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Chapter 1: An Invitation to Paradise

My name is Joey. Well, my sissy  name is Joey, and if you’ve followed me for any length of time, you know I’m not exactly shy about sharing my adventures. For those of you new here, let me introduce myself. I’m a pretty much full-time sissy, online adult content creator, and someone who lives entirely for the thrill of being admired and desired. Life didn’t always look like this. I wasn’t always stepping onto private jets, slipping into designer lingerie, or being whisked away to exotic locations. But now? This is my reality.

I’ve built a life I love—a life filled with admirers who would do just about anything to have me. The thrill of being flown across the world to play the perfect sissy girlfriend for a weekend or even a week is intoxicating. It’s not just the money, though believe me, the money is amazing . It’s the way men look at me, the power I feel when I turn their fantasies into reality, and the absolute freedom to be who I truly am.

This brings me to Victor.

Victor. Even thinking about him sends a shiver down my spine. He’s one of my long-term admirers. Wealthy, charming, and indulgent in all the best ways, he has that classic sugar daddy vibe that makes you feel instantly spoiled. His warm brown eyes always seem to twinkle with mischief, his salt-and-pepper hair perfectly styled, and his disarming smile could make anyone weak in the knees. Victor knows how to pamper and adores making me feel like the most cherished sissy in the world. He’s the kind of man who buys you the prettiest things just to see you blush and giggle.

So when Victor messaged me a month ago, inviting me to spend a weekend with him in the Maldives, I didn’t even have to think twice. The Maldives! Crystal-clear turquoise waters, private overwater villas, endless beaches—it’s a literal paradise. And the thought of being pampered and spoiled by Victor for a whole weekend? Well, let’s just say I haven’t stopped fantasizing about it since.

Of course, Victor made it clear this wasn’t just a vacation. “You’ll be my spoiled princess for the weekend, Joey,” he said during one of our video calls. His warm, honeyed voice made my heart flutter even through the screen. “I’ll pamper you like no one else, but I expect you to make it worth my while.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I’d whispered, biting my lip, trying not to sound too eager even though I was practically dripping at the thought.

And now, with the trip just days away, I’m preparing myself in every possible way to be exactly what Victor wants.



Preparation is half the fun, isn’t it? I’ve always believed that part of the thrill of being a sissy is the transformation—the rituals, the small acts of self-care that turn me into the perfect vision of femininity.

First, there’s the waxing. Every inch of me needs to be silky smooth. Legs, arms, chest, even that special  area between my legs. I’ve done this so many times it barely even stings anymore, but there’s still something deliciously humiliating about lying there, spreading my legs wide, and letting someone else take care of it. The way the young waxer’s hands glide over me, applying the warm strips, makes me squirm with a mix of nervousness and excitement. I can’t help but feel exposed, knowing she's seeing every inch of my feminized body. When the strips are ripped off, it’s a sharp sting, but the payoff is worth it—I’m left completely smooth, ready to be admired and touched.

Afterward, I move on to a manicure and pedicure, making sure my nails are perfectly shaped and painted in a soft, girly pink that Victor loves. The nail technician takes her time, scrubbing, massaging, and pampering my hands and feet until they’re smooth and delicate. Then there’s the enema the morning of the flight. A girl’s gotta be clean, after all. I’ll spare you the mechanical details, but there’s a certain satisfaction that comes with knowing I’m spotless and prepared.  I take my time, imagining Victor’s approving smile as he knows I’ve made sure I'm clean and polished. There’s something deeply intimate about this step, a reminder that my body is being primed for his pleasure.

Next, the skincare. I’ve spent years perfecting my routine, and it shows. My skin is soft, smooth, and glowing, with just the right amount of shimmer in all the right places. I linger in front of the mirror, rubbing in my vanilla-scented lotion, my hands roaming over my thighs, my arms, and my chest. The lotion makes my skin glisten, and I imagine Victor’s hands replacing mine, his touch lingering as he explores every inch of me. I even spritz a bit of my favorite perfume on the back of my neck and between my thighs, ensuring I smell as irresistible as I look.

But the real fun is in the packing. All my online orders had been arriving all week, and I started packing the night before the trip. Victor has high standards, and I want to exceed every single one of them. My suitcase isn’t just luggage—it’s a shrine to seduction, overflowing with lace and silk, sheer dresses that barely cover anything, scandalous bikinis, and heels so high they should be illegal. As I lay everything out on the bed, I savor the moment, letting my fingers linger over each piece as I imagine how it will make me look and feel under Victor’s adoring gaze.

First, there’s the baby pink satin corset with white thigh-high stockings—the kind that clings to every curve and makes my waist look impossibly small. I pair it with matching garters and a lace thong, knowing it will leave just enough to his imagination to make him want more. Then there’s the barely-there microdress, a scandalous little number that’s so short and revealing it might as well be lingerie. It’s tight in all the right places and practically screams, Take me now.

Of course, I can’t forget the naughty schoolgirl outfit. A tiny plaid mini skirt and a tight white blouse, unbuttoned just enough to tease at what’s underneath. I add thigh-high socks and a pair of patent leather heels to complete the look, knowing Victor won’t be able to take his eyes off me.

Then there’s my swimwear. Bikinis so tiny they’re barely more than strings, perfect for lounging by the pool or catching his attention during a private beach outing. One of them is a metallic gold that glimmers in the light, practically begging to be touched. Another is soft lavender with lace accents, feminine and flirty in a way that’s impossible to resist.

I even include a few toys—just in case Victor wants to get creative. A sleek pink vibrating dildo, a jeweled butt plug, and a set of cuffs, all neatly tucked away in a hidden compartment of my suitcase. Just the thought of him discovering them, of his hands pulling them out one by one and deciding how to use them on me, sends a shiver of excitement through my body.

As I fold each piece and tuck it carefully into my suitcase, I can’t help but imagine Victor’s reaction. Will he smile warmly, pull me close, and murmur, “You’re stunning, baby. I’m going to make sure you feel like the most beautiful girl in the world”? Or will he run his hands over my body, teasing me, as he whispers filthy promises in my ear? Either way, the thought alone is enough to make me squirm with anticipation.

By the time my suitcase is packed, I’m practically vibrating with excitement. Every item, every detail, feels like a step closer to the moment I finally see him again. And I know, without a doubt, that every second of this trip will be worth the wait.

Finally, there’s the waiting. I’ve been teasing myself for days now, edging but never letting myself finish. Victor had one rule for this trip: no cumming from that week’s Monday until I’m with him Friday late afternoon. “I want you desperate for me,” he’d said, and desperate doesn’t even begin to cover it. Every night, I lie in bed, my clitty aching as I replay his words in my head. I run my fingers over myself, teasing, stroking, but always stopping just before I go over the edge. By now, my body feels like it’s on fire, every nerve ending screaming for release.

By the time I get to the Maldives, I’ll be ready to explode. And that’s exactly how I want it. Ready, desperate, and completely at his mercy.




