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SISSY MODEL SPENDS A WEEK IN BALI WITH A DADDY

~

By S(issy) Joey


DISCLAIMER:

All the characters involved in this book 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, Lingerie Fetish, Exhibitionism among other kinks & fetishes associated with the ones listed.

—

Checkout my other works here; in this link


PROLOGUE

If you had read my Beach Vacation  story, you would already have a basic idea about me, for those who didn’t, here’s a small introduction!

My name is Joey. Well my sissy name is Joey! I’m a 28 year old freelance writer, sissy OF model and an online adult content creator (also a fairly new erotica author), My parents both passed away 7 years ago, They were driving home from a trek near Arizona, just the two of them, a 18 wheeler lost its break in an intersection and ended up killing them both. I was left with no immediate family, and never knew about any of my relatives. Life moved on bitterly for a year, my then Sugar Daddy Clark from my previous story  helped me emotionally during that period before his work took him to a different city on the other side of the coast. The savings my parents left for me, the insurance money and the settlement from the truck company left me with more than I would ever need for the rest of my life. So after nearly a year of therapy and grieving, I decided to live my life on my own terms. I quit my accountant job (my first job out of college) and moved to Galena, Illinois to start my new life. This was 6 years ago, I now pretty much live as a full time sissy and an adult content creator for most of the time. I also provide companionship services to my longtime well paying admirers. Which means I’m usually flown out of the state and a lot of times out of the country on first classes and private jets and get paid a shit ton for doing what I absolutely love, to be a sissy and have amazing and kinky sex.

I forgot to mention, I’m five foot nine, and I've managed, with all my running, to stay at about one-thirtyfive. A size eight dress fits me pretty well, I can even wear a six if it's stretchy, and my feet fit well into women's size nine. My legs, everyone seems to agree, are killer! When I dress up to go out, I love to wear the shortest skirts I can get away with, that show off my legs and the top of my stay-up, thigh-high stockings. My skin is pretty nice, too, and I enjoy wearing strapless or very thin strap tops that show off my shoulders and hairless chest. A few years back, I was gifted  a five hundred dollar home electrolysis unit by an admirer of mine. It started slow, but the results were amazing and my beard started to disappear and ninety percent of the hair on my legs had stopped growing. I am just about smooth, all over. Especially that special area between my legs: smooth, not a single hair to be found there. And tan, too, with my backyard being so private, I sunbathe as much as possible, and have a medium tan glow on just about every square inch of my body. And oh, do I love to look sexy, and very slutty… Besides all those girly street clothes, I have a decent array of slutty lingerie, cupless and crotchless things, leather, spandex, corsets and a wardrobe full of designer dresses that start from formal to risque to absolute public indecency charges…


Over the course of a few years, I've gone from having nothing, to having a little bit of just about everything, from pink frilly lace to black leather. I guess the only place I haven't gone yet are hormones. I like the idea of having and keeping a functional boi-clittie that can shoot a warm load of sissy cream while being mounted by my Lovense Fuck Machine, my subscribers seemed to love watching that. When I dress fully, I wear breast forms.

So back to my Sissy Companionship Services, As I've mentioned, I've made some great long time admirers. One of my favorites has turned out to be Albert Mason, he is single, actually divorced. He got into the world of investments after getting his MBA out of college, living in London, he was from a wealthy family and he did really well for himself too, he had many wealthy clients, and after his divorce, he was able to retire early and move to Bali. He enjoyed the desert and the sun. I’ve known him now for five years, and we do video chats maybe twice a month, or more even today. His house is spectacular. I got the tour on one of our private video chats. He lives in a Luxurious 18K+ sq.ft Private Villa, it was an Oasis of Luxury as he called it with a private disappearing edge pool. Older than me, he's about fifty, and in very good shape, he works out in his home gym. Very muscular, he's the kind of man I really fantasize about when I’m on that fuckmachine, about six foot five and maybe two hundred thirty pounds of mostly muscle. And if I said nine inches, cut and thick… would you know what part of him I am talking about? Yes, I figured you would! He's a stud, a very sexy stud, but also somewhat a cute bear. If he wanted one, he could have a pretty young woman living with him, or visiting him, but he maintains he doesn't want to be tied down right now in a relationship. He spends most of his time, as I can figure it, doing some day trading, playing golf, and working out. He says he's a great cook, and has a nice wine cellar, more like a small room, in his home. So we both like wine, especially those big, dry reds. And there's more to him, he's very handsome, salt and pepper short hair, more black than gray, and a killer, sly smile.

