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I didn't know this man. Whoever he was or whatever he wanted, I had no clue. His rude manner alone was enough to almost make me tinkle right there.

It was one of those crowded, noisy happy hours, and I was with my coworkers at the bar—both men and women—celebrating after we’d finally finished this massive project. You know, the kind of event where everyone’s just a bit too excited and a little too tipsy, laughing too loud at jokes that aren’t really that funny.

Now, you could say I was the geeky type. At 5’6", I wasn’t exactly towering over anyone. My best-known physical feature, though, wasn’t my height. It was, well, my ass. After spending the better part of my youth—and now adulthood— cycling everywhere and sitting at a desk, it kind of grew into something... noticeable. And no, I didn’t specifically work out to keep it looking that way. It just happened.

All through high school, girls would call me "cute," which was nice enough. But the boys? They had a different vocabulary for me. "Fag," "sissy"—depending on the day and who was throwing the insults my way. I never really fit in with the tough guys. I guess my choice of clothes and my general attitude didn’t help. Even though I’m small, I walked with this weird confidence, like a little bantam rooster strutting around. But that didn’t fool anyone. It didn’t stop the teasing. The boys still saw me as an easy target, calling me out for walking more like a runway model than the macho dude they expected. Meanwhile, the girls? Oh, they thought I was strutting my stuff.

Another thing that probably made me stand out? My hair. I hated getting it cut ever since I was a kid, so I stopped altogether once I was old enough to call the shots. Now, I keep it tied back in a ponytail, and it falls almost way past my shoulders—not that it’s much of a feat, given my height.

College was a bit better, though. People were more... open-minded, I guess?! Sure, some of the athletes still played their grab-ass games when I walked by. Those big hands would find their way to my round butt whenever they felt like it, trying to get a rise out of me. I’d always react the same way, too—gasp, blush, and giggle as I scurried off. It was my defense mechanism, even though it probably made me seem more like a target.

I remember one classmate in particular telling me, “Taylor, baby doll, it’s because of how you dress and that long hair of yours. Those guys just can’t help themselves.” She had this amused look on her face like she thought it was funny that I hadn’t put two and two together.

“What do you mean?” I asked, confused.

She smirked. “You wear those tight little bicycle shorts and your ass jiggles like Jello. You’re cute, too. They think you’re one of us, sweetie.”

“One of us?” I repeated, still not quite getting it.

She rolled her eyes and laughed. “One of us girls, silly.”

And there it was. Men were into me. Not all of them, of course, but enough to make me feel a bit... strange. Sometimes, it made me feel sexy—usually when I’d had a few drinks in me.

And I was drinking when that big man walked over. He had this look in his eye, something a little too bold, a little too sure. He didn’t say much—just pressed a room key into my hand, his fingers lingering a moment too long as he leaned in close. I could feel the heat of his breath as he whispered, “I hope to see you there in twenty minutes.”

Before I could even process what had just happened, he was walking away, disappearing into the crowd, leaving me standing there with a key in my hand and a head full of confusion.

“Who was that?” someone asked me, their voice barely cutting through the noise of the bar.

“I have no idea,” I replied, staring down at the plastic room key in my hand.

“You gonna meet him?”

A chorus of opinions hit me all at once. Some people said I’d be insane to go. Others said it would be an adventure. “Look, Taylor,” one of the girls chimed in, “we all saw him. He knows we know what he looks like. Plus, you’ve got his room key. You could find out his name, text it to us, and if anything happens, we’ve got your back. He’s not gonna do anything to hurt you.”

It kind of made sense. I sat there, holding that plastic keycard from the Marriott, a few blocks away. I had to admit, the guy was good-looking. A sharp dresser, too. And his cologne? Expensive, for sure.

“I don’t know if I should go,” I said, half-hoping they’d convince me otherwise.

“Don’t be a chicken,” some guy smirked, clucking like a fool while flapping his arms. Real mature.

I rolled my eyes and tossed back the rest of my first martini. As soon as it was gone, I flagged the bartender for another. Glancing at my watch, I noticed five minutes had already passed since the guy basically shoved that room key into my hand and vanished.

“At least see what he wants, Taylor,” someone urged. “Maybe he’s your long-lost rich uncle or something, and he’s got a fortune waiting for you!”

“Yeah, right,” I muttered. “Still, though… I do wonder.”

Someone else started calling me a chicken. “What’s the worst that could happen, Taylor?”

I laughed, but not really. “Well, I could end up in several dumpsters in little plastic bags, for starters.”

That got a laugh, but it wasn’t exactly calming my nerves. I downed my second martini and immediately ordered a third. The alcohol was starting to work its magic, melting away my hesitation, replacing it with something like courage—or maybe stupidity.

