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Our S issy girl was pumped ! And when I say pumped, I mean her heart was hammering, adrenaline was blasting through her veins, and her tiny clitty was rock hard, twitching in her lacy panties, almost ready to pop out of the delicate soft fabric.

Daddy would be here any second now. She had shaved every bit of her smooth, feminine body for him. She pulled on her white, silky thigh-highs and snapped her matching lacy garter belt into place. Her lacy white panties hugged her hips and ass tightly, and she slipped into her shiny white fuck-me spiked heels, feeling sexy and powerful. She wore a tight corset that pushed up her fake boobs and covered her top with a satiny white blouse that hid her arms and front but was wide open in the back, showing off her soft skin as the fabric ended just above her panties.

She spent an hour perfecting her makeup. Her long lashes fluttered with thick black mascara, making her eyes look big and seductive. Her pouty lips were painted with bright pink lipstick—the color Daddy loved having his cock wrapped with. To finish her look, she put on an expensive blonde wig, cut short so her hair wouldn’t get in the way when she finally got to suck Daddy’s big cock.

The clock ticked down to one minute before the hour, and Daddy was always right on time. She stood in front of the full-length mirror, admiring herself. Seeing her long, shapely legs made her feel hot, and she loved how her firm, round ass looked when she turned and glanced over her shoulder—hot and perfectly curved like a model’s. Her panties were cut high in the back, showing as much of her twin globes as possible for Daddy’s hands.

Her clitty kept pushing against the front of her panties, and she knew Daddy would love that. She reached out to touch it—just a little—knowing that if she touched it too much, she might make a sticky mess all over her outfit. She bit her lip and stopped herself from tracing the outline of her clitty through the lacy fabric.

Danielle took a deep breath, soaking in the moment. Her sexy outfit, the feeling of her hard clit, and the excitement of Daddy’s arrival made her feel electric. Her body responded to the thought of being dominated, her transformation into the perfect submissive almost complete. Every move she made was meant to heighten the erotic tension, making her pulse race with anticipation.

Her eyes glittered with a mix of nerves and excitement as she kept admiring herself, knowing Daddy would soon see every detail she’d worked on. The way her blouse clung to her corset, the sway of her hips in her spiked heels, and the tempting glimpse of her skin—all designed to captivate and tease. Danielle’s submission to Daddy wasn’t just physical; it was a complete embrace of her femininity and the pleasure that came with her new role.

As the last minute ticked away, Danielle felt a rush of excitement. She was ready to give herself over completely, to feel the intense pleasure and control that awaited her. Every thought and action was focused on pleasing Daddy. The room was thick with anticipation, every detail set to create the perfect scene for their intimate time together.

Danielle’s body reacted eagerly, her breaths shallow and heated as she waited for Daddy’s arrival. Her sexy outfit, her rising arousal, and her total submission created a raw, intense erotic vibe. She was a vision of sensual perfection, every inch of her ready to dive into the passionate, dominant connection she craved with Daddy.

Sissy was ready to be the submissive, cock-starved slut she was born to be, and she felt incredibly lucky to have a Daddy like him.

A sharp knock echoed at the hotel room door. The lights were dim behind her, and she breathlessly opened the door, eager to show Daddy everything she had to offer.

There he stood, flashing a crooked smile. Tall and handsome, with a strong jaw and piercing blue eyes framed by a tousle of thick, dirty blond hair. She could feel his eyes roaming up and down her body, almost as if his touch was already on her. She brushed her fingers through her hair and posed seductively, one hand on her hip.

"Oh, Daddy," she whispered, "I've missed you so much!"

"Hello, Sweetheart," Daddy replied smoothly. "You look deliciously slutty. Daddy is going to enjoy using you today babygirl."

Daddy stepped through the door as she gracefully moved back to let him in. He closed and locked the door behind him.

Turning back to Sissy, Daddy wrapped one strong arm around her waist and pulled her close, kissing her deeply and pushing his tongue into her mouth. Her subtle luxurious perfume filled his senses as he pressed against her. When he finally pulled away, he spun her around and marched her into the room, pushing her back against the wall and lifting her arms above her head.

Pinned against the wall, she felt his weight pressing down on her heated body. His mouth descended on hers again, and she moaned softly. Daddy released one of her arms and guided it down to the bulge in his pants. Sissy moaned louder as she felt the hardness between his legs. Without hesitation, she began stroking his thick cock through his thin pants, tracing the outline of his cockhead and teasing the shaft with her fingertips just the way she knew he liked it.

