed, shifting in his seat, the thong tightening against him as he thought about how easy it would be for Wilson to just reach over right now. A flash of Wilson’s voice saying good boy from earlier in the day slipped into his mind, making him shift again. It wasn’t lost on him that Wilson was easily old enough to be his dad—in fact, even older than that—and maybe that was part of why the word rolled off his tongue so easily. It simply felt natural to call Wilson that, impossible to hold back with him the way he sometimes could with other partners on set.

Sometimes he caught himself wondering if that warm, fluttery ache low in his belly whenever he looked at Wilson was really just lust. Hell, it hit him even when he got a text saying they’d be filming together—like the giddy twist a shy little virgin might get if told their biggest crush was going to be at the same party. It made him feel ridiculous, girlish almost, but it was there all the same. That couldn’t actually mean anything… right? Right? Out of the corner of his eye, he noticed Wilson watching him, lips moving. Tyler had been so tangled up in his own head, picturing things he shouldn’t, that he’d missed whatever the older man had just said. He made a small, curious noise, tilting his head and batting his lashes for Wilson to repeat himself.

“So, do you want me to drop you off like a good little chauffeur, or…” Wilson’s eyes flicked off the road just long enough to catch Tyler’s, “maybe you’d rather grab a bite with me?”

Tyler’s lips curled in a slow, knowing grin, a soft giggle slipping out—not mocking, just… sweetly bratty. “Mmh, is that you asking me on a date, Daddy?” he purred, leaning into his sugarbaby tone like he was auditioning for the role.

Wilson’s mouth twitched into the ghost of a smirk. “Careful. I didn’t say anything about paying for your meal,” he drawled, but the warmth in his voice matched Tyler’s tease. “Still… yeah. I’m asking you out.”

Tyler let out a soft, drawn-out hum, pretending to mull it over while secretly loving the way Wilson kept darting little glances his way, like he actually cared about the answer. He made him wait, let that faint tension build in the air before finally smirking, “Fine… but you’re picking. My brain’s still way too fucked-silly—thanks to you to decide on anything.”

“All-right,” Wilson said with a low chuckle, “thanks for that compliment,” and stretched the word out with a smug satisfaction that made Tyler picture the grin spreading across his face without even looking. “Hope you’ve got a thing for French, little guy.”

Tyler tilted his head, giving him a bratty little smile, letting the words roll off his tongue with a knowing lilt. “Mmh, I do, Sir,” he murmured, the double entendre clear enough for even a Frenchman to catch.

“I know a nice place around here that’ll let us stroll in looking exactly like this,” Wilson said, his voice lazy but edged with promise. “Oh? So you’re saying you’ve also got even fancier French spots up your sleeve—the kind that’d make me get all dolled up in something slutty just to get past the host?” Tyler teased, wiggling his brows like he was daring him.

“Of course I do,” Wilson replied with a knowing smile, “and if you’re sweet to me—and maybe stop being such a little brat now and then—I might just take you there sometime.” The words made heat lick up Tyler’s neck, his cheeks flushing for the second time that evening, and he hated how easily the older man could pull that reaction from him—especially with the way his cock twitched and swelled inside the snug lace of his thong, the delicate fabric only making his embarrassment throb harder.

Maybe it was just what happened when he marinated too long in Wilson’s orbit—like his body knew it was around a man old enough to be his dad, and reacted all on its own. “We’re gonna test another time if me not being a brat to you is even possible,” Tyler sighed, stretching his neck with an exaggerated yawn, “but right now I’m starving for some mid-tier Bourguignon. I haven’t eaten since yesterday morning—these people actually made me sign a stupid paper saying no solid food for twenty-four hours before the shoot, and my dumbass just smiled and agreed.”

Wilson clicked his tongue with a low, almost fatherly scold, “Studios really put you pretty little bottoms through hell, don’t they? No food, all those ridiculous prep rules, and half the tops can’t even be bothered to wash their asses before they show up.”

“Riiiiight?! It’s so gross. I spend hours getting all dolled up—shaving, smoothing, dropping stupid money on that perfect sparkly body oil so my skin’s soft and shimmery for the camera—and then the guy who’s supposed to wreck my little hole can’t even be bothered to show up clean. Didn’t even wash his hair. And trust me, Daddy, this pretty little slut notices every single thing.”

A beat of quiet slipped in as Wilson turned down a quieter street, his voice dropping low, almost tentative. “You know, I always wash my hair before we shoot. And I notice your body oil, all that prep—you smell like coconut and vanilla, and it makes your skin glow under those heavy lights. Golden. Shimmery. Gorgeous.” It had a softer edge, like maybe Tyler’s earlier jab had stung.

“Oh, Daddy, no—God, I wasn’t talking about you,” Tyler blurted, instantly leaning over as the car rolled past neon-lit shopfronts and the occasional glow of a café sign. Streetlamps painted Wilson’s skin in shifting amber and gold as both of Tyler’s hands slid over the solid muscle of his shoulder, kneading like a spoiled little kitten trying to pet away a sulk. “I meant the other guys I’ve filmed with before. You? You’re one of the good ones. A good man, Wilson.”

Wilson let out a warm, knowing chuckle at Tyler tripping over his own words, wrapping his much larger hand around Tyler’s daintier one and pressing a quick, warm kiss to his palm before releasing it. “I’m not that good of a man, Tyler. But thank you for thinking that,” he murmured, the rasp in his deep voice vibrating low enough to tingle straight through Tyler’s still-aching, well-used hole. God, he had no business getting this wet over a man old enough to be his father admitting he wasn’t any good for him—but fuck, that’s exactly what twisted him up inside. And when your dad ducks out to fetch mail at ten and never comes back, you grow up with a weakness for the kind of danger that makes you a walking Lorde lyric, lacy thong tight against your stiffening cock as the words sink in.

“Maybe I don’t like good men… maybe I like the kind who’ll ruin me,” Tyler murmured, voice dripping sass even as his cheeks turned candy-pink. Wilson’s head snapped his way, one brow arched, before a low laugh rumbled out of him at the sight of his flustered little twink. “Oh, you dangerous little thing,” he drawled, the words warm and warning all at once. “Talk like that and I’ll have to keep you on a short leash, or else you’ll end up in the hands of someone who’ll do all kinds of filthy, nasty things to you—and that pretty, slutty little body of yours. They’d bend you over, make you beg, use that tight hole and keep you dripping until you forget your own name.”

“Maybe I want someone who’ll do those filthy, nasty things to my… slutty little body,” Tyler breathed, letting the last words come out in a kitten-soft whisper, the kind that made him feel almost demure—ridiculous, given he’d had his hole spread for the whole internet barely an hour ago. His cock gave a needy twitch against the damp lace of his thong, a shiver running through him at his own boldness. Wilson exhaled hard, like the confession was punching straight through his self-control. “I’m driving, princess, so stop talking like that for a damn second, alright? Just until we’re off the road.”

Tyler gave a little nod, heat blooming from his cheeks down his throat to the spot right over his thudding heart. The car filled with that charged quiet where you can hear the soft purr of the engine and the faint creak of leather as he shifted, squirming in his seat like a bratty little slut trying—and failing—to hide the needy pulse in his lace-wrapped cock. Wilson’s gaze slid over, lingering on him a beat before that big, rough daddy hand slid right between his thighs, closing around his delicate package with a possessive squeeze that made him gasp out a soft, shocked moan, part pain, part filthy pleasure.

“Mmhmm, still all sensitive and sore down there, Daddy,” he whimpered in that breathy, spoiled tone, but made no move to push Wilson’s hand away.

“Are you now?” Wilson murmured, one brow lifting with that wicked smirk, “You poor little thing,” he teased, voice dripping mock-sympathy as his grip tightened possessively on Tyler’s delicate, lace-wrapped bulge over his jeans, making the sissy’s hips twitch in helpless protest.

Outside, the street blurred past in a kaleidoscope of neon and headlight glow, splashing color over Tyler’s flushed face. Every flash of light made him feel more like a dolled-up passenger princess in some filthy little fantasy, his brain swimming in the syrupy haze of post-fuck bliss. He was still all floaty from spending the afternoon getting his tight hole wrecked, and now Wilson’s hand on him again had any remaining focus dripping right out of his head. The snug lace over his cock made every slow squeeze sting and thrill at once, a delicious mix of ache and pleasure that had his toes curling and his breath going shallow, the overstimulation curling low in his belly like a bratty secret he couldn’t hide.

Wilson’s hand had barely been teasing him for a minute before Tyler lost all control over his own body, his thighs quivering and jerking up like a shy little virgin getting touched for the very first time. His cock was throbbing helplessly inside the damp lace of his thong, each stroke making the delicate fabric drag and tease the oversensitized head until his toes curled in his shoes. To be fair, that poor cock had already been put through hell earlier—stuffed, pounded, milked—and now it was twitching like it wanted to spill again - if anything was even left to spill. His lashes fluttered before his eyes squeezed shut on instinct, every muscle tight and trembling, his poor cock throbbing and leaking inside that damp lace, still aching for a release he hadn’t been given yet. He was so caught up in the filthy little haze, so needy and unsatisfied, that he didn’t even register they’d pulled up to the restaurant. It wasn’t until Wilson finally pulled that big, warm hand away from between his legs that Tyler blinked himself back to reality, dazed and panting, realizing the car was parked. The air outside looked darker than when he’d last dared to open his eyes, like he’d been lost in Daddy’s touch for hours instead of seconds.