“Fuck it. I’m going to see what he wants,” I finally declared, standing up, my legs a little wobbly from the drinks.

The group erupted into cheers. “Go get him, Taylor!” someone shouted. “And hey, if you’re not back by Monday, we’ll send the cops to the Marriott!”

I laughed it off, but there was something about the whole thing—being surrounded by my coworkers, most of whom I barely even knew, all egging me on—that made me feel braver than I actually was. Maybe it was the booze. Maybe it was the loneliness gnawing at me. Outside of work, my social life was basically non-existent. It wasn’t like I had much to lose.

“I could use a friend,” I mumbled to myself, pocketing the key and heading for the door.

I settled into the Uber for the short ride, still feeling that buzz from the martinis. When we pulled up to the Marriott, I noticed right away how fancy the place was. The lobby was sleek, modern, and dripping with class. I spotted the piano bar just off to the side and had an idea. Instead of heading straight up, I walked over to the front desk.

“Can you ring up the room that matches this keycard?” I asked, sliding it across the counter. “Tell whoever answers to meet me at the bar.”

The clerk smiled. “Of course. Mr. Luther will be right down, sir.”

I made my way to a table near the lobby and ordered a glass of water, suddenly feeling a little more sober than I wanted to. Five minutes passed, and sure enough, the man from earlier appeared. He looked over at the bartender, held up two fingers, and walked right over to me without missing a beat.

He sat down across from me, giving me this smooth, confident smile. “My name is Steve Luther. My friends call me Steve. You may call me Mr. Luther.”

Sliding the keycard back across the table to him, I smiled. “I’m Taylor. My friends call me Taylor. You may call me Mr. Taylor.”

For a second, he looked surprised—like he wasn’t used to anyone talking back to him that way. Then he let out a deep laugh, one that made it clear he wasn’t offended, just amused. “For now, it’s Mr. Taylor. I hope that changes as we get to know each other.”

“So why the invite, Mr. Luther?” I asked, cutting straight to the point.

“I wanted to meet you,” he said casually like this kind of thing happened all the time. “I’ve seen you before, you know. Well, no, you wouldn’t know.”

That caught my attention. “Where have you seen me?” I asked, intrigued.

He leaned back in his chair, crossing his arms with that same easy confidence. “At the gym on 5th Avenue where you work out.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You must have me mixed up with someone else. I don’t work out there.”

He smirked, clearly enjoying himself. “Sorry, wrong choice of words. I didn’t mean ‘working out.’ I’ve seen you there in your tight yoga pants, midriff-baring T-shirt, doing your Jazzercise, practicing yoga, and whatever aerobics class you do.”

Yeah, I do hit that spot twice a week, but it’s not really like working out at the gym or something. All that yoga and everything just helps me keep my body active, and it’s also relaxing as fuck. And that explained where and what state he’d seen me, but it didn’t answer the more pressing question. “Okay, so you’ve seen me there. But that still doesn’t explain why you invited me here tonight.”

He chuckled again. “You’re direct, Mr. Taylor. I like that.” He paused, then leaned forward slightly. “Like I said, I’ve seen you at your finest—those tight yoga pants, that... world-class bottom. I like to be direct, too, Mr. Taylor. I wanted to see that ass naked.”

I felt my face flush, and I stuttered, “Th-that’s, uh, not gonna happen, Mr. Luther.”

He laughed harder this time, throwing his head back. “Relax, I’m just messing with you.” His tone shifted as he leaned in closer, lowering his voice a bit. “But in all seriousness, I would like to get to know you better. What do you say? Could we become friends?”

I hesitated for a moment, unsure of what exactly he meant by "friends." But then I thought about it. Why not? I smiled, relaxing just a bit. “Sure, Mr. Luther. As my friend, you can call me Taylor.”

He raised his glass, giving me that signature grin. “To friends.”

He didn’t say I could call him by his first name, though. We talked for hours after that, and I have to admit, he was genuinely interested in what I had to say. For all his bravado, Mr. Luther was actually... kind of charming.

He leaned in a little closer that night and opened up about his past. “My wife moved on,” he said with a hint of sadness. “The divorce left me... well, friendless. Seems like all our mutual friends took her side. It’s a shame, really, but that’s life, right?”

We made plans to meet again the next evening, and just like before, Mr. Luther was pleasant. Sure, he had a bit of a rough exterior, but once he let his guard down, he was kind—surprisingly thoughtful, even. I found myself more drawn to him the longer we spent together.

Three nights later, we had dinner, and I started noticing more of the little things. The way he held doors for me, helped me into my seat, always so polite and attentive. It was hard not to feel a little special in his presence. Who doesn’t love being treated like they’re important? And then, one day at work, I got called down to the security desk—only to find a beautiful bouquet of flowers waiting for me.