Chapter 2: Arrival in the Maldives

The flight to the Maldives had been pure indulgence. First-class tickets, courtesy of Victor, meant plush leather seats, champagne on tap, and enough legroom to stretch out completely. Even as I tried to relax, the excitement buzzing in my chest wouldn’t let me sit still. I spent half the flight fantasizing about him, picturing his reaction when he finally saw me in person. Would he be pleased? Or would he push me to meet his impossibly high standards?

The moment I stepped off the plane, I was met with the warm, salty breeze of the Maldives. The sun hung low in the sky, painting everything in hues of gold and pink. A man in a crisp white uniform stood waiting for me, holding a sign with my name written in elegant script.

“Miss Joey?” he asked, his tone polite but firm.

“That’s me,” I said, adjusting the strap of my carry-on bag. His eyes flicked over me briefly, and I could tell he approved of the short sundress I’d chosen for the journey. It was white, simple, but short enough to show off my smooth legs.

“This way, please.”

He led me to a sleek, black speedboat waiting at the dock. The driver—another impossibly polished man in uniform—helped me aboard, his hands brushing my waist as I stepped into the boat. I couldn’t tell if it was intentional, but the slight touch sent a little shiver through me.

The ride to Victor’s villa was surreal. The water was so clear I could see the coral reefs below, teeming with vibrant fish. The speedboat glided effortlessly across the waves, cutting through the turquoise sea like a knife. My heart raced as the villa came into view. It wasn’t just a villa; it was a private island retreat, complete with overwater bungalows and an infinity pool that seemed to spill into the ocean.

When we docked, Victor was waiting. Seeing him in person was like stepping into one of my wildest fantasies. He was dressed casually in linen trousers and a white button-down shirt, the top two buttons undone to reveal a hint of his chest. His salt-and-pepper hair was perfectly styled, and his confident smile made my knees weak. His eyes—warm, brown, and filled with mischief—roamed over me, lingering just long enough to make my cheeks flush.

“Joey,” he said, his voice smooth and honeyed. “You’re even more stunning in person.” He stepped closer, his warm, brown eyes locking onto mine before leaning in to brush a soft kiss against my cheek. The simple, intimate gesture made my heart flutter and left my cheeks flushed with warmth.

“Thank you, Victor,” I replied, my voice barely above a whisper. His gaze held mine, and for a moment, the world around us seemed to fade away.

“Come,” he said, gesturing for me to follow. “Let me show you where you’ll be staying.”

The villa was everything I’d imagined and more. Glass floors revealed the shimmering water below, and the open layout let the ocean breeze flow through every room. The infinity pool sparkled in the sunlight, and the secluded deck offered an unobstructed view of the horizon. Victor’s driver carried my bags inside, placing them neatly in the master bedroom.

Victor turned to me, a playful smirk on his lips. “I had some outfits prepared for you. They’re in the closet. For now, though, I want you to change into something a little more… appropriate for dinner.”

“Of course,” I said, my cheeks warming under his gaze.

“There’s a sheer sundress hanging in the closet,” he added, his voice dropping slightly. “Wear that. No bra.”

I swallowed hard, nodding as I made my way to the luxurious bathroom. It was larger than my entire apartment, with marble floors, a walk-in shower, and a vanity stocked with high-end products. I took my time freshening up, letting the warm water wash away the travel fatigue. My skin felt soft and supple, glowing as I applied a light layer of vanilla-scented lotion.

The sundress was exactly what I expected—delicate, barely-there, and designed to tease. The thin, translucent fabric clung to my curves, highlighting every line of my body in the softest, most provocative way. Without a bra, the subtle peaks of my nipples were just visible through the gauzy material, and the hem barely skimmed the tops of my thighs, leaving my legs on full display. A daring slit along one side added an extra touch of seduction, revealing flashes of skin as I moved.

As I adjusted the spaghetti straps, ensuring everything sat just right, I couldn’t help but notice the sheer luxury of everything in the bathroom—from the marble countertops to the array of high-end perfumes and lotions Victor had stocked for me. It struck me then that everything I had packed, every piece of lingerie and outfit I had so carefully chosen, would likely go unused. Victor had already thought of everything. The closet was full of carefully curated clothes—sexy, slutty, and designed specifically for his desires. This sundress, the first of many, was proof enough.

I finished with a spritz of vanilla perfume along my wrists, neck, and just between my thighs for good measure. The reflection staring back at me in the mirror was intoxicating—I was the embodiment of seduction, exactly what Victor had envisioned. With a sly smile, I smoothed the fabric over my hips one last time, anticipation thrumming in my veins as I made my way back out to him.

When I stepped out, Victor was waiting in the living area, a glass of champagne in his hand. His eyes lit up as he took me in, and I felt a rush of pride knowing I’d met his expectations.

“Perfect,” he said, his voice low and approving. “Come here, baby.”

I crossed the room, my hips swaying slightly as I walked. When I reached him, he placed a hand on my waist, pulling me close.

“You look good enough to eat,” he murmured, his breath warm against my ear.

“I aim to please,” I replied, my voice dripping with anticipation.

He chuckled, his fingers tracing lazy circles on my hip. “Oh, you will. But first, dinner. I want to enjoy unwrapping my gift later.”

My heart raced as he led me to the deck, where a table had been set for two. The view was breathtaking, but all I could focus on was the man sitting across from me, his eyes filled with promises of what the weekend would hold.




Chapter 3: The First Night: Surrender Begins

Dinner had been everything I’d hoped for: intimate, charged with unspoken promises, and filled with moments that left my pulse racing. Victor’s every glance was deliberate, his warm brown eyes lingering just a moment too long as he admired me. The way he spoke—soft, measured, with an undertone of desire—felt like a caress against my skin.

“You look stunning tonight,” he’d said over champagne, his gaze fixed on me as though I were the only thing in the world.

“Thank you, Victor,” I’d replied, my voice dripping with sweetness, a subtle pout on my lips. The way he smirked in response had sent a thrill straight through me. Every touch, every word exchanged during that meal had been a tantalizing prelude to what was about to come.

As the evening drew to a close, Victor stood, holding out a hand. “Come inside, baby,” he said, his tone rich and commanding.

I took his hand, letting him guide me into the villa. The soft glow of the lighting cast a warm ambiance over the space, but the real heat came from the way Victor looked at me. He stopped in the middle of the living area, turning to face me fully.

“Go freshen up,” he said, his voice low but firm. “And when you come back, I want you perfect for me. I don’t want the sweet Joey tonight—I want the slutty one. The one who knows exactly what Daddy likes.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I replied, biting my lower lip as I headed toward the bathroom. I knew exactly what he meant. It was my cue to change, to become what he had paid for—a whore, his slutty Joey. The thought sent a sharp jolt of excitement through me, and I could feel my clitty begin to leak, soaking my already wet panties, the anticipation building with every step.

The bathroom felt like a sanctuary, but I wasn’t here to relax. I was here to prepare myself fully for Victor’s desires. I started by unpacking my travel enema bag—a girl always comes prepared. Filling it with warm water, I took my time, ensuring every part of me was spotless and ready. The feeling was raw and intensely personal, the act itself once again a reminder of the submission I was about to embrace.

