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Chapter 1

I shouldn’t have been walking into a place like this with my heart banging against my ribs, but that’s exactly how it felt — every beat too loud, every step too soft, every breath just a little bit shaky. My jeans were too tight, too warm, rubbing between thighs that were already slicker than they should’ve been for someone still dressed like a “boy.”

But that was the whole point, wasn’t it?

Boy on the outside. Slut on the inside. Sissy everywhere that mattered.

The hotel lobby smelled like polished floors and cool air-conditioning, and the moment I stepped inside, I could feel it… the shift. Like the building itself somehow knew I wasn’t here for anything innocent. I wasn’t here to be normal. I wasn’t here to pretend.

I was here to finally take a real cock.

After months of riding a dildo in my room with the doors locked. Months of teasing strangers online. Months of sending pictures I’d never dare show anyone from my “real life.” Months of calling myself a slut in DMs just to see how hard they’d get.

And after all of that… I finally said yes to him .

Daddy.

It started with a message he sent at two in the morning, right when I was weakest:

“Stop teasing boys online. Come take something real.”

Short and Certain.

A message that didn’t look for permission, it simply assumed I’d bend.

I screenshotted it. Read it again and again. We’d spent late nights on video calls, me pretending to be shy while he watched me play with toys I swore were “too big,” him laughing softly when I’d moan a little too loudly. I’d heard him groan. I’d heard him praise me. I’d heard him tell me to be a good girl and take it deeper.

So it wasn’t about imagining him. It was about remembering him.

Remembering the way his voice dropped when he called me princess. Remembering the way he breathed when he watched me ride a dildo for him. Remembering the way he said my sissy-name like he already owned the needy, filthy thing I was becoming.

Something in him was calm and adult. Firm without trying. The kind of man whose tone alone made you behave. The kind of man who never needed to raise his voice because he already knew you were going to listen.

I’d always fantasized that my first real cock would be something manageable, something soft and romantic, something I could pretend wasn’t as dirty as I knew it was. Instead, I chose the exact opposite.

A man in his mid-30s with a huge BBC — bigger than anything I’d ever managed to take from a toy, bigger than anything I was actually ready for.

But that was the dream, right?

To be ruined properly.

And the worst part of all this clitty twitching anticipation? I already knew exactly what was waiting for me, because he’d shown me… more than once.

He wasn’t shy about sending pictures. Not the flattering, posed kind boys send on apps. His were raw. Heavy. Veiny. Throbbing in his fist with that thick curve that made my breath hitch every time I zoomed in. Half the photos looked like he’d snapped them lazily after a shower, water still clinging to the base. The other half were the kind he sent only when he wanted to break me—cock slick, swollen, the kind that made me clutch my thighs together and whine into my pillow.

And the video calls… god.

I’d be riding my dildo on my knees, both hands gripping the sheets, pretending I couldn't handle the toy while he stroked his luscious big meat slowly on the screen. He always jerked off with this controlled rhythm, like he wanted me to watch every inch that didn't disappear in his large hand. Sometimes he’d talk me through it, voice deep and steady:

“Ride it, princess. Show Daddy how you’d take me.”

Other times he’d stay quiet and just breathe—low, heavy, the kind of sound that made my hole clench around the toy automatically.

I’d moan for him. I’d beg. I’d bounce on that dildo like it was never going to be enough.

Because it wasn’t.

His cock looked dangerous in the videos. Too big for a first-timer. Too thick for someone who still got nervous putting in a plug. But every time he’d stroke himself and smirk at the camera, I’d feel it — that greedy, filthy ache.

The ache that whispered: You were made for this. For him.

My steps grew slower the closer I got to the elevators. The lobby lights reflected across the marble floor, bright enough for me to see how nervous I looked. My palms were sweaty. My throat felt tight. And my sissy cock — hidden behind denim — kept twitching like it already knew who it belonged to.

“This isn't going to be the last time I ever walk into a hotel to get fucked,” I whispered to myself.

I didn’t mean it dramatically. I meant it like a promise.

When the elevator doors opened, my knees nearly gave out. I pressed the button for the fourth floor, swallowed hard, and tried not to look at my phone again. His last message sat at the top of the screen:

“Room 412. Knock once. Then wait.”

By the time the elevator reached his floor, I could barely breathe.

The hallway carpet muted the sound of my footsteps. Everything felt too quiet—like the world was holding its breath with me. I stopped in front of 412, wiped my hands on my jeans, inhaled once, then knocked.

Just once.

The door opened almost immediately.

And there he was.

Daddy.

Not the cartoonish version I used to dream about. Not a pornstar caricature. Just… a man. A real man. Calm. Still. Confident. His shoulders filled the doorway, his T-shirt stretched across his chest, and the relaxed way he leaned one hand against the frame made my stomach flip.

He looked me up and down slowly.

Not in a rude way. Not in a shy way. In that knowing way. The way a man looks when he already understands exactly what you are.

His eyes dragged over my boy clothes like they were temporary. His lips curved—just a hint, enough to tell me he was amused, pleased, and already in control.

“You made it,” he said calmly.

His voice… god. It was deeper than I imagined. Not rough, just steady. The kind of voice that could tell you to kneel and you’d already be halfway down before your brain caught up.

I nodded, swallowing hard. “Y-yeah. I… I’m here.”

He stepped aside.

I stepped in.

The door closed behind me with a soft click.

His energy shifted instantly, it was subtle but unmistakable. He didn’t touch me. Didn’t rush. Didn’t crowd me. He just stood there for a moment, letting me feel his eyes on me.

Then he said, low and controlled:

“Bathroom.”

My breath caught.

“You know what to do.”

My entire body lit up with a combination of fear, excitement, heat, submission, and everything I’d been denying myself for months suddenly rushing to the surface.

I nodded again, but this time slower, my legs moving before I consciously chose the direction.

The bathroom door closed behind me.

And that was the moment it really began.


Chapter 2

The lock clicked behind me, soft but final, and I stood in the bathroom for a second with my back pressed to the door… breathing like someone had just shoved me against it. My reflection looked nothing like what I felt — boy clothes, messy hair, flushed cheeks — but my body? My body already knew exactly what it was here for.

And then I saw it.

Not just an outfit — it was my undoing. Laid out like he’d undressed me in his mind a hundred times and finally decided to make it real.

The pink lingerie set  wasn’t just sitting there; it was waiting  for me. The same one I’d once mentioned wanting during a late-night call… except Daddy hadn’t told me he’d bought it. He’d kept that part to himself. Seeing it here… soft baby-pink lace, tiny frills teasing the edges, delicate cups meant to make me blush, felt like a secret he’d been sitting on, smiling to himself, knowing exactly how hard it would hit me.

The tiny lace skirt  was even worse. Or better. The same model I’d sent him the link for. Sheer enough to be pointless, light enough that a breath would lift it. The kind of skirt Daddy once said would "swing just right when you’re taking it from behind." Seeing it here made my stomach flip.