I couldn’t help but smile, but I still asked him why he sent them.

“Taylor, baby,” he said with that smooth voice of his, “I sent them as my way of showing you how much your friendship means to me. I haven’t been this happy since before my divorce, not since I’ve had someone as wonderful as you in my life.”

It was gestures like that—the small, thoughtful things—that made me trust him more over the weeks. Before I knew it, a couple of months had passed, and when Mr. Luther invited me to spend the weekend at his house, I didn’t hesitate to say yes.

“What should I bring?” I asked, genuinely excited for a little getaway.

“Don’t bring a thing,” he replied, his voice warm. “Just show up with your sexy self, baby. I’ve got everything you’ll need.”

That week felt like it dragged on forever, but Mr. Luther didn’t let me forget I was on his mind. Another bouquet of roses arrived at my office with a note that said, “Looking forward to this weekend, baby.”

I thought about mentioning the whole "baby" thing—it was becoming his go-to nickname for me—but I brushed it off as one of Mr. Luther’s quirks, his way of showing affection.

Just before I left the office on Friday, he called. “Baby, there’s a car waiting out front. I sent it to pick you up. Can’t wait to see you, baby.”

“Thank you, Mr. Luther. I’m looking forward to this weekend too,” I replied, smiling as I hung up the phone.

Sure enough, when I walked outside, there was a well-built driver standing next to a sleek black car, holding a sign with my name on it. “I’m Taylor,” I said with a grin.

He nodded and opened the back door for me, then closed it once I was settled inside. The interior was plush and luxurious. He turned around in the driver’s seat and smiled. “There’s whatever you’d like to drink, Miss Taylor. Mr. Luther said for you to help yourself.”

I made a mental note to tell Mr. Luther about being called "Miss" later, but for now, I settled into the leather seat, my excitement building. What exactly did Mr. Luther have planned for me this weekend? I couldn’t help but wonder. And while part of me thought maybe I should’ve packed a few things just in case, I reminded myself that he insisted I didn’t need to bring a thing.

As we drove, the city slowly faded into suburbs, then into wide-open rural landscapes. I hadn’t even asked where Mr. Luther lived, but the longer we drove, the more I started wondering just how far out of town he was.

After about two hours, the driver turned onto a winding road, and finally, we arrived. The house—or rather, the mansion—was massive. Bigger than anything I’d imagined. It sat on a bluff, overlooking the ocean, and screamed money—generational wealth ass money.

“Well,” I thought as I stepped out of the car, gazing up at the enormous home, “this weekend’s about to get really interesting.”

The driver opened the front door, and as I stepped into the foyer, I immediately noticed how grand Mr. Luther's house was. The living room was massive, with a back wall made entirely of glass, offering an incredible panoramic view of the ocean. And there, through those doors, came Mr. Luther himself, wearing nothing but a tight black Speedo. His body glistened, clearly from a recent swim, and for a moment, I was taken aback by how much presence he had.

“Taylor, baby,” he beamed, walking toward me with open arms. “You’ve made me so happy. Please, come in. Let me get you a drink. Are you hungry? Was the ride pleasant?”

I couldn’t help but smile at how excited he was. His energy was infectious. Before I could respond, Mr. Luther pulled me into his arms, sweeping me up effortlessly. I placed my hands on his muscular biceps, feeling the strength beneath his skin. He held me close, his hands resting on my waist, and for the first time in a long while, I felt a wave of intimacy wash over me, something I’d never really experienced before.

“Thank you for inviting me, Mr. Luther,” I said softly, leaning my head against his broad chest, breathing in the faint smell of chlorine and cologne. “Your house, this view—it’s all so beautiful.”

His hands slid down to hold my bottom, and I felt a strange mixture of emotions swirl inside me. My body responded instantly, my heart racing as I felt my cock pressing against him. To my shock, I also felt him hardening against my stomach. The realization sent a wave of panic through me, and I quickly tried to diffuse the moment.

“Maybe you could show me around?” I suggested, my voice a little higher than usual as I tried to regain control of myself.

“Of course,” he said smoothly, releasing me and taking my hand. He was the perfect host, always accommodating. He led me through the kitchen, the den, and then upstairs to the bedrooms. Every room was more stunning than the last, with tasteful decor and luxurious finishes.

“This one is for you, baby,” he said, opening the door to an exquisitely furnished bedroom with a massive bed and a balcony overlooking the ocean.

Caught up in the moment, I laced my fingers with his without even realizing it. “Oh, Mr. Luther, it’s so beautiful. And the bed… it’s huge.”

He chuckled softly, squeezing my hand. “I’m glad you like it, Taylor.”

