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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


Thank you all who have been following my new story! In the first three chapters, we were introduced to Sissy Joey, a mid twenty-ish sissy slut living near Dubuque in Iowa. As her sissy side developed in her late teens, she met and made friends online with Albert, who lives out on the Beautiful Coast of Bali. In Chapter 3, after much preparation, Joey made the flight out to visit, and will stay for a week. She finally makes it to Albert's place, a beautiful, private, hillside villa. They meet, and the evening concludes with an explosively steamy and erotically charged session on the top of Albert's bed. Exhausted, Joey falls asleep for the night, spooned up against Albert.




CHAPTER 3

Wednesday Morning:

Still feeling a few hours ahead on Pacific Time, I woke up before dawn, Albert fast asleep, close to me. Fully awake, I decided to get up, out of his bed, to take care of a few things first. I grab my robe and slippers, and just in my pink cami top, I tiptoe down the stairs, to the main floor. Poking around, I find where Albert keeps his coffee and coffee filters and set up the coffee maker to brew a fresh pot. Hmm… supposedly that Kintamani coffee from the fertile volcanic soils on the northern highlands of this beautiful island is supposed to be excellent. I hope I love my morning coffee, because I really love a cup of good coffee!

While the coffee brews, I step down to my private suite on the ground floor. I look in the mirror, and think to myself, "Well, I've seen worse!" giggling softly to myself. My butt is still a little sore from that glorious ass fucking Albert gave me last night, and besides that, there's a little soreness everywhere, but nothing too bad. I think to myself; this is a byproduct of being in pretty good shape… But I need to freshen up, it would be a good idea to be looking good when Albert wakes up. In my mind, I go back to last night. Could it have gone any better than it did? In my mind, I guess it felt romantic and raw, at the same time. He was so nice to me, but oh my God, when the lovemaking started getting physical, Albert was in charge, and just about all I could do was to go along with everything he wanted to do! I think we both said 'incredible' and 'amazing' ten times each after the pink smoke had cleared... What a combination he was, he's big, strong, handsome, well-endowed, and showed great stamina. I bet no woman ever has called him a 'minuteman' before... I'm so glad he agreed to be tested before I came out, having him inside me, flesh to flesh... umm, I gush to myself, it just feels so good, feels so good to have him shoot his load inside me, without a rubber in between.

I start running some warm water in the sink, I'm going to want to douche and then grab a shower. I take a couple of minutes to remove whatever makeup left on my face that didn't rub off onto Albert's cock or the sheets on his bed and run back upstairs for that first cup of coffee. It was brewed and ready.

"Mmm, it smells good in this kitchen", I think to myself. I fill myself a large mug, and bring it back downstairs, still naked except for that cami.

Back in the bathroom, I douche my little pussy with my enema bag twice until I get myself nice and clean, and then run some hot water in the shower. A nice warm, soapy shower with the new flowery shower gel, mmm, very nice. It loosened up any stiffness I had, and continuing to sip at my coffee, I am feeling alert and ready for whatever Albert might have planned for us today. I go through my morning post-shower routine; body lotion everywhere, makeup, breast forms, and securing my wig. I slip on a noodle-strapped, backless babydoll. It's sheer, see-through, fiery red. I think to myself, I have a nice accessory, a matching red ribbon, and I tie it into a pretty little bow-tie around my little clitty in the front. I slide into my slippers from last night, and I move up the stairs, to see if Albert was still sleeping...

Well, turns out, he is, he's still sleeping very soundly. Removing my slippers, I slide back into the bed, up to my handsome host, well paying and well endowed companion for the week. I look at him, for a few seconds, as he breathes deeply. I've already thought about this downstairs, how I should start the morning for him... I slide my hands under the covers, and reach, with both hands, for his cock. Even while he sleeps, he's already thick, and already semi hard. I guess he wakes up with morning wood everyday still, I smile to myself. Just holding him, with both hands, I look at him, still sleeping, I feel his erection grow, from partially erect to nearly fully rock hard. Then, slipping the covers off him, at an angle, I move them just enough so that one of Albert's legs is exposed, along with his cock and balls. As I bend over, I angle his already swollen cock to my mouth. I open wide, as wide as I possibly can, and take as much of him as I can, into my warm, wet mouth. He feels so good in my mouth... Over these past few years, as I've started to take my sissy self from virtual porn browsing at home, to real life encounters where I had to spend from an hour to over a weekend with those special admirers offering them a never forgettable girlfriend experience, I've learned that a wonderful, blissful feeling comes over me, when I am sucking on a hard cock. I feel at peace with the world, almost in a dream-like state. In my readings online, I've seen a lot of submissive and sissies describe this condition as being in the 'subspace'. Whether that's where I am, or somewhere else, I like being here. I like being able to get a man hard, to make him moan, and to make him cum. I don't feel any shame in it, at all. When I'm dressed up, I feel like I am a woman, and it is natural for me to want a man. It has long stopped from making me feel guilty for wanting it. Over the last few years I’ve truly embraced this part of me.