Sometimes, we make a date for a video chat appointment, a week or more in advance, and will promise to each other to not cum from when we set the date, to when we meet up on cam. These chats get intense, usually, there is an hour or two of foreplay and mutual teasing, before we cum together, online. It is hot, we both love it, and enjoy being with each other. While we're together online, he can range between the sweetest guy you could ever imagine meeting, to a dominant Daddy. And while we play, he's threatened, more than once, to lock me up, from across the ocean, into a chastity device. Mmmm, I am not sure about that… When I do think about it, I try to imagine what it might be like; I believe it would make me hornier than I've ever been in my life, and willing to do almost anything to get unlocked and cum after a long period of being locked up. He is a big, handsome guy, and we have shared a lot of online camming, and have cum together, explosively, many times. In my heart, I feel like we have more going on than just rubbing one out together, we have developed a pretty good friendship, have stayed online many times after the sex was over, and just chatted, just chatting about anything.


Sometimes, we start off in that mode, too, we'll have a chat, each of us with a glass of wine, and have a conversation, that gradually gets more and more raunchy, until Albert pulls out and starts stroking his thick, meaty cock, knowing full well, I enjoy the show that he puts on for me, as much I think, as he enjoys the show I put on for him... We've gotten to know about each other's interests and kinks very well in all those years even before I met him for the first time.

This story is going to be about the best one week I spent in the exotic Bali Island roughly 3 years ago. Stay with me as I recall the kinkiest experience I had with a wonderful daddy.


CHAPTER  1

I have been mulling over an offer from Albert. He has asked me to visit him, several times over the past year, to spend a week at his place. I don't need him to, but he's offered to fly me out, in his gulfstream, from DBQ in Dubuque (which was the nearest one from my home) to DPS in Bali. Honestly, I've never stayed for more than a weekend with an admirer, ever, and I wonder how it would work out, if the first day didn't go well. But then there was the breakthrough, he made me a promise, if we didn't hit it off after twenty four hours together, that he would arrange for me to stay for the rest of the week, at either The Bulgari or The Ritz Carlton. And would still pay the $30K fee for my time there. I’d only be missing the gifts and the tip if things don’t work out, also I had heard about these luxurious resorts, it's just about the nicest in Bali, and would be a wonderful and awesome place to stay at, if Albert and I didn't hit it off. In my mind, these would be an adequate consolation if we didn't hit it off right, if we didn't really connect that well in real life. So finally, three months after his first offer, I accepted! I was going to fly to Bali, and be Albert's sissy lover/girl friend, for a whole week… Just thinking about it puts butterflies in my toned tummy. We set the dates, I'm going to fly to Bali in four weeks, and we both agreed, for the two weeks before my flight, no cumming for the either of us, which made my online subscriber/fans disappointed, but they also knew that a shit ton of hot content will be dropping from my Bali Vacation with a special admirer as I’ve said to them, that made them horny and eager.

My flight plans arrived a month before my departure to make me sure how serious he was, it was a Monday departure and next Tuesday will be the return flight back home. That will be giving Albert and Me six full days together. I hope that's not too much, will I get tired of him - or he of me? I look at what I have on my work calendar, and only having a few more contents to shoot and add to my schedule, I will be able to finish them before the trip, that’ll keep up the daily fresh content upload as promised for my subscribers, until I get back home. A good situation, I don't like the idea of having to edit and upload while I'm with Albert… With four weeks away, I start thinking about the trip and taking clothes out of the closet and from my dresser and start laying things out on the bed in my filming and camming room at home. It gives me an idea of what I will be able to take, I hope to wear at least a couple of different things each day for Albert, I'm thinking I am going to need at least two full suitcases! Fortunately, with that private jet, I can check as many suitcases as I want, up to four.

