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The snow had started falling just as the SUV turned off the main road and began the slow, winding climb up toward the chalet. I watched it from the back seat, flakes drifting past the tinted glass like soft little secrets. The driver didn’t say much. He didn’t need to. This wasn’t his first time dropping me off to one of Daddy’s places.

I was still dressed as Chris. Daddy always insisted I stay in my boy-mode until we arrived, just to keep things neat for the staff who helped with luggage. No makeup, no lashes, no wig, just a smooth, soft boy in a hoodie. But under my oversized sweater and jeans, my body was freshly shaved, lotioned to a glow, and tucked into pink cotton boyshort-style panties with a tiny embroidered snowflake right where my cock was supposed to show.

No one in my streaming audience would ever guess this side of me existed. Online, I was just another soft-faced, chill gamer boy with good lighting and a nice mic. But once the stream ended and the ring light clicked off, I dove headfirst into a rabbit hole I never wanted to climb out of… feminization boards, sissy subreddits, old hypno files, anonymous chatrooms. That’s how I found Bliss’d.

It wasn’t even public; it still isn't. It came as a DM, like some secret invite to a velvet-curtained world. One link changed everything. On there was where I met him. Mr. Ashcroft. Daddy. An older British gentleman who ran his own hedge fund and wanted something... specific. He didn’t want a boyfriend. He wanted a sugar baby, a little sissy to spoil, lavish, tease, and fuck.

That was almost a year and a half ago. Since then, he’s flown me out every two months to be his good girl. Japan. Italy. The Maldives. Always first class. Always expensive. Always unforgettable. And always followed by a fat deposit in my account. Not that the money mattered really, I was already comfortably making enough from my streaming ‘hobby’ which had become a full-time job by now, so I was not in this for the cash alone, not when he also gave me everything I’d been too scared to buy for myself. He gave me Chrissy.

And this trip? A snowy chalet in the Alps? This was just another weekend of being his favorite holiday indulgence.

I shifted in the leather seat, already feeling the ache starting to build. My thighs kept rubbing together on their own, my plugless little hole fluttering like it knew  what was coming. The panties weren’t enough. They never were. I needed lace, I needed weight inside me, I needed to be told I was pretty and stupid and Daddy’s little cockslut. Weeks had gone by since my last trip, and my body was practically begging… I was already twitching, needy, and soaked just from the ride up the mountain.

At one point, the driver glanced in the rearview mirror, just a blink, a beat, but it made my heart race. Did he see me squirming? Did he notice how I kept shifting, breath catching, legs clenching? The thought that he might  know what I was hiding under my jeans made my cheeks burn and my cock throb in its soft cotton prison. I turned my face toward the window and bit down a moan.

I closed my eyes and let my mind drift, just for a second, back to Tokyo. Daddy had pressed me against the hotel window while the whole city twinkled below. My plug had been buried deep that night, and he’d made me keep it in while he used my mouth for over an hour, barely speaking, just grunting approval every time I gagged on his cock and begged for air. I’d cum untouched on the glass like a good sissy. He hadn't even said good girl. He'd just tucked himself back in after he told me to clean the mess with my tongue. And I had..

The chalet came into view like a postcard… it was huge, just like Daddy, warm light spilling through frosted glass, smoke curling from the chimney, and two black luxury cars parked out front. As we stopped, the driver quickly came around and opened my door. The cold hit me instantly, but so did the flutter in my belly. This was it. Daddy’s Christmas getaway.

He always said December was for indulgence. And I? I was his favorite kind.

I stepped out, boots crunching softly on the snow, as the driver opened the back. Out came my Louis Vuitton duffel and the obnoxiously large, bright pink leather suitcase Daddy had bought me last time in Italy. It had a glittery luggage tag that read Bliss’d Girl , just in case anyone forgot. I blushed, as I always did, seeing it. It was humiliating. It was perfect. No one would know (apart from the airport security who couldn't care less), but if someone else knew, if someone guessed what kind of slut dragged this suitcase across airports every few months… it made my little tucked clit twitch.

The heavy wooden door creaked open before I could knock. There he was. Daddy. Mr. Ashcroft. My everything.

He looked… divine. His plush, thick robe hung open just enough to tease the chest hair I loved nuzzling into. A glass of something dark and neat was in his hand. His salt-and-pepper beard was trimmed sharp, his eyes bright with that unmistakable glint… possessive, hungry, in control.

"Well, there she is," he said, stepping forward and pulling me into a hug before I could even say hi.

I melted into him, pressing my face into his chest. His hand slid low, fingers resting on the curve of my lower back just above my waistband. Then he tilted my chin up with two fingers and kissed me, and it was the most beautiful, slow, deep, and possessive kiss I’ve yet to receive. Daddy is one of the best kissers. The kind of kiss that stripped away every last trace of Chris and left only Chrissy standing there, needy and wet and already teetering on her tiptoes for more. He held me there like he always did, like he owned me. Because he did. By the time he pulled away, my legs felt like jelly. My little clit was throbbing inside the cotton, leaking into the snowflake. If he hadn’t held me up, I might’ve collapsed right there on the doorstep.

"Long drive?"

"Felt longer without you," I said, cheekily. I tilted my face up to look at him. He always made me feel smaller, daintier.

He chuckled, brushing a strand of hair off my forehead. "Still a mouth on you, huh? Good. You’ll need it this weekend."

My mouth. My throat. My hole. I wanted to ask which one he actually meant, but I knew the answer. All of them. The way he said it made my hole clench, and my throat go dry. I'd be used — worshipped, stretched, filled. I didn’t just need it. I craved  it.

I flushed, thighs clenching automatically. "Just me and you again this time?"

Daddy’s smirk widened. "Actually… no. This time's a little different."

I tilted my head. "Different how?"

He took a slow sip of his drink. "I invited someone. One of my top men, Callahan. You’ve heard me mention him. VP-level now. Closed that acquisition last month. This weekend’s my way of saying thank you."

I blinked. My stomach flipped.

"You… invited him here ?"

"I did. He’s married, of course. Two kids. But he’s loyal, discreet. And straight — like me." He raised a brow. "Except when it comes to you," and winked.

I blinked again. A grin tugged at my lips, spreading slow and bratty. "So I’m the bonus this year, Daddy?"

He leaned in, his voice dropping to that dangerous whisper that always made my knees weak. "You’re the gift under the tree, sweetheart. And we’re going to unwrap you properly."

Fuck.

I bit my lip, heart pounding, thighs already slick. The way he said we .

"Is he here yet?"

"Not till dinner. Go freshen up. Use the guest room. I’ve got you your outfits, the ones from the links you sent,"

"All of them?"

He winked. "Even the red one."

My stomach somersaulted. A special Christmas ensemble from some of my favourite brands: It consisted of A red satin corset, white fur trim, the tiniest thong, and that jingly little plug I loved to hate.

"Yes, Daddy," I said, already taking the handle of my suitcase.

As I turned to head inside, his voice followed me: "Make yourself pretty for us."

I didn’t even need to answer. I was already dripping.

Inside, the chalet was warm, homey, and scented with cinnamon and something rich and woody, Daddy’s cologne lingering in the air. And the guest room, my room, looked expansive yet cozy. Fireplace lit, bed turned down, and on top of the fur blanket? Three lingerie sets. One red, one snowflake white, and one candy-cane pink. Alongside them, a new anklet in a velvet box and a black card marked For Good Girls Only.

I shivered. Not from the cold.

I rubbed the soft lace between my fingers like it was silk spun for my cunt. Each piece smelled faintly like Daddy’s cologne; he probably spritzed just to drive me wild. I picked up the snowflake white one and pressed it to my cheek, giggling into the delicate mesh like it was a lover’s hand. The candy-cane pink thong already had me clenching — tight, skimpy, probably see-through under any light.