The knee-high socks — lace trimming, soft cling, tiny ribbons at the back of the calves, and it all made my legs look obscene in a way I wasn’t prepared for. Not cute. Not sweet. Just… slutty. The kind of socks that didn’t say innocent  — they said bend me over and mess me up , and the worst part was how fast my body agreed.

And then… the thing I didn’t expect.

The Brat collar .

Thick rhinestones. Too sparkly. Too obvious. Too perfect. 
It sat there like Daddy had placed it last, knowing it would be the thing that broke me. A collar that didn’t just tell me who I was, it told me who I belonged to.

The gloss  was next to it. Pink. Shiny. Wicked. The kind Daddy always told me looked "better when smeared." Just imagining that made heat shoot down my spine.

But it was the last item that stole the air from my lungs.

The plug. Not the one inside me now—because that one was already big, already more than I usually wore, already something that made me walk through the hotel acting calm while my hole clenched around it like a greedy little secret. 


But the one Daddy left for me on the counter? That one was in a different league entirely.

This one was huge; it was the biggest I’d ever seen outside of a porn window. Longer, thicker, shaped like something designed to make me gasp before it even touched me. The kind of plug a girl only wore when she was preparing for a cock that could split her open. 


And Daddy’s cock… god, I’d seen it on video enough times to know this plug wasn’t a challenge. 


It was a warning . A promise. A stretch he wanted me to feel for hours after.

One look at it and I knew exactly why he’d chosen it: To make taking him easier. To make taking him possible. To make sure my hole was soft, open, twitching — ready .

My whole body lit up with the thought that in a few minutes, Daddy’s real cock… so much bigger, so much heavier, so much meaner — would be pushing into a hole he’d already shaped for himself.

I wanted it so badly it actually hurt.

My hand flew to the counter to steady myself. My thighs tightened. My breath hitched sharply and messily.

“Fuck…” I whispered, half-laughing, half panicking at how hard my clit jerked just looking at it.

For a second, I just stood there, staring at everything he’d chosen… and it hit me.

This wasn’t a costume. This was a role. A promise. A confession laid out in lace.

My knees almost buckled.

I pressed a hand to the counter and breathed. “Okay. Okay… you can do this.” But my voice trembled. My fingers trembled. My whole slutty soul trembled.

Because this wasn’t just dressing up for a camera. This was for a man who was standing outside that door. A man with a cock big enough to ruin me. A man who already knew how my moans sounded. A man I wanted to please so badly my chest actually ached.

I stripped fast, but not carelessly, peeling off the boy clothes like they were skin I was finally allowed to shed. Shirt first. Jeans next. And then the tiny gasp I let slip when the plug I’d been wearing all day shifted inside me.

“Daddy’s gonna see you like this,” I whispered at my reflection.

My hole fluttered around the plug like it was agreeing.

I grabbed the bigger one… the one Daddy chose, and for a second I just stared at it in my hand, my breath catching like a little gasp had gotten stuck in my throat. He’d even left the lube right beside it, the good kind, the thick kind he always told me to use when he wanted me stretched properly. My fingers shook as I picked up the bottle.

I bent forward over the counter again, the mirror giving me the dirtiest angle—my flushed face, parted lips, my desperate, twitching hole clenching around the plug already inside me like it didn’t want to let go. Like it knew what was coming.

“Good girls take the bigger one…” I whispered to myself, voice trembling and bratty and desperate all at once.

I squeezed lube onto the new plug, watched it glisten, thick and shiny, too big to be reasonable and exactly what I wanted. Then I dragged the tip between my cheeks, teasing myself, rubbing slow circles over my hole. The smaller plug inside me pulsed back, my body fluttering, twitching, begging in ways I couldn’t hide.

A whine slipped out of me—soft, helpless.

I pulled the first plug out slowly, my whole body tightening, a shiver running through my spine so hard I gasped. My hole clenched on air, empty for barely a heartbeat before I pressed the bigger plug forward.

The stretch made my eyes roll back instantly. My mouth fell open around a moan I didn’t even try to catch. My hips jerked, my thighs shook, my hole struggling and opening and welcoming and overwhelmed.

"There she is…" Daddy’s voice echoed in my memory, low and approving.

I pushed the plug in another inch. And another. My breath stuttered. My knees wobbled. By the time the widest part slid past the tightest point, I wasn’t breathing so much as whimpering.

When it finally seated inside me, full and heavy and perfect, my whole body trembled harder.

Piece by piece, I dressed myself—slow, shaky, soaking in every filthy second of it.

The bra  went on first, and the moment the lace brushed my skin I gasped. The cups didn’t just lift my chest—they presented  it, pushed it up in a way that made my nipples throb against the lacy frills. Each tiny stroke felt intentional, teasing, like Daddy had picked this exact fabric because he knew it would make me sensitive enough to whimper.

The panties  were worse. Or better. Pulling them up my thighs felt like dragging sin over my skin. They clung so perfectly to me it was like they were painted on, hugging my plug, hugging my clit, hugging every place I wanted him to grope and play. I actually arched when they snapped into place, the pressure making my breath shake.

The skirt  floated down over my hips like a blush made of lace. Sheer, shameless, wickedly nonexistent—the kind of skirt that existed only to frame how exposed I really was. When I shifted my legs, I could see the faint outline of the plug inside me, the twitch beneath it, the needy little pulse I couldn’t hide. It made heat rush straight to my face.

The socks  slid up my legs in slow, ribboned caresses. God, they made me feel small. Pretty. Obliging. Like a doll posing for someone who already knew exactly how he wanted to play with her. Each tug smoothed my skin, each ribbon cinched me a little closer to the version of myself Daddy liked best.

And then—

The Brat  collar.

When I lifted it, something inside me fluttered. When I clasped it, something inside me opened .

It clicked shut like a lock on a diary full of filthy secrets. Like a door closing behind the last version of me that would ever pretend to be anything but this.

Something final.

Something that wasn’t coming undone after today.

I grabbed the gloss with shaking hands. Leaned close to the mirror. Watched my lips become shiny, wet, and kiss-ready. The kind of lips men grabbed your jaw for.

My heart wouldn’t slow down.

“Daddy’s waiting,” I whispered.

It wasn’t fear this time. It was hunger.

I styled my shoulder-length hair into soft, messy waves—pretty, slutty, the kind of look that. Then I stepped back from the mirror.

For a heartbeat, I froze. Not because of the outfit—but because of the girl staring back at me. She didn’t look like someone pretending anymore. She looked… ready. Wreckably ready. My lips were glossy, my chest was rising too fast, my legs were trembling, and the plug inside me made my hips tilt in a way I’d never done on purpose.

I looked like someone who knew exactly what she came here to give. Someone who ached to be handled. Someone who wanted to be ruined for real.

I opened the bathroom door, breath catching in my throat.