Wilson caught the dazed, needy look in Tyler’s eyes and threaded his fingers slowly through the boy’s damp, mussed hair, voice low and teasing. “Breathe, princess. Settle that filthy little thing down before we walk in.” His gaze flicked blatantly to the lewd, throbbing bulge straining the front of Tyler’s pants—so obvious it was practically begging for attention. “I'm not jerking you off in a parking lot, so wrap that pretty head around something unsexy before you start leaking all over yourself.” Tyler’s mouth pulled into a bratty little pout, lashes fluttering with disbelief—who the hell did he think he was? Get him hard, aching, still not even allowed to cum yet… and then tell him to calm down?

Tyler honestly couldn’t tell if that was just plain rude or one of those deliciously infuriating dom-daddy mind games. Either way, the way his belly tightened at being ordered to calm down told him exactly which it probably was. He huffed and unbuckled his seatbelt, crossing his arms under his chest like the spoiled little brat princess he was, pout sharp enough to cut glass. In a desperate bid to cool off his throbbing, still-unsatisfied cock, he forced himself to think of every mood-killing image he could muster—the time he’d seen a drunk uncle’s red-faced grin after he finished downing a full bottle of whiskey, and the sour tang of milk gone bad. Somewhere between the time he’d stumbled across a crusty sock under the bed of an OnlyFans collab with a D-list porn daddy and the memory of some foul, half-solid milk at the back of the fridge, the lace-wrapped bulge straining his jeans finally stopped twitching, settling just enough for the obscene tent in his jeans to ease… though it didn’t change the fact he still hadn’t cum. “Are you good?” Wilson asked, tilting his head with that cocky, canine curiosity.

“Yeah, I think I’ve calmed down,” Tyler breathed out, rubbing his damp palms along his thighs like he could wipe away the needy little tremors still buzzing through him—every nerve remembering Wilson’s hand and the mean, aching throb of being left dripping with no release. “But I’m still pissed at you for leaving me like this. Who cares if we’re in a parking lot? It’s dark enough now that no one’s gonna see… and it’s kinda rich of you to act all prim and proper after you had me bent over and choking on your cock for the camera like an hour back.” His lower lip jutted out in a spoiled little pout, eyes cutting up at Wilson as the older man was halfway out of the car.

“Let me alone, princess. I’m an old man, which means I’ve earned the right to be prudish in a parking lot,” Wilson drawled, his voice thick with that teasing authority that always made Tyler’s stomach flip. “If you want to be bent over in the backseat like some horny little club bunny, go find yourself a twenty-something with more hormones than sense. Me? I’m here to feed your daddy-issue cravings, not indulge every exhibitionist fantasy rattling around in that slutty little head of yours.” His smirk deepened, eyes glinting as he added, “Now, out of the car, boy—before I make you buy your own damn Bourguignon.” He punctuated it with a sharp slam of the door, leaning just enough to smirk through the glass, rolling the French name off his tongue with a smug butchered "Bore-gin-yawn" that made Tyler’s lips twitch in barely-contained laughter, flashing those perfect white teeth like he knew exactly how badly Tyler still wanted him.

Tyler’s fingers twitched with the urge to give him a bratty little middle finger, but they weren’t quite at that stage yet—never mind the fact he had been buried deep in him not even a few hours ago. Instead, he stuck out his tongue in a teasing, femme-sweet pout, slipping out of the car in a quick, flirty little bounce and hurrying after the older man, lace still brushing between his cheeks behind as he caught up.

Walking next to him made him once again realize just how much taller Wilson was—tall enough to make Tyler feel like some delicate little thing beside him. The height difference had always been there, sure, but out here under the soft orange evening glow, it felt more obvious than ever. Tyler had to tilt his chin just to catch a proper glimpse of the older man’s face, his glossy lips parting slightly, a soft pout forming without him meaning to. The evening air kissed his skin, and the shadows stretching across the parking lot only added to the romantic haze—like they were stepping into some dreamy romcom shot instead of just heading into an Italian restaurant.

Tyler’s pale pink t-shirt clung gently to his lean frame, the soft cotton stretched ever-so-slightly across his chest, showing off just enough of the curves he worked so hard to keep femme and pretty. His dark skinny jeans hugged every inch of his slim hips and perky ass, the waistband dipping low enough that every time the breeze flirted with his hem, he swore someone might catch a peek of his lacy black thong peeking out underneath. His shoes were neon runners—totally practical for the outfit and the casual look he was going for after a hard day at work, but somehow it made it all cuter. A bratty, hot-mess look he was still perfecting. And he could feel the shimmer oil on his collarbones catching the dying light with every step, like he was meant to sparkle right beside his Daddy.

His lip gloss—strawberry-scented—was a little sticky from nervous lip-biting, and his freshly waxed arms shimmered faintly with a soft glimmer lotion. And even though no one had said anything yet, Tyler couldn’t help but wonder: were people watching them? Did they see him clinging close to this older, broader man, almost like a date? The thought made his cheeks warm and his thighs clench slightly, the thong between them already beginning to feel a bit too tight as it rubbed between his cheeks with every step.

In that parking lot, in that strange fading light, Wilson wasn’t just hot like a porn costar—he was hot in a real way. Not the kind of hot you saw in a browser tab, but the kind of hot you saw in a man walking hand-in-hand with someone he adored in those cheesy honeymoon photos Tyler always pretended not to scroll through.

Wait, what the fuck was he thinking?

And why was Daddy looking at him like that—like Tyler was supposed to have been paying attention when all he could think about was the fact that his cock was still demanding attention? "Hm?" Wilson rumbled, his voice all calm and smug, making Tyler's heart do a slutty little skip. "Huh?" Tyler blinked, face heating, lip gloss catching the light as he bit down on it instinctively.

Wilson just raised an eyebrow and mirrored him with a bratty little "Huh?" of his own, the mockery in his voice sending a ridiculous flutter straight down to Tyler’s lace-wrapped cock.

Then, like he owned him, Wilson reached over and cupped Tyler’s chin between two fingers, tilting his face up like he was admiring a toy he’d already broken in. "I asked if you’ve got any food allergies, princess."

"Oh! Um—nope, I can eat pretty much anything," Tyler babbled, instantly flustered. His fingers tugged at the hem of his shirt, like he could hide the blush that was spreading all the way to his collarbones. "So yeah… nothing to worry about."

Wilson’s grin turned filthy. “Yeah, figured as much. You’ve already proven how good you are at swallowing pretty much everything...”

Tyler’s mouth dropped open in mock scandal. “Excuse me? That includes you, babe—so technically you're the punchline here, not me.”

“Mm, fair,” Wilson murmured, leaning in close enough that Tyler’s knees actually gave a little wobble. “But I’ve seen the kind of cocks you’ve drooled over on camera, princess. That slutty little mouth of yours clearly doesn’t come with a vetting process.”

Tyler gasped, scandalized. “Rude!” he hissed, but before he could say more, Wilson leaned down and pressed his lips right by Tyler’s ear, his voice going velvety and slow. “Relax, sweetheart. Brats like you aren’t supposed to make those kinds of choices anyway. That’s what older, bigger men are for. Men who know exactly what that filthy little mouth of yours want.”

Tyler’s breath caught, eyes fluttering. “You mean… men like you?”

Wilson gave the smuggest damn smile Tyler had ever seen. “Exactly. Men like me.”

Tyler’s brain short-circuited. The words hit him deep—like they were etched between his thighs. His tummy flipped, and his cock twitched so hard inside his soaked little thong it almost hurt. He felt his knees go loose again, his lashes fluttering like he was two seconds from melting into a puddle of glossy-lipped need.

A flicker of heat burst in his belly, thighs clenching together as his cock twitched helplessly inside his still-sticky, damp thong. His knees felt suddenly weak—like if Wilson kept talking like that, he’d melt right onto the pavement. And somewhere between the sound of that filthy, composed voice and the way Wilson said it with such calm, possessive heat, Tyler’s mind flashed back to earlier that day.

To Wilson pinning him down on the studio couch. Holding his wrists firm. Telling him, "Good boy. Just like that. Let Daddy hear you."

Tyler swallowed hard, the memory crashing into the present like a drug rush. His cock was betraying him again, stiff and aching, the thong so wet now it clung to every curve and seam.

Wilson’s hand slid out from under his chin and slipped right into Tyler’s perfectly styled, glossed-up hair—his fingers combing through it like he was petting something fragile and pretty. Like he knew his little sissy had a soaked, sticky mess hiding under those jeans. Tyler’s tummy gave a girly flutter, his breath caught in his throat, and that telltale buzz lit up his whole body—somewhere between brat-queen sass and that raw, shaky sub-drop need that made his knees weak.