And the plug… cool metal, smooth and weighty in my palm, with a delicate snowflake jewel at the base and the faintest jingle that made my heart stutter. It was shaped just right to keep my hole fluttering all day long. I hugged it to my chest for a second like a slutty security blanket. Just the idea of being plugged again, of feeling that weight with every step, had my clit twitching in my panties.

Daddy really outdid himself this time.

Time to become Chrissy. Daddy’s good little holiday treat.

And for this season… he brought a friend.

I stood in front of the full-length mirror, the heat from the guest room’s fireplace warming my bare thighs as I held up the corset Daddy had laid out. Red satin, tight boning, trimmed in fluffy white fur that looked like it came from Santa’s dirtiest dream. The second I touched it to my skin, I felt my sissy side bloom like a slutty little flower begging to be picked.

I always felt safest in a corset. The tighter it squeezed, the faster the boy in me just vanished, smothered under satin and submission. My hole flirted around nothing, my waist cinched, and my clit got all twitchy the moment that lace was yanked tight. The first time Daddy dressed me in one, I fucking wept . Not because it hurt; but because it finally felt like someone knew. Knew that I wasn’t meant to be some boring boy jerking off in the dark. I was meant to be lavished, enjoyed. Laced up. Turned out. I was supposed to be a little fuckpet, a soft, dumb sissy dolled up for a real man’s cock. And Daddy? Daddy made  me that. That first corset was the start of everything.

I was already shaved, tucked, and lotioned head to toe. I always come prepared for these trips. My cocklet throbbed in anticipation, pressed tight against my skin by the softest micro gaff I owned. I’d tucked myself so tight I couldn’t feel anything but the ache… the humiliating, delicious ache of denial. Daddy once told me he sometimes forgot I wasn’t born like this. That I was just a boy in makeup and heels. That was the highest praise. I didn’t want to be a boy in here. I wanted to be Chrissy. I wanted to be his.

I slipped the corset over my chest, letting the cups push up what little curve I’d coaxed into my chest over the last year. Once cinched tight, the fabric hugged my waist, accentuating the feminine slope Daddy always praised. I gasped when I pulled the last lace tight. Something about the way it squeezed me always made my little tucked clit flutter. I added the matching thong, white and lined with fur, the front cut so narrow I could feel the fabric disappear between my cheeks behind. Every step would tease me. Every shift would remind me that I was plugged and perfect.

Oh, and yes, the plug came next.

I bent over slowly, savoring it, holding the cold metal like a sacred offering. My hole clenched on instinct, already twitching. I teased the tip around the rim, whimpering softly. “Daddy’s hole,” I whispered. “Daddy’s toy.” I was such a plug-addicted bitch. Just the thought of that snowflake jewel nestled inside me made my clit leak into the gaff. It slid in easily with a practiced push and a breathy gasp, and the pop as it seated made my knees buckle. The snowflake jewel settled perfectly between my cheeks, and the jingle — soft, high, and wicked — made my skin prickle.

I wasn’t just Chrissy. I was his.

Candy-cane thigh highs followed, tight and glossy and just a little slutty. They made my legs look longer, smoother, even more fuckable. I strutted a little in front of the mirror, just to watch the jingle of the plug and the sway of my tight little bubble butt.

I teased my shaggy hair into soft curls, added a sparkly clip Daddy once said made me look like a little Christmas cupcake, and started on my face. Rosy blush, glittery eyeshadow, the softest doe-eyed lashes, and red gloss that shimmered like tinsel. I painted my lips slow, puckering and admiring the shape… oh, they were fuckable, obedient, perfect . I practiced saying “thank you, Daddy” in the mirror, then smiled at how sweet and slutty I looked. I wanted to kiss my reflection. I looked like the kind of slut straight men dream about when they secretly watch tranny porn and wonder what it’d be like to fuck a girl like me.

And then the final touch: the nipple pasties. Diamond snowflakes, sticky and sparkly and teasing just enough under the sheer corset. When I pressed them on, I whimpered. My nipples had been so sensitive lately, and the cold air from the window made them stiffen beneath the satin. I gave them a little flick just to feel the sting and immediately gasped.

Clear heels on. Anklet buckled. Plug jiggling.

I turned in the mirror.

"Santa’s dirtiest little slut," I purred, biting my lip as I twirled like a fucking tease. My thong barely covered anything, my fat sissy cheeks jiggled with each spin, the snowflake plug winking at me from the mirror. My chest bounced under the tight corset like it was begging for Daddy's hands.

I bent over and held the pose, spreading my legs just enough, looking back over my shoulder with that cock-hungry, used look Daddy loved. "You want to stuff me full, don’t you?" I whispered to my reflection, voice all breath and heat. I ran one hand over my ass and gave it a smack. "This isn’t a boy. This is your perfect, juicy little Christmas cumdump."

I smirked and licked my glossed lips, the taste of that sugary red making my clitty throb even harder. "I'm not Chris anymore," I whispered again, eyes locked on the mirror like I was performing for Daddy. "I'm Chrissy. I'm your gift. So unwrap me, Daddy, and use me however you want."

The words made me squirm. My little tucked clit was leaking into the gaff now, making it damp, sticky, filthy. I had to steady myself against the dresser, biting my lower lip just to keep from moaning. Fuck, if I didn’t stop, I’d cream the thong without even being touched.

I took a shaky breath and reminded myself… There was a big, thick cock downstairs. Daddy’s cock . The real gift. The one I needed to suck, ride, beg for. This little sissy cunt wasn’t for teasing in front of the mirror tonight.

It was for getting used.

I picked up the envelope marked For Good Girls Only  and slipped it into my duffel. I knew better than to open it yet. That was Daddy’s ritual. Reward after use.

As I walked out of the room, every step made the plug sing. I exaggerated my hips just for the sound; just to let Daddy hear how ready I was. With every jingle, I felt more in character. Not a boy. Not even a wannabe. Just a sissy whore made up for Christmas.

I imagined crawling instead of walking… on all fours like the pet I was. I imagined later Daddy lifting my dress, tugging on the leash, whispering in Callahan’s ear, “She’s yours too.”

I was soaking through the thong by the time I reached the main room.

I found him by the fire, glass of wine in hand, robe fully open now like he wanted  to be admired. That beautiful, hairy chest I loved burying my face in was on full display, and just below it — his silk boxers. Tight. Dark. And bulging with the thick, delicious cock I’d been dreaming about for weeks. The outline was unmistakable. Daddy wasn’t just waiting. He was ready . He turned, saw me, and the smile that crossed his face made my heart stutter and my hole flutter all at once.

"Well look at you," he said slowly, voice low and warm. "Christmas came early."

I stopped in the doorway and bent just a little at the waist, ass popping, lips parted.

"Only for you, Daddy."

His glass clicked down onto the table.

"Come here. Let me taste my present."

My heart thundered. My knees wobbled. But I walked slowly, heel to toe, letting the jingle echo in the room like a bell for a horny, obedient bitch. I lived for this.

And with every jingle, I obeyed.

***

It was nearly dark by the time Daddy finished with me.

My legs were still shaky from being used like a toy on the plush huge rug; plug back in, mouth drooling, throat raw and aching in the best  way. He’d fucked me right there by the fire, face down with my thong still bunched around my ankle, stuffing my needy little sissy cunt until I was babbling into the rug and soaking up my thigh highs. And after he had his time inside me like the dirty Christmas slut I am, he flipped me over, held my head still, and fed me his cock like it was dessert. When he finally came down my throat with a growl and a praise-laced whisper, I nearly cried. I'd earned it. I'd needed it. I'd been his good girl.

Now I was back upstairs, face flushed, body still tingling as I stood in front of the mirror again.

But first, I needed a bath. A real one. The kind of bath that made you feel like a spoiled princess about to be offered up to kings.