He's already hard, and now, I guess I'm waking him up. He moans, very softly. I'm sliding my mouth up and down, as slowly as I possibly can, and when I have him in my mouth, as far as I can take him in, I hold it in there, while his cock is all the way in my mouth, I move now onto massaging the sensitive underside of his cock with my tongue. Then up and down again, then more tongue massage. Not rushing it, I want him to enjoy this, if Albert wants me to do this for an hour, I'm going to be doing it!

There's more moaning. Louder and louder, and more frequent. I rearrange myself on the bed, so I'm facing Albert, between his legs, rather than having my back to him, as I was when I bent over to first take him a few minutes back. I like this now, because I can look at him, look into his eyes, as I worship his meaty shaft. I've woken him fully now; we adjust ourselves a little as my lover slides toward the headboard and sits himself up a bit on a couple of pillows. We maintain complete eye contact as he studies me, as I'm sliding my mouth up and down his large, thick cock, my head bobbing up and down, on my knees between his legs, ass cheeks up in the air. My baby doll has now slid off my backside, exposing my smooth back to his eyes, I was bare in the behind.

Albert reaches down now, with both arms, and grabbing my upper arms, he pulls me up, sliding me up to him. I'm laying on top of him. I prop myself up, with my elbows so that my face is only a few inches away from his. He smiles, giving me that movie star smile of his, still looking a little sleepy, "That might be the best wakeup call I've ever answered in my life Joey." he said,

We both giggle...

"I knew when I woke up, I was going to do this. Was it okay to wake you up so early in the morning? You were sleeping pretty soundly..." I said back smiling "Do you want me to stop, do you want to go back to sleep? Maybe I should go check my email?"

Albert laughs, "No, after that wakeup call, now I cannot anymore, I don't want to go back to sleep. What I want is to feel you again... To be inside you... Not just in your mouth... Are you ok with that? Or is it too soon for you, after last night?"

And with that question from Albert, I am glad that I got up early and prepared myself. Without looking away, I nod to him, and whisper softly to him, "No, it's not too soon. I'm ok with that..."

"I want to watch you ride me. Can you grab the lube, and a towel?"

I nod, yes. Standing up, away from him now and off the bed, I grab the lube off the nightstand, and quickly snatch a clean towel from the bathroom. Walking back as seductively I could towards Albert, without a word, I climbed back onto the large bed. On my knees, I straddle him, across his thick, firm thighs. I put some lube on two of my fingers and reach back and slip it inside my pussy. Then I repeat it a second time, and a third. Then, turning back to Albert, I squirt a handful more into the palm of my hand, and stroke his cock, applying the lube evenly, carefully, and generously as I needed it especially after last nights fucking. I think we are ready. I set the lube down, on the bed, and reach over and dry my hand with the towel. Now, straightening up, on my knees, I arrange myself further up Albert's large frame, now instead of being above his thighs, my ass is directly over his rock hard cock. With neither of us touching it, his cock stands straight up. I can see it throbbing, mirroring Albert's pulse.

"Help me, Daddy." I say to Albert, looking down to my side, to where his cock is positioned. He understands what I want, what I need, and he grabs his glistening, lubed shaft with a few fingers, and holds it steady. Only then, do I begin to lower myself down onto Albert. I feel the entrance of my pussy against the tip of his large manhood. My God, am I wishing he had a thinner cock? I remember back to last night’s ordeal, when at first, when he was inside me it was uncomfortable, to say the least, but then, after a few minutes, the pain was replaced with pure ecstasy. Albert continues to hold his cock steady, I press against him, lower myself down, just a bit more. I start to feel myself give in, I can feel the lips of my tight little boi-pussy start to open and accept Albert into me. After a minute or more, I feel that usual pop again, and I feel his round cockhead inside of me. I hold it there, squeezing it a few times with my kegel muscles. Our eyes are locked together. He starts to moan. I smile, just a slight smile from the slutty satisfaction.