So let's see, this is May, I check the weather for Bali and it looks like late 80s during the day, and around mid 70s into the night. Maybe cooler if we're right on the water? I go through my closet first, ‘hmmm… what's my best stuff, my sexiest stuff?’ I pull out my three favorite cocktail dresses, a couple of short skirts, some blouses, and I have a couple of nice sexy corsets and shapers in there, too! That makes one small pile. I go to the dresser, almost emptying it, I smile to myself. Stacks of panties, thongs, teddies, crotchless things, several teddies, lacey camis, all sorts of stockings, garter belt sets. ‘Uh oh, I'm going to need shoes, too!’ I tell myself before looking back into my closet, I'm not quite a shoe diva, but I think I have maybe twenty different pairs of women's footwear, ranging from knee high patent leather lace up boots, with four-inch heels, down to a pair of pink Victoria Beckham running shoes. I picked out a nice assortment.


I look over my swimsuits, "how is it that I only have two," I giggle to myself? I take a break, go to my computer, and browse Hunza G, Zimmermann, and Melissa Simone. I try Fashion Nova, too. I'm not opposed to getting a good bargain when I can! I find a couple of hot items, and order them. I have plenty of time to have them shipped and get here weeks before I leave. Then, thinking about being in Bali, I also shop for a couple of sexy flip flops, a couple of scandalous booty shorts, and a couple of spaghetti strap micro dresses. What about a couple of erotic costumes? I know I'm going to be taking my slutty french maid outfit, I shop more on the computer, and find an incredibly sexy sequined hot-pink play bunny costume, and how is it that I've never owned one before, I also choose a 'sexy schoolgirl' set.

Over the next few days, I ordered a few more miscellaneous things, and tried to lose myself in work, working conscientiously to finish shooting and scheduling my remaining contents, and filling my free time with lots of running and yoga, as well. Also, I've been thinking about Albert's nine-inch missile and I started doing extra  anal training, with one of my largest dildos. My feeling right now, is that I want him inside of me as much as he'll want to fuck me, I want the experience to be pleasant for both of us. I've never been able to bring myself to a 'sissygasm 'before with an admirer, where you ejaculate just from prostate stimulation, but with Alberts deliciously large tool, I'm starting to feel something really, really good! I think I might finally get that sissygasm this time.

Now, the trip is two weeks away, and everything I've ordered has arrived. Albert and I met online, fourteen days ahead of my flight. We have a glass of wine, chat about the visit, and then spend nearly an hour of dirty talking and watching each other edge, until we both get very close, and blow our loads within a few seconds of each other. Then, as we discussed previously, we pledged that this will be the last time either of us does that, until we're face to face, at Albert's house, Fourteen days from now. Speaking for myself, I'll be like a dog in heat at that point… We also agree, for the duration, no more video chats, but we can text and email each other. These last two weeks seem to drag on, taking forever, seemingly, to pass. I'm running an hour or more every day, and I've been trying to cut down on my calories, too, I managed to drop a couple of pounds. My clothes are going to fit great; I haven't gained a single pound since I first started purchasing my sissy outfits, more than a few years ago.

I look through all my makeup - I think I need to restock a few things. I'm not embarrassed to do it, in my khakis, a polo shirt, and loafers, (not en femme) I go to Walmart, and pick up some blush, concealer, lipstick, and a new set of makeup brushes and a couple of bottles of nail polish in Hot Red, hot pink and Barbie pink.

Finally, it's the day before, all I can think about, every minute, is the trip. I’m super-horny, and jittery, too: I am nervous as hell. We've arranged, via text, that when I get there, I’ll want to have my own car. I have one reserved with a local provider. I'm going to drive to Albert's to get there in the late afternoon. By his choice, he will NOT be there, I already have the passcode to the gate securing his development, and to the garage door keypad. I will let myself in, and I'll have an hour or more so to get ready for him. This allows me to travel as my regular guy self, but then get into Albert's house and get ready, he'll never see me as a guy, I loved the idea. Like never before, I'm going to get to spend just about a whole week, twenty-four hours a day, in full femme sissy mode. I wake up early in the morning, needing to get going early to get to the airport on time. So I get ready as I would for any of my usual business trips, a quick shower and shave, and I put on my 'guy uniform': slacks, loafers, and a silk print Balian-style button down shirt. All male, except for the pink lace boyshorts panty I am wearing under the slacks. I wear the slacks because I really don't want to wear shorts and have people looking at my silky-smooth, tanned legs in the airport or on the jet. I have two full-size suitcases filled with my sissy gear for the week, a small soft bag with miscellaneous things I will carry on, along with my laptop backpack.