Once I was clean and emptied, I moved on to the mirror, standing tall and naked under the soft lights. First came the bold, smoky eyes. Dark shadows blended perfectly, making my gaze sultry and intense. I layered on dramatic lashes, their length and thickness exaggerating the come-hither look I knew Victor loved from the pictures I had sent during our chats. Then came the glossy, deep red lipstick—the color of sin itself—applied with meticulous care. The reflection staring back at me screamed come fuck me , and I knew Victor wouldn’t be able to resist.

But I wasn’t done. Reaching for the bottle of lube Victor had left on the counter, I poured a generous amount onto my fingers and slid them between my cheeks, coating my back hole— my pussy , as Victor liked to call it. The slick, warm sensation made me gasp, my clitty already leaking at the thought of what was to come. Then, with trembling hands, I picked up the modest butt plug he had left for me—a smooth, sleek toy with a red rose-shaped gem at the base. Sliding it in slowly, I moaned softly, feeling it settle inside me. The weight was perfect, the gem positioned just so Victor could admire it as he unwrapped me later. The thought of his reaction only made me more aroused, my clitty twitching and leaking uncontrollably.

Next came the lingerie. With trembling fingers, I reached for the straps of the sheer sundress, sliding it off my shoulders and letting it fall in a tantalizing heap around my feet. The fabric pooled at my ankles as I stood there, completely bare under the soft, golden glow of the bathroom lights. My skin shimmered, a mixture of my earlier vanilla-scented lotion and the heat coursing through my body. My clitty twitched as I caught my reflection, already imagining the way Victor’s gaze would devour me.

I turned to the lace set he had chosen for me. The bra was scandalous—delicate black lace that barely covered my nipples, designed to push my chest forward in the most enticing way. My hands trembled slightly as I slipped it on, the straps pressing snugly against my shoulders, the underwire lifting me until I looked like a gift waiting to be unwrapped. Next were the panties, no more than a string of lace, the fabric sitting high on my hips and leaving almost everything bare. The cool lace against my skin made me gasp, the dampness between my thighs soaking the delicate fabric immediately.

The garter belt was next, the silky straps hugging my waist as I secured it firmly. My thighs tingled as I rolled the stockings up one leg at a time, care, taking the garter straps under the waistband of my panties before securing them to the stockings. I knew it would make removing my panties faster when the time came, always a deliberate choice for what I knew the men had planned. The smooth material clung to my legs, accentuating their length and adding just the right amount of tease to the look. Every movement felt deliberate, sensual—a show for the man waiting outside, knowing he was stroking himself, imagining every second of my transformation.

I glanced at myself in the mirror, unable to suppress the wicked grin that spread across my lips. I looked like the slutty little whore Victor had asked for, and the realization made my clitty throb with need. My nipples were visible through the lace, hard and begging for attention, and the thong left nothing to the imagination. To finish the look, I slid into a pair of four-inch black stilettos—the kind that made my legs look impossibly long and my hips sway with every step, screaming *take me now* with every click against the tile floor. The way they arched my feet and forced my hips to sway reminded me these heels weren’t meant for walking or standing for long—both of which I’d be doing very little tonight. I knew I’d be spending most of it on my knees or on my back, exactly how Victor wanted me. My heart raced as I adjusted the garter straps one final time, ensuring every detail was perfect. I could already hear his voice in my head, praising me, teasing me, telling me what a good girl I was for him.

The thought alone was enough to make my knees weak, but I steadied myself, taking one last deep breath before stepping back out into the living room. I was ready to give him everything he’d been waiting for.

I lingered for a moment, taking one final look in the mirror. The reflection staring back at me was the epitome of a sissy slut—a vision crafted to be desired and used. My glossy lips curved into a wicked grin as I admired the confident, unapologetically filthy goddess I had transformed into. My body trembled with excitement, knowing every inch of me was prepared to surrender to Victor’s whims. With a deep breath, my clitty throbbing with need, I stepped out of the bathroom and back into the living room, ready to give him the show he deserved.

Victor was waiting, lounging on the edge of the couch. His shirt was unbuttoned, revealing more of his chest, and his hand was resting casually on his lap, stroking his already-hard cock through his trousers. When he saw me, his hand stilled, his gaze raking over me like he was memorizing every detail.

“Come here,” he said, his voice low and thick, laced with hunger.

I started toward him, each step deliberate and slow, the click of my stilettos echoing in the room. My hips swayed with exaggerated precision, the way I knew every man liked it, the thin lace of my panties brushing against my damp, heated skin with every step. His gaze stayed locked on me, roaming over my body like he was already unwrapping me in his mind.

When I reached him, he leaned back in the chair, spreading his legs slightly as if daring me to step closer. His dark eyes burned into mine, a satisfied smirk tugging at his lips.

“Turn around,” he instructed, his voice smooth but commanding.

I obeyed, spinning slowly on the spot, giving him a full, deliberate view of every curve and strap. The lace of my thong sat high on my hips, framing the gem of the butt plug perfectly underneath, and I heard the faint hitch in his breath as he took in the sight. I paused mid-turn, glancing coyly over my shoulder, letting him enjoy the tease before facing him again. His smirk deepened, now edged with desire.

“You’re perfect,” he murmured, his voice thick with approval. “Now come sit on my lap, baby. I want to feel you.”

I moved closer, settling myself on his lap, careful not to press too hard against the bulge straining his trousers. His hands found my hips immediately, pulling me flush against him. The warmth of his touch sent a wave of arousal coursing through me.

“You’ve been teasing me all week,” he said, his breath hot and tantalizing against my ear. “It’s time I take what’s mine.”

His lips landed on my bare shoulder, warm and commanding, planting slow, wet kisses that lingered just long enough to make my skin tingle. Each press of his mouth felt deliberate, his tongue leaving a faint trail of heat as he worked his way upward. When his teeth grazed the sensitive curve of my neck, a soft gasp escaped my lips, my body arching instinctively into him. He didn’t stop—didn’t rush. Instead, he soothed the spot with a flick of his tongue before repeating the motion, his hands steadying my trembling frame. My head tilted on its own, giving him full access, silently begging him to keep going, to mark me as his.

“Daddy,” I whispered, my voice trembling, dripping with desperation as I looked into his smoldering eyes.

“Shh,” he hushed me, his hands gliding upward, pausing to cup my lace-clad breasts. His touch was firm yet teasing as his fingers rolled my nipples through the sheer fabric, making them pebble under his relentless attention. I whimpered, unable to stop the needy sound escaping my throat as his pinching turned to tugging, each movement sending jolts of pleasure straight to my clitty.

“You like that, baby?” he asked, his tone thick with arrogant amusement, a sly smirk playing on his lips as he watched me squirm.

“Yes, Daddy,” I breathed, my words hitching as I arched into his touch, desperate for more, for anything.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his hands sliding down to grip my hips tightly. He pulled me close for a moment, letting me feel the hardness pressing against my thigh before he guided me off his lap with deliberate movements, standing as he did. “On your knees,” he commanded, his voice dropping to a low growl.