We stepped out onto the balcony together, and I marveled at the view. Below us was a sparkling infinity pool, and beyond that, the beach stretched out to meet the ocean. Everything about this place was breathtaking. Mr. Luther let go of my hand and wrapped his arm around my waist, pulling me close as we stood there.

“Taylor,” he said, his voice dropping to a softer, more vulnerable tone, “I’ve been so lonely since the divorce. It’s been wonderful having you here to share all of this with me.”

His words hung in the air, and I felt a knot form in my chest. There was something raw, almost fragile, about his admission, and it stirred something inside me I hadn’t felt before. But for now, I just leaned into him, enjoying the moment and the warmth of his arm around me as the waves crashed against the shore below.

We stood there for a few minutes, silently soaking in the view and the warmth of each other’s company. Then, with a light pat on my bottom, Mr. Luther broke the silence. “How about we go for a swim, baby?”

“I’d love to,” I replied, suddenly excited. “But there’s one problem—I didn’t bring a swimsuit.”

Mr. Luther's eyes lit up as if he had anticipated this. “Oh, crap! I bought you a nice outfit for dinner tonight, some sleepwear too, but I completely forgot about a bathing suit. Wait here.” He hurried toward his bedroom, motioning for me to follow. “Let me see if I can find something that’ll work for now.”

I followed him down the hall into his enormous, tastefully decorated bedroom. He went straight to a large bureau with a mirror and started rifling through one of the top drawers. As he dug around, I couldn’t help but notice him tossing aside an assortment of lingerie—bras, panties, and garter belts—like they were nothing.

“Ex-wife didn’t take much with her when she left me,” Mr. Luther explained with a nonchalant shrug as he continued rummaging. “I should’ve cleaned this out ages ago.”

More lingerie went flying as he opened another drawer, searching frantically. I stood there, half-amused, half-embarrassed, until finally, with a triumphant smile, he pulled out a tiny yellow bikini bottom that tied on the sides. He held it up proudly like it was a grand solution. “Here! This will do for now, baby. We’ll go shopping tomorrow, and I’ll buy you any suit you want.”

I stared at the bikini in disbelief. “But, Mr. Luther, that’s… that’s a woman’s bikini. I can’t wear that.”

He looked at me, slightly confused. “Why not, Taylor? I think it would look amazing on you.”

“Someone might see me!” I protested, holding the small, scandalous garment in my hands.

He grinned, his mood brightening instantly. “No one will see you, baby. The pool’s completely enclosed by a privacy fence. It’ll just be you and me.”

I eyed him suspiciously, raising an eyebrow. “You planned this, didn’t you?”

“Huh? Me? Planned this?” he stammered, his sheepish grin betraying him.

I couldn’t help but laugh. He looked so caught out that it was almost endearing. And honestly, the thought of disappointing him just didn’t sit right with me. “Alright,” I sighed, playfully rolling my eyes. “I’ll put it on. I’ll change in my room if you don’t mind.”

Mr. Luther’s face lit up again, like a kid on Christmas morning. “I’ll meet you by the pool, baby,” he said, practically skipping out of the room.

I stood there for a moment, holding the tiny bikini bottom and shaking my head.

I fumbled a bit, trying to figure out how to properly tie the tiny yellow bikini bottom. It took me a couple of tries, but I finally got the hang of it. I tied one side into a neat bow, stepped into the leg opening, and then pulled the other side up, securing it in place. The small bikini snugly wedged between the cheeks of my butt, making me feel... sexy. I glanced at myself in the mirror. “Well, Mr. Luther said he wanted to see my naked ass. This is about as close as he’s going to get.”

With a little grin, I made my way downstairs, feeling both playful and nervous. As I stepped out onto the patio, I spotted Mr. Luther lounging on a chaise, a small table between his chair and another one, clearly meant for me. His eyes found me immediately, and I noticed the large bulge in his swim trunks. It was obvious my choice of swimwear hadn’t done anything to calm him down.

Sitting up, he handed me a glass of something sparkling in pink. “Rosé champagne for you, baby,” he said with a knowing smile.

I walked over to him, accepting the glass, and just as I leaned in to take it, his hand reached around to cup my exposed butt cheeks. The sudden touch made me gasp, but I quickly pushed him away, giggling. Not before, however, he noticed the growing bulge in the front of my bikini.

“You’re very fresh, Mr. Luther,” I teased, trying to maintain some composure despite my own reaction. “I hardly know you.” I turned my back to him, playfully giving him what he wanted—a clear view of my nearly bare behind.

“Damn, baby,” he murmured. “Your ass is everything I thought it would be. So beautiful, so sexy. Look at what you’re doing to me.”