The Uber driver arrives right on time and we make good time to DBQ. A cute little flight attendant welcomes me on the tarmac and then loads my suitcases into the jet. I smile. I think to myself, "there is a lot of fun and hot times packed into those two babies!", the handsome looking pilot tells me we can hit the air, the same flight attendant asks me if I want something to drink? I love her look, I studied her makeup… ‘Coffee maybe?’ You know, I'm on vacation now, so I ask for a Margarita instead. As you need to, I sip it all down before the main door closes and the captain starts to fire up the jet engines. I looked through my emails on my phone. Not much there, a one-liner from Albert: "Thinking of you XOXO. - A." I really hope he is!

After a quick stop in Dubai for refueling, the jet soon started flying once again


Now I'm aboard for the shorter leg of the trip, this is going to be nine hours of flight time, I'm told by the attendant. Another good looking attendant, she looks really good in her uniform; I wonder to myself what she's wearing underneath that uniform? I settled in, we're up in the air, headed east to Bali. Just thinking about it, I take a deep breath. I'm nervous about this, I hope it all goes ok! Opening my laptop, I answer a few emails, including Albert, then watch a movie, lunch is served, I get a glass of Pinot to go with it... I try to take a nap, a little 'beauty sleep' I giggle in my head to myself, and, fortunately, I am able to nod off for a couple of hours. I hear the chime from the cockpit, that 'ding' that informs the cabin crew that the long descent into Bali has started. All in all, this leg of the trip went just fine. Not much more after that, the jet hits the tarmac, a bounce or two, but before you know it, we are stopped at the hangar and after a quick announcement, the door opens and we deplane.

I wheel the two of my suitcases toward the rental car shuttle outside the bustling airport, with my small bags strapped to the suitcase handles, I'm fine. I get on the golf cart that drove me out, and five minutes later; I'm there, at the rental car location. Another deep exhale… It won't be too long now.

The pickup is easy. I find my name on a little board outside the small guest reception building and see my last name and the space number where my car is waiting. Very nice, it's a brand-new Compact SUV, with a panoramic sunroof. Maybe we'll get a chance to use that this week, open the sunroof and go for a drive around the island? Or maybe not! Maybe we'll just stay at Albert's so I can focus my full attention on his fat, juicy cock making sure he was getting his money’s worth… Another giggle that only makes a sound inside my head. The bags are loaded, I hop in and fire up the SUV, I'm headed to Albert's. Should be only about ten minutes, or so. I have the address, have the directions, and he has mentioned that he lives very near to the Ayana resort in Badung Regency, which I have read about. Very nice, this is a very nice area!

Google Maps gets me right to his gated community. It was indeed an hour's drive but luckily I had slept enough on my flight. I punch in the code, and the gate swings open, another two minutes, and I find Albert's driveway. Looks pretty modest from the front, a two-car garage faces the street and some windows up high on the first floor, and then more windows on the second floor. I recall from Albert's online tour, that the house has three levels, sort of staggered into the slope of the hillside his neighborhood is built into. I park the car on the other side of the driveway as Albert has asked me to, because he will want to drive into the garage when he gets home. I walk out to find the keypad and enter the code. The door opens.

Very nice, parked inside the garage, in the right hand spot, is a Jaguar F-Type, Albert was a typical Brit in this sense. It's a beautiful, deep red, convertible. ‘Maybe he'll take me out in that? Wow, I cannot wait… Ok! enough gawking.’ The garage is very neatly organized, I can see, looking around. A little workbench in the back. I get my luggage out and roll the bags inside. There's a note on the inside door, the entryway to the house: "Welcome, Joey! Please use the guest suite on the lower level, this is your private space for the week. If you arrive on schedule, you will have 90 minutes or more to get ready. I had an 11:00 tea time and then I'm going to the liquor shop to pick up a few things. Be back here around 1:00. XOXO - A."Ok, I breathe a sigh of relief. Ninety minutes to get ready is good, I will not have to rush. I take my bags down a half flight of stairs. Another wow: the entire lower level is actually the guest suite. The entire west wall of the area is glass, from floor to ceiling showing the beautiful blues of the ocean. As you enter, there's a generous living room with a kitchenette area on the back, east wall, a queen size bed in the bedroom, and a very large bathroom, with a shower enough for a threesome, two-person jetted tub, and vanity with two sinks. There's a modest veranda, stone tiled floor, with some outdoor lounge furniture: two Chaise lounges, and chairs around a glass table with a white umbrella. Very nice. Two people could live here, it's like a small apartment.