The air outside didn’t just feel charged—it felt hungry . Like Daddy had been standing there replaying every filthy video call we’d ever had, waiting for the live version to finally walk out to him.

Daddy stood exactly where I’d left him, but the look on his face wasn’t the same man who’d told me to go change. His eyes snapped to me like he’d been yanked by a leash he didn’t mind wearing. The way he looked at me wasn’t heat—it was possession, slow and thick, dragging over every inch of lace and skin like he was already deciding how fast he wanted to ruin me.

His pupils blew wide, swallowing the color in his eyes like he’d just been handed his favorite toy. His throat worked around a low, involuntary swallow, the kind a man makes when he’s already imagining how you’ll sound stuffed full of him. His jaw flexed. His chest expanded. His fingers curled where his arms were crossed, knuckles going white for half a second, like it took actual effort not to drag me straight to the bed.

His eyes then moved slowly, and very intentionally, onto my glossed lips, then to my collar throat, and then down below to the tiny sheer skirt, then to the smooth socks hugging my smooth legs… and then once again back up. All the way up the same way they went down. His stare lingered long enough to make my clit twitch and my plug pulse.

Then he exhaled — sharp, wrecked — like the sight of me punched the breath out of him, his grip tightening on his own bicep like he was physically stopping himself from yanking me against him and bending me over right there.

“There she is,” he said, voice warm and deep and claiming. “The pretty girl I’ve been waiting for.”

A sharp wobble betrayed me, my knees threatening to melt straight to the carpet. My spine straightened on instinct, my hips tilting just a little, a bratty smirk threatening the corner of my mouth before I swallowed it down—because God, I liked being seen like this. Liked the way he devoured me with his eyes. Liked the way he looked at me like I was sin wrapped in lace.

“Say it again,” I whispered.

His smile curved slowly and dangerously delicious.

“ My  pretty girl.”

Something inside me broke—in the best, sluttiest way possible.

And the new life I came here for finally began.


Chapter 3

I didn’t even realize I was holding my breath until Daddy’s fingers hooked under my chin.

Not rough. Not rushed. Just that slow, confident pressure that told my body exactly what direction to move in — up. My spine straightened. My lips parted on instinct. My pulse fluttered so hard in my throat it felt like something inside me was trying to escape.

And then he dropped the cargos he was wearing.

And just like that, everything inside me stopped .

I knew it was big. God, I thought I understood big. I’d prepared for big. I had a monster plug inside me, stretching me open, keeping me obediently soft for him the entire time.

But this?

This was… another species.

My vision tunneled. My breath punched out of me in one sharp, broken sound, almost a gasp, almost a whine.

“I thought I knew what big meant,” I heard myself whisper — not to him, just to the universe. “Turns out I had no idea until that moment.”

Daddy just smirked, like he’d been waiting for that exact reaction. Like he’d seen it before. Like he enjoyed  it.

He stood there, letting me drown in the sight of him—this obscene BBC , heavy and hanging like it owned the room, swaying between his thick thighs with every breath he took. It wasn’t just big. It was massive —dark and glossy, the skin stretched tight over the thick, veiny length like it was too swollen for his own body to handle. The head alone looked thicker than my largest dildo, fat and blunt and angry-looking, already leaking just enough to catch the light.

It hung so low it brushed the top of his thigh, a slow, lazy sway that made my mouth water. Every throb sent a visible pulse along the shaft, a heavy jerk that made my knees weaken and my pussy clench helplessly around the plug. Heat radiated off it—thick, male, overwhelming—pulling my lips toward it like my mouth had been waiting for this kind  of cock all along.

And I realized my thoughts didn’t just scatter. They imploded.

Too big. Too thick. Too much. I can’t— I won’t— I need—

A shiver ran through me, sharp and bright, like the inside of my body was grabbing onto the plug in panic and greed at the same time.

Daddy watched all of it. Quiet. Amused and like always, in control.

“Breathe, princess,” he murmured.

I tried. Air didn’t come. Only need.

My thighs pressed together on instinct, the plug inside me shifting, sending a hot, dizzy jolt straight up my spine. My hands shook. My lips trembled. My whole body felt wired to something bigger than fear — something closer to hunger.

Daddy stepped closer. Close enough that the throbbing meat of his brushed my sheer-tight-skirt. He was now close enough that I could smell him — clean skin, warm musk, something unmistakably male.

My eyes dragged up the length of him again, helpless.

“Daddy…” I didn’t recognize my own voice. It came out small. Unsteady. Almost reverent.

His hands went slow and steady to my shoulders, applying a delicious, undeniable pressure—firm enough to guide, gentle enough to make my knees melt. He didn’t have to say a word. My body already knew what he wanted. Slow. Sure. Commanding.

“Good girl,” he said softly, like the words were stroking down my spine as I went down on my knees in front of him. “Happy to see what’s yours to serve finally baby?”

A helpless sound left me — part whimper, part moan, part something so deep in my chest it felt like a confession.

My mouth tingled. My lips felt hot. They parted without me even thinking about it. A tiny swipe of my tongue slipped out as I instinctively licked my lips —  needy and hungry — like my body was trying to make my mouth look wet and ready for him. And I realized my body knew what came next before my brain did.

Daddy tilted my head just a little higher. Then lower. Then right in line with him.

His cock brushed my bottom lip.

Not even a push — just a tease of warmth and weight.

And my whole body lit up .

My lips parted without thought, glossy and trembling. My breath came shaky against him. My hands hovered uselessly in the air, unsure where to go, unsure if touching him was allowed.

Daddy chuckled — low, approving, devastating.

“Someone’s eager.”

“I— I’m not— I just—”

He tapped his cock against my lip again, shutting me up.

That tiny touch made my clit throb so hard the sheer skirt was now getting a large clearly visible damp patch in front.

“Hush,” he murmured. “Open.”

My jaw dropped instantly. Obedience didn’t feel like a choice — it felt like gravity dragging me down by the throat.

He didn’t yank my hair this time — he slid his fingers deeper into it, curling them just enough to tilt my head the way he wanted. Not rough, not gentle either — that perfect, claiming grip that told my body exactly who it belonged to.

And then my tongue finally met him.

Warm and heavy, and he was thick enough that my lips twitched open wider on instinct.

The underside of his veiny cock dragged across my tastebuds, smooth skin over iron heat, a weight so obscene my whole mouth felt too small for it already.

The sound that left me wasn’t a moan. It was a disgraceful, needy little whine — sharp, breathy, absolutely slutty — the kind that slips out when a sissy finally gets her first real taste of a man built to ruin her.

Heat slammed into me so fast my vision flickered. My lips tingled. My chin trembled. My thighs shook like they couldn’t decide whether to squeeze shut or open wider.

My pussy grabbed around the plug in this sharp, desperate squeeze — not trying to pull it deeper, but fluttering like it was confused , like my body suddenly realized the toy wasn’t enough, wasn’t the real thing, wasn’t him .