"Lift your knees up, Albert, let me rest my thighs against yours."

He immediately moves, keeping his feet flat on the mattress, he raises his knees up. There up in the air, his thighs are pressing up against me, letting me put some of my own weight on him, so I don't have to hold myself up with flexed knees and ending up with a cramp or something during the moment. This feels good, I close my eyes for a few seconds, feeling that cockhead inside me. In this position, I have a bit of an advantage, I can control my body weight, and start to push down onto Albert's hard throbbing cock. I start to slide down the shaft, my pussy opening wider and wider with every inch. I think to myself, I'm glad I trained daily with the fattest dildo I had for the past few weeks, before flying out here. I am going to be able to take him all in… this thought made my ribboned clitty leak.

I'm all the way down on him now. I put my hands down on his burly chest, and sat there for a bit, breathing deep and letting my ass adjust and stretch to fit Albert's whole eight inches. After a minute or two, it starts to feel good. My Daddy for the week feels good inside of me… Mmm, I start, now, with Albert's big body pinned underneath me, I start to raise up, and slide halfway off his cock. Then back down. Albert is squirming, in a good way, I smile a bit, looking at him, biting my lower lip reflexively.

With more intention, I start to pull up and down, slowly… rhythmically… off and back onto his glorious cock. Longer strokes, as long as I can make them, without losing the last bit of him out of me, his round bulbous cockhead. Minute after minute, I stroke, leaning back away from him, as I pull up, to try to get his meat to push against my prostate inside. My clittie continues to harden as I stroke him with my inner walls. We continue this, minute after minute, I accelerate slowly, but surely, riding up and down on him, faster and faster. Even though I'm on top of him, my weight is not enough to pin him down: he starts to push his pelvis up against mine, to match my downstrokes. Our bodies are making a repetitive whap against one another, as I accelerate more, and more again. Soon, I'm riding on top of Albert in cowgirl, feeling like I'm riding a mechanical bull at a country fair. We're pushing, thrusting against each other hard!

Albert starts grunting "Mmm... Oh Yesss Babygirl... Mmm..."

I think he is getting close. My p-spot is getting some action, but it's not quite the same as when Albert was on top of me like last night, using his body weight to drive deep into me. I don't care, I want my daddy to squirt his morning load deep inside me.

"Do it, Daddy!" I scream at him...

The grunting continues, I see a touch of sweat on Albert's brow, thrust after thrust is filling me up, I am bouncing up and down in the air, my clittie flopping around uncontrollably. Then, the bouncing changes, Albert grabs my hips and pulls me down, hard, onto him. I'm fully filled. He shakes, I feel him twitching, I feel that first shot of hot cum blast into me, followed by what maybe were seven or eight more maybe? He slows and stops. I'm still on top, he's still fully inside me. I can feel him lose just a bit of that full erection he had for the past thirty minutes or so... I start rubbing his cock inside my pussy. I feel him twitch again, a few aftershocks leak into me from him.

That was so, so fucking good. Even without me cumming, I feel absolutely satisfied, and very happy to have taken such good care of my host. I crawl off him, and lying next to him, I stick the towel in between my legs and press it once, into my ass. I can already feel a little of Albert's cum dripping out, but I also know this will continue for another ten or twenty minutes, so I am not too worried about it. We kiss. Many times. Short kisses, long kisses, with tongue, without tongue, on the lips, on each other's face, all over, and on each other's necks. Phew. I pull my face away from Albert's just a few inches or so "Good morning, Daddy!" I say in a loud, cheerful voice, giggling it out.

"Oh my God... what a way to start the day! Do you know how sexy you are now babygirl?" was his reply to it.

We both giggle, It was indeed what a great way to start any day!

"Breakfast time?" I ask.

Albert nods, and we get out of bed, up on our feet, he steps up behind me and hugs me, gives a nice squeeze to my breasts and a kiss on the back of my neck, I truly felt like a happy wife there. Albert grabs a terry robe for himself, me still in just my sheer teddy and the ribbon around my now semi hard clittie, we walk down to the kitchen. I go first down the stairs, figuring he can have a peek at my bare bubble butt. I pour Albert a cup of coffee from the pot I made earlier, and pop my cup in the microwave to warm it up.