Before I start to get ready, I decided to take a quick look around the other two floors. The mid- or the main floor is much larger than the lower level. It was an open floor plan, with a beautiful living room connected to a kitchen. A large marble island separating the kitchen from the rest of the space. In the living room, there's a wide screen viewing area, a green felted poker table, a snooker table, and an area for darts. How manly, I think to myself...

Back to the kitchen island, there's a range built into it, so as you cook, you would be facing your guests, I suppose. The appliances are all premium brands, all sparkling clean stainless steel. Lots and lots of cabinets. Again, the west side of this space was all windows. I see now, there's a retractable motorized shade that can be lowered down based on the sun’s position and mood of the people in the room. There's some tint to the windows, as well, to keep the heat from the late afternoon sun at bay. It doesn't feel warm at all, the AC was on, I guess. I slid open the glass doors to the patio - it was in a word, spectacular! This is where Albert's disappearing edge pool is. Pretty good size, too, I thought to myself. The area is big enough to host perhaps thirty or so people comfortably. Lots of nice outdoor furniture, lounges, a double-wide Chaise for two people to sit side by side, and several tables, again with those same white umbrellas as downstairs.

Then I quickly pop up to the third floor. It's Albert's bedroom suite. A small dressing room first, then a bedroom, and his bathroom off the bedroom. There's a second bedroom up there as well, with a desk and a computer station set up. I'm guessing this is the home office. Anyway, I didn’t want to spend a lot of time snooping around, I did see one thing in the bedroom, a bit unusual, very interesting: it's a cast silver statue of a naked man. Feet spread shoulder with arms folded. The figure sported a large cock, half erect, pointing out, away from him. Hmmm, it kind of looks like Albert, I once again thought to myself.

"Ok, ok - get going!" I say to myself, out loud. Enough with the snooping. Back to ‘my space’.

First things first, I open my suitcases, splaying them on the bed. I unpack everything, so the suitcases are empty.

I hung up half a dozen things, and then organized all my other stuff into the empty dresser. I arrange, neatly, about six pairs of shoes and sandals on the floor in the closet. Then my small pink transparent bag with my soaps, shampoos, and lotions - this I put on the sink in the bathroom. Ok, the last thing, my makeup case. For right now, I leave this on top of the dresser.Usually I would do my makeup in the bathroom, but there's a nice big mirror above the dresser here, and the lighting in the bedroom is pretty good, so this looks fine.

Now, everything is organized, I put the empty suitcases in the back of the spacious closet. I look around the suite again, realizing how roomy it really is. I look at the bed, wondering whether we’ll sleep together - down here, or in Albert's bed upstairs - or will we sleep separately? ‘Oh well, one step at a time…’ Now I need to get ready, and I have a picture, in my mind, of how I want to be looking, when Albert sees me for the very first time, in person.

I don't think I have time to do anything relaxing, like a bubble bath, so I figure I will take a nice warm shower. First, I realize I'm going to need to be clean inside and out, so I go back to the closet and retrieve the hang-up enema bag that I had brought with me. ‘A girl's gotta do what a girl needs to do!’ I've done this plenty of times, I know probably one cleansing won't be enough, and I am right. Filling the bag with warm, soapy water, I wait to get those nasty cramps and expel the water into the toilet. And one more bag later, I'm clean and ready to go. I fire up the luxurious shower system, it has multiple shower heads, one fixed, coming out from the wall, a second, hung up on a fixture, with long hose, and the third, coming from the ceiling of the tiled shower space, it's one of those large, round heads, about as big as a dinner plate, producing a rainfall effect. The shower is big, and you walk in around a wall, so there's no need for a door. Nothing will splash out of the shower into the rest of the bathroom. I also notice, it's plenty big, at least for three people… The thought of that made my smooth clitty jump up. I had to painfully control myself

I soap up everything twice. The soap I brought with me smells so, so good - hints of rose and lemon. After I feel clean, I take my razor and run it down my legs. I know they are already smooth as I had just shaved them yesterday, but old habits are hard to break. I feel down around my clittie and ball sac, it is super smooth there, too. I'll check the rest of me after I dry off. The towels set out for me were worthy of a fancy resort. Big, plush, snowy white towels. The bath towel is so big, it can fit around my chest twice. I'm starting to feel sexy as I walked out of the shower and saw myself in the sink mirror, with the towel tied around my chest just like a lady...