I filled the tub with hot water, the kind that fogs up the mirrors, and added a capful of the vanilla-lavender oil Daddy liked. The scent made me dizzy in the best way. I stripped out of the crumpled, used mess of lingerie I still had clinging to me from earlier — his cum still drying on my inner thighs — and sank into the water like I was being baptized in filth and softness.

My fingers danced over my thighs, my chest, my still-throbbing clit as I leaned back and let the heat melt into me. My plug stayed in, of course. Daddy would be disappointed if I didn’t keep it warm. Every so often I gave it a little squeeze, feeling the pressure deep inside and moaning into the steam.

I soaked for nearly twenty minutes before rinsing off, toweling down slow, and took out the plug, only for a quick cleanse. I took the little enema bottle I'd packed and brought it into the bathroom. Daddy always told me a clean hole was a loved hole.

Bent over the tub, I let the warm water fill me slowly. My hole twitched and clenched around the nozzle, trying to push it out even as I forced myself to hold. It always felt a little degrading — and so fucking right. Like scrubbing my filthy little sissy soul from the inside out.

When I was empty, cleaned out, and trembling with need, I was next giving myself a full rub of shimmer lotion from neck to toe. My skin glistened like a whore’s promise.

Then I lubed the plug again, knelt, and teased the tip at my still-twitching hole. "Merry Christmas, Daddy," I whispered into the silence as I eased it in, feeling my body light up as the jewel settled snug between my cheeks, jingling once like a bell from hell. Only then did I finally stood in front of the mirror again.

Time to get ready. Properly.

Daddy said his guest, Callahan, was arriving in a couple of hours, and that was an hour ago.

So I picked the sluttiest thing I’d packed... the red satin micro-dress with off-shoulder sleeves and a plunging neckline that practically begged for someone’s mouth. It barely covered my thighs. The fabric clung to every soft little curve Daddy was crazy about. No bra, of course. My little titties were pushed high and proud, soft and bouncy. My hard nipples pressed through the fabric, already aching for attention.

My ass? Entirely at risk. I couldn’t even bend without flashing the snowflake plug I had stuffed back in me. And that was the point.

I stared at my options. Panties? No. That wouldn’t be slutty enough. I’d instead gone full commando underneath… no panties, not even a gaff. Instead, I took the little red satin ribbon Daddy had used to tie the anklet’s box from earlier — now tucked in with my makeup kit — and knelt on the bed. One slow loop around my smoothly shaven clit, another around my balls, tugged into a perfect bow that made me gasp when it tightened. Gift‑wrapped. All his. All theirs. A filthy ornament meant to be unwrapped by men with power. I giggled like a filthy little whore, admiring the way the soft satin hugged my little cocklette.

Now, as I walked, every sway of my hips made the bow shift and brush against my sensitive skin, the cool satin hugging my clit like a whisper: I’m the gift. All wrapped up. All his to give.

The heels were glass-clear again, only taller this time. Daddy liked the way they made me walk; slow, deliberate, back arched, chest forward like a good whore showing off what her man bought her.

Hair teased, lips painted red again, a pair of rhinestone earrings that caught the light just enough to make me look expensive. I did one last spin in front of the mirror and grinned.

Would he know what I was? Would he care? Or would he just stare at my mouth and imagine what it’d feel like wrapped around his cock? Straight men always stare. They say nothing, but they always look at the plug. At the lips. At the bounce. They know. They always know. And they want  it—no matter how much they pretend they don't.

If anyone saw me like this — anyone normal  — I was sure, they’d know about one thing instantly: I was the kind of girl who didn’t just get fucked. I got paid  to be shown off.

Daddy was waiting by the fireplace again, this time in something softer, he’d changed into a slate-gray cardigan over a crisp white tee and loose lounge pants, the kind rich men wear when they’re comfortable but still powerful as fuck. His hair was a little tousled now, his chiseled chest peeking through the open sweater just enough to tease. He looked at me and let out a low chuckle.

“Fuck, Chrissy. You’re really trying to ruin him before he even walks in.”

I batted my lashes. “Just being a good girl, Daddy.”

He stared at me a second longer, then reached down and adjusted himself through his pants. That bulge... fuck. I knew I was doing it right. I stood there, chest up, thighs parted, sipping my wine like I was waiting to be auctioned off to the highest bidder.

“You like being shown off, don’t you?” he murmured.

I smiled. “More than anything.”

He handed me a glass of wine, fingers tracing the curve of my waist as I took it.

Moments later, we heard the knock.

Daddy answered it, of course, and when he opened the door, there he was.

Mr. Callahan.

Tall. Clean-shaven. Black hair slicked back. Mid-to-late 30s. Wedding band, of course. A thick winter coat draped over one arm. He looked tired. Powerful. Corporate.

And then he saw me .

His eyes widened, just a beat, but I caught it. That flicker of shock. Of interest. Of desire he didn't know what to do with.

“Callahan,” Daddy said warmly. “Come in. This is Chrissy.”

His hand slid casually over my thigh, fingers resting high. Possessive. Like he was showing off a trophy.

“She’s... my Christmas girl.”

Callahan looked me up and down. He tried to mask it, but oh, Daddy, I saw  it. He was stunned. Confused. Intrigued. I leaned in and offered my hand, smiling sweetly.

“Pleasure to meet you, sir .”

His handshake was hesitant. Like he didn’t want to touch me, but couldn’t resist.

Dinner was already set; roast duck, scalloped potatoes, grilled asparagus, all of it glistening under candlelight. The table was small and intimate, just three settings. I took the seat between the two men.

Daddy poured wine. We talked about the business deal, about the snowstorm rolling in, and about how secluded the place was. I giggled at all the right moments, rested my hand on Daddy’s thigh under the table, and slowly — so slowly — let my heel drift across to Callahan’s.

I felt him stiffen.

I nudged again.

He looked at me. Quick glance. Then back to his plate.

He tried to act like the roast duck was the main course. But I saw the way he swallowed hard when I crossed my legs and let my thigh brush his again. I shifted my plug just a little. Enough to make me clench and whimper softly behind my wine glass. I wasn’t hungry for food. I was hungry to be passed around like dessert.

God, he was hard already. I could feel  it. Straight, married, and so painfully curious.

Daddy leaned back, took a sip of wine, then smiled at him.

“Consider her... a seasonal bonus. You’ve earned it.”

Callahan chuckled awkwardly, clearly flustered. “I don’t normally... but she’s something else.”

Daddy laughed. “Yeah, she is.”

I stood slowly, hips swaying, dress rising with each step as I walked toward the side table where the wine was chilling. My heels clicked delicately on the wood floor, and I bent just  enough to give them a peek at my ass, plug glinting between the cheeks, cheeks jiggling with practiced control.

I could feel  their eyes on me. My dress dipped low in the front, showing off the hollow of my collarbone, the upper swell of my chest, my soft, shiny mouth.

I poured the wine slowly, giving them both the view they didn’t know they needed.

This wasn’t dinner.

This was foreplay.

And I was the appetizer.

I could hear their breathing change. Slow, deeper. Both of them. The silence between their words was thick with what they wanted. What they were going to take. And me? I was glowing. Leaking. Smiling.

Two men. One sissy. A chalet full of snow.

It was going to be a very, very white Christmas.

The dining room still smelled like roast duck and wine, but the real hunger had only just begun. Daddy stood first, gathering his glass of scotch, the firelight catching on the heavy crystal like it belonged to a man who owned the whole fucking mountain. The way he moved, assured and deliberate, it made something in me flutter. He didn’t look back to see if I was following—he didn’t need to. I was already trailing him like perfume. I always did.

He didn’t say a word, just walked toward the fire, and I followed, hips swaying, bow-tied cocklette rubbing against the inside of my satin micro-dress. Every step made the ribbon shift. Every shift made me remember I wasn’t just walking. I was being presented .