“I say this not just as a man who loves getting his dick wet,” Wilson murmured, voice like silk over gravel, “but as someone who’s been around long enough to know better. Maybe try aiming that slut radar of yours at men who actually deserve to touch you.”

Tyler rolled his eyes so hard he almost gave himself whiplash, though his chest was thudding like a caged thing. “Mm, pretty sure that setting broke the day Daddy dearest went on his milk run and ghosted my whole existence.”

Wilson’s laugh was low and a little pitying, though there was a strange fondness in it. Tyler chuckled along a second later, flashing his glossed teeth like it was no big deal, but deep down, he always used this story as a shield. The truth was far less cute—his dad hadn’t gone on any "milk run." He’d filed for divorce with a scathing note that said Tyler’s mom had raised a sissy instead of a son. That truth? Way too messy for polite conversation. So yeah, the milk run lie was easier. Softer on people’s ears. Safer than unpacking the festering daddy issues beneath the surface.

Wilson stepped back, gave a soft clear of his throat, and opened the door with that gentlemanly flair he always put on when he knew Tyler was watching. Tyler strutted in first, hips swaying with that practiced femme bounce, the lace of his soaked thong whispering between his cheeks like a naughty secret. He felt Wilson move in behind him, that tall, commanding presence ghosting just close enough to tease up his spine.

"Such a gentleman, Daddy," Tyler said in a low sing-song tease, eyes scanning the warm glow of the restaurant interior. Candlelight, soft shadows, romantic ambiance—it all felt like a place made for pretty boys to be shown off.

"Not everyone gets to be a spoiled brat forever," Wilson muttered low, just before a bubbly waitress popped into their path.

"Just the two of you tonight?" she asked, eyes darting between the towering, broad-shouldered older man and the glossy-lipped, flushed twink clinging close beside him.

"Just us," Wilson confirmed smoothly.

"Aww, date night?"

They both stiffened—Wilson’s jaw ticking, Tyler’s lashes fluttering.

"Does it matter?" Wilson asked, folding his arms with the kind of energy that made Tyler's thighs clench instinctively.

"Only because we’ve got a cute table in the center, or one by the window—flowers, candles, real couple vibes," she said, her grin cheeky.

"Window, please!" Tyler squeaked before his brain caught up to his mouth. Wilson turned to him with that molasses-slow side-eye that made Tyler’s insides twist up in bratty delight. "Not that we’re, like, on a date or anything—I just like flowers, okay? And ambiance. Soft lighting brings out my shimmer."

He fluttered his lashes dramatically, then added with a faux-innocent shrug, "But it’s Daddy’s choice, obviously."

Wilson muttered something about princesses and consequences, but the waitress just smiled and started leading them through. Tyler could practically feel the heat of Wilson’s smirk burning into his back as he strutted toward the table like the little show pony he was.

“Doooo we really come off as a couple?” Tyler whispered, voice sweet and sticky like his lip gloss as he leaned in across the candlelit table.

“I guess so,” Wilson murmured, flipping open the menu without even looking up. “You’re very pretty. And this place was made for men who like showing off their pretty little boys.”

Tyler’s eyes flicked around the candlelit room, and sure enough—this wasn’t some one-off fluke. This was the kind of spot men like Wilson brought their pretty boys to. They were in West Hollywood, after all—L.A.'s unapologetic playground for the rich, horny, and unashamed. Almost every table was some version of their dynamic. Older men, handsome and composed, lounging with younger, dolled-up twinks in crop tops, mesh, or tight jeans. One boy in kitten heels had his chin resting on the back of his hand, giggling behind a strawberry milkshake straw like he was starring in his own porno diner scene. Another twink in glittering lip gloss and a white tennis skirt kept brushing his thigh against his date’s leg under the table, biting his bottom lip every time the man leaned in to whisper something.

It was like stepping into a mirrored dream—an entire room full of sugar daddies and their delicate little femboy playthings. If anything, Tyler and Wilson weren’t standing out in here. They were blending in. Perfectly. Shamefully. Deliciously.

“But honestly?” Wilson added with a smirk. “I’m just glad she didn’t assume you were my son.”

Tyler gasped, mock-offended. “Excuse me! First of all, you’re not that old. And I’m not that young. Unless the Daddy thing’s fully rotted your brain.”

“That’s sweet of you—lying just to spare my feelings.” Wilson’s eyes flicked up lazily. “But remember, baby: good boys don’t lie.”

Tyler tilted his head, smiling wickedly. “Maybe I’m not a good boy then.”

“Mm. That’s not a ‘maybe,’ princess.” He chuckled. “You’ve been a brat since day one.”

Tyler batted his lashes. “I can be sweet.”

“Funny how you never try it around me.” Wilson paused, looked at him fully now, and let his voice drop lower. “Don’t, though. I like you this way. All lips and attitude. A hungry messy toy.”

That like you hit harder than it should’ve. Tyler’s breath caught, his thighs pressed together, and his cock gave a pathetic twitch in its soaking lace prison.

“I’m going to have the steak frites and the mixed greens on the side, a neat bourbon on the rocks for a drink please,” the older man quickly ordered, the waitress noting everything down, turning to Tyler when Wilson continued talking, “For him the croque monsieur, and for a drink he’ll take the pink lemonade.”

“Anything else?”

“That’ll be all.”

The waitress vanished with a polite nod, leaving just the two of them—and the thick, charged silence between Tyler’s thighs. He shifted, dainty in his seat, his smooth thighs brushing together as he tried to ignore the flirty little ache stirring in his belly. Wilson hadn’t even asked what he wanted. Just looked her in the eye and ordered for him like Tyler was some dumb pretty thing that couldn’t be trusted to speak. And fuck, that made his tucked little cock twitch.

It was pathetic how much that turned him on.

He liked pretending to be a grown-up, sure. But having a man like Wilson quietly take the reins? Choosing what he should eat, what he should sip, what version of himself got to be seen in public—it scratched that deep, messy itch his daddy issues left behind. And for the time being it made Tyler feel so owned. So babied. So perfectly kept.

He was so glad the tablecloth draped all the way down. No one could see the way his thighs kept clenching or how he kept subtly squirming in his seat. His cock was already straining uselessly, needy and twitching and pressed tight inside the lace of his panties.

Daddy really did ruin him.

“I hope you like croque monsieur. I once saw you drink pink lemonade on set, so I know that you like that,” Wilson said absentmindedly, placing his folded hands on top of the table.

“I mean, who doesn’t like a ham and cheese sandwich, right?” Tyler said with a bratty little smirk, “Was gonna go for the bourguignon, but I guess Daddy thinks I should stick to basics.”

“Steak frites isn’t very French either. But after all, this isn’t France. Maybe I should take you there one day. Show you Paris, maybe Provence. Maybe take you to the South and keep you in one of those charming old villas for the summer.”

The heat in Tyler’s face was starting to get unbearable. The imagination of Wilson taking him on vacation, making every decision for him along the way, made his heart speed up even more. Tyler’s mind started to wander into fantasies including Wilson taking his friends with him, dressing Tyler up every day and maybe even whoring him out to his group of friends.

Not asking, just commanding. He imagined himself getting dolled up in outrageously femme little outfits—scandalous satin babydoll slips that barely covered his cheeks, thigh-high ruffled socks hugging his smooth legs, and candy-pink lace bralettes with glittery heart charms dangling between his nipples. His cock, caged and twitching, would be stuffed into sheer lavender panties embroidered with the word "Princess" in silver thread across the back. Sometimes Wilson might zip him into a vinyl corset dress with matching lace gloves, or maybe a silk maid set so tiny it felt painted on. His makeup would be perfect—lashes curled, lips glossy, cheeks flushed with permanent blush. And the heels? Five inches, rhinestoned, with delicate ankle straps that jingled when he walked. Dainty. Humiliating. Utterly fuckable. In every fantasy, he was Wilson’s perfect little wife-toy—showering him with soft kisses, bringing him coffee in a lace-trimmed robe, sitting in his lap while Daddy read the paper and played with his plug under the table. He’d braid his hair while humming love songs, fold Daddy’s clothes with pink bows tucked into the drawers, and kiss his cheeks while they'd stroll through the vineyards. And at night, he’d kneel on marbled floors like a gift, ready to serve whoever Daddy brought home—giggling, moaning, begging.

And all of it unfolding in some sun-drenched French country villa straight out of a storybook. Every window wide open. Every wall echoing with his whimpers.

His mind didn’t stop there. Wilson’s stare faded into the background as Tyler melted deeper into the dream. He pictured waking in silk sheets with Daddy’s hands already between his thighs. Breakfast wouldn’t be toast or eggs—it’d be Tyler in a sheer apron and nothing else, heels clicking on tile, while cum from the night before still dripped out of him with every step. Daddy would dress him fresh every morning—maybe a bubble-hem slip with no panties, or a floral harness with lace thigh garters and pearls between his ass cheeks.

Daddy’s friends might spend the summer there too, lounging around like it was normal to use Tyler’s body between rounds of rosé. He’d be passed around during dinner, fucked over the table while still wearing his barely there dinner outfits. Between courses, his plug would be switched out for bigger ones like they were dessert utensils.