I dropped to the floor without hesitation, the plush rug cushioning my knees as I positioned myself between his legs. My hands rested on his muscular thighs, the heat radiating through the fabric of his trousers making my palms tingle. My eyes stayed locked on his as I leaned in closer, my lips parting just slightly, teasing him with the promise of what was to come.

Victor’s fingers moved to his zipper, the metallic sound slicing through the tension in the room. Slowly, he freed his thick, throbbing cock, the sight of it sending a shiver of anticipation through me. It was even more magnificent than I’d dared to imagine—long, veined, and already glistening at the tip. My clitty twitched uncontrollably, aching with envy and desire as my gaze lingered on his length.

I licked my lips, unable to stop myself, the ache between my thighs growing unbearable. The faint, musky scent of him filled my senses, making me dizzy with arousal. “Daddy,” I whispered, my voice trembling with a mix of reverence and need.

“Go on,” he said, his tone firm but laced with indulgent amusement. “Show me what that pretty mouth can do.”

I leaned forward, my lips parting as I let the tip of his cock slip past them, my tongue flicking across the sensitive head in slow, deliberate swirls. His groan of approval was like fuel, making my clitty throb as I dipped lower, taking more of him inch by inch. I let my tongue trace the pulsing veins along his length, savoring the salty taste of him as I alternated between sucking and teasing.

My hands rested firmly on his thighs, my fingers digging into the hard muscle as I steadied myself. I bobbed my head with increasing rhythm, hollowing my cheeks to create a tight seal that made him curse under his breath. Each time I pulled back, I let my lips drag along him with a slick, obscene sound before plunging back down, taking him deeper than before. My free hand moved to cup his balls, rolling them gently in my palm, earning another throaty groan from him.

“That’s it,” he rasped, his voice rough and dripping with desire. “Just like that, baby. You’re so fucking good at this.”

The praise sent a rush of heat through me, and I redoubled my efforts, my movements becoming more eager and frantic. I tilted my head to angle him further into my throat, the stretch making my eyes water, but I didn’t stop. Instead, I moaned around him, letting the vibrations travel down his length. His hand tangled in my hair, his grip firm as he began guiding me, setting a pace that left me breathless.

“You’re such a good little slut,” he growled, his hips bucking slightly as he pushed deeper. “Taking me so well, baby.”

I hummed in response, my hands now working in tandem with my mouth, stroking the base of his cock while my lips and tongue focused on the tip. I varied my movements, sometimes swirling my tongue around the head, other times plunging down to take him as far as I could. The mixture of teasing and intensity had him cursing under his breath, his body taut with restraint.

“Fuck,” he muttered, his hand tightening in my hair. “You’re going to make me lose it if you keep this up. Stop,” he said suddenly, his hand pulling me off him. I looked up, my lips swollen and slick, my chest rising and falling as I caught my breath.

“Come here,” he said, pulling me to my feet with a firm grip. His lips crashed against mine, hot and insistent, his tongue immediately invading my mouth with a hunger that left no room for hesitation. His hands gripped my waist tightly, pulling me flush against the hardness straining through his trousers, and I couldn’t help but moan into his mouth. The kiss wasn’t just demanding; it was claiming, his lips and tongue working over mine like he was devouring me, leaving me trembling and gasping for more.

My breath hitched as he gave the plug a subtle twist with his hand, sending a wave of pleasure through me that made my knees weak. "You’ve been such a good little slut for me," he continued, his lips trailing down my jawline, planting wet, deliberate kisses along my neck. "I’m going to ruin you tonight, baby."

His other hand found its way to my chest, cupping my lace-clad breasts and rolling my nipples between his fingers, making them pebble with need. My moans filled the air as his teasing intensified, his thumb grazing the sensitive gem again, each movement driving me closer to the edge.

"Turn around," he commanded, his tone firm but dripping with lust. I obeyed instantly, pressing my hands against the back of the couch, arching my back to offer myself completely. I felt him kneel behind me, his warm breath tickling the back of my thighs as his hands explored me with deliberate slowness. His fingers traced along the straps of my garter belt before settling on the gem of the butt plug nestled between my cheeks. He gave it a gentle twist, making me gasp as pleasure radiated through my core.

"Perfect," he muttered, his voice thick with satisfaction. He leaned closer, his lips pressing wet, open-mouthed kisses along the curve of my spine, each one sending shivers of anticipation racing through me. "You’re ready for me, aren’t you?" he growled, his breath hot against my skin.

"Yes, Daddy," I whimpered, my voice trembling as I pushed back against him, desperate for more. My clitty was throbbing, leaking uncontrollably, the anticipation of what was coming nearly driving me mad.

He slid the plug out slowly, savoring every moment as I moaned softly at the sensation. "Such a good little slut," he murmured, his hands spreading me open as he admired the view. He leaned in, his tongue flicking teasingly over my exposed entrance, making me cry out at the unexpected sensation.

"So sweet," he said, his voice a low rumble. "I could spend all night tasting you, but I think you need more than my tongue, don’t you?"

"Yes, Daddy," I begged, my fingers gripping the couch tightly as I tried to steady myself. "Please, I need you."

He stood, positioning himself behind me, and I felt the blunt, heated tip of his cock press against my entrance. He teased me, sliding it up and down, letting it nudge against my opening but never pushing in. I whimpered, arching back, trying to take him inside, but his hands gripped my hips firmly, holding me in place.

"Not yet, baby," he said, his tone both commanding and teasing. "I want you begging for it."

"Please, Daddy," I moaned, my voice raw with desperation. "Please fuck me. I need it."

He chuckled darkly, the sound vibrating through me as he teased me one last time before finally pushing inside, stretching me inch by inch. I gasped sharply, the overwhelming fullness igniting every nerve in my body like wildfire. He paused once he was fully inside, letting me feel every inch of him, his hands gripping my hips firmly as if daring me to move.

“So tight, baby,” he growled, his voice dripping with satisfaction. He pulled back slowly, almost all the way out, making me whimper at the sudden emptiness before thrusting back in with a deliberate, steady force that made me cry out. He started slow, his rhythm teasing, each thrust measured and deep, as though he wanted to feel every bit of me clinging to him.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his hands sliding up to grip my waist, pulling me back to meet his thrusts. “Take all of me, baby. I’m going to make you feel every inch tonight.”

My cries turned into moans as he picked up the pace, his hips slamming against me harder and faster with each thrust. The sound of skin meeting skin filled the room, mixing with the wet, obscene noises from my body. Every thrust sent jolts of pleasure coursing through me, building an unbearable heat in my core. I could feel the pressure mounting, my clitty twitching and leaking uncontrollably as he hit deeper, harder.

“Such a good little slut,” he growled, his voice rough with desire. One of his hands slid down, grabbing the gem of the butt plug he’d set aside earlier, and pressed it lightly against my back entrance, teasing me even as he fucked me. “You’re mine, Joey. Every inch of you is mine to use.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I moaned, my words breaking as he shifted his angle slightly, the new position sending waves of ecstasy through me. My legs trembled, barely able to hold me up as I gripped the couch for support, my body at his mercy.

“Beg for it,” he commanded, his hand coming down to slap my ass lightly, the sting blending with the pleasure in a way that left me gasping.