Callahan followed too, though his gait wasn’t nearly as steady. Scotch in hand, jaw tense, coat tossed over one arm, eyes glued somewhere he didn’t want to admit. But I saw it. Callahan’s gaze burned a hole through my lower back. He hadn't even sipped his drink yet.

I felt it. This was probably the first time a man like him had ever seen a girl like me… a special  girl. A sissy. Painted, plugged, dressed like a fantasy, clitty gift-wrapped under her skirt with a little satin bow.

We reached the fireplace. Daddy took his usual spot on the wide leather armchair, legs spread slightly as he sank back with the kind of casual command only powerful men carry. He patted his thigh. "Come sit on my lap, Chrissy."

I giggled and straddled him, facing him, knees sinking into the leather on either side of his legs, my arms looped around his neck like I was just some pretty thing in love. But there was nothing innocent about the way I moved. The satin of my dress bunched under me, grinding the plug deeper with every inch I sank down. My cheeks stretched just a little wider as I settled against his thigh, the cold jewel nestled between them heating slowly from the fire and my own filthy warmth.

My ribbon-wrapped cocklette twitched under the pressure, the bow tightening as I shifted my hips for balance. The thong cut sharp between my cheeks, a perfect reminder that I was just a pretty little package waiting to be opened.

Daddy’s hand slid over my lower back while the other reached toward the side table. He lifted a chocolate truffle between his fingers; it was dark, glistening, sinful, and he held it to my lips like he was feeding a pet. I opened for him, slow and eager, tongue curling around the candy before I even tasted it.

It melted the second it hit my tongue… it was rich, velvety, bittersweet – like him. I sucked his fingers deeper, moaning softly, letting my lips drag along his skin like I was imagining something far thicker. I didn’t just eat the chocolate. I worshipped it.

I hummed like a needy little treat-whore, eyes fluttering closed. I wanted to melt into him. I wanted him to smear chocolate on my nipples, my clit, my plug. I wanted to be devoured.

His thumb pushed past my lips next, pressing down on my tongue until I whimpered.

"Such a sweet little thing," he murmured, voice low. Then he looked straight at Callahan. "You ever seen one like her before?"

Callahan blinked. Swallowed. "Like her?"

Daddy chuckled. "A beautiful little cockslut all dolled up with a bow on her clitty. She’s a special kind of girl. Not quite a boy. Not quite a woman. Just mine."

Callahan stared, clearly fighting something in himself. The desire. The confusion. The heat. He looked down at his glass like it might save him, then back at me. "She’s... something else."

I smiled, lips sticky and red, and gave a slow little roll of my hips. The ribbon tightened again, teasing my cocklette until I whimpered.

"I’m Daddy’s gift," I purred. "All wrapped up and ready to be unwrapped."

Daddy slid his other hand down and between my thighs. My legs spread for him on instinct. The satin bowed, the ribbon between my legs tightening around my cocklette. He rubbed me through it, slow circles, until my hips twitched. Then he reached lower, found the plug.

A jingle.

He pressed on it, twisting gently.

"Want him to see how stretched your little hole is, sweetheart?"

My body jerked. I nodded, panting.

"Say it."

"Yes, Daddy. I want him to see... want him to see what your cock does to me."

"Good girl."

He slid the thong aside, fingers grazing my bare clitty. I was soaked. Absolutely dripping into the satin. Then he cupped one of my little tits, and everything inside me went soft and frantic all at once. My whole body reacted before my mind caught up — my back arched, my hips rolled forward, and the plug seated itself deeper with a needy little pop that made my breath stutter. The top of my dress slipped lower as Daddy tugged, satin dragging against my skin until my nipple, already tight from the heat and the teasing, peeked out like it was begging for his mouth.

I writhed. I couldn’t help it. My thighs fluttered around his leg, clit bow tightening, the ribbon pulling snug against my cocklette with every tiny movement. I felt like a toy winding itself up just from being touched.

Daddy’s thumb brushed over my nipple before he lowered his mouth, warm breath ghosting over the diamond pastie beneath. “You’re so sensitive here now,” he murmured, voice thick with approval. “Just a little thing made for milking.”

A whimper tore out of me. Loud. Shameful. Perfect.

When he sucked my nipple into his mouth, slow first, then harder… I nearly came untouched. My hands flew to his shoulders, nails digging in as my body jerked. The pastie shifted under the pull of his lips, sending a sharp, sweet ache straight to my clit.

“Daddy—fuck—Daddy, please…” I gasped, rolling my hips helplessly, grinding myself down on his thigh like I was trying to get bred right there.

He smirked against my skin and flicked my nipple with his tongue, sending another shock through my chest. “Remember Tokyo?” he whispered, eyes flicking up to mine. “When I sucked these pretty tits until you were shaking so hard you nearly pushed the plug out?”

I whimpered. Oh god, I remembered. He’d barely touched my clit that night. Just my nipples and the plug… and he’d made me cum so hard my legs had gone numb.

“That’s right,” he murmured, sucking harder, his free hand squeezing my waist. “My little sissy toy. Getting wet just from having her tits sucked.”

I shook, pressing forward like I needed more, needed his mouth, needed his teeth. “Please, Daddy… please don’t stop… it feels—oh god—it feels so good…”

He pinched the other nipple through the corset, sharp enough to make my whole body jolt. “Look how she begs,” he said, raising his voice just enough for Callahan to hear. “All this from her tits. She was made  for this.”

I moaned, louder this time, thighs trembling. My dress had ridden all the way up, my ass almost fully exposed, plug glinting with each desperate grind.

Daddy sucked one more time — hard — before letting my nipple slip from his lips with a wet sound. I was dizzy. Lightheaded. It felt like my entire identity had been rewritten through the tip of his tongue.

Sometimes I wondered if I even needed a cock. Daddy could make me cum just by teasing my nipples and pulling on the plug like a handle. My whole body had been trained to obey those touches. I didn’t need to stroke. I needed to be milked.

“I wasn’t a person in that moment,” I thought, dazed. “I was his plaything. His sissy ornament. His jiggling little slut meant to leak at the first flick of a tongue.”

Daddy leaned back and licked over the other nipple slowly, teasing it with just the tip of his tongue before biting it gently. “These tits are better than real ones, sweetheart,” he whispered darkly. “They want  to be sucked. They were made to be used.”

I was panting. Sweating. Shaking.

The fire crackled louder.

Across from us, Callahan sat in the high-backed chair, legs crossed, scotch in hand. He watched. Quiet. Stiff. The kind of stiff that said his cock was fighting every inch of his slacks.

I bet his wife packed that coat he tossed over the chair. I bet she kissed him goodbye this morning, never knowing her husband would be spending the evening watching a painted cockslut grind her clitty against her Daddy's thigh. I wondered if he’d tell her what he saw. Or if he’d lie awake next to her later, hard as a rock, cock aching, thinking about the way my plug jingled every time I moved.

There was something about the dissonance that made my hole clench tighter around the plug. The tailored slacks. The wedding ring. The expensive cologne. And yet here he was… sipping scotch and watching a sissy fall apart from nipple sucking like it was the most normal thing in the world.

That kind of man didn’t need to say anything. He just needed to unzip.

Daddy looked over at him, mouth still warm on my nipple. "Show him, babygirl. Show him how good you are with your mouth."

I looked back, slowly, eyes locking on Callahan.

Then I slid off Daddy's lap and onto all fours, taking my time with the descent. My palms kissed the rug, and the second my knees followed, the plug shifted with a sharp, needy jingle that made me suck in a breath. The bow tied around my cocklette rubbed deliciously as I moved, each tiny forward shift a sinful stroke of satin against my clit.

I crawled like a prize being brought to auction, every step a breathless prayer to be unwrapped. My back arched, my hips swayed, and the hem of my dress crept higher with every deliberate movement. Daddy’s eyes burned into my ass, I could feel it—he was watching how the jewel between my cheeks winked with every sway. Callahan’s gaze was heavier. Hungrier.