He wouldn’t just be a slut. He’d be the housewife. Daddy’s proudest little creation. Pretty, fucked, loved, and utterly owned.

And then—

“What are you thinking about? You’re blushing crazy,” Wilson murmured, his voice smooth as ever while he took a sip of his bourbon. Tyler blinked. He hadn’t even noticed the drinks arrive—he’d been so lost in his filthy daydreams, his thighs clenched and glossed lips parted. Fuck. “Just thinking about… going to France with you,” he offered, voice soft, trying to play it coy.

Wilson raised a brow. “That’s not the only thing on that little mind of yours. You know I know that. So tell me the rest.”

Tyler’s cheeks flushed hotter. “I’m thinking about you taking me to some gorgeous villa in France... and bringing your friends. Dressing me up like your perfect little sissy and whoring me out to them.”

Wilson hummed again, like he wasn’t even surprised. “I don’t have to fly you across the ocean for that. I could drag you into that bathroom right now and I bet you’d be choking on every cock in sight.”

Tyler’s cock twitched violently in its lace prison. “Yeah, but you can’t dress me up in lacy lingerie and heels in a restaurant bathroom,” he whispered, voice trembling. He was so fucking hard he could cry.

“Yeah, but we’d have to be quick and quiet in there,” Tyler murmured, his voice all breathy and needy. “If we had a private room, though, Daddy... I could scream and moan all I want and you and them could take ya'll sweet time with all my holes.”

Wilson didn’t even blink. “Gags exist for a reason. And lingerie can be worn under anything, sweetheart. I could’ve had you in frilly pink satin panties, matching push-up bra bursting with lace, and a jeweled butt plug tucked inside you—all hidden under that tight little outfit, and no one would even know.”

Tyler let out a dramatic sigh, bottom lip jutting out. “Is it so hard to imagine spoiling me just a little?”

Wilson scoffed, unbothered. “Princess, I’m literally buying you dinner. But if you want to be spoiled like a wife, you better start acting like one. Right now you’re just a bratty cock-hungry whore who doesn’t know how to behave.”

He leaned in slightly, voice dropping to a slow, dangerous purr. “Now, I don’t mind slutting you out. In fact, I love that you’re a filthy little thing who doesn’t care whose cock fills his cunt—as long as it’s thick enough to make you cry. And a hole like yours? No real man’s walking past that without taking a turn.”

He paused, shifting his legs under the table—and Tyler knew what was coming next.

Tyler whimpered—a soft, slutty sound—as he felt the tip of Wilson’s polished shoe grind right down onto his crotch. Thank God for long, concealing tablecloths. He rocked his hips forward with needy little thrusts, grinding helplessly against the sole like some desperate thing in heat. Wilson didn’t stop him. No, he pressed harder—subtle, firm—like he wanted Tyler to hump his shoe like a needy little pet.

“Of course,” Wilson said, voice flat and calm like nothing was happening, “you could always convince me otherwise.”

He sipped his drink as if Tyler wasn’t quietly humping his foot under the table. “So tell me, princess… how would you prove you're ready to be my spoiled little housewife?”

Tyler swallowed, breath hitching as he tried to keep it together. “For starters…” he moaned softly, “I could move into your place for a week and be your obedient little housewife. Do everything you want.”

Wilson didn’t miss a beat. “Please don’t cook for me. I've seen your Tiktoks. Those meals looked like biological warfare.”

Tyler snorted, biting back a laugh. “I wasn’t talking about cooking, Daddy. I meant cleaning... but like, in a slutty way.”

“Oh really?” Wilson drawled, arching a brow. “Tell me, baby—how exactly do you plan on dusting my shelves in a way that gets my cock hard? Gonna bend over in a maid outfit and flash your plug while you wipe the counters?”

Tyler rolled his eyes and flipped him off under the table—but the way his cock throbbed from the shoe pressing against it made it hard to keep the brat act up.

Wilson just smirked, pressing harder with his sole until Tyler squirmed again. The air between them shifted—hotter, filthier.

“Okay, maybe not cleaning,” Tyler murmured, voice breathy. “But there are other things I can do while I stay with you. You know by now how useful this body can be.”

Wilson didn’t say a word—just let Tyler spiral deeper into his own filth. “I’d be your fucktoy, Daddy. No whining, no limits. Just short little sissy dresses and nothing underneath, pussy always ready for you to slide in whenever you feel like using me. Dripping. Ready. Needy.”

He moaned under his breath, cheeks flushed, grinding subtly against the pressure on his crotch. “If you wanted… I’d spend the whole week crawling around your place on my hands and knees, just waiting for cock. Yours, your friends’, some thick stranger you met at a bar—I’d open my mouth and spread my ass like a good little whore. I’d be yours to use. Yours to share.”

By then, Tyler was full-on grinding Wilson’s shoe like a desperate little cockslut, so thankful the surrounding tables were empty he could’ve moaned in prayer. His lip was trembling, breath coming in shallow pants, his whole body tuned to the pressure under his aching crotch.

“Hmmmm, Sounds good,” Wilson said coolly, “Especially the short dress part. Maybe I’ll make you wear one when I make you my proper little wife on an alter. Tight white satin, no panties, plug snug inside you—and after I say my vows, I’ll maybe let every guest at the reception have a taste. Heck, even the priest, if he wants. I want the whole room to see what kind of cock-drunk cumdump I’ve turned you into. I’ll show them all how I tamed the bratty princess you used to be and turned you into the prettiest, neediest wife a man could dream of.”

He said it like he was talking about weekend errands, not threatening to turn Tyler into the cum-drunk bride of everyone’s darkest fantasies. And it was exactly that calm, casual filth that broke Tyler.

His hips gave one last desperate grind against Wilson’s shoe—and then it hit him. A quiet, satisfying orgasm. His cock twitched helplessly in its lace prison as he came hard in his panties, face scrunching up while he tried to stay silent. No moans. No gasps. Just a sharp breath through glossed lips and the ache of pure release.

Thank fuck he’d trained himself to stay quiet. Because the way that orgasm hit—it should’ve come with a scream. But all those years of being used on camera taught him how to take cock, cum his brains out, and still moan sweet and silent like a good little whore. Loud used to be his brand, all messy sobs and shaking legs in front of the lens—but tonight? He was grateful. Grateful that he could just melt into the lace and let his cock twitch in ruined silence. Getting kicked out for gushing like a sissy cumslut under the table? Yeah… even he had limits.

Wilson raised a brow, cool as ever. “You finished?”

Tyler nodded, still panting. “Yeah… I’m done.”

“Good. Our food’s here.” Tyler blinked and sat up fast, spotting the waitress heading toward them with their plates. He quickly fixed his hair, straightened his posture, and silently prayed the blush on his cheeks had faded.

“You’re wearing dark pants today, right?” Wilson asked casually—like it was a normal question between two men who definitely hadn’t just made a mess under the table.

“I am. And this shirt’s long enough to cover my, y’know…” Tyler flicked his eyes downward with a guilty little smirk.

“Alright,” Wilson said with a nod, clearly relieved they’d avoided any obvious stains. “Now calm that brat brain down and eat.”

Tyler obeyed instantly, lowering his gaze and sinking into his food. He hadn’t eaten in over a day, and his tummy was practically crying with emptiness. He devoured his croque monsieur with a hunger that had nothing to do with cock for once. “Are you… satisfied?” he mumbled after a few bites, voice soft, shy in the glow of post-nut clarity.

Wilson didn’t even look up. “It wasn’t a challenge, princess. I’m an old man. Now shut up and eat.”

Tyler just giggled, shoulders rising in a bratty shrug. They ate in silence after that—comfortable, warm, intimate. And once they were finished, Wilson—without asking—ordered him a scoop of vanilla and strawberry ice cream.

Because of course he did. Tyler was his spoiled little thing. And spoiled little things always got dessert.

With his tummy full and his hunger finally soothed—for food, at least—Tyler melted into a soft, dreamy haze. His lashes fluttered. He felt warm, pampered, and just the tiniest bit whorish all over again. That blissed-out post-dinner glow turned into something filthier fast: he swore he could feel his cock twitching once again, his body practically aching to be bred.

It was stupid. Impossible. But sitting there in this cute little restaurant, dessert in front of him, Wilson across the table like some silver-fox fantasy? Tyler felt fertile. Like, ovulating. Like his hole had gone into full sissy heat. Maybe it was the hormones. Maybe it was just him being a dumb cum-hungry slut—but God, he wanted Wilson to knock him up.

He gave Daddy a dreamy smile and sucked the spoon into his mouth just a little too slow, letting his tongue swirl over the vanilla like he was practicing.

“What’s with that look now?” Wilson asked, glancing up while pulling out his wallet.

Tyler didn’t say it yet—but he was definitely planning on putting the idea of a sissy pregnancy in Daddy’s head by the time dessert was done.

“Thank you for dinner, Daddy,” Tyler purred, his voice all soft and syrupy. Wilson just waved it off, not even flinching at the word anymore.