"I need to go grab my little robe, is it okay daddy?"

Albert nods, I scurry down the stairs, slip my mini Kimono back on, and check my face. It looks okay, another dab with the towel, back you know where, as more cum continued to drool out of my freshly used pussy. Just a little touch of blush, I think. Mmm, and more lipstick, why not, I giggle to myself. Back upstairs now, I grab my coffee out of the microwave. It is some excellent coffee, indeed… I take a sip, with two hands holding my mug, I hope I look sexy for him... Just my short robe, and my heeled slippers. Albert's already got breakfast going, looks like it’ll be bagels and some low-fat yogurt, looks good. I find the plates and silverware, when everything is ready, we load the plates and eat our morning meal out on the patio. More nice chat, I slip off one slipper and move my foot under Albert's robe and put my bare moisturised toes against his cock. Damn, it starts to stiffen again, "is this guy always this horny?" I ask myself.

Despite my little footsie move, not much more happened down there, close to the end of breakfast, Albert mentions, "Oh, I have a few welcome gifts for you, would you like me to get them Joey?" Excited, I nod, and Albert goes into the house, into his home office off the side of the living room and comes back with a short stack of four or five gift-wrapped boxes. I wonder to myself, did he wrap these, or have them wrapped for him?

They're all some shades or variations of pink. Hot pink paper, pink foil, pink and white lace ribbons, metallic pink bows, all very feminine and sexy... "This’s what Barbie's birthday party would look like," I thought to myself...

"Here, Babygirl, start with this one." He hands me a shirt-sized box. I unwrap it, it's a dress or blouse. Pulling it out of the box, I know now, it's a dress, but my confusion, in part, was because it's sooo short! It was a pink micromini, open shoulder, strapless, little dress. I look at the label: "Ralph and Lauren", I say out loud, looking at Albert, "I cannot wait to try this one on for you Daddy!"

Albert just smiles, and hands me the second box. I took it from him, it was a small compact square box. Once unwrapped, I slip off the box top, and look in... gulping, I know what it is, I reach in and pull out a cute looking male chastity device. "Oh look, it even matches the dress!" I giggle, it is in pink and it was made in soft silicone, perfect for extended wear. I've seen these so many times on the internet, never worn one before, this one was named "HoD600".

Albert said "I chose the short-tubed one, I think that will fit you better, if we need this during the week... I decided against getting you something called a 'Cellmate', that's the one that your keyholder can control anywhere in the world, from an app. It has an electric lock that's controlled via the internet." I'm holding the HoD600, rotating it, looking at the device from all different angles.

"Daddy, I think if you locked me up in this, it might make me so, so horny, drive me so crazyyy, that I'd be tempted to do ‘anything’ to be unlocked..." I smile at him, giggle, and just leave it at that, letting him ponder in that situation…

The third box, a leaner rectangle box, about seven inches big, I unwrap this, I think it's going to be some jewelry! Lifting the lid, it's white gold, a thin gauge, about like a number two pencil, but half-round, a solid metal necklace. A round, solid metal, maybe five or some inches in diameter. There's a ruby stone set in the front. "It's beautiful!" I comment. Picking it up with two fingers, I now realize this was no ordinary necklace...

"It's called a 'Day Collar' babygirl." Albert said, helping me understand. "Look in the back, the clasp is secured with this small Allen wrench." he pulls out of the box. "Should we try it on now? Once it's on, you probably won't be able to take it off without someone else's help"

"It's beautiful, Albert..." I repeat and I nod while looking at it, studying it intently, I now see there's some engraving on the inside, flat polished surface. "To My Sweet Sissy Girl Joey, From Your Albert!" The engraving reads in a tiny, yet fancy, calligraphy font. He stands up, and without another word, takes the collar, and moving behind me, he lifts the collar over my head, places it around my neck, and locks it onto me with a tightening of the wrench.

"Now, Joey, you can wear this whenever you want, but remember this whenever you have it on, you are mine babygirl..."

I'm speechless... I swallow, and looking into his eyes, without a word, I nod, I nod 'Yes'. I don't know if I like that notion or not, but maybe I do, as he tightened up the closure, my clittie started to stiffen in its ribbon. I can't break my gaze away from his eyes...