I couldn’t help but glance over my shoulder and saw him rubbing his cock through his swim trunks. My own dick throbbed at the sight, and for the first time, I felt a wave of confusion. I had never even considered being with a man, not once. But Mr. Luther… he wasn’t just any man.

“What am I even thinking?” I shook my head, trying to snap out of it.

“I’m going for a swim, Mr. Luther,” I said with a flirty smile, setting my glass on the table just as his hand tried to sneak another grab. “You’re a naughty boy,” I teased, walking toward the pool with an exaggerated sway in my hips, knowing full well he was watching every movement.

My own excitement was building, and I could feel my dick pressing against the small fabric of the bikini as I dove into the cool water. A couple of laps helped calm my nerves, but when I swam back to the edge of the pool, I saw Mr. Luther sitting there with his legs in the water, watching me intently.

I don’t know what came over me, but as I approached the side of the pool, I “accidentally” swam right between his legs, and my face pressed directly against the bulge in his swim trunks. It was a moment that couldn’t be helped… or maybe it could. Either way, I didn’t stop.

When I realized where I was, I made no attempt to move away. “Taylor,” Mr. Luther whispered, his voice thick with anticipation. “Is this what you want?”

“Stop talking or you’ll scare me away,” I told him, trying to mask my nerves. With a deep breath, I pulled the waistband of his swim trunks down just enough to free a few inches of his hard cock. I looked him in the eyes, my heart pounding, as I leaned in to lick and kiss the head of his cock. “Does that answer your question?”

Mr. Luther’s breathing grew heavier as he lifted his hips, allowing me to slide his swim trunks off completely. I kissed my way down to his balls, gently sucking them and enjoying the way they moved in my mouth as if churning.

Soon enough, he was lying on a towel, and I was learning the ropes of pleasuring a man. It was clear from my clumsy attempts and the occasional mishap with my teeth that I was new to this. Mr. Luther didn’t need any convincing; he patiently guided me, showing me how to properly take him in.

I moved slowly, my hand working up and down his shaft while my mouth explored. I tried to take him deeper, learning how to avoid my teeth and make the experience pleasurable for both of us. His instructions helped me get the hang of it, and soon I was sliding my lips up and down his hard shaft with increasing confidence.

My knees were starting to ache, but I pushed through. Mr. Luther’s voice grew more urgent as he told me he was close to coming. “Taste me, baby. Taste your man, my sweet girl.”

Hearing him call me his girl made my stomach flutter. Maybe it was the way the bikini made me feel, or perhaps it was the effects of the champagne. Or maybe it was just Mr. Luther’s presence. Whatever the reason, I found myself caught up in the moment.

Having masturbated more than a few times in my 23 years, I knew to stroke him quickly, applying a bit more pressure. It worked; suddenly, his cock jerked and expanded with surprising strength as he filled my mouth with his thick sperm.

I wish I could tell you I swallowed it all, but I didn't. I coughed and choked, doing my best to manage his precious gift, and ended up licking most of it off his cock and balls.

When I finished cleaning him, he pulled me up to cuddle with him. My head rested on his chest, his hand gently caressing my ass. "You're truly a delightful girl," he said with genuine warmth.

"Mr. Luther," I giggled, "you know I'm not actually a girl."

"Baby doll, let me tell you something," he replied softly. "That little dick of yours doesn’t make you or anyone a man. A real man has a cock, and I don't mean to hurt your feelings, but I've never considered you a male in the first place."

I looked up at him, my chin resting on his chest. "Sir, I don’t know about such things. I've never had sex with anyone before."

Mr. Luther seemed taken aback. "You've never been with a woman?"

"No, sir. Never."

"Ever want to?"

"Oh, definitely. I just haven’t met the right lady yet."

"And you never will, Taylor. The right one for you simply does not exist."

"I don’t understand what you’re telling me, Mr. Luther."

He smiled. "Well, here it is. You see, baby girl, pussy has never been a part of your life. You, my sweet girl, simply were not destined for pussy."

"I don’t understand, Mr. Luther. You mean I wasn’t meant to have sex with women?"

"Before we get into that, let’s drop the Mr. Luther thing. Please call me Daddy, baby girl. Can you do that for me?"

I hugged him closer, feeling a mix of emotions. "Yes, Daddy."

"Good girl. Now, where were we? Ah, yes. Women are naturally drawn to the fittest, most robust males. You have the shape and look of a female, baby girl. Your disposition is quite submissive as well. No one would ever mistake you for a real man, Taylor."

"If I’m not a man, what am I?" I asked though I was afraid I already knew the answer all my life.

Daddy smiled at me with a reassuring warmth. "Sissy is what you are. Soft, sexy, sissy—so alluring to real men. Men like me are drawn to both pussy and bois like you. Are you telling me that no man has ever hit on you, maybe grabbed that fat ass?"