“You know,” Tyler continued, fluttering his lashes, “I call you Daddy so much these days, I think it’s starting to sink in. Maybe next time you fuck me, you should just breed me properly. Fill my pussy up until you actually become a daddy.”

Wilson didn’t reply. Just placed his wallet on the table like Tyler hadn’t just whispered the filthiest wish across his dessert.

“But hey,” Tyler added, twirling his spoon and letting the whipped cream melt over his tongue, “people always say it’s impossible to knock up a sissy like me—but maybe they just haven’t tried hard enough. Maybe no one’s pumped a cum-hungry twink full enough times.”

He dragged the tip of the spoon slowly across his bottom lip, letting the cream drip down like a messy preview, then looked up with those big, helpless doe eyes—sweet, slutty, and soaking in heat.

“Shut up and eat your damn ice cream properly,” Wilson muttered, barely containing a smirk. “You can whimper and pout all you want, princess—but I’m not making you cum again in this restaurant.”

Tyler giggled, shoulders wiggling as he swirled his spoon in the melting pink mess. Being a brat was delicious. Being a brat for Wilson? Even better. He couldn’t stop grinning while licking the last of the cream from his lips. Couldn’t stop beaming as Wilson paid the bill like a proper Daddy. And by the time they were cruising through LA night traffic in his car, that smile was still plastered all over Tyler’s flushed little face.

“You’re still smiling,” Wilson said without looking.

“How do you even know that?” Tyler teased. “You’re watching the road. Maybe I’m frowning. Maybe I’m about to cry. Anyway, do you have a spare toothbrush at your place?”

Wilson raised a brow. “And why would you need a toothbrush at my place? I’m pretty sure you’re going to sleep in your own bed tonight.”

The tone in his voice said otherwise. Daddy wasn’t dropping him off anywhere except his own sheets—and Tyler knew it.

“I mean, usually when a man buys me dinner, the night ends with me brushing my teeth in his bathroom a few hours later—with his cum still dripping down my thighs,” Tyler purred, batting his lashes as he leaned back in the seat. “And I’m pretty. Like, really pretty. Wouldn’t it be tragic to go home without a sweet little thing like me warming your bed?”

He twirled a lock of his hair and added with a teasing pout, “You didn’t even have dessert tonight, Daddy. So I guess that means I’m your dessert.”

Wilson chuckled low, steering with one hand while the other slid over to squeeze Tyler’s thigh. “You really are insufferable,” he muttered—but there was warmth behind it. Pride. Possession.

“And, enough of the metaphors, princess,” he added with a smirk. “You can come home with me. I’ll fuck you nice and slow, let you sleep in my bed with cum still leaking down your thighs. Maybe even spoon you if you’re cute." he took a large manly hand of his from the wheel and gave Tyler's thigh a nice hard squeeze as he continued, "And an Uber this late? Not worth it. Daddy’s cock’s cheaper—and way more satisfying.”

Tyler let out a happy little hum and sank deeper into the seat, cheek pressed into the leather headrest. The warmth spreading through him wasn’t just the afterglow. It was comfort. Safety. Wilson's hand remained on his thigh as he glanced at the rearview mirror and caught his own reflection—flushed cheeks, glossed lips, eyes soft with submission. Still smiling. Still glowing.

“Can you grab me a cigarette?” Wilson asked, pointing lazily toward the glove box. “A pack should be in there.”

Tyler opened it and reached in, sifting through loose mints and a crumpled receipt before pulling out the pack. Suspiciously light. He popped it open—empty.

“Daddy… you’re out.” He gave him a bratty little pout as he tossed it back in.

“Fuck,” Wilson muttered, sighing as he kept his eyes on the road. “Meant to stop earlier before the shoot, but traffic was hell. Could really use one right now.”\

“Ugh, such a shame,” Tyler pouted dramatically. “Because now I’m all worked up for a cigarette too. I was literally ready to straddle your lap for it.”

“Don’t get greedy,” Wilson chuckled. “I never said I’d share mine with you.”

Tyler giggled. “Mmhmm. You’ve been doing this all night, you know?”

“Doing what?”

“Acting like you’re not gonna give me things, then doing it anyway,” Tyler said with a bratty little tilt of his head. “You say you’re not spoiling me, but here we are—after dinner, on the way to your place, full of cum and croque monsieur. You pretend I’m not staying over, pretend you won’t make me cum again, and yet... you always do.”

The car got quiet for a moment—just the hum of the tires and the sound of Tyler’s lashes blinking slowly as he stared at Wilson’s profile, smiling.

“You act like you don’t like me,” Tyler said softly, voice teasing but laced with something raw, “but we both know you do. Like, a lot.”

The moment the words left his glossy lips, the energy inside the car thickened—quiet, weighty. Tyler bit down on his lower lip, instantly second-guessing himself. He hadn’t said anything wrong. If anything, it was too right. And somehow, that made it worse.

For a second, as Wilson turned the car around the next corner, Tyler half expected him to pull a U-turn and dump him back at his apartment like this was all some flirty fever dream.

But Wilson just let out a soft sigh, voice calm and smooth as ever. “Don’t get so nervous, Ty. There’s a supermarket nearby—I’ll grab us some cigarettes.”

Then, quieter. “And yeah. You’re right. I do like you. A lot. I know I’m bad at saying it straight, but I like that you... hear the part I don’t say. Even when I try to bury it under sarcasm or some awful joke. You still get me. That’s why I like you.”

His hand slipped over and rested on Tyler’s thigh—firm, warm, lingering just a little too long to be casual.

Wilson pulled into a parking spot and turned to glance at Tyler, voice low and casual, “You wanna come in with me, or…?”

Tyler blinked slowly, imagining those awful fluorescent lights and that dreadful supermarket radio station buzzing in the background. Yeah, no thanks. Not in this state-half dazed in his twinky head space.  “Mmm, I’m tired,” he murmured sweetly, adding a soft yawn and an exaggerated stretch—his wrists raised above his head like a sleepy little showgirl.

Wilson smirked and nodded, stepping out of the car and locking it with a beep before disappearing into the dark like it was the most normal thing in the world to go buy cigarettes for his bratty little femboy in the middle of the night.

Tyler yawned once again, this time honestly. For some reason, the sight of Wilson running into a supermarket to get cigarettes for him activated some ancient part in his brain that thrived on being taken care of. He snuggled deeper into the car seat, his eyelashes fluttering sleepily.

“Maybe my last remaining brain cells just curled up in lace panties and gave up,” Tyler thought dreamily, eyes fluttering shut. “Because watching the big strong Daddy go into a store to buy me something… makes me feel like the most spoiled little princess alive.”

He dozed off not long after, head tilted against the window, lips parted slightly, lashes fluttering as the glow of the parking lot lights shimmered on his cheek.

Ten minutes later, the car door popped open with a cheerful, “I’m baaack.” Tyler stirred, blinking awake just in time to feel two packs of cigarettes land in his lap. He was too sleepy to sass him about it, just cracked a lazy smile and began peeling the wrapper off one of the boxes—until something caught his eye.

“Wait… you bought flowers and chocolate?” he mumbled, eyes landing on a delicate bouquet of baby pink roses, wrapped in soft pink craft paper with a heart-shaped box of chocolates nestled next to it.

His breath hitched.

“Shut up… you didn’t,” I gasped, breathy and bratty, as my eyes locked on the pink bouquet and chocolates.

“Uh, yeah,” Wilson mumbled, sliding back into the driver’s seat, suddenly all awkward and shy. “Why?”

“For me?” My jaw dropped like I’d just been handed a diamond collar, he wasn’t the type of guy that you normally got flowers and chocolates for. He was the kind of femboy you bought cocktails and designer heels for—maybe slid a sleek little Gucci across the table and hoped he'd reward you by crawling into your lap later, moaning like a slut. But flowers and chocolates? That was wife treatment. That was romantic. That was not how you spoiled a cum-hungry brat like him. It wasn’t about lust—it was tender, sweet, and so shockingly pure, it made his throat tighten.

“Thank you,” he whispered, wrapping his dainty arms around the bouquet like it was a teddy bear made of lace and daydreams. The satin-soft petals glowed under the moonlight pouring through the window, and for a second, he felt like a princess in a sissy fairytale. His heart flitted to his throat, trembling and fluttery. There were so many little pink, glitter-coated feelings bouncing around in his chest that he couldn’t even pick which one to say first. So, he just sat there, beaming quietly, his lip gloss catching the light as Wilson shifted beside him.

“Wait—did I mess up? I didn’t mean to cross a line or anything. You said you liked flowers at the restaurant, so I thought…” Wilson said, his voice laced with that rare nervous tone Tyler didn’t hear often.

“No one’s ever bought me flowers before,” Tyler murmured, stroking the crinkly pink paper with his plain polished nails like it was the softest lace. The car went quiet—just that gentle plastic rustling and the pounding little heartbeat in his ears.

Wilson inhaled, clearly about to say more, but Tyler leaned in fast, pressing the bouquet against his glittered chest like a satin clutch. “Don’t,” he whispered, lips plush and wobbly. “Don’t ruin it by overthinking. Just… thank you. Seriously, Daddy. Thank you so fucking much.”