Moving over to the sink, I look closely at my face. The electrolysis was really working quite well. I think my beard has thinned out to 5% of the hair I had on my face only a year ago. But the long flight has left me with a bit of light afternoon shadow. So I shave, twice. Making sure I am completely silky smooth-faced, I know this will make my makeup go on much, much better…

Lastly, I apply my Victoria’s Secret Vanilla Shimmer Fragrance body Lotion, all over, a nice thick layer, I work it into my skin, everywhere. Up and down my silky-smooth, long legs, onto my smooth, round butt cheeks, into the crack in the back, my chest, back and arms. The smell combines with the rose-lemon soap aroma to produce a heavenly fruity smell. I look down, my clittie is hard, and leaking... I can't believe we agreed to abstain for the past fourteen days.

Ok, now it was the time to pull out all the stops, and get myself into the sexiest things in my collection. I don't want to hold back; you know what they say about first impressions... I dive into the dresser, First I locate my vintage style 6 straps garter belt in hot pink. This is going to go with a pair of my thigh high shimmering silk neon pink stockings, they have a bit of metallic sheen to them. With the belt on, I roll down the stockings and insert my feet, and roll the stockings up my legs. The belt has six straps, three for each leg, and I get those snaps clipped onto the stocking tops, in just a few minutes. Then, over the stockings and the garters, went my hot pink thong with black lace detailing on the front panel edges. The sheer pink panel in the front just barely covers my package, and honestly, there's not much left to the rest of the thong, the waistband is a smooth elastic material, and the strap that wedges between my ass cheeks is just a slender pink cord with a small black rose on the back. My clittie twitches inside the panel. I know in a few more minutes, there will be a wet spot in the front.

Now moving to the breast forms. In my 'dude' life, I wear a size thirty-six sport and suit coat. With my realistic breast forms glued on me, I become a legitimate 38C. Next, a matching lacy pink bra with the same black lace detailings like the thong. I look at myself in the full-length dressing mirror, front and back - I know, I am starting to look yummy. I can't wait to put on the dress now, but I know, now is the right time to do my makeup. At this point in my life as a sissy, I could become a professional makeup artist, I could work the cosmetic counter at Maybelline or MAC. I take my time to apply two coats of hot pink nail polish. I'm going to be pink, pink, everywhere for him.

I have a special moisturizer, just for my face. That's first. Then, primer and foundation, followed by concealer. Then, foundation powder, bronzer, blush, and highlighter. Eyeshadow (in a deep pink), eyeliner, and mascara finish the look I like for my eyes. I like to use "Better Than Sex mascara" from Too Faced, it is a bit heavy, but lengthens the eyelashes naturally, so I can skip false eyelashes. False lashes can be great, but there are always those times, in the ‘heat of the moment’ when one might slip off. So I avoid that, with this mascara choice of mine. The last thing, now, will be the lipstick, but I'll do them last, and touch it up again when I would hear Albert driving up. He should be here anytime now…


Now, the dress, it's a spaghetti strap ruched bodycon pink minidress, that I got online again from Fashion Nova. A bit too sexy to wear in public, but it was 200 percent slutty, so, so slutty and sexy. The ruched stitching in this microdress moves your eyes all over my ass and chest. It fits me like a skin, I know I look good in this. The low cut neck showed off a wonderful deep cleavage created by my realistic silicone breast forms with its nipples protruding like cute little buttons through my lace bra and the tight dress.

I look at myself in the mirror, a flock of butterflies roaming inside my tummy. I looked like a barbie. I need jewelry, my diamond choker goes with a matching diamond bracelet and earrings. I had my ears pierced, more than a couple of years ago. You just cannot find good clip-on earrings. I dab some flowery perfume on my chest, my neck, the inside of my wrists, and the inside of my thighs, just a light touch on those pink, shiny silk stockings. Still no sign of him, no Albert...