Daddy exhaled — not just a breath, but a low, hungry rumble from deep in his chest. A sound thick with approval.

The kind of approval that makes a sissy’s whole body light up. The kind that made pride bloom hot in my chest and made my pussy throb around nothing, desperate and stupid for more.

“There she is,” he said. “My sweet needy princess.”

Something inside me broke and healed at the same time.

Then I leaned in more, trembling so hard my lips almost missed him, and pressed the softest kiss to the throbbing, wet, swollen head — a kiss so light it felt like begging.

Daddy’s breath caught hard. His fingers tightened in my hair; his cock jerked against my mouth like it was chasing me.

The approval slammed into me so violently, my eyes rolled halfway back.

I kissed him again. And again. Slow at first, like worship. Then messier, wetter, needier — my lips sliding, my tongue flicking, my breath warm and shaky against him. Every kiss unspooled something filthy and aching inside me.

My hands finally moved — timid, trembling — wrapping around the base of him. They didn’t meet. Not even close. My lithe porcelain fingers looked ridiculous around him, like I was trying to hold a wrist instead of a cock.

“Oh my god…” I whispered before I could stop myself, my voice thin and wrecked.

Daddy’s thumb brushed my cheek, slow and knowing. “Bigger than your toy?”

A helpless, shaky nod.

“Bigger than your plug?”

My thighs snapped together instantly, squeezing around the pulsing plug inside me like it might ground me. It didn’t. It just made everything hotter.

“You’re going to take it anyway,” he murmured—soft voice, brutal promise. “Because good girls are always ready to take what Daddy gives them.”

A sound ripped out of me. Not fear. Not hesitation. Just pure, filthy need —desperate and dripping and stupid with want.

"nnnh—aaah—hh—p-please—mmff—!"

I dove in and licked him. A slow drag from base to tip. Then another. Then deeper, my tongue flattening, my lips following, tasting salt and heat and something shockingly addictive.

Daddy’s breath changed. I didn’t just hear it — I felt  it, like a hot drag of air down my spine. Low. Tight. Like he was holding himself back only because watching me fall apart was almost better than the act itself.

He liked  it. Liked the way my tongue shook against him. Liked the pathetic sounds leaking out of me. Liked how I looked up at him through teary lashes like a girl begging for permission to be ruined.

Something inside me didn’t just snap — it bent  toward him, hungry and obedient.

I took him into my mouth.

Just the head at first — my lips straining around him, skin stretched tight and tingling, my jaw already shaking as my tongue fluttered against him in a messy, instinctive little panic of oh god he’s so big  and Daddy please don’t stop .

He groaned. Not some cute porn sound. Not something for show. 


A real, raw, hungry noise — the kind a man makes when a pathetic little sissy finally gives up pretending she wasn’t made to choke on cock.

His palm slid from the back of my head to the nape of my neck instead, warm and steady, guiding me without yanking — not ownership by force, but ownership by certainty.

“That’s it,” he murmured, voice thick. “Good girl. Don’t stop.”

My whole body reacted like the words were electricity. My pussy clenched around the plug. My throat loosened. My pulse hammered.

I didn’t stop. I couldn’t  stop.

His praise rewired something in me — made my mouth greedy, my tongue messy, my entire body open and desperate for more.

I sucked gently. Then harder. My tongue circled him in sloppy, hungry swipes. Drool spilled freely, stringing from my lips to his skin. My eyes watered until everything shimmered. My jaw ached, stretched wide around the weight of him.

And Daddy just watched . He was just silent, and that look was possessive. His eyes were heavy, like he was memorizing every filthy second.

His breathing changed — heavier, slower, like he was savoring the sight of his pretty little slut learning how to worship properly.

“That’s it,” he said again, this time with a raw edge in his voice. “Fuck… look at you. Taking me so well.”

The praise destroyed me.

I pushed deeper. Not because he forced me. Not because I was ready. But because I needed  more approval, more sound, more of that hunger in his voice.

I gagged around him — a choked, embarrassing sound.

Daddy’s grip steadied my head. Not pushing. Just holding.

“Easy,” he whispered. “Breathe through your nose. Good girl… good girl…”

His words didn’t just soothe my panic — they twisted it into something hot, filthy, desperate. The kind of determination only a sissy choking on her Daddy’s cock could understand.

I tried again. Deeper. My throat stretched, resisting for a second before it finally gave, opening just enough for the swollen head of his BBC to slip past the tightest part. My eyes blurred instantly. My nails dug into his thighs, desperate for balance.

Daddy’s hips twitched like his body was trying to fuck deeper on instinct.

He groaned — not a cute sound, not controlled, but a raw, punched-out noise that made pride explode warm and dizzy in my chest.

“That’s it,” he growled, low and wrecked. “Just like that, princess.”

I bobbed my head, sloppy and eager, drool spilling in threads down my chin and onto his skin. My tongue dragged along the thick underside of him in greedy, worshipful strokes, trying to taste every vein, every inch I could reach.

Every reaction he gave me fed something feral inside: The tightening of his abs beneath my palms. The way his thick thighs flexed around my shoulders. The sharp stutter of his breathing every time my throat fluttered around him.

“You were made for this,” he murmured — and the words didn’t just hit me. They split me open  in the best, filthiest way.

My clit throbbed so hard it hurt. The plug inside me fluttered like my pussy was trying to milk it, desperate and confused because it knew—knew down to my bones—that the thing stretching my throat was the real cock my body wanted.

My whole body shook like I was coming without touching myself.

I tried to moan around him — to whine, to beg, to tell him yes, Daddy, yes — but my mouth was stuffed full of his thick, heavy length, my lips stretched around that slick, pulsing crown. All that came out was a messy, vibrating “mmmff—hnngh—” that only made him groan louder.

Daddy’s breathing changed again. Sharper. Faster. Like he was trying not to lose control and failing beautifully.

Then— His voice dropped. Like a lock clicking shut on my soul.

“Good girl… Daddy’s gonna cum.”

My heart slammed against my ribs. My thighs trembled so hard they tapped against each other. My lips sealed around him tighter, greedy, instinctive — like my mouth had been trained for this exact job.

He cupped my face with both hands now. Not pushing. Not forcing. Just holding  me still the way a man holds something precious and filthy at the same time.

“Don’t waste a drop.”

A needy, messy whimper buzzed from deep in my throat, vibrating around his cock.

Then, his whole body snapped. A full-body jerk. A raw sound ripped from his chest.

And he poured  into me.

His cock kicked hard against my tongue. A thick, scorching rope of cum hit the back of my throat. Then another. And another. Each pulse heavier, hotter, like he was filling me with everything he’d been holding back.

It was too much. I swallowed like a desperate little slut anyway. Greedy. Obedient. Hungry for every last drop.

My throat worked frantically around him. My eyes blurred with tears. Drool and cum smeared down my chin in sticky threads. My whole body shook like I was being rewired.