"Ok, the final gift!" Albert changes gears. He hands me the last box, it looks like what you would put a longer necklace, or a bracelet in. Opening it up, "I'm a pretty good guesser", I think to myself. Peeling back the tissue paper, I see that it was a gold and diamond necklace, I think I saw this, or something a lot like it, in the airline magazine on the jet trip over here. It's a Bali Roots Necklace. The pendant is in the shape of a flower petal with jungle roots like veins on it, in a rose gold color, and there's a set of eight little stones on the strap of the edges of it.

I look at him "Just a wild guess, this is gold, and these are diamonds?" I ask Albert, holding the pendant in one hand and pointing at it with the other hand.

"Yes, it's twenty two carat, rose gold, the pendant and the chain, and those are little baby diamonds on the sandal strap." I have a friend in the main town, who owns a jewelry store down in Badung Regency. He sells these all over the country. "This will be a good souvenir of Bali for you," he tells me, and then reaching over and grasping the day collar with two fingers, he finishes, looking into my eyes and smiling, "that is, only if I let you go from here..." he chuckles and winks at me seductively.

I look back over everything now, all these gifts, "I don't know what to say, Albert. I think, in their own way, each one is very special. Although maybe the jury is out on this, I think, picking up the HoD600 with two fingers. "You thought about this, all of these gifts, didn't you? And now, you're making me feel bad, I didn't bring you anything with me!"

Albert laughed, "Are you kidding me?" I recall it was me that invited you to visit. You are the guest. And you know what? you've already given me two sexy gifts, last night, and another one this morning. And I hope there’s more of them coming later for me."

I smile, we're looking into each other's eyes again, we seem to be doing that a lot. Why is it, when I look into his eyes, I feel something nice down in my clittie? I lean over, and plant a soft little kiss on the side of his cheek, "Thank you Daddy," I say, very softly.

"Okay, now," Albert answers, "If I'm in charge here... And I am!" he winks at me again, "We're going to go out for a little drive now, after we wash up. I need to show you some of the island, at least this corner of it. A couple of my favorite joints. We might go into the water, so put on a bathing suit underneath, and then if you have a comfortable summer dress, put that on over the suit. Something that's quick to slip off... Do you have some sturdy sandals or walking shoes? Bring them with you, if you want to wear something fancier and sexier, with heels while we drive around. I'll be taking you to lunch, too. Maybe we can each get ready on our own?"

"Good idea," I nod yes...

"Do you want me to take this off for you now babygirl?" he asks, touching the day collar.

"No, I think I like it, Daddy!" I do. I do like it, and I think my clittie likes it too, I giggle to myself.

"Ok, let's just put the dishes in the sink, I'd love to get going!" Albert decides. We start to move, to get ready. We get the dishes inside, I bring in the gifts, toss the spent wrapping paper, and gather everything up.

Albert looks at me again and says "Twenty minutes, will that do?"

"Yes, fine, come on down to my room when you're all ready to go," I said before We turn away from each other and headed to our respective rooms. Albert, up the stairs, me down to my suite. I still have my breast forms on, they are still secure. I check my face, I need to work on my face a bit. A wash, give my peach fuzzy face a quick shave, and apply a couple of layers of makeup. My wig looks good I think, and now stripped naked, except for that day collar, I go through the dresser, and look at the various bathing suits I brought. I'm thinking, if we do go into the water, I need something more substantial, not one of my little stringy things. I chose the 'Summer Songs' ribbed one piece I bought from FashionNova, just for this trip. It has more coverage on the top, it's a criss-cross top with an attached bikini bottom. This will do a nice job hiding my breast forms, I think to myself, and still look pretty good. I check myself out, front and back, after putting on the orange swimsuit. I do look pretty good in it.

Now, I go to the closet, and pull out a nice summer sun dress. I chose the print halter dress from fashion nova again. Slipping it on, it's comfy, stylish, and even though some of my swim top shows, it looks fine. "Don't get too fussy about this," I think to myself. Finally, I selected a pair of chunky white heels, very summerish, partly made from cork, and some coir braiding around the heel. A strap for my toes, and one strap buckles around the ankle. They are sexy, and I recall getting them for a bargain online... The chunky heel helps, because they're four inches high. Am I all set? What do I need for accessories? I grab a LV summer carry bag, put my little clutch and phone in the bottom, my running shoes, and a pair of short, very short denim booty shorts, I got from Levi’s. I grab my barbie pink lipstick, apply a few coats, and pop that in a little makeup bag I have. I'll need my big, dark, glam golden Ray-Bans, and with my wig, I'm going to need my straw hat, with a broad brim, I think it looks pretty good on me, and even has tie straps in case it's windy or we're driving with the top down. Just as I'm finishing with these last items, Albert pops his head into my suite, "Are we close?" he asks.