My plug clinked with every shift. The bow tickled my cocklette like it wanted to make me cum before I even got there. My nipples ached from being left wet and wanting, my body still trembling from Daddy’s mouth, and now I was crawling for another man like the plug-stuffed sissy slut I was.

Halfway there, I paused just long enough to look up at Callahan’s crotch. His legs were parted now. He hadn’t meant to. But he was making room.

I licked my lips.

Chrissy. Plugged. Pretty. Ready.

I didn’t just crawl. I presented.

Chrissy. Crawling. Plug-in, bow-wrapped, slutty little fuckpet, heading straight for Daddy's VP.

Callahan didn’t stop me.

I reached his knees and nuzzled between them.

"May I?" I asked, lips parted, gloss shimmering.

He gave the slightest nod.

I started unbuckling him. My hands were slow, practiced. This wasn’t just sucking cock. This was performance. This was what I was made for.

And as I lowered his zipper and pulled him free, I smiled up at him like the filthiest Christmas angel he’d ever seen.

His cock was thick.

I hovered just inches from the tip, lips parted, breath warming the length. The scent hit me first; it was musky, expensive, and masculine. The kind of scent that lingered in silk sheets and boardrooms and sissy dreams. My lip twitched with anticipation. My tongue peeked out, tasting nothing but the air between us.

Daddy was watching. I could feel it. I wanted  him to watch.

I tilted my head, blinked up sweetly, and whispered, "This isn’t cheating… this is Christmas."

Then I lowered myself, lips barely brushing the crown, my tongue drawing a slow circle like a ribbon being untied. I kissed the tip once, soft and wet, like I was thanking him. Then again. Then I wrapped my lips around the first inch of Daddy’s gift to his most loyal man.

And I moaned.

***

The morning sun sparkled off fresh snow, painting the world in white so clean it looked staged. But nothing about my body felt clean. Not after last night.

Daddy had used me long after Callahan came, far too quickly… his cum still warm in my belly when Daddy pulled me back into his lap, kissed me like I was still starving, and bent me over in front of the fire. Callahan had whispered, breathless and stunned, that he’d never been this horny or this turned on in his life. Daddy only chuckled, stroking my cheek as he watched me swallow: “There’s plenty of time to fully enjoy her. She’s my Christmas gift to you.”

I’d fallen asleep plugged, throbbing, covered in love bites and slick, curled up against Daddy's chest like a satisfied pet.

Before anything else, Daddy had me bend over the edge of the bed first thing in the morning.

“Put it in,” he murmured, holding the freshly warmed plug between his fingers. A new one. Bigger. Heavier. The jewel glinted as if it knew where it belonged.

I spread myself for him, my hole still tender from the way he’d used me hours earlier, and pressed the tip inside. It slid in slow, my breath catching, my legs trembling until the thickest part stretched me open. Then— pop . My body swallowed it, greedy, practiced, perfect.

I whimpered.

Daddy kissed the back of my neck. “Good girl. Keep it warm.”

Only then did he show me the outfit.

The giant faux‑fur coat hung open on the wardrobe door like something innocent. Sweet. Luxurious. A lady’s winter coat. But I wasn’t a lady. I wasn’t anything that coat pretended to imply.

I wasn’t wearing a coat. I was wearing a lie.

The fur whispered class.

But underneath?

I was a hole.

Daddy’s hole.

He laid out the accessories: new candy‑cane pasties to be stuck to my nipples, my softest gaff, and a new  ribbon - pink satin, thin and glossy.

Daddy smirked. “Since you liked tying up that clitty for us last night… try this one today.”

I sat on the edge of the bed, legs spread, plug pressing the mattress, and tied the ribbon around my cocklette with slow, careful precision. One loop under. One over. Pull tight. My breath hitched. I made a perfect bow; it was small, neat, and obscene.

My nipples rubbed against the fur as I closed the coat, the pasties making every brush feel like a spark. My lips were rosy from being bitten all morning — Daddy loved that.

I posed in the mirror, coat clasped only at the throat, the rest hanging open just enough to tease if the wind dared lift it.

I imagined walking through the quaint mountain market, smiling at little stalls, nodding at old couples, while beneath the fur, I was plugged, ribbon‑tied, bare, leaking.

I imagined a townsman holding a door for me, smiling kindly, never knowing his courtesy was wasted on a sissy with her clit wrapped like a present.

Behind me, Daddy’s reflection appeared.

“What do good girls wear to the market?” he asked, voice low.

“Nothing,” I whispered.

He fastened the rest of the clasps for me, fingers brushing my throat.

“Perfect.”

Now, I stood in front of the mirror again, trying not to shiver. A pair of white faux-fur snow boots completed the look, innocent on the outside, filth on the inside. They made me look like I belonged in a winter romance novel. Or on my knees behind a chalet, gagging on cock with snowflakes landing on my eyelashes.

"You're overdressed," Daddy had teased, as he groped my ass over the coat. "But we'll allow it."

The drive to the Christmas market was quiet, but not cold. The moment I slid into the backseat between them, the fur coat shifted and brushed over my bare chest, sending a tremor straight to my nipples. The plug nestled deep inside me pulsed with every tiny bump of the road, making my breath hitch.

Daddy leaned in immediately, lips brushing my ear. "Plug still warm?"

"Y‑yes, Daddy," I whispered.

His fingers slipped beneath the fur, stroking my inner thigh, dangerously close to the ribbon tied around my clitty. "Good. Don’t drip on the seat."

My thighs were already sticking to the leather. If Callahan looked down, he’d see my knees trembling. If he leaned closer, he’d smell Daddy’s cum from last night still inside me.

Callahan’s leg brushed mine again. He cleared his throat softly, pretending not to notice—but I saw the way his nostrils flared, the way his gaze flicked toward me and away as if he couldn’t stop himself.

He knew.

They both knew. Their coats were draped open. Daddy's hand rested on my thigh beneath the fur.

We sipped mulled wine near a window at a cozy pub overlooking the white valley beyond, pretending we were just another couple — no, trio — out for holiday cheer. But every movement I made was a reminder that I was anything but normal. The fur coat swished with elegance, but underneath, I was raw and ruined. We paused at a stall with hand-carved wooden toys. Daddy stepped close behind me, his hand at my lower back, fingers teasing just above the plug.

"Want to be filled with roasted chestnuts next, sweetheart?"

I choked on a laugh, my cheeks flushing.

At the next stall, I brushed against Callahan on purpose. The plug clicked when I moved just right. He looked down at my legs, then away.

Children ran past with candied apples. One brushed against my coat.

If they only knew what I had hidden beneath it. If anyone knew, I’d be arrested for public indecency. And I’d thank them. I’d go smiling, plug clinking, cum dripping.

Daddy leaned in again as we passed a stall of candles. His breath was hot in my ear.

"Think anyone here knows this Christmas angel is a cock-drunk little cumdump?"

I whimpered, almost dropping my cup.

Callahan looked over. His eyes flicked to my lips. Then down. Then away. Again. And again. And again.

The sleigh ride was next.

The seat was narrow, and I was placed between them, the fur coat pooled over my lap like innocence. Daddy's hand rested behind me, brushing the plug ever so gently every time the sleigh jostled. Callahan's arm pressed close, and I could smell the musk of his scarf, the faint scent of power and confusion.

Every bump made me clench. My plug had a rhythm now, like Christmas bells inside my cunt. I was just a toy shaking for my owners.

The sound of sleigh bells mixed with the slick, quiet pressure of my plug being forced deeper with every wooden wheel turn. My thighs trembled. The coat swayed open just slightly at the hem, and Daddy noticed.

"Adjust it," he murmured under his breath.

I reached down, slipping my hand under the fur, and gave the plug a twist. Right in front of Callahan.