Then he leaned over the console, melting into Wilson’s space, that body glitter catching the console light as he nuzzled close like the spoiled, pampered little thing he was born to be.

The older man looked almost surprised, the slight worry that he had just shown slowly disappearing from his eyes. “It’s no problem,” Wilson whispered, Tyler’s eyes glued to the movement of his lips. Tyler let another few seconds pass, teasing the man sitting in the driver’s seat with their mere closeness, before finally pressing their lips together. They had kissed during shoots before, but never when the cameras were off. They had never kissed like this before, lips moving against each other hungrily with no care how they looked during it, the only thing mattering to them being their lust, their pleasure, simply the two of them making each other feel good. Tyler wasn’t a virgin by any means, so he quickly introduced tongue into the kiss, licking over Wilson’s lower lip just to be met by the other man’s tongue slipping into his own mouth, claiming dominance over the wet pink space.

The older man looked almost caught off guard, that flicker of worry in his eyes melting away as he whispered, “It’s no problem.” Tyler’s gaze locked on those lips—full, firm, and oh-so-kissable—and he let the tension linger just long enough to make Wilson ache. Then, with a flutter of his lashes and a knowing pout, he leaned in and kissed him.

Not for the camera. Not for an audience. Just for them.

And it was filthy.

Their mouths met in a desperate tangle—wet, hot, needy. No choreographed angles or sexy moans meant for playback. This kiss was raw. Messy. Honest. Tyler moaned softly, pushing into it, letting his tongue slip past Wilson’s lips in an open invitation to ravage. Wilson met it greedily, tongue plunging into his mouth like he owned the space—claiming the soft, pink, spit-slicked cave like it was his personal toy.

Tyler’s pulse fluttered in his throat. His cock twitched. And somewhere in the back of his mind, he realized: this wasn’t pretending anymore.

This was Daddy claiming his mouth.

Wilson kissed like he owned Tyler’s mouth—deep, rough, and hungry enough to make the little femboy whimper. It felt like Daddy was fucking his throat with his tongue, stretching him open in ways that should’ve been impossible given how many cocks had already used his throat over the years. And yet somehow, it still felt like he was being deflowered all over again.

The crinkle of the craft paper wrapped bouquet mashed between them broke the silence, but Tyler only giggled against Wilson’s lips, that bratty sparkle dancing in his eyes. Wilson pulled back, brows arching, but before he could ask, Tyler batted his lashes and purred, “It’s nothing, Daddy. I was just thinking how your tongue’s now tasting a place where so many other men have blown their loads. Isn’t that romantic?”

Wilson said nothing, just gave him that dark, amused smirk as he gripped Tyler by the cheeks, tilting his head back slightly until their eyes locked. Tyler shivered, lips parting without even thinking—just aching to be used. And Daddy didn’t disappoint. With a soft growl, Wilson leaned in and spit directly into Tyler’s open 'O' mouth, hot and slow. Tyler swallowed it like it was champagne, cock twitching in his jeans.

“Say thank you.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” Tyler whispered, voice wrecked and adoring, lashes fluttering like the needy slut he was.

“Good boy. Now hand me a cigarette,” Wilson growled, voice thick with promise, “so I can drive us home and fuck you so deep your pretty little head won’t remember how to sass me.”

Tyler’s whole body trembled. His lips were kiss-swollen, his thighs clenched tight, and his eyes sparkled with that glossy, needy devotion only a well-used femboy could pull off. “Yes, Daddy,” he whispered. “Can’t wait to be your dumb little cum-doll.”

He leaned back, pulling out two super slim, menthols—because of course a sissy like him smoked the daintiest things—and slipped one between his own lips. The other, he teased between Wilson’s, grinning when the older man huffed and let him. Tyler lit both like a good wife should and handed one to him, his fingers shaking just a little from the heat still pulsing in his core.

Wilson put on some music—something smooth and clearly from the “Retro Era.” Tyler immediately wrinkled his nose and teased, “Wow. Peak divorced dad vibes. You gonna play Bon Jovi next?”

“Shut up and enjoy it,” Wilson muttered with a smirk, pulling into his garage.

The teasing didn’t stop until the car did. Then the air shifted—thicker, warmer.

“Don’t move,” Wilson ordered, stepping out like it was muscle memory. He strolled around and opened Tyler’s door for him, one brow raised.

Tyler opened his mouth, about to sass him for being such a gentleman, but Daddy didn’t give him the chance. One click—his seatbelt was off. And then—lifted. Bridal style.

“D-Daddy!” Tyler gasped, clinging to him with a bratty whine. “Is this a princess fantasy or a caveman kidnapping?”

Wilson grunted, slinging both their bags from the backseat over his shoulder like it was nothing. “This is me taking my needy little wife to bed. And if you keep yapping, I’ll gag you with your own thong.”

Tyler giggled, nuzzling into Wilson’s shoulder like the spoiled little housepet he was. “Mmm, Daddy’s so strong. What are you going to do to your little wife in the bed Daddy?” he nibbled on Wilson’s ear.

“You are currently being carried like the spoiled little housewife you are,” Wilson murmured, voice all warmth and teasing bite. “And we’re en route to the bedroom where I plan to ruin you.”

Tyler’s eyes darted around as he bounced in Wilson’s arms, lips curling into a lazy grin. Okay, fine—he had to admit, the house was stunning. Sleek lines, warm lighting, plush textures. Not what he expected from a gruff Daddy like Wilson, but clearly someone had taste. He made a mental note to demand a full tour later—preferably in panties and nothing else.

Before he could admire much more, Wilson nudged open the bedroom door with his foot.

Tyler landed in a heap of silk and sighs—half-tossed, half-laid onto the massive bed that smelled like cedar, sex, and aftershave. The bedside lamps clicked on with a warm glow, making the details of the bedding shimmer. He wiggled into the center, sighing as his head sank into the pillow like it was made to cradle messy-haired femboys in heat.

Wilson was already climbing on top of him, looming like a hungry wolf. Tyler bit his lip, ready to start shamelessly begging for cock—but then paused, the rush of the night catching up to him all at once when he suddenly realized how they had spent the day.

“I am sorry, but there is no way that you can fuck me all the way tonight.”, Tyler whispered, his voice raspy, “I just had a huge portion of ham and cheese less than an hour ago, there is nothing going up my ass tonight and you are not an exception for that, daddy.” Wilson stared at him for a few seconds, the words visibly taken a bit to register properly inside his mind, then he laughed, pushing his hair back. “Yes, and you had ice cream too! But I don’t mind. There are so many more things that I can do to you without putting my dick inside of you.” “Is that a threat?” “No, a promise.” with these words Wilson moved downwards on Tyler’s body, undressing him quickly and throwing his clothes to the side of the bed. “Wait” said Tyler, “I’ve still got an outfit that I brought as an option for the shoot… I wanna wear it for you daddy’ he said quickly getting up, “Gimme 10mins, get comfortable, I’ll be back” he said blowing a kiss and picking up his bag.

Tyler looked up at Wilson, his voice raspy and bratty as he muttered, “Daddy, there’s no way you’re fucking me all the way tonight. I just had that greasy fancy ham and cheese mess, and I’m bloated. This pussy’s closed for maintenance, even for you.”

Wilson blinked at him, like the sass needed a moment to register, then laughed low and slow, brushing his hair back like a cocky bastard. “Right. And you had ice cream too. But you really think I need to fuck you to make you sob for me?”

Tyler narrowed his eyes and pouted. “That a threat?”

“No,” Wilson said, his voice like gravel and heat. “That’s a promise.”

Before Tyler could get another word in, Wilson was already moving down his body like a man starving for dessert. His tight pink tee and skinny jeans were stripped off without a second thought, tossed somewhere he didn’t even see.

“Wait—hold up,” Tyler giggled, catching his breath and planting a palm on Wilson’s chest. “I’ve got a spare outfit I packed for the shoot. It’s slutty. Like, bend-me-over-the-vanity kind of slutty. You’re gonna lose it, Daddy.”

He got down from the bed with a bounce, ass jiggling beneath his thong, shimmer oil catching the light like highlighter for sluts. “Ten minutes. Don’t you dare touch your cock till I’m back,” he teased, blowing a kiss before grabbing his bag and strutting off like a proper little cocktease.

In the bathroom, Tyler flicked on the warm yellow lights and set his bag down on the counter, heart racing like he was about to walk a runway instead of back into the bedroom. He peeled off his thong slowly, dragging it down his thighs and stepping out of it like a dancer, then pulled open the zipper on the side pocket where his emergency outfit lay nestled between his backup lashes and perfume.

Black satin shimmered under his fingers as he lifted it out—tiny panties with strappy sides, and a matching bra set built like it belonged in a gift box, complete with a massive satin bow covering the chest. He held it up, grin forming. It was more than lingerie. It was a statement: unwrappable, ownable, breedable.