“Please, Daddy,” I cried out, my voice raw with desperation. “Please make me come! I need it! Please, Daddy, I—”

He cut me off with a deep, punishing thrust, the sheer force pushing me over the edge. My clitty spasmed violently, releasing in hot, wet spurts as my orgasm crashed through me, leaving me crying out in pure, unrestrained bliss. My body trembled uncontrollably, every nerve alight as the pleasure consumed me.

“That’s it, baby,” he groaned, his movements growing erratic as he chased his own release. “Come for me. Let Daddy hear you.”

With a final, powerful thrust, he buried himself deep inside me, his grip on my hips almost bruising as he held me in place. His groan of release was low and guttural, and as I felt his warm cum flood me, my body reacted in ways I couldn’t control. The fullness, the intensity, and the overwhelming sensation of being completely taken sent me spiraling into a sissygasm unlike anything I’d ever experienced. My clitty throbbed and pulsed, releasing in uncontrollable, messy bursts without a single touch. Pleasure crashed through me in wave after wave, leaving me crying out his name, my body trembling violently as I surrendered fully to the moment.

We stayed like that, locked together, my chest heaving as I came down from the euphoric high. His hands softened their grip, sliding gently up my sides to steady me as my knees threatened to give out. The aftershocks of my climax rippled through me, leaving my thighs trembling and my body buzzing with residual pleasure.

“Good girl,” he murmured finally, his voice thick and warm against my ear. His arms wrapped around me, pulling me upright against his chest. “You were perfect, baby. Absolutely perfect.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” I whispered, my voice shaky but filled with satisfaction. My body melted into his, still basking in the intensity of everything we had just shared. This was only the beginning, and I couldn’t wait for what the rest of the weekend had in store.




Chapter 4: Island Adventures

The next morning, I woke up to the soft sound of waves lapping against the stilts of the villa, the sunlight filtering in through the open balcony doors. The bed was empty, save for me, but the faint scent of Victor lingered on the sheets, reminding me of the intensity of the night before. My body was still humming from the experience, every inch of me feeling thoroughly claimed and satisfied.

I stretched languidly before noticing a still steaming cup of coffee and a note on the nightstand, written in his strong, deliberate handwriting: “Be ready by nine, baby. I have something special planned. Wear the bikini I left for you. Daddy.”  My heart fluttered as I read it, anticipation coursing through me.

It was 7:30, giving me just the right amount of time to savor the stillness of the morning. I picked up the steaming cup of coffee Victor had left for me and stepped out onto the balcony. The view was breathtaking—the endless expanse of turquoise water shimmering under the early sunlight, the gentle waves lapping softly against the stilts of the villa. I leaned against the railing, sipping the rich, aromatic coffee, letting its warmth seep through me. The peacefulness of the moment felt like a perfect contrast to the heated anticipation thrumming in my body, a quiet calm before the day’s pleasures began. I stepped into the bathroom, the warm tiles grounding me as I turned on the rain shower, letting the hot water cascade over my body in soothing rivulets. Every inch of me felt alive under the stream, as though the heat was coaxing my arousal to the surface, a steady thrum that refused to be ignored. I lathered myself with a vanilla-scented body wash, the creamy bubbles gliding over my skin as I paid extra attention to every curve, every sensitive spot Victor had worshiped the night before. My clitty twitched with excitement as memories of his hands, his lips, and his dominance flooded my mind. The the throbbing between my thighs was unbearable, and for a fleeting moment, I thought about reaching down to stroke myself, to chase the release my body was screaming for. My hand hovered near my aching clitty before I clenched my fists, forcing myself to stop.

“No,” I whispered, my voice trembling with need. “Daddy wouldn’t want that.” The thought of disappointing him was enough to make me bite my lip and pull my hand away. The restraint only made the throbbing worse, my clitty leaking as I fought the overwhelming desire to let myself go right there.

I went on with my shower and once I was clean, I stepped out, wrapping myself in a fluffy towel that did little to contain the anticipation buzzing in me. On the counter, I spotted the bikini Victor had left—a sinful tease crafted in shimmering gold, designed to demand attention and seduce with every curve it exposed. My breath hitched as I picked it up, the fabric so light it felt like nothing in my hands. The triangle top was scandalous, barely enough to cover my hardening nipples, the thin straps designed to tease rather than conceal. I tied it behind my neck, the fabric hugging my chest in a way that made my reflection in the mirror look utterly obscene.

Then came the bottoms—if they could even be called that. The tiny string thong sat high on my hips, framing my cheeks in the most provocative way. The gold shimmer caught the light, drawing attention to every curve, every inch of exposed skin. I adjusted it slightly, the sensation of the delicate fabric against my damp, freshly shaved skin sending shivers down my spine.

Before leaving the bathroom, I took my time applying a light sheen of body oil, ensuring my skin glowed under the morning sunlight. The oil highlighted the contours of my body, making every inch of me look as if it were begging to be touched. I picked up the delicate waist chain I had brought with me, a dainty gold piece that sat perfectly on my hips, drawing even more attention to the curve of my waist. The way it glimmered against my oiled skin made the entire look even more decadent. With the chain in place, I tied a sheer white sarong around my hips, the gossamer fabric fluttering with each step, adding an extra layer of tease to the outfit. A wide-brimmed hat and oversized sunglasses completed the look, the perfect combination of elegance and filth. My clitty twitched at the thought of his reaction, and I couldn’t suppress the grin spreading across my face as I admired my reflection. The reflection staring back at me in the mirror was pure seduction, every detail crafted to please Victor. I couldn’t help but smile as I headed out to meet him.

He was waiting for me on the deck, dressed casually in a white linen shirt and tailored shorts, his sunglasses shielding his eyes but doing nothing to hide the heat in his gaze as he looked me over. His lips curved into that familiar, approving smirk that always made my knees weak.

“You look stunning, baby,” he said, his voice low and rich. “Come here.”

I sauntered toward him, letting my hips sway with each step. His hand reached out, pulling me close as his lips brushed against my ear. “You’re going to drive me crazy today,” he murmured, his breath hot against my skin. “Every man who sees you is going to want you, but you’re mine. Don’t forget that.”

“I’d never forget, Daddy,” I whispered, my voice trembling with a mix of arousal and excitement.

He led me to the speedboat waiting at the dock, the crew greeting us with polite nods before stepping aside to give us privacy. As the boat glided across the crystal-clear water, Victor kept me close, his arm draped possessively around my waist. Every so often, he leaned in to whisper filthy promises in my ear, his lips brushing against my skin and leaving me squirming with anticipation.

“Tonight, I’m going to strip that bikini off you piece by piece,” he said at one point, his hand sliding dangerously low on my thigh. “And when I’m done, I’m going to remind you exactly who you belong to.”

My breath hitched, and I pressed my thighs together, trying to quell the ache building between them. His deep chuckle told me he knew exactly what he was doing.