He didn't say anything, but I heard the breath hitch in his throat. I glanced up and saw it: his jaw clenched, his hand tight around the armrest, his cock likely pressed painfully against his slacks.

I leaned into Daddy. He kissed my cheek.

"Still sore, baby?"

"A little, Daddy," I whispered, fingers still tucked under the fur.

"Good."

On the ride back to the chalet, I was told to kneel between them.

I slid slowly to the floor, the fur parting as I sank between their legs, pooling around me like a throne of lies. The plug shifted inside me with every move, stretching me wider, wetter. My knees pressed into the carpeted floorboard as I nestled between Daddy’s powerful thighs and Callahan’s twitching anticipation.

Daddy asked me to unbuckle Callahan’s pants, I did so with calm precision, Callahan's fingers guiding mine to where the man was already thick and trembling. I felt the heat of his cock before I ever saw it. He groaned the moment my hand wrapped around the base.

“Be gentle this time,” Daddy murmured, slipping his own hands beneath the fur coat and between my cheeks. “Make him earn it. Ruin him slowly.”

I kissed Callahan’s cock like it was a secret I’d waited years to tell. Small pecks. Little licks. My tongue circled his tip while Daddy’s fingers slipped inside me… one, then two. My moan was soft, muffled against Callahan’s shaft.

“I want to taste you,” I whispered. “But Daddy says you need to last.”

Daddy curled his fingers just right. My whole body jerked as I looked back at him.

“Eyes up,” he ordered.

I stared back into Callahan’s face as I nuzzled his cock, dragging my tongue up the vein, then kissing the head again. “You want to cum already, sir?” I asked sweetly. “Didn’t even fuck me yet.”

Callahan gritted his teeth. His thighs flexed. His hands twitched at his sides.

I opened my mouth and wrapped my lips around just the head, humming like a little sissy music box.

Daddy’s fingers pushed deeper. My body trembled, but I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. I had one cock down my throat and two fingers in my hole. I wasn’t a passenger.

I was the in-flight entertainment. One cock stuffed between my lips, Daddy’s fingers buried deep in my slick hole, pressing my plug in with every slow curl. I was dripping, moaning, leaking thoroughly, with spit stringing from my lips and drool pooling on Callahan’s lap. If the driver could see, if he even heard  me gag and slurp and whimper, he’d probably crash the car. Or pull over and jack off. Thank god for the privacy partition between him and us. This wasn’t a car ride. It was a fucking porn shoot on wheels.

I bobbed my head once. Twice. Then pulled off with a wet pop and stroked his shaft slowly, smiling.

His thighs tensed. His balls twitched. He was close again.

I leaned in, licking his tip once, then whispered: “Not yet, sir.”

Daddy growled softly, proud.

I moaned into Callahan’s lap, still stroking, still grinding down onto Daddy’s hand. I was a good girl. A useful girl. A Christmas girl.

Two cocks.

My two holes.

Merry Christmas to me.

The chalet was quiet again by the time we got back.

Snow drifted down outside in slow, romantic flurries. The fire was lit, the tree sparkled, and I—well, I was becoming the gift.

Daddy had laid out the lingerie on the bed while I was still fresh from my bath (I had to take one after a whole morning of teasing, being on edge and then sucking a nice cock) hole cleaned, body lotioned. He hadn’t said anything. Just watched me from the doorway, arms crossed, smirking while I dressed for him.

The red lace bra went on first. Delicate cups trimmed with white fur barely cradled my smooth chest, the soft poms brushing them with every breath. My nipples were already stiff underneath. Next, the panties—if you could call them that—so sheer and snug they may as well have been ribbons. The garter belt clicked into place, hugging my hips perfectly, where they attached to my smooth lace-banded red stockings. The matching thigh straps of the garters completed the look, each trimmed with its own little bow.

And then, of course, the ribbon.

I picked it up with trembling fingers. Red satin, smooth and glossy. I sat at the edge of the bed, parted my thighs, pulled the panties aside and looped it around my tucked clitlette like I had done before, only slower this time. Worshipful. One pass under, another over, then a tight little bow that made me gasp as it hugged everything beneath the lace.

The plug shifted inside me, like it knew what was coming.

Daddy’s voice drifted from the doorway. “Perfect. Now go wait under the tree.”

So I did.

Now I was kneeling with my thighs parted, firelight licking across my oiled skin, plug seated deep and twitching every time I adjusted. The tree twinkled behind me. My body trembled in front of it.

I wasn’t kneeling. I was presenting. A cock-wrapped, plug-stuffed, gift-wrapped object ready for use.

I wasn’t just dressed up. I was wrapped. Offered. Ready.

"Stay there," Daddy had said. "Be the gift."

So I waited, kneeling with my thighs parted, plug seated deep, the firelight flickering across my oiled skin.

How many men would kill for this moment? To have a Christmas sissy of their own? To see her plugged and dolled up, bow-tied and drooling for cock, lit up by firelight and fairy lights like the world’s filthiest ornament?

And I? I lived for it.

I didn’t want to be opened gently. I wanted to be torn into.

Daddy took his time joining me. Let me sit there and soak in it. He appeared after quite a lot of time, which in reality mustn’t have been a lot, his drink in hand, tie loosened, eyes molten, he looked at me like he hadn’t had me just last night. Like he’d waited a month.

He sat in the leather armchair and let out a low hum. "Fuck. Just look at you."

I bit my lip. "All yours, Daddy."

He beckoned me forward with one finger. I crawled slowly—hips swaying, heels clicking, plug shifting. Each step made the bow between my legs brush the panty tighter, teasing my clitlette until it pulsed. My plug flexed deeper with every inch, like it wanted to be seen, used, pushed to the limit.

Daddy unzipped with a soft hum. His cock stood there, heavy and beautiful, and I didn’t just dive in. I nuzzled first. Pressed my cheek to the base like a kitten greeting its master. I kissed it low, just above his balls, then dragged my lips along the underside until I reached the tip. My tongue peeked out, circling him slowly as I breathed him in.

He tapped it gently against my cheek, smirking. “How’s my cock warmer doing?” he growled. “Bet you were leaking on the carpet just waiting for this.”

I whimpered.

“Kiss it again,” he said, “then take your time.”

I obeyed. My lips parted around the tip of his cock like it was a candy cane I’d been desperate to taste all day. I suckled, slow and devoted, tongue tracing every vein as I moaned. Daddy's fingers slid into my hair, then down to my ass. He pressed against the plug, pushing it deeper while I bobbed slowly.

"Mmm... good girl," he murmured. "Let him see how good a slut my girl is."

I didn’t even have to look. I felt Callahan enter the room.

His steps slowed when he saw me — Daddy’s cock in my throat, my ass arched high, garters stretched taut over my thighs, red ribbon shimmering beneath the panties. I felt his stare before I heard him. Heavy. Silent. Curious. Hungry.

He didn’t move.

I pulled off Daddy’s cock just enough to purr around it, still stroking the shaft with my lips. “Come on, sir… don’t just stare at your present. Unwrap it. ”

Daddy chuckled. “She’s not shy. Don’t be either.”

Still nothing. So I wiggled my ass. Deliberate. Slow. Let the plug jingle just a little, the white fur trim brushing my thighs like teasing fingers.

“He’s nervous,” I moaned, rubbing my thighs together. “He doesn’t know what to do with something this pretty.”

Daddy’s voice dropped, hard and clear. “Kiss her plug. Lick her open. She loves that.”

That got him moving. One slow step. Then another.

He knelt behind me, breath heavy, and his hand hovered over my thigh like he needed permission. I didn’t say a word. I pushed back—plug lifting toward him, thighs parting wider, cunt fluttering like a pretty ribbon begging to be untied.

His mouth landed soft at first. A kiss to the plug’s base. Then a lick. Then a suck.

My moan vibrated around Daddy’s cock.