"Albert," I say smiling, and walking over to him with my bag, "Daddy... I'm alll ready to go!" I giggle.

Touching my day collar again, he replies "Ok, my babygirl...", smiling, "Let's go! We're taking the convertible, are you okay with that?"

"I am! Let's go!"

We make quick work of loading up, getting into the car, backing out of the garage, putting the top down, in just a few minutes, we are headed down the road out of Albert's neighborhood.

"Do you like the car?" Albert asks. "It's a Jaguar F-Type. Has pretty good pep, eh?" Asking again, he floors it and scares me as we race around a corner on the private road that leads to the state roads.

"Ok there big boy!" I stick a finger in his side, "Take it easy on me..."

He laughs and slows down. "Okay, my sweet babygirl. I will, for you. I'm going to take you around the northwest corner of the island to the west coast. I like it out there, it's quieter than the rest of the island, and there are some really scenic spots over there."

We're driving in the pleasant mid-morning sun... I'm glad I brought my hat, the car makes its own wind, plenty of wind. I'm feeling like a Hollywood star in one of those classic films. I think there are some famous scenes with Marilyn Monroe or Michelle Pfeiffer, being driven around in a convertible, hat or scarf, and dark glasses; I felt so glamorous this morning... He makes me feel glamorous, the way he looks at me, devours me up and down, taking more than a quick glance at my smooth, tanned thighs. I really like that attention...

We drove up to Geger Beach Park, near the very northwest point of the island, a wonderful view. Then, we double back, to the east, and travel through some beautiful ranchland, into the town of Padang Bai, it's a little busier, and then a little more of a drive to the east some more, to a little bitty town Amed. We stop there, Albert parks the car, we walk around the town, hand in hand. I'm starting to feel like his actual girlfriend, not like someone who’s actually offering him the girlfriend experience.

"I sometimes drive up here, just to go to this little joint." He says, as we walk up to a quaint little place, a hole in the wall, just a couple of tables with umbrellas outside, and a few tables inside. Albert, my hand surrounded by his, guides me to one of the tables near the window overlooking the ocean.

We're a bit early for lunch, 11:45, but a cute little waitress comes over, looks both of us over, twice, and hands us two menus. "Specials are on the back... I'll be right back for your drink order."

Albert continues, "At the very least, it's not presumptuous. Sometimes that mainland Bali environment gets just a little too pretentious for me... You'll see, when I take you there this week..."

The waitress comes back, we ask for two glasses of wine, agreeing that a Sauvignon Blanc is just right for midday with a light lunch. We order the house sandwiches, and chat for ten minutes until the food comes. Just plain chit chat, likes, dislikes, politics, economy, favorite movies. The food comes, and we focus more on that, we chat less, and make through those two club sandwiches and a few chips, they just about disappear in no time. The check arrives, Albert pays, and we walk back to his car.

"I have one more secret spot of mine to show you before we head back, it’s a very special spot I want to show you." We head back to the Belangen Beach view point. We park in the visitor lot and walk around the viewing area. The view is unbelievable, to the west, a volcanic charcoal -coated cliff, drops down hundreds and hundreds of feet, down to a white sandy beach, way down below us. I take some pictures, we take some selfies, the two of us with the view behind us.

"This car won't make it, but you can take a four-wheel drive down that gravel road to the beach," Albert says, pointing. It's a tricky, twisty and steep drive. There are also tourist companies that you can book, they will take you down for an afternoon. If we have time, maybe later this week?"

"Sure..." I replied. "Looks like it would be an amazing experience."

We are done walking around; we walk back to the car. Albert now tells me "We're going to go for a little hike, to a special, secret spot I know. Did you bring hiking shoes, like I asked for?" Looking down, he continues "Those don't look really safe to me... ", pointing at my summer heels.