When he finally stopped, I stayed there, lips still wrapped around him, swallowing the last drops with a soft, shaky hum.

Daddy brushed my cheek with his thumb in a slow, tender, devastating way as his voice dropped into that tone that always breaks me open.

“Good girl.”

I looked up at him, face messy, chest heaving, mascara smudged, lips swollen.

“Daddy…” A tiny breath. A confession. “I liked it.”

His smile deepened. Dark. Knowing. Possessive.

“I know you did, baby.”

And just like that… I wasn’t the same girl who walked into this room. I wasn’t even the same girl who opened her mouth.

I was his — claimed in the messy, breathless, no-turning-back way that settles low in your belly and refuses to let go.


Chapter 4

Daddy’s cock finally slipped free from my swollen lips, still slick, still heavy, still twitching with the last aftershocks of his orgasm. I stayed kneeling there on the carpet, chest heaving, drool cooling on my chin, the taste of him still coating my tongue so thick it felt like a second heartbeat. My throat felt raw, my lips swollen, but my body… my body refused to calm down.

My clitty kept jerking helplessly inside my panties, a pathetic needy twitch that had nothing to do with me and everything to do with him. Daddy watched me—watched the way my body trembled like I’d just been rewritten—and he exhaled slow, steady, deep. That post-cum softness draped across his whole body, this warm, satisfied calm that made him look even more dangerous. Relaxed men were the worst. Relaxed men were the ones who could take their time.

And Daddy looked like he was preparing for round two.

He dragged his thumb across my lower lip, collecting the mess I’d made, and smeared it back onto my tongue. "Don’t swallow it yet," he murmured, voice thick but controlled. "Let it sit there. Taste what you did to me."

My breath shivered. My thighs pressed together. My plug pulsed in me like it was waking up.

He wasn’t hard again yet. But he would be. And the idea of that huge cock swelling back to life because of me  made something in my belly tighten until I almost whined.

Daddy tilted my chin higher. "Up. Bed."

I stood—barely. My knees shook so badly the lace socks almost slipped. Daddy didn’t laugh; he didn’t tease. He just watched me wobble toward the bed with that slow smile of a man who knew exactly how much he’d melted me.

When I climbed onto the mattress, I expected him to follow. Instead, he sat at the edge, resting a heavy hand on my thigh. Warm. Firm. Claiming.

"You want to cum, don’t you?" he asked.

Heat exploded in my chest. "Daddy, please… I— I need it—"

He shook his head once. Calm. Cruel. Kind. "You’ll come when I decide, princess. Not before."

A helpless, bratty whine clawed up my throat. "That’s not fair."

His fingers dug into the soft inner part of my thigh, making my breath stutter. "You didn’t come here for fair. You came here to be taken."

My whole body clenched. My clitty throbbed. My nipples tightened under the lace like they were begging.

Daddy’s thumb brushed one of them lightly.

I gasped—the sound embarrassingly high, embarrassingly immediate.

"There it is," he murmured. "My sensitive little thing."

I wanted to hide. I wanted to show him everything. I wanted him to ruin me.

And Daddy knew it.

He lay back against the pillows and pulled me between his legs. His cock wasn’t fully hard anymore—still thick, still warm, still heavy with promise—the kind of softness that scared me more than when he was hard. Hard meant urgency. Soft meant patience.

He cupped my face with one large hand. "Let Daddy see how needy you still are."

My breath fogged against his skin as I nodded and lowered myself onto my elbows. The lace skirt flipped forward as I moved, and Daddy pushed it up with one finger, exposing my plug underneath the thong , my trembling thighs, my soaked panties stretched tight across my clitty.

"Touch yourself," he said.

My breath hitched. "Please— Daddy—please let me cum—"

"I didn’t say you could finish," he murmured. "Just touch."

The brat in me kicked once—just once—before dissolving into submission.

I slid my fingers over the damp fabric. The moment I pressed down, my whole body lurched like something electric had been plugged into me. My nipples tightened, my hole clenched around the plug, and Daddy watched every twitch with a lazy, recovering hunger.

"Slow," he warned.

I slowed. Barely.

Daddy’s fingers traced the shape of my clitty through the lace, guiding my pace, controlling the pressure. My hips rocked helplessly, tiny desperate movements that made the plug shift inside me—stretching, teasing, preparing.

"N-ngh— Daddy— please—" I whimpered.

His hand moved to my chest. Fingertips brushed my nipple again. Light. Teasing.

I jerked so hard my breath broke.

"You really are weak here," he murmured. "Such a pretty flaw."

His thumb pressed down. Hard. My vision went white.

"Daddy— Daddy I’m gonna— I’m gonna—"

Instead of just pulling his hand away, Daddy’s grip snapped to my waist—firm, unyielding—and he dragged  me back, tugging my hips away from my own clitty like he was physically rescuing me from the edge.

My breath shattered. The orgasm ripped backward inside me so violently I almost sobbed.

"No you’re not," he said calmly.

I folded forward onto his thigh, breath shaking, thighs trembling uncontrollably, my clitty throbbing in empty, punished air.

"Daddy that’s— that’s mean—" I panted.

He tilted my chin again. "Princess. I haven’t even begun being mean. Bend over."

I obeyed. My body moved faster than my mind could object. I turned and lowered myself over the bed, my chest pressing into the soft sheets, my ass lifted instinctively, the plug creating a perfect obscene arch.

Daddy stood behind me.

His hand slid down my spine. Slow. Heavy. Purposeful. Each inch he claimed made my back arch a little more, my breath snag a little harder.

"Scared?" he asked, voice warm enough to melt me and sharp enough to slice me open.

"A little," I whispered. My voice didn’t sound like mine—it sounded smaller, softer, already halfway surrendered.

"Good," he murmured. "Hold still."

He hooked two fingers into the waistband of my panties and pulled them aside, not roughly—just confidently, like fabric only existed to please his hands. The cool air hit my hole, stretched so wide by the plug that it never fully closed anymore, and I gasped.

He paused there, letting me feel seen . Exposed. Displayed.

Then Daddy wrapped his fingers around the base of the plug.

My breath stopped. My whole world narrowed to that one thick, obscene shape lodged inside me.

He didn’t yank it. He didn’t even pull.

He turned  it.

A slow, lazy twist—like he was stirring me open from the inside.

My knees nearly buckled as the thick stem shifted, dragging my stretched rim sideways. Heat shot through my spine. My clitty jerked so hard the lace rubbed it cruelly.

I moaned into the sheets, drooling against the fabric.

"You feel that?" Daddy asked, his voice maddeningly calm.

"Y-yes… Daddy…" My words broke apart.

"Good. Then feel this too."

He twisted the plug again, this time the opposite direction, slower, deeper, letting each textured ridge drag across my rim. My hole spasmed helplessly around the intrusion.

My toes curled in those socks. My thighs shook. I made a sound I’d never heard come out of my own body—something between a sob and a slutty gasp.