“Go on,” Daddy said. “Use that mouth. Find out how sweet her sissy cunt tastes.”

I kept Daddy’s cock warm in my mouth while Callahan continued behind me. I heard his breath catch. The fire popped.

His hand brushed my thigh.

I gasped around Daddy’s cock as I continued feeling his mouth—which had been hesitant at first—grow beyond that into something wet and hungry. Then I felt it: his fingers at the plug. A pause. A gentle tug. And then, slowly, he pulled it free. My hole clenched and fluttered as the jeweled plug slipped out, leaving me open, aching, twitching. I moaned around Daddy’s cock, my eyes watering from the sheer emptiness left behind.

The hole Daddy had trained so well now blinked open, empty and desperate. I clenched, like I could hold the ghost of that plug inside me, like my body missed being claimed  already.

Callahan groaned behind me. He brought his mouth back down to kiss where the plug had been, tongue lapping at my exposed, needy cunt.

I was a present fully unwrapped now. And they hadn’t even started using me yet.

Callahan didn’t rush. He took his time with my sissy cunt. His tongue was slow, deliberate, learning me. Learning what made me twitch. What made me cry out around Daddy’s cock. He licked in little flicks, then broad strokes. He kissed between my cheeks like I was some luxury he was scared to waste.

Then a finger. One at first, then two.

He spread me open and moaned against me when I clenched around him.

I was drooling. Shaking. Every nerve on fire. My thighs were damp. I was leaking onto the rug. And I didn’t care.

“Please stretch me,” I begged taking Daddy's cock out of my mouth for a quick few seconds. “Please fuck your gift, sir. I need it. Daddy made me ready for you.”

Daddy chuckled, hand stroking my hair. “You’re about to feel the tightest, softest, plug-trained pussy you’ve ever had in a few more moments Callahan.”

"Oh god," I moaned as I felt his mouth once again back there.

"That’s it," Daddy whispered. "She likes being worshipped. Doesn’t even need her cock touched."

Callahan’s mouth grew bolder. His tongue traced up between my cheeks. I was moaning and drooling around Daddy now, hips rocking back into the other man’s mouth.

Then hands. Multiple. Sliding up my thighs. Over my back. One set undoing my bra. Another pulling the panties off over the stockings.

Daddy pulled me off his cock and held me in place. “Look how eager she is to be shared.”

I whimpered. Nodded. “Please... please use me. I want both of you.”

"Your turn," Daddy said to the only other man in the room.

“Go slow,” Daddy growled. “Stretch her wide, make her remember who put her cunt there in the first place.”

Callahan positioned himself behind me. I felt his cock brush my fluttering hole. Daddy guided mine back into his lap.

This was a first.

I’d never had two men at the same time. Never been fucked by anyone other than Daddy. My cunt had only known one cock — his — and now another man was about to stretch me open beside him. I should’ve been nervous.

But all I felt was pride. Desire. Hunger to be shared. To be filled by them both.

And then—

I was filled. Fully.

My mouth stretched wide around Daddy’s cock as Callahan pushed into me, slow and thick and deliberate. The stretch made me wail around Daddy’s length, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes. It wasn’t pain. It was more. A holy ache. A fullness I’d begged for.

I sobbed with joy.

Callahan bottomed out, buried to the hilt, and I trembled. I felt the heat of him pulse deep in my cunt, felt Daddy’s cock throb in my throat. I wasn’t just used. I was claimed.

They moved in rhythm.

Callahan pulled back just as Daddy pushed deeper, then swapped. My body rocked between them, held up by the tension of cock and need. I moaned into Daddy’s lap, spit and drool running down my chin as Callahan filled my cunt again.

The stretch. The weight. The rhythm.

I started losing words.

Everything dissolved into fragments — cock, heat, fullness, Daddy, yes, more, more — as my hole was fucked and my throat used in perfect unison. And then… right in the middle of it all… it happened.

My whole body seized.

My thighs clenched. My cunt fluttered around Callahan’s cock like it was trying to pull him deeper. I let out a high, muffled sob around Daddy’s shaft as I came.

My first sissygasm of the trip.

Hands-free. Clit untouched. Nothing but the perfect rhythm of their cocks, the fullness, the filthy stretch of being used. My body shuddered violently, spasming through the orgasm, muscles locking then trembling as I gushed into my gaff, soaking through it, leaking with no control.

I didn’t know whether to cry or scream. My body had been undone by need and filled by purpose.

It was too much. It was everything.

And I didn’t stop moaning the entire time they kept going — because I didn’t want it to end.

Daddy tangled his fingers in my hair, tugging. “Good girl. Take him. That’s it. Go on and spill.”

Callahan grunted behind me, hips snapping now. His balls slapped against my own ribboned ones with every thrust, sweat dripping from his chest to my back.

I wasn’t a slut.

I was infrastructure.

I was their cock-holster for the night.

And I loved it.

“Fuck, she’s dripping,” Callahan growled. “Did she just… did she cum?” he asked in sheer awe.

Daddy grinned, still gripping my hair, still proud. “A sissygasm,” he said. “Told you... she doesn’t need to be touched down there. Doesn’t need to be stroked. All she needs is us inside her. That’s all it takes. She’s better than a girl.”

I was gone; pussy-stretched, clit untouched, brain melted, mouth drooling, throat raw, cunt fluttering like it was clapping for them.

“Fuck, look at her,” Callahan gasped.

Daddy grinned. “This is your Christmas bonus. Make it count.”

I couldn’t even answer. I was too full and too blissed.

Their moans filled the room. Hands all over me. Mouths on my back, my shoulders, my ears. I was melting into the rug. I was the holiday centerpiece.

Lights twinkled on the tree above me. Cum shimmered on my lips. My cunt held more heat than the fire.

I could feel it before they said a word... the way both their cocks started to pulse harder. The tension changed… it was need now, and urgency. Their hands grabbed firmer, gripping me like I might disappear if they let go. Daddy’s fingers twisted in my hair, yanking my head up to make sure I took every last inch. Callahan’s nails bit into my hips, his rhythm breaking, desperate. I could hear them grunt, feel their thighs trembling against mine.

The room was soaked in sweat, sex, and breathless sound. My own moans had become sobs of joy. I wasn't just used. I was needed. Their finish wasn't just coming; it was crashing down.

I moaned around Daddy’s cock. Pulled off just enough to pant, “Please, Daddy… please feed me. I earned it.”

Daddy groaned. “Fuck, yes you did.”

I lunged back onto him before he could even finish the sentence, wrapping my lips around his cock like I was sealing a promise. I didn’t want to miss a drop. My throat clenched the moment his tip hit the back—and that’s when it happened. He came. Deep and hard. Hot spurts down my throat that made me choke and swallow in greedy gulps, moaning as I milked him with my lips, my tongue, my whole soul.

As I licked Daddy clean, I looked over my shoulder, eyes heavy, lips messy. “I want his too. Give it to me, sir.”

Callahan was already there—thrusting faster, needier. His cock twitched as he pulled out and stroked.

I stayed where I was, presenting, proud, hungry.

He groaned behind me, hips jerking forward one last time. I felt it—his cock twitching deep inside me—and then the flood. Hot, thick spurts poured into my sissy cunt, filling me so fully I gasped and collapsed forward. My body shook as he kept pulsing, his cum claiming me from the inside. It dripped out almost immediately, leaking down my thighs and soaking the rug beneath us. It was hot. Filthy. Mine.

I collapsed onto the floor, dripping and wrecked. I wasn’t just dripping.

I was decorated. My mouth glazed. My hole still twitching.

I looked up at both of them.

I had two loads inside me. One down my throat, the other soaking my cunt. And I’d never felt more real .

“Best Christmas ever.”

The fire crackled low, casting a golden warmth across the fur rug where I lay—naked, used, and glowing.