"Yep, got a pair in my bag, one sec, daddy... It's in my carry bag, remember, you put it in the trunk?"

Albert smiles, remembering, he opens the trunk, and hands me the bag. I fish for the shoes, and leaning against one fender, I unstrap the sandals, and tie on my running shoes. Albert then mentions "Oh yes, we'll need these, too..." He reaches in the trunk, and pulls out a folding lawn chair, and a beach blanket.

Hmmm... I'm not quite understanding this. Why only one chair? And the blanket with it? If we were going to lay out in the sun, what's the purpose of the chair?

"Here, follow me, babygirl..." with the car all locked up, Albert takes the lead, chair and blanket in hand. We get to the far corner of the parking lot, and he turns back to me... "I found this spot here a few years ago. I come out here sometimes, to meditate. I bring the chair out to sit in the sun. While I'm out here in all these years, I've never run into another person, ever. I think the high schoolers come out here after dark, to drink up and smoke sometimes."

There's a gap in the split rail fence, and you can see a hint of a crude trail, in an area surrounded by thick bushes. Albert leads us on, onto the trail. It goes up a bit of a hill, through a dense, tree covered area, curving back and forth. Then up some more, and finally, after maybe half a mile hike, I see ahead an open area. It's clear of the bushes and trees in the middle, pretty flat, there are rocks and lava rocks around, and a small grassy area, too. Surrounded by dense brush and trees. This open area is about the size of the main patio, at Albert's. And with an amazing view of the Indian Ocean. We're so high up, you can't get to a spot to see where the waves are hitting the shore. Maybe, I think to myself, five hundred feet down, I can only guess. Without saying anything, Albert proceeds to open the chair up in the middle of the grassy area. Next, he unfolds the blanket, snapping it once in the air, to air it out, and then gently, lays it out on the grass, in front of the chair. He looks at me and says "The chair is for me, Joey... The blanket..." he pauses... "is for you my babygirl..."

I look at this situation, and now, maybe I am getting an understanding of why we were here. Albert looks at me, and opens his mouth: "Baby, please take the hat off, if it's not too bright, and take your shades off, too along with them. And then take off that dress, too. I want to see how sexy you look in your bathing suit."

Wow. We're standing a few feet from each other; I look at him... He's said what he wanted to say to me, and now was just watching, waiting for me to comply with his command...

Under my chin, I untie the ribbons holding my hat onto my head. Nowhere else to put it, I lay it on the blanket. Then the sunglasses. I'm just looking at him, he's not moving, not saying a word. Looking at Albert, I reach back and untie the bow holding my dress up onto the back of my neck. The top slides down, I let the dress fall to my ankles. I step out of the dress, pick it up, try to fold it up a little, and set it next to my hat, on the blanket. I'm standing there, in front of Albert, wearing my orange swimwear. A cute little orange top and it’s connected bikini bottom.

Albert looks me over, up and down... "Very nice... Now, Joey, take the top off for me..." That's all, that's all he says to me. Nothing. Waiting for me to comply... I'm thinking, we could be doing this in private, on his patio... I'm more than a bit nervous out here!

Pulling from the bottom, I pull the top away, pulling the joining it over my head from the behind, I let the top fall off. I'm standing there, on a little grassy bluff, with the bottom of my onepiece still in place and running shoes. My breast forms are on display, as is most of the rest of me. And oh yes, I remember now, touching it with one finger, I still have my day collar on...

"Thank you, babygirl, very nice... Thank you..."

A pause.

"Now, Joey, the bottoms..."

He doesn't even tell me to take them off, he just says ‘the bottoms’. I think I am becoming more and more nervous. And aroused. This is starting to get me too hot! I look at Albert, while pulling the elastic waistband down, I slide the whole onepiece down to my ankles, and step out. I drop them, and place them on top of the dress and hat laying on the blanket. I'm naked, save my shoes, and oh yes, my collar. Albert looks me up and down, taking a long time to stare at, to devour my form. I cross my legs, at the thighs, to make my little boi-clittie and it’s balls stick out.

"It looks to me like your clittie is enjoying this." He reaches over and gives it a little squeeze, to confirm that my little clittie is hard. Now, after that squeeze, it's even more harder now. All I can do is nod. I can't, right this moment, form even a single word out of my mouth...