The first stop on our excursion was a secluded lagoon, the water so clear and turquoise it looked like something out of a dream. Victor helped me into the water, his hands lingering on my hips as he guided me. We snorkeled together, exploring the vibrant coral reefs and the colorful fish that darted around us. Every so often, he’d reach out to touch me, his fingers brushing against my waist or thighs, a reminder that I was always on his mind.

Afterward, we headed to a private sandbank, where a luxurious picnic had been set up: a white canopy shading a plush daybed, a table laden with champagne and exotic fruits. Victor settled onto the daybed, pulling me down beside him. His hand immediately slid higher up my thigh, the possessive pressure making me gasp softly.

"Relax, baby," he murmured, his lips brushing the shell of my ear. "You deserve to be spoiled."

I leaned into him, the warmth of his body against mine both comforting and electrifying. His fingers began tracing lazy patterns on my skin, edging closer to the thin string of my bikini bottoms. My breath hitched as his hand moved purposefully, his fingers grazing my clitty through the fabric. The sudden touch sent a jolt of pleasure through me, and I instinctively pressed my thighs together, trapping his hand.

"Don’t fight me, Joey," he said, his voice a low, teasing growl. "Let Daddy make you feel good."

I whimpered, my body obeying him even as my mind spun. His fingers slipped beneath the fabric, finding my clitty already swollen and leaking. He began to stroke me, his movements slow and deliberate, each touch igniting a fire that spread through my entire body. My hips bucked involuntarily, seeking more of his touch, but he kept the pace steady, drawing out every ounce of pleasure.

"You’re so sensitive," he said, his tone laced with amusement. "I could play with you like this all day."

"Please, Daddy," I moaned, barely able to form words as he continued his torturous teasing. "I… I need to come."

"Not yet, baby," he murmured, pressing a kiss to my temple as his fingers worked me closer and closer to the edge. "I want to take my time with you."

He shifted, pulling me fully onto his lap, his hand never leaving my clitty. The friction of his touch combined with the heat of his body and the intensity of his gaze had me teetering on the brink. With a final, deliberate stroke, he pushed me over the edge, my body convulsing as I cried out, my orgasm washing over me in waves of pure ecstasy.

He held me tightly as I came down, his hand still resting possessively on my thigh. "Good girl," he whispered, his voice filled with pride. "That’s exactly what I wanted to see."

“Thank you, Daddy,” I replied, leaning into him as his fingers traced lazy patterns on my skin. He shifted slightly, his hand moving up to my lips, his fingers glistening faintly. “Open,” he commanded, his voice dripping with authority. I parted my lips obediently, and he slid his fingers inside, letting me taste the evidence of my own pleasure. “Clean them up, baby,” he murmured, his eyes dark with satisfaction as I sucked his fingers clean, my tongue swirling around each digit, savoring the salty, intimate flavor of my own cum. His approving smile sent a thrill through me, and I moaned softly as he pulled his hand away, his thumb grazing my lower lip before he cupped my cheek. “Good girl,” he said, his tone filled with pride.

We spent the afternoon sipping champagne and indulging in the feast, the conversation shifting between lighthearted banter and moments of heated intensity. Victor’s gaze never wavered from me, his eyes dark with desire as he took in every detail of my appearance.

As the sun began to dip toward the horizon, casting the sandbank in a warm, golden glow, Victor leaned in, his lips brushing against mine in a kiss that started gentle but quickly turned demanding. His hands roamed over my body, gripping my hips and pulling me onto his lap.

“I can’t wait to get you back to the villa,” he growled, his voice low and rough. “But for now, let’s take a swim.”

He led me back to the speedboat, and we returned to the villa just as the sun dipped below the horizon. The infinity pool was lit softly, the water shimmering under the glow of the lights. Victor wasted no time, pulling me into the pool with him. The water was warm against my skin, but it was nothing compared to the heat radiating from his body as he pressed me against the edge of the pool.

“You’ve been driving me wild all day,” he growled, his lips grazing the shell of my ear, his voice dripping with barely-contained hunger. "Now, I’m going to remind you exactly what happens to naughty girls who can’t help but tease their Daddy."

I shivered in anticipation, my body already responding to his touch as his hands slid over me, pulling me flush against him. He pressed me against the edge of the pool, his lips finding mine in a heated kiss, his tongue teasing its way into my mouth. His hands roamed lower, gripping my hips and tugging my bikini bottoms aside, he reched over to his discarded shorts and pulled out a small bottle of lube, I instantly blushed knowing that he was carrying that all day long, waiting for this moment. The cool water mixed with the heat of his touch as his fingers worked a generous amount of lube into my pussy, a contrast that left me trembling.

“Daddy’s going to take care of you right here,” he growled, his voice thick with lust. He positioned himself behind me, his cock pressing against my entrance. I gasped as he slid inside, the fullness making me cry out, my fingers gripping the edge of the pool tightly for support.

His thrusts were slow at first, deliberate, each one making me moan louder than the last. The water rippled around us, adding to the sensory overload as his hands gripped my waist, guiding me to meet his rhythm.

“You’re irresistible,” he muttered, his lips brushing against my neck as his thrusts found a teasing, deliberate rhythm. “Every inch of you is made to be fucked like this.”

I moaned breathlessly, the sound swallowed by the night air as his pace began to build, each thrust deeper and more commanding than the last. His hands gripped my hips firmly, the possessive touch sending a jolt of heat through me. My body responded instinctively, arching back against him, my cries harmonizing with the gentle ripples of the water.

His lips found my ear, his breath hot as he growled, “Feel that, baby? That’s what you do to me. You’re mine to enjoy.”

The words sent me spiraling, the combination of his voice, his movements, and the overwhelming fullness of him pushing me closer and closer to the edge. One of his hands slid lower, finding my clitty and stroking it with expert precision. My thighs trembled as his fingers worked me in time with his thrusts, the sensation so intense it blurred the edges of reality.

“Don’t hold back,” he commanded, his voice dripping with lust. “I want to feel you come apart for me.”

With a final, deep thrust, his cock hit a spot that sent a surge of ecstasy through my body. The coil inside me snapped, and I shattered around him, my cries loud and uninhibited as my climax consumed me. My clitty spasmed, releasing in uncontrollable bursts as I shook with the force of my orgasm. Victor groaned deeply, his movements growing erratic as he followed moments later, spilling inside me with a low, guttural sound of satisfaction.

We stayed tangled together, the water gently lapping around us as we caught our breath. His hands slid up my sides, pulling me close as he pressed a tender kiss to my temple. “You’re incredible,” he murmured, his tone soft and full of adoration. “My perfect little girl.”

I melted into him, still trembling from the intensity. “Thank you, Daddy,” I whispered, my voice shaky but content. The way he held me, the way he looked at me—it was all-consuming, a reminder that I had one more day left to be entirely his. My body already ached in anticipation of what he might do next, how he would enjoy me again. The thought alone made my clitty throb, and I couldn’t wait to give myself to him one last time before the trip ended.


Chapter 5: The Final Night: Paradise Fulfilled

The last day of our trip began in a haze of lazy indulgence. The villa was quiet except for the sound of the waves crashing gently against the shore. I spent most of the morning lounging around in a skimpy bikini that left little to the imagination. The top barely covered my nipples, and the thin straps tied delicately behind my neck, while the bottoms hugged my hips and framed my cheeks perfectly, making every move feel like a tease designed just for Victor's eyes. Every so often, I caught him watching me, his dark eyes filled with a hunger that made my clitty ache.