The lipstick is next. Three coats of juicy barbie pink. I look myself over, the very last thing, My pink Azia 95 Liquid Metal Sandals, from Jimmy choo. Ok, maybe this was an indulgence, too. Pink patent leather, a thin strap across the base of my toes, and a second thin strap across the top of my foot. Sexy, four-inch heel. Most of my pink stockinged feet are exposed. I'll need to do my toenails tomorrow first thing.

The very last item for my transformation was my wig. I brought two with me, considering the weather here in summertime, I chose to bring short- and mid-length wigs. No need for anything longer, it would just be too hot. I love the shiny, dirty blonde hair, matching my own natural hair. Using some wig tape I got ready to complete my look, I chose the mid-length wig. I use double-sided wig tape, which keeps the wig in place, no matter what I wind up doing later today. This wig comes halfway down my neck. I like this one because it doesn't get in the way, and I can show off what I think are some of my nicer features, my smooth, tan shoulders and upper chest. The ends, I forgot to have mentioned before, curled under, flipped under, not up. Maybe this is a retro look, I don't know. I just personally enjoy the look! I smile, exhale a big cleansing breath, "Whew!" I think to myself, maybe it's time to start growing my own hair out and styling it. Maybe I can find a style that would work for both my 'en femme' and 'en homme' sides… But truth be told, I liked how little effort it took to style a wig rather than my own hair.

I guess now, all that's left is the waiting. I have a pink mini clutch purse, and put my lipstick, gloss, and clutched it in my pink painted fingers, and walked upstairs. Still no Albert... hope that's not really a bad sign? I walk out to the patio, it's so, so private, no one has a view, the golf course down below in that resort, people can see only the tops of the umbrellas on the patio... I lean over the patio railing, and just then I hear the sound of a vehicle, is it Albert? I guess so… I hear the sound stop, and the garage door going up.

He is here! The returned butterflies inside me feel like they are ricocheting off the walls of my stomach! I turn away from the rail, and see him walking into the house.

He puts a brown grocery bag on the kitchen island, and comes out the patio, approaching me. I am standing there, standing still, one high heeled stocking clad leg crossed in front of the other, smiling sweetly. I am quiet, I will wait for him to speak first...

He smiles, a great big, pleasant smile glowing across his face. "God, is this guy handsome, or what?", I think to myself. He's wearing a color block white and blue golf shirt, classy looking khaki shorts, and golf shoes. He's tanned, plus just a bit burnt from being out in the sun, on the golf course this afternoon. He has mild raccoon eyes, from wearing shades, obviously, while he was out in the sun in the course.

Me, motionless, Albert walks around me, devouring me in his eyes, taking in my look, hopefully my smell too. He comes close to me, "Welcome to Bali, Joey baby. I'm so very glad you agreed to visit me. We're going to have a great time! And, don't you look lovely?! You look like a big piece of delicious candy. You’re hot... as a firecracker."

Then, silent for a few seconds, we are both smiling, looking deeply into each other's eyes as he continues "I might just have to eat something this delicious all up immediately…" He giggles as join in giggling as my little clitty slowly starts soaking up my tiny sheer pink thong.

It is going to be a good week. I can tell it already...

-------------------------------------------------------------------------

Checkout my other works here; in this link


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

SISSY'S BIRTHDAY BEACH VACATION WITH SUGAR DADDY: Feminization Sissy Lingerie Fetish Erotica !”
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Escape to the sun-soaked paradise of Aruba as Joey, a young sissy, embarks on a scintillating summer vacation with her alluring 55-year-old sugar daddy, Clark, to celebrate her milestone 20th birthday for a week. In this sizzling short story, passions ignite under the Caribbean sky, and boundaries are pushed as Joey indulges in her deepest desires. Lose yourself in this steamy 7,000-word short erotica, in the seductive embrace of Joey and Daddy Clark's electrifying summer getaway, where pleasure knows no boundaries and satisfaction awaits beneath the sun-kissed skies of Aruba.


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 Joeys' works and

embark on a hot and sexy journey.

Connect With Sissy Joey via Reddit .
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