"Joey, this is what we're going to do, for the upcoming little while now..." He reaches down, and starts letting down his zipper, fishing out his already-hard cock. Looking down at it, I forget where I am, that I am naked outside, I just stare at it, and reflexively, lick my bottom lips with the tip of my tongue.

"Babygirl, we're going to have you spend some quality time, this afternoon, with my cock here. I'm going to want you to worship it, to kiss it, to lick it, to suck on it. And I'm going to want you to look at it, from very close, and talk to me about how you are feeling, how my cock makes you feel, and what you want from me and my cock. I want you to talk about my cock... I want you to describe it to me, I want to hear you worship my cock ... Now, as I said, the chair is for me..." he says, sitting down with his cock out of his cargo shorts, "And then" pointing down at the blanket, he said, "that is for you my sweetheart..."

I move to the edge of the blanket, and kneel down, facing Albert, right up against him. I lifted one hand, up to his cock, Albert was staring intently at me. Forgetting where I am, and how I look naked with a hard little clittie, I take his cock, carefully with my hand, lifting it up, to a horizontal position, the tip, the large and bulbous angry looking cockhead right in front of my face, I give it a kiss, a soft, tender, loving, sensuous, long kiss...

"Albert," I say, looking into his eyes, "I love your cock... I love everything about it. I love its size, the shape, the way it feels in my mouth, and the way it feels inside me, in my pussy, the way it makes me feel. I think I'm falling in love with your cock daddy..."

Albert smiles, a happy little smile. He reaches over, and touches the front of my day collar, gently, with his thumb and pointer finger. Holding it, still gently, he looked deeply, right into my eyes, he said "I think you like this gift that I gave you this morning baby. It seemed to me, anyway; the pupils of your eyes dilated wide open while you were looking at it. Certainly, you saw something in it that you liked... Am I right Joey?"

I couldn’t say a word, as if a sock, or a gag or a pair of panties, had been shoved into my mouth. All I can do is look at him, and nod my head in affirmation. I look down, embarrassed... humiliated. Exposed. Literally, and figuratively, there I am, kneeling naked, except for the sneakers and a thin gold collar, I'm at this man's feet, and he asks a question that cuts into the core of my being.

"Look at me, Joey, don't look away from me." He lifts up my chin, with a single finger, to get our eyes back in contact with each other. "Now don't be shy with me babygirl... talk to me about the collar. Was I right? Did I see you react like that, baby?"

I nod again, but this time, I manage to keep my head up. I think tears were welling up in my eyes. The words started spilling out of me, "Yes, Daddy, I like it. I love  it a lot... I like it, that you thought about me as a pet for you this week, as something you might own, and put a collar of ownership on. I like it that you thought of this, and with enough intention, to have it engraved ahead of time, to have planned that. You've made this collar mine, mine alone daddy." After a silent second, more spills out "My whole life, I've searched for the right connections, the right feelings in my relationships. My whole life as a guy, there were always things never ever one hundred percent right... I never found girls who were really interested in me, and after realizing that, I never wanted to chase after them, not that much really. One girlfriend from back in college, maybe, was the only one, was the only exception, and even that didn't last too long... Then, later, as I discovered more about crossdressing, I found that I was much more desirable as a person. Men wanted to have me! I got more confident about my form, the form that I was seeking to achieve, and that I could really turn men on. I found I could do this to men, especially to big, strong, manly men", I said to Albert, as I held his hard cock, and sort of pointed at it, with my eyes, to show him, his hard cock was the very thing I wanted...

"Very nice, Babygirl. I think I understand. Now, we'll talk more in a few minutes. You may Proceed..." all he said was those three little words: 'you may proceed', and I understood exactly what he wanted. I opened my mouth, and took his cock, all eight inches of it, into my throat... I looked up to Albert, my sexy Daddy, my companion for the week, maintaining steady eye contact. As he was inside my mouth, I lapped at his hard shaft with my tongue, barely able to keep myself from choking on it… Oh this week has already been great so far. I couldn’t wait to see what else my Daddy had in store for me. And more than anything, I couldn’t wait to taste his nice and thick load in my mouth now. I’ll get back to dreaming about the rest of the week in a few more moments.

End of Chapter 3. To be continued…

—

In Chapter 4, After Sissy Joey finishes the cock worship session at the secret spot, the couple travel back to Albert's place, spending some quality time out in the sun on Albert's patio cause she still had a few more things to model for her daddy ; )

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