Daddy was infront of me, Callahan in back. I was their centerfold slut, their Christmas cake, all soft breath and fluttery thighs, plugged again, of course. Because even after being filled and fucked and used to the last drop, Daddy still believed in keeping his gifts stored properly.

One hand in my hair. Another stroking my thigh.

They didn’t say much. Just let me float there in the haze of afterglow, each touch a reminder that I’d been everything they needed. The soft praise, the gentle nuzzles, Daddy’s lips against my temple, this was the aftercare that made it all sink in. That made me feel more than just a cockslut. It made me feel adored.

“Such a good girl,” Daddy murmured. “Took us both like a fucking dream.”

Callahan’s fingers brushed a strand of hair from my cheek. “I’ve never… I mean—” He stopped himself. Then smiled. “You’re something else, Chrissy.”

My heart thudded. Praise like that, from a man like him? Daddy was right—I was better than a girl.

Daddy reached for the side table and pulled something out—another envelope.

Black. Embossed. With that same gold trim.

“For you, sweetheart,” he said, slipping it between my tits and tapping it twice. “A little something extra. Like all Good Girls deserve.”

I gasped. Not just from the money — I already knew it’d be obscene — but from what it meant.

Approval. Ownership. Love.

Callahan cleared his throat, then reached into his coat pocket. “I… got you something too.”

He held out a red Cartier box.

My breath caught.

“Thank you for a memorable Christmas, Chrissy.”

I opened it with trembling fingers. Inside, nestled in white velvet, was a diamond tennis bracelet—real, sparkling, and so expensive-looking I nearly cried.

“Fuck,” I whispered. “It’s beautiful.”

“So are you,” he said.

Daddy chuckled. “Might need to get her a matching plug now.”

I giggled, blushing like the prettiest ornament on the tree.

We toasted champagne in the nude, our bodies wrapped in a pile of expensive throws and soft moans. The tree twinkled. The snow fell outside.

“To new traditions,” Daddy said, raising his glass.

“To filthy ones,” I replied, purring.

Callahan smirked. “To Christmas cock.”

We clinked glasses. I let the bubbles fizz on my tongue before crawling back into Daddy’s lap, my bracelet catching the firelight like a glittering leash.

“Stuff me again next year,” I purred, kissing Daddy’s neck. “Better yet... sooner.”

And so we stayed there. Three bodies. One fire. Snowfall outside. Me curled between them like the filthiest, happiest holiday angel.

***

I woke between them, sore and glowing.

The fire was down to embers now, the room filled with the scent of sex, sweat, and pine. My sissy cunt pulsed with the echo of last night, stuffed and stretched and tingling with every little movement. Daddy’s arm was slung possessively over my waist. Callahan’s breath warmed the back of my neck.

I shifted. Winced. Smiled.

Daddy stirred first.

“Mmm. Morning, cumdump.”

“Morning, Daddy.”

He kissed my shoulder. “Hole still leaking?”

I giggled. “Probably.”

Callahan groaned behind me. “God. I might need to call in sick for a week, boss.”

Daddy stretched, chuckled. “Storm’s still going. We could stay another night.”

My eyes widened. “Really?”

He smirked. “Maybe. You wouldn’t mind one more stuffing, would you?”

I bit my lip. “Only if you promise to drain me from both ends again.”

Callahan kissed my neck. “She’s addictive.”

Eventually, reality crept in.

They had meetings. I had a flight. Or at least a return to boy-mode before the driver came.

I kissed Callahan one last time. He cupped my cheek like I was precious, not just filthy.

“Thank you, Chrissy.”

“Anytime, sir.”

Daddy slapped my ass as I got up. “Guest room. Shower. Let’s get you packed up.”

I nodded, still grinning, body aching, heart full.

In a few hours, I’d be back to being Chris. Just a chill streamer with a good mic and suspiciously good lighting. My viewers would think I was on a ski trip. No one would guess where my money came from. Not the business class flights. Not the gifts. Not the glow.

February was the next scheduled trip. But I had a feeling Daddy wouldn’t wait that long.

And honestly?

Neither would I.

As I closed the guest room door behind me, my legs still trembling, I whispered to myself:

“I used to dream about a white Christmas. But nothing beats being filled with Daddy’s cream.”

***

A Note from Sissy Joey 💋

Hi sweetheart! If you made it all the way to the end of Merry Bliss’d Sissymas , thank you sooo much for spending your holiday with Chrissy and her very generous daddies 😘

If this story made you squirm, moan, or melt even a little… I’d be so grateful if you left a quick rating  (five stars makes this sissy squeal! ⭐⭐⭐⭐⭐), and if you're feeling extra generous, a short review  too. Even just a line or two helps more readers find this filthy little snowstorm of a book 💌

It means the world to me every time someone supports these stories — and your reviews keep me writing more. So thank you, truly. From the bottom of my slutty little heart (and plug-stuffed hole).

And finally, Happy Holidays :)

Until the next one, 
Sissy Joey 💕

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


Did you love this book? Then you should also read these:  

Feminized by a BBC Daddy/Roommate

[image: ]

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 30's 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. 

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

*** 


THE SISSY TROPHY WIFE & HER BLACK BILLIONAIRE HUSBAND !
[image: ]
Prepare to be captivated by a scorching multi-part tale that transcends boundaries and explores the intoxicating depths of desire. In this captivating series, follow the journey of a young white man who makes a daring choice that leads him into the embrace of his older billionaire black best friend. A pact is made for him to become a Blonde Bombshell Trophy Wife, a deal is struck, and an irresistible connection blossoms, igniting a steamy and romantic sissy story unlike any other. 
As these two individuals navigate their way through a world of power dynamics and submission, their relationship evolves into something both profound and provocative. Amidst opulent settings and sensual encounters, the lines between love, dominance, and passion blur in a passionate dance of emotions. 
Witness the blossoming of their unconventional romance, where a once-simple friendship transforms into a complex dance of intimacy, exploration, and devotion. As the young man embraces his role as a sissy trophy wife, he discovers the transformative power of surrendering to his desires to be feminized wife, guided by the experienced touch of his older billionaire black best friend. 
With each installment, the series delves deeper into their journey, unraveling secrets, desires, and the profound connection that binds them. Embrace a world where love knows no boundaries, where the pursuit of pleasure intertwines with the complexities of the heart, and where surrender becomes a pathway to self-discovery. 
Direct Link: https://mybook.to/9OkmT 
*** 
The Feminized Cuckold Collection ! 
[image: ]
Not every husband is meant to lead. Some are meant to serve. 
The Feminized Cuckold Collection is a steamy collection of Bi-curious cuckold short stories and novellas  featuring sissy training, chastity, husband humiliation, dominant bulls, and wives who love seeing their men transformed.  Each story explores a different couple’s journey into ultimate submission—where the husband doesn’t just watch but is trained, dressed, and molded into the perfect little pet for both his wife and her lover/lovers. 
Expect steamy power shifts, feminization, deep humiliation, and complete submission , all wrapped in sizzling hot encounters where the lines of control are redrawn, and new desires are embraced. 
If you love cuckold, sissy, and stories of husbands learning to obey both. If you enjoy stories where husbands become wives, caged cucks become obedient pets, and bulls take their rightful place, this series is for you. 
Get ready to kneel. The training starts now. 
Direct Link: https://mybook.to/k1V9Y
***
ABOUT THE AUTHOR
Sissy Joey is a talented and captivating author whose passion lies in the realm of feminization erotica. With a unique perspective and personal experiences, she brings a refreshing and authentic voice to the world of sissy and feminization literature. Whether you are a longtime lover of feminization erotica or a curious newcomer to the genre, Sissy Joey welcomes you into a world of tantalizing exploration, where secrets are revealed, boundaries are pushed, and authentic desires are celebrated. Step into the pages of  Sissy Joey's works and
embark on a hot and sexy journey.
Connect With Sissy Joey via Reddit .
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