"You’re going to feel a lot more," Daddy whispered, thumb stroking the base as if comforting me through the filth he was inflicting.

Then he started to pull.

Not out—just away . A millimeter. Then he pushed it back in.

My whole body convulsed.

He did it again—sliding it out only the tiniest bit, letting the widest part tug at my trembling rim before pressing it back inside. Each shallow motion stretched me, teased me, opened me more.

"Daddy— Daddy— oh fuck—" I whimpered, my voice shaking as badly as my legs.

He shushed me. "Let your hole learn the difference between toys and men, princess. We’re teaching it slowly."

His words alone almost made me collapse.

He pulled a little farther this time. The stretch bloomed sharply, deliciously. My spine bowed, my fingers clawing at the sheets as the thick plug started to slide toward freedom.

"Breathe," he murmured. "Let Daddy take his time with you."

I tried. I failed.

The fat middle of the plug dragged through my rim, stretching me open around its girth. My breath shattered into broken moans as heat and pressure spilled up my back.

When the widest part finally popped free, my hole pulsed violently—open, twitching, needy. It fluttered around nothing, desperate for what it had just lost.

A filthy, shameless moan tore out of my throat.

Daddy didn’t tease me for it. He didn’t need to.

My hole was still stretched around the ghost of the plug when Daddy reached—calm, unhurried—toward the nightstand. I heard the soft click of a drawer, then the faint shake of a small bottle.

Lube.

My breath hitched.

He didn’t rush. He poured some into his palm, the slick sound obscene in the quiet room. Warm fingers spread it along his cock, slow strokes that made him thicken, swell, come alive again. I could hear every slick slide of his hand over himself—deliberate, patient, meant for me to listen to.

Then he brought that same lubed hand to my trembling rim, rubbing the excess over the raw edges of my hole, massaging it in gentle circles that made my thighs quake.

Only after I was glistening, open, trembling… did he press the blunt, heavy crown of his cock against me—hot, thick, too real.

And I froze.

Not with fear.

With recognition.

"Daddy…" I whispered, trembling, my voice barely more than a cracked breath. "I… I don’t know if I can—"

His hand settled on my hip—firm, grounding, possessive—like he was reminding my body who it belonged to before my mind could catch up.

"You’re going to take me," he said softly, not as a reassurance but a promise. "You came here for this."

My breath melted into the sheets. The tip nudged at my loosened hole again, slower this time, sliding over the swollen rim still hot and tender from the plug’s bruising stretch. Every nerve there felt raw, freshly exposed, hungry and scared all at once.

He didn’t push in—not yet. He let his cock drag over me, up and down the parted entrance in slow, deliberate strokes that made wet sounds I didn’t even know my body could make.

My clitty twitched violently, throbbing against nothing.

I wasn’t ready.

But my body… my body behaved like it had been waiting years for this exact shape.

Daddy felt that. He lowered himself just a little more, spreading my cheeks wider with his thumbs, exposing me completely to the heat of his cock.

"Relax for Daddy," he murmured.

I tried. I didn’t succeed. My hole fluttered in tiny, desperate spasms.

He pressed again—the head didn’t enter, just pressed , deliberately, insistently, letting my rim soften around the thick crown.

I whimpered into the sheets.

"Shh," he soothed, rubbing slow circles into my hip with his thumb. "Let Daddy open you."

Then he pushed.

Not a thrust.

A breach . A slow, claiming pressure that stretched the raw rim wider, wider, wider until the fatest part of the crown slipped inside.

My mouth fell open, the moan ripped from so deep inside me it didn’t sound like a sound—it sounded like a surrender.

My nails clawed at the sheets. My whole body seized, then trembled, then cracked open around him in a terrified, greedy welcome I couldn’t have stopped if I tried.

"Oh— Daddy—" I gasped, the burn so sharp it twisted straight into pleasure.

He didn’t push deeper. Not yet. He held there, just the tip inside me, letting my body tremble and clutch around him helplessly.

He stroked my hip again.

"Breathe for me, princess."

He kept easing in—slowly, deliberately, a second round kind of patience that was worse than force. His cock stretched me wider, deeper, hotter. Every inch felt like a shockwave.

My eyes watered. My clitty drooled. My thighs shook uncontrollably.

"You’re doing so well," he murmured. "Such a good girl taking her first real cock."

I whimpered—high, broken, undone.

He slid deeper.

My hole fluttered and grabbed at him, instinctively pulling him in even as my mind reeled.

"Daddy— I— I feel like—"

"Like you’re being split open?" he finished for me.

I nodded desperately.

"You are." He leaned closer, breath warm on my neck. "And you love it."

Something inside me unspooled—came apart at the seams—quietly, helplessly, like my whole body had been waiting for this exact moment to give in.

He moved. Slow at first. Heavy, controlled thrusts that forced my breath out in ragged gasps. My body adjusted, barely, only for him to sink deeper, angle differently, stretch a new place that made a cry rip out of me.

"Daddy— Daddy I can’t— I can’t—"

"You can. And you will."

My arms gave out. My cheek pressed to the sheets. My ass tilted higher without my permission.

He groaned—a low, beautiful sound—and gripped my hips tighter.

"There she is. That’s my girl."

His pace shifted, faster but still controlled. The wet slap of our bodies filled the room. My hole burned, then softened, then clutched around him like my body had finally understood what it was made for.

"Daddy— Daddy please— please—" I sobbed.

His fingers slid to my nipples, pinching them through the lace.

I screamed.

Pleasure detonated down my spine.

"You want to cum?" he whispered.

I nodded, frantic.

His fingers stayed on my nipples—light, teasing, cruel. Just enough to keep me on the edge of losing every bit of sanity I had left.

“Use your words, princess,” he murmured against my ear, his cock still buried halfway inside me, pulsing with slow-building heat. “Tell Daddy what you want.”

“I— I want—” My voice cracked. My hips twitched back toward him without my permission. “I want to cum, Daddy… please…”

He laughed under his breath. Not mean—just knowing.

“You’re not ready yet.”

Those four quiet words nearly broke me. My hole clenched around him in a desperate flutter that made him groan low and deep.

“Turn over, I want to take you like a proper girl babygirl,” he said.

I obeyed instantly, rolling onto my back, my legs still trembling from the stretch. Daddy grabbed my ankles and lifted them, folding me open like I weighed nothing. The cool air hit my wet, gaping hole and I could feel how stretched I already was.

He looked down at me—really looked—slowly dragging his gaze from my flushed face, to my shaking chest, to my hole pulsing open around nothing.

“You look ruined already,” he said softly, eyes dragging down my trembling body. “And Daddy hasn’t even given you all of him yet.”

My breath caught. Heat crawled up my throat. A stupid, needy question pushed past the haze in my head before I could stop it.

“Daddy… h-how much did I take?” I whispered, voice embarrassingly small.

His mouth twitched like he enjoyed that more than anything I’d said all night.