“Come here, baby,” he called from the deck, his voice low and commanding. I strolled out to meet him, the morning sun warm against my bare skin. The way his gaze traveled over me made me feel exposed and cherished all at once.

We spent the day moving at a leisurely pace, the air between us charged with intimacy. Victor’s touches were constant, his hand brushing my thigh as we shared breakfast or sliding up my back when we strolled along the beach. He spoke to me in his deep, calming voice, alternating between playful teasing and casual conversation about our trip. “What was your favorite moment so far?” he asked, his lips brushing against my temple as we walked.

“Every moment with you, Daddy,” I replied, earning a soft chuckle that made my clitty throb.

His lips found my shoulder as we paused by the water, and his hands slid possessively over my waist. “You’re going to make me never want to let you go,” he murmured, his words sending a shiver through me. Even as we talked about lighthearted things—the pristine water, the quiet serenity of the villa—his hands and lips stayed on me, claiming and cherishing, making me feel like the most desired sissy in the world. By the time the afternoon sun began to lower, I was giddy with both arousal and adoration, craving every touch and word he offered.

As the afternoon wore on, he led me back to the villa, pulling me out onto the deck overlooking the endless expanse of turquoise water. “Take this off,” he said, his fingers hooking under the thin straps of my bikini. I obeyed without hesitation, untying the strings and letting the fabric drop to the floor, leaving me completely bare under the open sky.

“Perfect,” he murmured, his voice filled with approval as his hands slid over my body. He guided me to the lounge chair, positioning me so I was fully exposed to him. The warm breeze caressed my skin as he knelt between my legs, his lips finding my inner thigh. His kisses were slow and deliberate, each one igniting a fire that spread through me.

“You’ve been such a good girl for me, Joey,” he said, his breath hot against my skin. “Now, let Daddy take care of you.”

What followed was an indulgent, sunlit session that blurred the line between pleasure and worship. Victor's lips trailed over every inch of my skin, his tongue teasing and tasting me as though he wanted to commit every part of me to memory. His hands gripped my thighs, spreading me open, and his breath was hot against my most sensitive spots, leaving me trembling with anticipation. He alternated between gentle, featherlight kisses and bold, deliberate strokes of his tongue, drawing gasps and moans from my lips with every motion.

His voice was low and teasing as he murmured against my inner thigh, “You’re so beautiful like this, Joey. So exposed, completely mine to enjoy.” The words sent a shiver down my spine, my body arching toward him, begging for more. His hands roamed possessively, exploring every curve, every hollow, and every sensitive spot that made me whimper with need. The sun warmed my skin, but it was nothing compared to the heat building within me, spreading like wildfire with every touch, every kiss, every growled promise of what he’d do next.

By the time he finally pulled me into his arms, letting me collapse against his chest, the sun was dipping low on the horizon, painting the deck in a golden glow that felt as intimate as the moment we had just shared.

That evening, Victor surprised me with a candlelit dinner on the deck, the table adorned with flowers and the soft glow of lanterns. He walked in just as I finished applying the final touches to my makeup, standing completely nude in front of the mirror. My smoky eyes were bold and dramatic, framed with thick lashes, and my lips gleamed with a glossy red that screamed seduction. His gaze roamed over my bare body, dark and filled with approval, making my heart race and my clitty twitch with anticipation. I’d followed every detail of his earlier instructions for the look he wanted, knowing it would please him.

Inside the box was a stunning custom-made dress—a deep emerald green number that clung to every curve and shimmered as I moved. Beneath the floor length dress, folded neatly, was a set of delicate black lace lingerie, sheer and sinful. Alongside it all was a gold and diamond necklace, the kind of piece that screamed luxury.

I met his gaze, his expression unreadable, as I reached for the lingerie. “Put it on,” he said, his tone low but commanding, his eyes dark with anticipation. I slipped into the lace, letting the fabric hug my curves, the thin straps and intricate designs leaving little to the imagination. Victor’s gaze burned into me as I moved slowly, savoring the way his eyes drank me in.

Next came the dress. I stepped into it carefully, the silky fabric sliding over my skin like a second layer, clinging to every curve as though it had been made just for me. Victor walked up behind me, fastening the necklace around my neck, the cold weight of the diamonds against my collarbones making me shiver. I caught his reflection in the mirror, his eyes locked on mine as he whispered, “You’re perfect.”

“This is your payment, baby,” he said, his voice thick with satisfaction. “You’ve more than earned it.”

A naughty grin spread across my lips as I put the necklace on, the heavy gold and diamonds resting perfectly against my collarbones. The way he fastened it around my neck felt like a collar of ownership, a declaration that I was his in every way. “Thank you, Daddy,” I whispered, my voice trembling with emotion.

“No, thank you,” he replied, his lips brushing against my temple. “For being mine.”

Dinner was an intimate affair, the sound of the waves and the soft hum of music creating the perfect backdrop. Victor’s gaze never left me, his eyes filled with a possessive pride that made my heart race. We talked, laughed, and sipped on fine wine, but the tension between us was palpable, building with every passing moment.

After dinner, he led me inside, his hand firm on my waist as he guided me to the bedroom. “Tonight, I’m going to show you just how much you mean to me,” he said, his voice a low growl that sent shivers down my spine.

In the bedroom, his dominance reached its peak, the air heavy with tension and desire. Victor began by standing behind me, his hands slipping the dress from my shoulders with agonizing slowness, letting it pool around my feet. He stepped closer, his lips brushing the nape of my neck as his hands roamed over my bare skin, igniting sparks with every touch.

“You’re everything I crave tonight,” he murmured against my neck, his voice laced with an intoxicating blend of desire and control. “I’m going to enjoy every moment of you, exactly the way you deserve.”

He turned me around, his gaze roaming over my body like he was memorizing every curve. His lips captured mine in a heated kiss, his tongue exploring with a deliberate hunger that left me breathless. Slowly, he guided me to the bed, his hands never leaving my skin. He pushed me gently onto the cool sheets, spreading me out beneath him as though I were his masterpiece to admire.

“You’re so damn irresistible, baby,” he whispered, his hands sliding down my thighs and spreading them apart. “Tonight, I’m going to make you feel things you’ll never forget.”

His lips began their journey, trailing kisses down my neck, across my collarbones, and over my chest. His tongue teased my nipples, flicking and swirling as his hands gripped my hips, keeping me pinned beneath him. Every movement was deliberate, designed to drive me wild. I writhed under his touch, my breath coming in short, desperate gasps as his mouth continued its descent.

When he reached my most sensitive spot, his tongue flicked out, tasting me in a way that sent a surge of electricity through my entire body, making my back arch off the bed. “You taste like heaven, baby,” he growled, his voice muffled against my skin. “And I’m going to take my time enjoying every inch of you.”