I thought back to college, where those jocks often did just that. "They have, Daddy. In college, the athletes would sometimes grab my bottom."

"You see what I’m trying to tell you? They knew what you could offer them. They instinctively knew you’d be more than happy to kneel before them and suck their cocks. What did you do when they put their hands on that sexy ass?"

I hesitated, not entirely sure I'd drop to my knees, but I defended myself. "I’d giggle and walk away."

"They and you were both young and neither you nor they had experienced or understood the dynamic between real men and sissies. When we find one as dear and sexy as you, we take ownership. And now that I’ve found you, I intend to keep you."

"Ownership? Keep me, Daddy? What do you mean by keeping me?"

"It means, Taylor, that you may consider yourself my property. I own you. You're mine and mine alone. That is, mine alone unless I share you with some fortunate man on whom you could perfect your cock sucking skills."

"Can you tell me more?" I asked, already feeling my tiny dick being hard pressing against the fabric of my bikini and a chiseled thigh of his.

"Simple really. You're very lucky I plucked you out of the few acceptable sissies out there. Some men are cruel. For some reason, abusing their sissy makes them feel masculine, feel better about themselves. I promise never to abuse you, Taylor. I may need to punish you for any misbehavior which will result in a bare bottom spanking."

"Daddy, I'm 23. No one is going to spank me."

"Are you sure? I bet you never thought you'd become a cock sucker before you got here today?"

I started to cry. I couldn't help it. I'd been called sissy most of my life and now Daddy has confirmed it. Daddy knew what I was crying about and held me closer. "That's it, baby, let those tears fall. Weep, Taylor. Weep for the man you never were. But baby, when you're ready to accept who and what you are, those tears will be tears of happiness."

"Happiness? Would you be happy learning that you were born a sissy?"

Daddy thought about my question for a moment. “Look, Taylor, the way you swam between my legs and kissed my cock through my bathing suit, then pulled it out—you were attracted to me. It’s in a sissy’s nature to be drawn to real men and to serve them. Did you have a boner when you sucked my cock?”

I nodded, both in shame and acknowledgment of his insight. “Yes, Daddy. Your beautiful cock made me hard.”

"I know, baby. I know this is difficult for you to comprehend but I've told you this for your own good. Don't fight your yearning, Taylor. Be my girl and be happy being my girl. You'll find life can be beautiful."

I left Daddy to go to the bathroom to blow my nose and dry my eyes. When I returned, Daddy was picking up his swimsuit and towel. “Let’s shower and get dressed for dinner, baby.”

Seeing his cock hanging long and swaying as he walked was mesmerizing.

“I see my girl is captivated by her man’s cock.”

His voice jolted me out of my trance. “All I have are the clothes I wore. You told me not to bring anything.”

“I did. I have a surprise for you. Come with me.”

We went back to my assigned bedroom. Daddy opened the closet and pulled out a small suitcase and a pink leather bag. “I’ve assessed your feminine figure, Taylor. Since we’re at the beach, there’s no need for anything formal. You’ll find your attire in the suitcase. And I’m sure you’ll figure out how to use the items in the pink bag.”

Daddy left me to get ready, and I opened the suitcase with a mix of excitement and apprehension. “Oh my,” I said, staring at the contents. Inside were black satin panties, bright hot pink skims, a low-cut white cropped top with light pink puffy ruffled short sleeves, and white open-toed sandals with a two-inch heel. I couldn’t believe it. Panties? Really?

I laid the clothes out on the bed and took a moment to think about the day’s events. Despite my confusion about being owned, Daddy had shown me kindness and care. There was something comforting about his touch, his broad, hairy chest, and the way his hand felt on my ass. It all seemed so right when he held me after I’d satisfied him. I wondered why I was resisting something that felt so comforting.

I opened the pink leather bag next. Inside were lipstick, mascara, and eyeliner—everything a woman would use for a date. I knew how to apply lipstick, but the rest was foreign to me.

Feeling my dick stir again, I got into the shower, taking out the rubber band that held my ponytail. As I washed, I thought about what Daddy had said and the clothes he expected me to wear. “I certainly didn’t want a spanking,” I mused. But Daddy had thought of everything. The hairdryer, brush, toothbrush, and toothpaste were all neatly arranged. If nothing else, Daddy was prepared and generous.

After showering, I used the hair dryer to blow out my hair. I decided to leave it brushed down, framing my face, rather than putting it back into my usual ponytail. I then tackled the lipstick. It took a few tries to get it right, but I was pleased with the result. As I looked at my painted lips, I thought about the cock that had passed through them earlier. My dick twitched at the memory, and even though I was surprised by my own actions, I knew I’d be doing it again.