Without a word, Daddy slid his cock back, lifting it with one hand so I could see it—thick, flushed, still slick with the lube. Then he stopped his fist around the shaft at the exact point where my body had taken him.

It wasn’t even halfway.

My stomach flipped. My hole clenched around nothing.

“This,” he murmured, holding that point steady, letting me stare at how little I’d managed. “This is all my pretty girl could handle so far.”

Humiliation and pride tangled so hard inside me I couldn’t breathe.

“And I’m going to show you the rest… slowly.”

Daddy lowered himself again, guiding that massive cock back between my shaking thighs—this time harder, more deliberate. The blunt head pressed into my entrance, stretching the rim already tender from him, and I gasped, my hands flying to the sheets as my body remembered exactly who owned it.

"Daddy—oh fuck—wait—just—"

Daddy didn’t shove himself in. He eased  forward—an inch, then less than that—slow enough that I felt every thick ridge of him drag along my rim. My body tried to suck him in out of pure instinct, clutching at the head, fluttering in these tight, involuntary pulses that made him groan under his breath.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “Let it happen. Don’t fight me.”

Another inch. My hips jerked away from the pressure and he pulled them right back, holding me open for him. Heat flooded up my spine.

“Daddy— it’s— it’s too much—” I gasped, voice cracking.

“It’s not  too much,” he corrected softly, guiding his cock in tiny, controlled pushes. “It’s just new.”

I felt every slow, hungry advance of him: the pressure stretching deeper, the burn turning into something sweeter, my hole learning his shape inch by devastating inch.

When the widest part of the head finally slipped inside, my whole body arched up in a helpless, broken whine—shock, relief, and filthy want twisting together until I couldn’t even tell them apart.

"There," Daddy breathed, his hand smoothing down my thigh, steadying me. "Now breathe for me. Slow."

He didn’t bury himself all at once. He pushed deeper by degrees—measured, deliberate, each inch claiming a part of me I didn’t know could ache like this. The pressure was immense, a slow, stretching fullness that made my vision blur at the edges.

Heat pooled low in my belly. My hole fluttered around him, trying to pull him in even as instinct begged me to tense.

Daddy felt all of it.

“Good,” he murmured, guiding my breath with his own. “Let your body open. Let it take me.”

Only when my trembling eased did he press further, sinking into me with a controlled, devastating patience. The deeper he went, the more my breath stuttered, my fingers clawing at the sheets as that thick, impossible length carved space inside me I didn’t know I had.

By the time his hips finally met mine, it wasn’t a sudden bottoming out—it was an inevitability, a slow, overwhelming slide into being full of him in a way that stole sound from my throat.

My mouth hung open, no scream left in me, just a trembling, wide-eyed shock as my freshly stretched hole grabbed at him, pulsing in disbelief and raw pleasure.

“Good girl,” he breathed, leaning over me. “Taking Daddy’s cock so well… look at you.”

My hands reached for him without thinking, fingers curling into his shoulders. He smirked like he knew exactly how undone I was.

Then his hips began to move.

Slow at first—deep dragging strokes that pulled a cry from my throat every single time he slid out only to push right back in. My back arched off the bed, my knees shaking in his grip.

“Daddy— Daddy— I can’t— I can’t—”

“You can ,” he growled softly. “And you will.”

His thrusts deepened, angling upward in a way no toy, no position, no fantasy had ever reached. He hit something inside me—something soft, something terrifying, something electric—that made my entire body jolt.

A sob tore out of me.

“Oh my god— Daddy— Daddy what—”

“That’s the spot,” he whispered, eyes dark with hunger. “That’s where good girls break.”

He kept hitting it—over and over—slow at first, then harder, as if he wanted to see exactly how far he could push me before I shattered.

I felt myself coming undone, piece by piece.

“Daddy— Daddy please— please— I need— I need—”

“What do you need?” he asked, voice so calm it made my desperation burn hotter.

“I need you— I need you inside me— I need to cum— Daddy, I’m— I’m—”

His thumb slid down to my clitty.

Just one touch.

Not rough. Not fast. Just Daddy’s thumb brushing my clitty in the exact rhythm my body had been silently begging for. My breath didn’t just catch—it collapsed . My whole body bowed upward, spine arching off the mattress like a string had been pulled tight through my core.

A sound tore out of me—raw, startled, shamefully high—because it wasn’t just pleasure. It was recognition. Daddy had found the switch. The one wired straight into whatever part of me wanted to be broken open for him.

The orgasm didn’t build. It hit . Violently. Completely.

Heat burst through my belly, down my thighs, up my spine, my vision glitching white as my clitty throbbed so hard it felt bruised. My legs kicked helplessly in Daddy’s grip, shaking out of control.

My hole clamped around his cock—tight, fluttering, desperate—dragging pulses along the thick length buried inside me like my body was trying to pull him deeper, keep him, take more.

Daddy didn’t slow.

He held my ankles wide, his hips grinding into the trembling mess of my body with devastating steadiness—deep enough to steal the breath from my lungs but slow enough to make me feel every swollen inch.

“That’s it,” he murmured, voice wrecked in a way that made heat wash over me. “Ride it. Let Daddy feel how hard you cum on him. Good girl… good fucking girl.”

I tried to speak. Tried to breathe. Neither worked.

Then the sensitivity hit.

My clitty twitched, overstimulated and aching, every tiny motion sending shocks through me so intense they bordered on pain. But Daddy’s cock kept sliding through me—heat, pressure, fullness—turning that pain molten, turning it into something I couldn’t escape or deny.

“D-Daddy—” I gasped, the words trembling. “I— I can’t— it’s— too much—”

“Yes you can,” he growled, one hand sliding to my throat—not squeezing, just holding me still, grounding me, owning me. “Your body was made for this. Let it take me. Let it break  for me.”

Something inside me tightened so sharply I whimpered.

Daddy’s thrusts broke rhythm—just barely—his breath catching as his cock thickened inside me.

“Princess…” he groaned, voice raw. “Daddy’s close—”

The sound of it—need, strain, hunger—sent heat rushing through me again.

“Cum in me,” I whispered, not begging, asking to be filled . “Please— Daddy— fill me— I want it—”

His whole body jerked.

Then he thrust deep— deeper  than before—and stayed there.

A growl tore out of him, low and primal, vibrating against my neck.

And then I felt it—hot, thick pulses flooding into me, each one forcing a gasp from my chest as my body clenched around him instinctively.

The second orgasm didn’t wait.

It didn’t even warn  me.

It ripped through me like my body had been lit from the inside—violent, consuming, bright to the point of blindness. My back arched off the bed, my hands clawing at Daddy’s shoulders like he was the only solid thing keeping me from flying apart.

My hole pulsed around him—tight, greedy, involuntary—dragging at him with every throb, milking every drop he spilled inside me.

And that was when it hit me.

This wasn’t just another orgasm.

It wasn’t even the same species of pleasure I’d known before.