He slipped into the crotchless strappy panties first—thin, black, and high-cut, the kind that barely counted as fabric and clung to the hips like temptation. The elastic hugged the soft hollows beside his hip bones, framing his waist like lingerie made for a showroom floor. The open center left his smooth cock hanging free, soft and twitching, nestled perfectly between the straps. The rest of the fabric cupped his hips and framed his cock like it was something to be displayed, not hidden. The twin straps behind curved low around his cheeks, lifting his ass into that perfect, plump little heart shape that begged to be slapped. He twisted in the mirror and admired the way it made him look like a present waiting already unwrapped—vulnerable, edible, and whorishly perfect. Then came the bra—he tightened the bands over his shoulders and gave the satin bow a quick fluff, letting it fall right over his chest like a pretty little tease. His nipples peeked out beneath the edges, already stiff.

Black garter straps slid around his thighs like silk cuffs, hugging tight, and he added the black lace gloves for good measure. Then, with a little gasp of delight, he slipped on a pair of black silk-top nude thigh highs, smoothing them up his legs slowly, sensually. The sheer fabric clung to his skin like air, hugging his calves and thighs before snapping softly into place beneath the garters. The silk band shimmered just under the hem of the panties and the garters, making his legs look even longer, even sluttier—like he was born to be bent over in them. One glance in the mirror, and his breath caught. He looked like the sluttiest little gift Daddy could unwrap.

With a final touch of gloss and a spritz of perfume between his thighs, he gave his ass a playful smack and turned toward the door. Time to show Wilson what a properly wrapped present looked like.

He stepped out of the bathroom slowly, hips swaying with purpose, the soft light from the bedroom caught the satin bow across his chest, and he felt a warm shiver of pride and filth ripple through him. He didn’t just look like a gift—he was one.

The moment Wilson caught sight of him, Tyler could see the older man’s pupils dilate. That was all he needed. He walked toward the bed like a runway model in heat, every step meant to tease.

Tyler was impressed at how swiftly Wilson was able to rid him of his clothes, but that was probably another porn star skill. He wasn’t able to think about this for too long however, because Wilson reached up and gently tugged at the massive satin bow stretched across Tyler’s chest, slowly untying it like he was opening the most delicate gift. The silky knot slipped apart with a whisper, the bow loosening to expose both of Tyler’s sensitive nipples, already stiff and begging for attention. Then Wilson leaned in and wrapped his lips around one, sucking on it with purpose, switching back and forth between the two as if trying to memorize the way Tyler gasped every time his tongue flicked over the peaks. The young twink let out a loud whimper when Wilson combined biting and kissing them with his tongue, swirling the strong muscle around the hardening nubs as if Tyler was a piece of candy. The younger man’s hands flew to the other’s head, clutching onto the short strands of hair as if they were a lifeline and he would drown as soon as he let go. “You have nice tits, just like a girl,” Wilson mumbled, his lips moving against Tyler’s sensitive skin.

“Shut up,” Tyler moaned, his voice thick and syrupy with need, too soaked in pleasure to sound convincing. Wilson just chuckled darkly, giving his soft, bouncy pecs a squeeze before sliding lower, dragging his mouth down Tyler’s body like he was following a treasure trail.

“Maybe you don’t have real tits, princess,” Wilson murmured, “but your pussy? That’s the real star. Smart little thing too—knows how to cum without needing your needless clit touched at all.”

Tyler opened his mouth to protest, to sass back, but Wilson had already shoved his legs up and dove between them like a man starved. His face was buried in Tyler’s ass, tongue dragging deep, wet stripes over his hole with no shame at all.

Tyler’s stockinged thighs quivered. Most guys didn’t even bother. They just wanted to fuck him and be done—but not Wilson. He was feasting on him, like he had all night and nowhere else to be. Licking him with wide, slow strokes like he was savoring every inch, every twitch.

Tyler clutched the sheets, toes curling in those silk stockings, whimpering as his pussy got devoured like it was dessert. His hole clenched greedily around nothing, leaking his own slick all over Wilson’s chin. And still, Daddy didn’t stop.

“Still puffy from the shoot,” Wilson murmured against Tyler’s hole, voice low and hungry. “Looks like real pussy lips now—all swollen, needy, just begging to be kissed again.”

He pressed his mouth to the slick, used rim, sucking on it like it was his favorite part of Tyler’s body, his tongue teasing just inside with wicked little flicks. The sensation sent Tyler spiraling, thighs clamping around Wilson’s face and laced gloves weaving through his hair as if his body couldn’t bear the pleasure without anchoring itself somewhere.

“You meant it earlier, didn’t you?” Wilson rasped, his lips slick and glistening from Tyler’s pussy. “When you said you wanted to be mine—my wife, my spoiled little housewhore.” He gave Tyler’s trembling hole a kiss so soft it almost felt romantic. “If you were really mine, baby, I’d tongue this pretty pussy every single day. Keep it puffy, gaping, dripping for me. Heck, You might even not need lube. I’d keep you so stretched, your hole would just open for me.”

He sucked the rim again with a hungry groan. “Fuck, I bet if I worked you hard enough, It’d start leaking like a real pussy. No toys, no fingers, just your slutty little hole drooling for Daddy’s cock like the perfect little cumdump you were born to be.”

“With how much cock you’re taking these days, I suppose that should have already happened. You really are one sneaky little hustler, huh?” Wilson murmured with a chuckle, making Tyler giggle breathlessly between moans. Then, without warning, he dove back in—tongue plunging deep inside Tyler’s cunt like he owned it. The sudden stretch made Tyler squeal, lace-gloved hands flying up to his own chest, fingers immediately tweaking his aching nipples like they needed to be milked. His thighs twitched around Wilson’s head, body writhing as the moans poured from his mouth in a filthy whine—“Nnngh, Daddy…!”

The room was soaked in wet, obscene noises—Wilson’s mouth sloppily worshipping Tyler’s hole like it was holy. His lips moved with messy devotion, his tongue gliding and swirling like every lick was a love letter. It felt nasty. It felt endless. It felt like heaven with a dirty mouth.

Tyler moaned louder, back arching, thighs trembling around Wilson’s head. Every time that tongue circled deeper, it felt like something was being stolen from him—his dignity, maybe… or something sweeter. It was like being kissed for the first time, except the kiss was happening between his legs and it made his cock drool.

He felt undone. Legs wide, hole stretched from just a tongue, dripping and twitching—and yet he felt adored. Like he mattered. Like he was his. His cheeks burned hot, but something soft bloomed in his chest, coiling tight and secret: he felt like he was someone's husband.

No.

Wife.

Desperate for more, Tyler started grinding his hips, full-on twerking against Wilson’s face like a slut in heat—his slick, twitchy hole bouncing over Daddy’s tongue with every motion. He was riding that tongue like it was cock, chasing friction, chasing something. Wilson curled his tongue just enough to brush against his g-spot, and that tiny flick made Tyler scream like a whore, his voice cracking as he wailed, “F-fuck, Daddy! My pussy—ahh—you’re gonna make me lose it!” A fat splash of pre-cum shot up onto his stomach as his body shuddered from the inside out.

He looked down, breath hitching. His cock lay there limp and leaking, twitching without hope. It had given up a long time ago. It knew it wasn’t for fucking. Tyler wasn’t that kind of man. He didn’t use his cock. Even off camera, he was always the bottom—that’s what he craved. He always used his pussy.

Sometimes he didn’t even feel like he should be called a man at all. Not when all he had to offer was a stretched, needy hole and a brain that went blank every time it got filled. Maybe he wasn’t a man. Maybe he really was just a pussyboy—nothing more, nothing less.

Wilson pushed two fingers inside him without warning, jamming them right into that aching spot and rubbing hard. Tyler cried out, back arching as his muscles started to lock up, thighs clenching tight. His belly fluttered, the pressure between his legs building fast. He wasn’t sure if he was about to cum or piss—or both—and he didn’t care. All he knew was he needed to be ruined.

“Daddy, I—I think I’m gonna pee,” Tyler whimpered, voice trembling as he tugged at Wilson’s hair with his lace-gloved fingers.

“No you’re not,” Wilson growled against his hole, then shoved his tongue even deeper, flicking faster like he was trying to break him open from the inside out.

Tyler sobbed, writhing, but he didn’t stop grinding—his hips bucking harder, needier, his whole body screaming for more. He wasn’t trying to run; he was chasing it. Chasing the ruin.

Wilson let out a deep, satisfied hum, the vibration sending shockwaves through Tyler’s soaked cock. Tyler’s legs jolted, the stimulation too much, too perfect—until sharp smacks suddenly landed across his inner thighs and ass, making him yelp and seize.

“Ah—fuck! Daddy!” he cried, body jolting from the impact, eyes rolling as the burn bloomed across his skin and the heat in his belly spiked even higher.

“D-Daddy, why are you spanking me?” Tyler sniffled, eyes glossy and lips trembling, the sting still blooming across his ass.

“Because you’ve been a naughty little brat all evening,” Wilson growled, before pulling back and slapping Tyler’s swollen, throbbing cock now—soft, fast, back to back. The mildly sharp smacks made Tyler jolt and scream, his legs kicking off the bed as his body twitched from the sting.

“You like getting your pussy spanked, don’t you, slut?”

Tyler nodded, moaning through his tears.

“Say it. I want to hear that pretty little mouth admit it.”