I pulled on the French-cut panties, followed by the hot pink skims. The thin material made it obvious that I was wearing black panties underneath. I couldn’t help but think I looked like a hot mess from the 90s, like a trailer trash chick on the prowl.

Next, I slid the white cropped top over my head, adjusted my hair, and slipped into the sandals. Taking a deep breath, I prepared myself to show Daddy what he had created.

"Well?" I asked Daddy, striking a playful pose. "How does your sissy look?"

"Absolutely splendid," he said with a grin. "Turn around so your Daddy can admire that fat ass of yours."

I hesitated, feeling a bit exposed, but I complied, giving him a full view. "You can see my panties through these," I said, feeling a bit shy.

"Yes, just as I wanted. You look pretty with your hair down. I want you to wear it like that all the time."

"Even at work?" I asked, raising an eyebrow.

"Even there," Daddy replied with a chuckle. "We might even get your belly button pierced too, something to show everyone who you belong to."

Daddy continued to be the perfect gentleman throughout dinner, treating me like a lady. He opened doors for me, helped me into my seat, and even used his napkin to delicately wipe a bit of cocktail sauce from my face. His attentiveness made me feel special like I was the only one in his world.

After dinner, we enjoyed a relaxing drink on the patio, the ocean breeze mixing with the warmth of the evening. Daddy took my hand and, with a reassuring smile, told me what to expect for the night. "I’ll be gentle when I take your virginity babydoll," he said softly.

"Wait, you mean you're going to fuck me?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

"That’s right, princess," Daddy said, his gaze intense. "I've been looking forward to turning that fat ass into a pussy for quite some time."

I smiled, feeling a mix of anticipation and excitement. "I know, Daddy. You haven't exactly been shy about your intentions."

Daddy leaned in and kissed my hand gently. "Life’s too short to beat around the bush. When you see something you want, you take it, baby girl."

Later, as we stood on the patio listening to the gentle roar of the ocean, Daddy moved behind me. He wrapped his arms around me, his warmth contrasting with the cool breeze. I placed my hands on him, feeling his strong embrace.

I could feel Daddy’s cock growing against my back. His hands began to explore, slipping under my cropped top. He gently played with my nipples, pinching and caressing them until I couldn’t help but moan softly. I turned in his arms, my hands reaching for his firm ass.

Daddy’s hand slipped under my hair, gripping the back of my head with a gentle, commanding touch. I closed my eyes as his lips met mine. His kiss was deep and passionate, unlike anything I had ever experienced. Quick pecks and kisses on the cheek were nothing compared to this. His tongue danced with mine, and I found myself lost in the moment, surrendering to the pleasure.

Feeling emboldened, I reached between us, my fingers finding Daddy’s growing cock. I unzipped his trousers, kneeling down as the good sissy I was meant to be. I kissed his cock through his trousers, feeling its heat and hardness. Slowly, I reached inside and freed the object of my desire, my lips curling into a smile as I prepared to give him the attention he craved.

Daddy ran his fingers through my hair. "That's my good girl," he said, his voice raspy. "Show your Daddy what a good cock sucker his sissy is, Taylor."

I knelt back, unfastened his belt, and helped Daddy out of his shoes, trousers, and underpants. He pulled his shirt off as I held his ass and swallowed as much of his cock as I could.

"Wait a minute, princess. I expect my cock suckers to be naked when they service their Daddy. But you are special. Leave your panties on. And just so you know, From now on, I want you to wear panties all the time. At home, here, at work. Toss out your man panties and wear what's appropriate for you my baby girl."

Daddy watched as I peeled my skims down. I knew what he wanted to see, so before bending to remove the garment, I turned my back to him. Bending at the waist, I felt Daddy step in behind me. Holding my hips, pressing his throbbing cock between the cheeks of my big bottom.

"Grab your ankles, my little slut," he growled. I felt the sawing, back and forth as Daddy slid his cock up and down like he was fucking me.

He held me and faux-fucked me for several minutes before telling me to turn around.

Daddy must have been really aroused. He grabbed my hair and started roughly fucking my face as he cursed and called me his sissy slut, cock sucking bitch, and more.

All I could do was hold on to his thighs as he rammed his cock into my throat forcing me to deep throat him for the first time. I loved it. I loved knowing I turned Daddy on so that he was almost frantic to cum.

As if to show me who was in charge, Daddy held the back of my head and jerked his cock covering my face neck, and chest with his copious hot load. Then he used his cock to collect what cum he could and had me lick it off.

"Damn, that was fucking great. Go wash up, baby doll."

I scampered off and cleaned up as I was told. Returning to Daddy, I had a question. "Daddy?! What about me?"

"What about you baby?"