I whimpered, my hands gripping the sheets as he alternated between slow, torturous strokes and deep, firm pressure that had me teetering on the edge. “Please, Daddy,” I begged, my voice trembling. “Please don’t stop.”

“I’m not stopping until you come for me, baby,” he promised, his fingers joining his tongue, working me in perfect rhythm. The pleasure built rapidly, my body tightening as I climbed higher and higher. When the release finally came, it was explosive, my cries echoing through the room as I shattered under his touch.

But Victor wasn’t done. He kissed his way back up my body, his lips devouring me with a hunger that made my head spin. “I’ve waited all night for this,” he growled, positioning himself between my legs. He pressed into me slowly, the stretch deliberate, inch by inch, as a gasp escaped my lips, thanks to my earlier lubing up, it was a nice smooth high as he entered.

“You feel so fucking nice, baby,” he murmured, his voice rough as he began to move, each thrust deep and unrelenting. His hands gripped my thighs firmly, holding me in place as he set a rhythm that left me breathless.

“Tell me how much you want this,” he demanded, his breath hot against my ear, his thrusts growing harder, more demanding.

“I neeeeeed it, Daddy,” I cried out, my nails raking across his back as I surrendered to the overwhelming pleasure. “I need every bit of you, ahhhhhhh.”

The intensity built as he drove into me with precision, his hips slamming against mine, the sound of skin meeting skin filling the room. “You’re perfect like this,” he rasped, his voice tinged with possessive satisfaction. “Taking me so well.”

My body arched beneath him, the fire in my core reaching its peak. “Please, Daddy,” I whimpered, the words barely audible through the haze of pleasure. “Don’t stop.”

His pace quickened, his movements almost brutal in their intensity, his dominance overwhelming me completely. “You’re everything I’ve ever wanted,” he growled, his hands sliding down to grip my hips, pulling me into each powerful thrust.

The climax hit me like a tidal wave, my body trembling violently as I cried out, the pleasure blinding in its intensity. Victor followed moments later, his groan low and guttural as he buried himself deep, his release spilling inside me.

We stayed locked together, our breathing ragged, our bodies trembling with the aftershocks. Victor’s hand slid up my back, pulling me close as he kissed my temple. “You’re amazing,” he murmured, his voice soft but filled with raw emotion. “Every moment with you is unforgettable.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” I whispered, my body melting into his as I drifted off in his arms, knowing this was a night and a weekend I’d never forget.


Epilogue

The morning sunlight filtered through the curtains, casting a golden glow over the room as I stirred awake. My body was deliciously sore, a reminder of the intensity of the night before. Victor was already up, leaning against the doorframe with his arms crossed, watching me with a satisfied smirk that made my clitty twitch with anticipation.

“Good morning, baby,” he said, his voice smooth and rich, like honey drizzling over my skin. “Did you sleep well?”

“I did, Daddy,” I purred, stretching languidly, the sheets slipping down to reveal my bare chest. “But I’d sleep better tonight back at home if you’d let me give you one last memory before I leave.”

His smirk widened as he pushed off the doorframe and approached the bed. “Oh, I was hoping you’d say that,” he murmured, sliding onto the bed and pinning me beneath him in one smooth motion. “Let’s make it unforgettable, shall we?”

What followed was a slow, sensual session that grew increasingly intense, each movement deliberate, each sound amplifying the passion between us. Victor’s hands roamed my body, gripping and caressing as though he was memorizing every curve, his lips leaving a searing trail of kisses from my neck to my thighs. When he entered me, it was with a deep, measured thrust that made me gasp and arch into him, my hands clutching at his shoulders as his cock filled me completely.

Victor’s hands gripped my thighs as he slid inside me, his deep, deliberate thrusts making me cry out. “That’s it,” he growled, his voice thick with lust. “Take it just like that, baby.”

The rhythm he set was slow but devastating, his cock filling me completely with every thrust. His lips found my neck, leaving a trail of heated kisses that sent shivers cascading down my spine. “I’m not stopping until I’ve wrung every last bit of pleasure out of you.” he whispered, his breath hot against my skin.

My fingers tangled in the sheets as his pace quickened, the sound of our bodies coming together filling the room. “Please, Daddy,” I whimpered, my voice trembling. “Don’t stop. Make me feel it everywhere.”

His chuckle was low and sinful as he grabbed my waist, pulling me closer to meet his thrusts. “You’re such a good little slut for me,” he said, his voice rough and commanding. “Begging so sweetly. Go on, let it all out.”

The fire in my core grew unbearable, every nerve alight as he pushed me closer to the edge. His hands roamed my body, gripping, teasing, leaving no inch untouched. “You’re shaking, baby,” he taunted, his teeth grazing my earlobe. “Are you about to fall apart for me?”

“Yes, Daddy,” I cried out, my body arching beneath him. “I’m so close…”

“Good,” he growled, his movements turning relentless. “I want to feel you lose it.”

With one final, deep thrust, the tension inside me snapped, and I shattered around him, my cries echoing through the room as pleasure consumed me. Victor groaned, his grip tightening as his release followed moments later, filling me as his body trembled against mine.

We collapsed together, our bodies still tangled as we caught our breath. His hand slid over my back, his touch soothing in the aftermath. “That’s exactly how I wanted to end this trip,” he murmured, his lips brushing against my temple.

After a quick shower, I slipped into a casual yet sexy outfit, something that hinted at the lingering heat between us. Victor met me in the living room, dressed in his usual effortless elegance. On the coffee table sat an envelope, thick with what I could only assume was cash.

“This is for you,” he said, gesturing toward it. “A little extra for making this weekend... exceptional.”

I picked up the envelope, the weight of it making my heart race. “Thank you, Daddy,” I said, leaning in to press a slow, wet kiss to his lips. He tasted like coffee and power, and I savored the moment, knowing it would linger with me for days.

“You’ve earned every bill in there, baby,” he said as we pulled apart, his thumb brushing over my lower lip. “And I’ll be calling you soon for another adventure.”

With one last lingering look, I picked up my bag and headed out to the car waiting to take me to the airport. The ride was quiet, the city’s skyline fading into the distance as I replayed the weekend in my mind. Every touch, every whispered word, every moment of surrender—it was all etched into my memory like a tattoo.

As I boarded the flight, I couldn’t help but smile, knowing that this wasn’t the end but merely a chapter in an ongoing story. I pulled out my phone, snapping a quick picture of the view from my window seat.

“This weekend was one for the books,” I typed, teasing my audience with the promise of juicy details. “But some things... some things are just too delicious to share.”

Leaning back in my seat, I let my mind drift, the gentle hum of the plane lulling me into a state of calm. Victor’s generosity, his dominance, and the electric connection between us were everything I had dreamed of and more. And as much as I hated goodbyes, the thrill of knowing there were more adventures to come made it all worth it.

“Until next time, Daddy,” I whispered to myself, a satisfied smile playing on my lips as the plane soared into the sky, carrying me home and toward whatever awaited me next.
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Sign up for my mailing list  to stay updated about my newest releases. I promise, there’ll be no spam!


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

Feminized by a BBC Daddy/Roommate !”
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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 her steamy feminization tale, told in almost 10K words now. 


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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