“Yes—yes, Daddy! I love having my pussy spanked!” he cried. “I’m a bratty little whore and I need you to punish my slutty cunt like that. I deserve it, Daddy, I love it when you do that to me there.”

Wilson gave a smug nod, clearly pleased with how easily Tyler debased himself like the obedient little slut he was. Then he dipped back down without a word, kissing and tonguing Tyler’s sore, twitching hole like it was his favorite meal—his tongue now soft, almost tender, a filthy little apology for the spanking.

Tyler collapsed into the pillows, chest heaving, trying to catch his breath, but it was no use. The orgasm slammed into him like a train—sudden, hard, unstoppable. His hips jerked forward, thighs trembling as he clawed at Wilson’s head once again with this lace gloved hands, holding him right there against his hole, grinding desperately against that wicked mouth.

He didn’t even get a word out. His back arched off the bed, legs trembling as the climax slammed through him without mercy. His cock twitched, fluttered, and then gushed—a hot, slick spill of something that wasn’t quite cum and wasn’t quite piss, just a messy, helpless release that poured out of him like his body had no control left to give. For a moment, the world spun.

It just kept going. Longer, wetter, filthier than anything he’d felt before. His thighs were soaked. The sheets were soaked. He could feel it leaking from him like a faucet left on.

Tyler blinked, eyes glassy. “What the actual fuck… was that?”

“Look at you,” Wilson murmured with a smirk, watching the mess between Tyler’s stockinged thighs. “Squirting like a good little whore—just from having your cunt eaten. That’s my girl.”

“Did I really…?” Tyler asked, dazed, trailing his lace fingers through the glistening mess coating his stomach.

“You did,” Wilson said proudly, giving his cheek a gentle slap. “Good boy. Now be even better—open that mouth and suck Daddy’s cock.”

Tyler nodded, eyes still glassy with water, then opened his mouth wide and stuck his tongue out like the eager little cumslut he was. He knew how he looked—dumb, hungry, dripping with need like a bitch in heat waiting for her treat.

Wilson pulled his briefs down with a smirk, taking out his thick cock and climbing over Tyler’s chest, his heavy frame hovering just above that pretty, desperate face. Tyler stayed perfectly still, lips parted, tongue out, his head cradled by the pillows like an offering.

Wilson gripped his short hair and slowly fed him his cock, inch by inch. “Mmm, I love that you don’t have a gag reflex. I should send a thank-you gift to the guy who trained your throat so good.”

Tyler barely processed the words—his brain still fogged from the sissygasm, body limp and blissed out. He didn’t even hum a response, just started sucking instinctively, mouth stretching wide, throat twitching around the thick shaft.

It slid deeper, wet and easy, like his throat had been made for cock. Guys had always told him his mouth felt like a pussy—tight, warm, greedy. The one who had trained it, the one who stole his virginity, had taught him the trick: “Just pretend your throat’s a cunt. Don’t overthink it. Just take it like a good little cocktoy.”

And now, it was second nature. Automatic. Like his throat had forgotten how to be anything else.

“Just turn that pretty brain off and pretend your throat’s a pussy—nothing else,” the memory echoed like a training mantra in Tyler’s mind. “Don’t think about it too much, then you’ll be a good little cocksucker.” That advice had stuck with him, melted into muscle memory. By now, it wasn’t even something he did—it was something he was.

“I’m gonna start fucking your throat now, sweetheart,” Wilson murmured, his voice thick with lust—then shoved his hips forward, no hesitation, slow and intentional. Tyler’s lips stretched wide around the thick cock, spit already frothing at the corners like his mouth knew what to do.

The moment the head slammed against the back of his throat, Tyler’s eyes fluttered back. White-hot heat flooded his brain—his entire world reduced to the taste, the stretch, the fullness. Drool poured freely down his chin, mixing with the slick sound of Wilson’s cock sliding in and out of his sloppy mouth. His tongue flattened, letting the salty drip of pre-cum pool and coat everything, and he felt Wilson’s heavy balls begin to tighten, bouncing off his chin with every thrust.

“He’s gonna cum,” Tyler thought, giddy and filthy and desperate for it. “Please, Daddy. Please cum in my throat.” he moaned with a mouthful of cock that sounded like gibberish outside.

To make his message crystal clear, Tyler grabbed two greedy handfuls of Wilson’s bare ass, lace gloves tugging him in deeper, shoving that cock all the way down his throat like a good little cumdump. He gagged on purpose—just enough to make his throat spasm and squeeze, and that was all it took. He could feel the swell. The twitch. The warning.

Wilson groaned above him and came hard, cock buried deep as thick, salty cream flooded Tyler’s throat. It didn’t stop. Pulse after pulse, hot ribbons filling his mouth until it started leaking from the corners, drool and cum dripping down his chin in fat, sticky trails.

Finally, Wilson pulled out, not wanting to choke him—though the second his cock popped free, Tyler coughed, spraying more cum across his own lips and cheeks like a messy little fountain. “Oh, baby…” Wilson murmured, voice low and lazy.

Tyler blinked up at him, just barely conscious, but aware enough to see Wilson pulling out his phone. Of course. Daddy wanted a picture.

So Tyler smiled, exhausted and cum-glazed, and raised two lace covered fingers in a sleepy peace sign beside his drooling face. “Send that to me, Twitter is going to love this” he mumbled.

And then he passed out. Still in the lingerie. Sore. Dripping. In the bed of a man old enough to be his father, belly full of ham and cheese and a throat full of cum making its way to join it. Easily the most successfully romantic night he’d had in weeks if not months. And if the universe had any mercy left, Daddy would want seconds tomorrow. And maybe more in the future.
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Notes from a Sissy Housewife: A Feminized Age Gap Romance of Control, Collars & Cul-de-Sacs

I used to be just a young man folding polos in Midtown. Now I dust the windowsills in heels and a jeweled plug while my husband sips his coffee and tells me I look edible.

My now-husband took me out of the city and into Silverleaf, a picture-perfect gated community where the lawns are manicured, the muffins are homemade, and every house hides something filthy behind the curtains.

He keeps me plugged, edged, and dressed in lace. I call him Daddy. I call this love. I’ve hosted brunches with a plug in, deep-throated him during board meeting gossip, and rode him slow while he sipped whiskey in his recliner. Every chapter of this life he’s built for me is soaked in obedience, aching submission, and quiet, suburban filth.

This isn’t just a love story. It’s a surrender story. And every page drips with what it means to be a kept wife in a neighborhood that smiles sweetly while tightening the leash.

BUNDLE A of Sissy Tales: A Collection of Feminization Tales

Ready to indulge in your deepest, most steamy, and spicy desires?

Sissy Tales: Bundle A delivers five of the most addictive, bestselling stories—now together in one explosive collection at a fraction of the price. Packed with feminization, lingerie obsession, submissive training, older men, and deliciously dominant Boyfriend Daddies, this bundle is the perfect entry into a world where pretty young men become perfect feminized sissies.

Whether you’re into bossy billionaires, roommate power plays, or kinky gentlemen who know exactly what they want, this collection has it all, with no holding back. Each book is full-length, raunchy, and unapologetically hot.

Dripping with satin, soaked in submission, and written to push all the right buttons, this bundle is your next filthy obsession—and the best bargain you’ll grab all month.

Lock the door, dim the lights, and start now. Your steamy adventure starts here.

Manor Wife: A Sissy Age Gap Tale of Feminization and Obedience

He didn’t need a maid. He needed a pretty thing to call his own.

When I arrived at Hargrave Manor, I was broke, unsure, and wearing a borrowed sweater. Mr. Hargrave saw something in me anyway, not just a young man in need of shelter, but a soft, eager thing ready to be reshaped.

He didn’t demand much at first. Just that I keep my thighs smooth. That I look presentable. That I wear something cute when I bring him his wine. And when I did? He noticed. His touches got slower. Firmer. Possessive.

Now I’m learning what it means to be kept. Kept in pretty panties. Kept in my place. Kept in a rhythm where my only job is to please the man who took me in and made me feel wanted in a way no one else ever has.

He doesn’t just own the Manor. He owns the rules. And I’m starting to love following every single one.

Book One of The Manor Wife is a filthy, tender, and slow-building sissy erotica that follows Dylan’s first days of surrender - through teasing outfits, strict routines, locked lust, and the firm affection of an older man who knows exactly how to train a perfect little housewife.

The Feed Is Watching: Sissy on Display-Leaking for Likes and BBC

Skyler thought he wanted followers—attention, validation, maybe a chance to feel seen. But what he truly craved was something he hadn’t dared to admit: control, transformation, and someone powerful enough to take charge of it all.

When Malcolm, a commanding and influential fashion icon, notices him online, Skyler’s life changes forever. No more guessing what to wear. No more pretending. Under Malcolm’s watchful eye, every outfit, every post, and every moan for attention becomes part of something bigger—something he was made for.

As Skyler rises in fame, styled and trained for the camera, he finds himself unraveling beautifully. Submission isn’t just part of the deal—it’s the spotlight.

Now, the feed is always watching. And Skyler wouldn't have it any other way.
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