"Well, I haven't cum yet and I'm getting really really sore down there."

Daddy turned from the bar, a drink in his hand. Still naked, his cock was still enthralling. "Come sit with me, Taylor."

Daddy pulled me onto his lap. "Damn princess, I love the feel of your ass in these satin panties on my cock."

My arms were around his neck. I kissed his cheek.

"Now you were wondering if I'd get you off, help you cum??

"Yes sir. I mean it's just....."

A quick swat on my bum shut me up.

"Real men like what you can do for them just as you like performing your sissy duties baby. But real men aren't going to play with your cock, even if it was 12" long. It's not what we do. But, when I fuck you, when we make love, you'll have your orgasm, just like a woman. It's nothing intended. Your orgasms aren't important to me. When you cum from being fucked, it's only a by-product of me getting mine."

"Then what you're telling me, Daddy, is that..."

Another swat on my bottom told me Daddy wasn't finished.

"What I'm telling you is that real men use people like you for our own pleasure. You are useful in many ways, baby girl, but mostly to keep my balls drained."

"That's not much of a life for me, Daddy," I pouted.

"Taylor, I know you're smart. I know you've been to college and all, but, you have no clue to what actual life is all about."

"Daddy," I whispered.

"What now princess?!"

"Shut up and take me to bed. I want you to fuck your sissy."

We were kissing frantically, like teenagers in car seats as we entered his bedroom. The master bedroom.  He put my feet on the king-sized bed so my knees were bent. He lifted my ass off the bed, and he started to lick my virgin hole, and it made me squirm. I never had anyone touch my hole before, and now he's licking it and treating it like it's my pussy.

"Ahhhhh," I screamed as he stuck a lubed finger in.

"It's ok Taylor," he said, "Just try and relax."

"Sorry Daddy," I said, "You caught me by surprise."

"I'm going to put another one in it now, ok? It's important that I get you ready for you to enjoy the next part," he said.

"Ok," I said, still wincing and whimpering.

He worked a second and then a third finger inside me and was finger fucking me gently. When he felt he was ready I watched him liberally lube himself up. He put my feet over his shoulders and moved up until his face was in front of mine.

He kissed me on the lips and quietly asked, "Are you ready baby?"

"Slowly," I moaned. He pushed just his tip into me and I felt a searing pain. "It hurts, hurts, hurts!" I winced back with a mixture of moans.

"It's going to be ok baby, you're so brave right now. Just breathe in and push yourself out like when you’re on the toilet, I promise it will get better in a second," he said.

I was panting now, taking deep breaths as I pushed myself out. I felt myself start to open up. He must have sensed this too. He brought me into a deep tongue kiss and pushed in a little more. It still hurt a lot, but I tried to focus on the kiss, hoping it would relax me. The pain quickly started to fade and it actually started to feel good.

"Oh My God! You're so freaking Big!" I screamed. "You...feel...so...Gooooood!"

"Get used to it Baby," he said, "I'm gonna make you feel like this every single day!"

"Ohhhhhh," I screamed as he bottomed out inside me.

"You like that Taylor?" He asked.

"This is amazing! I've never felt anything like this!" I said.

"I told ya Baby, and I haven't even started fucking you yet," he said.

Then he pulled back, just leaving the tip inside and he thrusted back into me all the way. I screamed louder than I ever have before. He repeated this motion over and over. I started pushing my ass back against him. Then he slowed down and kissed me again.

I pulled off his kiss and asked, "Why did you slow down?"

"I thought I might be going too hard for your first time," he replied.

"No no, come on and Fuck Me!" I yelled.

He continued with his slow thrusts and said, "Hang on, I want to ask you a few questions and I want your complete focus, ok?"

"Ok!" I said, "But hurry up because my whole body is tingling and I'm about to explode."

He pulled back and thrust into me hard and asked, "Taylor, are you going to be my girl?"

"Yes, Daddy!" I screamed.

He pulled back and thrust into me hard again, "Are you going to get huge boobs for me to play with?"

"Yes!" I moaned at the heights of pleasure I never knew existed.

Thrusting hard into me again, this time nailing my prostate, he asked, "Are you gonna dress up sexy for me all the time?"

"Yesssss!" I screamed trying to concentrate.

Keeping his attention on my prostate he asked, "Are you going to give me blowjobs and let me fuck you anytime I want?"

"If you make me feel like this, you can do whatever you want to me and whenever you want!" I yelled as I climaxed from my first prostate orgasm before I passed out.

It’s been two years since that night. I switched jobs to one that let me work full-time from home. Now I live full-time as his sissy girlfriend. And for the last three days, you can say I’m living full time as his sissy fiancée, soon as his sissy wife. Life’s never been better.

***
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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-30s 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. 
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