This—this trembling, brain-melting collapse—this was what women meant when they talked about being fucked stupid, about losing themselves, about seeing stars. This was what it felt like to be taken past a peak you thought was your limit… and then shoved screaming into another.

The first orgasm had been sharp, explosive.

But the second—this—this was a breaking . A deep, rolling high that didn’t stop at my clitty but spread through my belly, my thighs, my chest, even the back of my tongue. My whole body shook in a way jerking off had never, ever come close to.

When I used to cum like a guy, it was over quick. A snap, a spill, the end.

But this?

This felt like being opened from the inside. Like my body was made to keep feeling. To keep taking. To keep responding to him long after the first wave should’ve ended.

And God—there was a moment, right in the middle of that second orgasm, where a terrifying, beautiful thought bloomed in my mind:

How am I supposed to go back?

How was I supposed to go back to my hand, to rubbing out a quick, lonely release when Daddy had just shown me what real climax felt like? What it felt like to cum because a man fucked it out of me—deep, overwhelming, endless.

I convulsed beneath him, crying out, clinging to him like I was drowning and he was the only solid thing in the world. My hole sucked at him greedily, milking every last drop.

Daddy collapsed over me, chest heaving, his breath hot against my neck. His cock stayed inside me, softening slowly, still twitching with aftershocks.

I didn’t move.

I couldn’t.

His arms wrapped around me, pulling me tight against him. His lips brushed my shoulder.

“There she is,” he whispered. “My girl.”

The words broke something open inside me—soft, aching, pure.

I buried my face against him.

“I’m yours,” I breathed.

“I know,” he murmured, kissing my cheek. “And Daddy’s not done with you… not even close.”

The room was quiet except for our breathing. My body trembled, stretched and filled and marked in every way that mattered.

And for the first time in my life—

I felt whole.


Chapter 5

Daddy didn’t pull out right away.

His weight settled over me, warm and heavy, pinning me to the sheets as his cock softened inside my used, aching hole. Every tiny twitch of him sent another ripple through me—aftershocks that made my breath stutter. My legs were still shaking, my chest still rising too fast, my mind floating somewhere between delirious and bliss-drunk.

His cum was leaking around him, warm and thick, sliding down between my cheeks. I could feel it. I could feel  what he’d left in me.

Daddy kissed my shoulder—slow, deliberate, nothing like the brutal rhythm from minutes earlier.

“Breathe, princess,” he whispered.

I tried. I really did. But my body was still buzzing, overstimulated, twitching from the two orgasms he’d wrung out of me like he was emptying me for parts.

He finally pulled out.

I gasped—my hole fluttered helplessly around the sudden emptiness—and then the warmth of his cum spilled out of me in a slow, humiliating drip.

Daddy watched it. I felt him watching it.

His hand traced down my body, soft now, soothing, like he was petting something fragile and thoroughly owned.

“You did well,” he murmured. “Better than I expected for your first night.”

I melted at the praise. Completely. My face buried itself in the pillow as my overworked body trembled beneath him.

But Daddy wasn’t done.

He rolled me gently onto my side and pulled me against his chest. His arms wrapped around me, one under my head, one across my waist, keeping me tucked into him like I was something precious, not something he’d just fucked into the mattress.

His scent—salt, sweat, sex—wrapped around me. My whole body sank into the warmth of him.

“Daddy…” I whispered into his throat.

He hummed, rubbing slow circles into my lower back.

“I feel…” My voice cracked. “I feel different.”

“Good.” His lips brushed my temple. “You’re supposed to.”

We lay like that for a while—my ruined, sensitive body tucked perfectly against his—while the sky outside the window lightened from black to charcoal to soft morning grey.

My hole still ached. My thighs were sticky. My clitty twitched uselessly against my belly every time his breath grazed my ear.

I didn’t want to move.

But Daddy did.

“Up,” he murmured.

My limbs barely cooperated as he repositioned me on my back, pulling my legs apart again. I expected him to get dressed, maybe clean me up.

He didn’t.

Daddy reached for the lube.

And by the time he did finally spill the last thin, exhausted tremors of release inside me, it wasn’t even a proper orgasm—just the body’s final, spent answer to being milked completely dry.

He groaned softly into my neck, more warmth spreading inside me.

He’d emptied himself in me completely.

Now he had nothing left.

He groaned into my neck, body shuddering as the last twitch of his cock softened inside me.

I lay limp beneath him, ruined all over again.

And that was when it slipped out of my mouth.

“Daddy… I think… you’ve ruined other cocks for me.”

His hand slid up to my cheek, turning my face toward him.

A slow smile spread across his lips—the warm, dangerous kind that made my stomach flip.

“Good,” he whispered. “You’re mine now.”

My breath hitched.

“Anytime you want this,” he murmured, thumb brushing my lower lip, “you come to me.”

I nodded, trembling, my whole body hot and soft and pliant under him.

We stayed like that for a while—his arms around me, my body filled and sore and claimed.

By the time I finally stood up from the bed, my legs wobbled so badly I had to grab the wall.

Daddy watched me shower and then dress back as the boy I entered this room hours earlier, he watched me wince as his cum dripped down my inner thigh, watched the way my body hadn’t quite remembered how to walk yet.

He didn’t say a word.

He didn’t have to.

When I finally stepped out of the room and started down the hallway toward the lift, my body still shaking, replaying every second of the night, my phone buzzed.

Daddy.

You were a very good girl princess. And don't forget... I expect pictures tonight.

My knees nearly buckled all over again.

I wasn’t done with him.

Not even close.

And worse—

I realized I didn’t want to be.
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Get ready to kneel. The training starts now. 

Direct Link: https://mybook.to/k1V9Y

***


Also, check out the 13-part long, steamy, slow-burning feminization series 

Feminized for Luxury: Danielle’s Sissy Escort Life 

[image: ]

Danielle didn’t know what she was getting into when she stepped into Ms. Samantha’s world, but now, there’s no turning back. Feminized for Luxury follows Danielle’s slow and sensual transformation, as she’s molded into the perfect working girl at an exclusive, high-end sissy escort agency. With fellow sissy Crystal’s playful teasing and Ms. Samantha’s firm guidance, Danielle learns to embrace her femininity and step into her new role. 

But it’s not just the transformation—soon, Danielle’s life is all about pleasing the agency’s elite clients. Wealthy and powerful, they know exactly what they want, and Danielle is learning how to give it to them in style. Each chapter brings her closer to her true self, as she navigates the seductive, luxurious world of high-paying clients, stunning outfits, and irresistible opportunities. 

This slow-burn feminization story is full of teasing, tension, and moments that will leave you hooked. Welcome to Danielle’s new life, where glamour, desire, and indulgence are just the beginning. 

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


Also checkout the tasty BBC Daddy and his Sissy series:  

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. 

Read the first step in her steamy feminization tale, told in almost 10K words now. 

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

*** 


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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