Her hands moved expertly, feeling every vein and inch of his length, her touch both gentle and demanding. She leaned into his touch, her body responding eagerly to his dominance. The anticipation between them built, the air thick with desire and submission. Sissy's eyes fluttered closed as she lost herself in the moment, completely devoted to pleasing her Daddy.

Daddy watched her with a satisfied grin, enjoying the way she worshipped him so eagerly. He reached down, feeling the warmth and tightness of her body beneath him. Sissy's breaths came in quick, heated gasps as she continued to tease and stroke him, her every move designed to drive him wild with desire.

The room was charged with their intense connection, every touch and glance heightening the erotic tension. Sissy was every inch the submissive slut she aspired to be, ready to surrender herself completely to Daddy's every command and desire.

God, she adored Daddy’s thick, hard cock! She thought about it all the time, dreaming of holding it in her hands, feeling it between her eager lips, and watching it slide in and out of her tight little hole, filling her with his raw masculinity. She loved every moment of being used by him, relishing in submitting to his every desire, and she adored how Daddy made sure she received all the intense pleasure she craved.

As Sissy reached to slip her hand into Daddy’s pants, desperate to feel his hardness and stroke his throbbing cock without any barrier, Daddy grabbed her wrist firmly and roughly spun her around, forcing her to face the wall. He pressed her hands, palms flat against the cold surface, high above her head.

"Spread your legs, Sweetheart," he commanded. "That's right, stick your ass out like the good little slut you are."

She immediately obeyed, her legs spreading wide as Daddy’s large, strong hand began to caress her smooth cheeks, moving tenderly from one side to the other. Sissy wriggled and moaned softly, feeling the pleasure build inside her as Daddy continued to fondle her firm, round ass. His hands roamed freely, sliding over her toned thighs, before slipping a single finger down her crack, moving slowly and teasingly until he reached her tight little hole, gently teasing the sensitive entrance.

Sissy pressed her ass back against his finger, longing to feel him enter her, but Daddy pulled his hand back, only to continue teasing the incredibly sensitive rim of her boi-pussy. She bit her lip, arching her back slightly as his finger danced along her slick entrance.

He leaned in close, his warm breath tickling her ear as he whispered in a low, commanding voice, "Have you been a naughty slut, Sweetheart?"

"Yes, Daddy, I've been a naughty slut," she gasped, her voice trembling with desire.

With one hand still caressing her smooth cheeks, Daddy reached around her leg, stroking up her nylon-clad thigh until his fingers found her panties. Her arousal surged even higher, and she gasped as Daddy’s fingers found her clit, teasing it with the lightest of touches. The sensation was electric, sending waves of pleasure through her body. Then, with deliberate intent, he pulled the front of her panties down, exposing her gurl cock fully, and began stroking her swollen clit, making her buck against his touch in pure ecstasy.

Sissy's mind raced with lust and anticipation, every nerve ending alive with the touch of her Daddy. She moaned louder, her body responding eagerly to his dominance and the pleasure he was giving her. Her heart pounded in her chest as she felt the intense connection between them, her submission deepening with every stroke and tease.

Daddy continued his ministrations, expertly alternating between teasing her clit and bringing his own cock closer to her entrance. The room was thick with their shared desire, every movement and touch heightening the erotic tension between them. Sissy was every inch the submissive, cock-starved slut she had always wanted to be, completely devoted to pleasing her Daddy and basking in the pleasure he so expertly provided.

She could feel her transformation into the perfect submissive woman almost complete, her body and mind fully embracing her role. Every touch, every command from Daddy, only fueled her desire to submit further, to give herself over completely to his will. The anticipation of what was to come was almost unbearable, her entire being focused on the pleasure and dominance that awaited her.

His voice was a seductive murmur, dripping with control, as he leaned in close, his breath warm against her ear. Each word laced with a teasing tone as his fingers moved skillfully, caressing her clit in rhythmic strokes that left her trembling with need. "Have you been dreaming of Daddy's cock, my sweet little Sissy?" he murmured, his voice smooth and rich with authority.

“Oh, yes, Daddy! Every moment, all the time! I need it so badly, Daddy. Please, can I taste you? Please, let me suck it?” she begged, her voice laced with desperation, her body already alive with anticipation.

Without missing a beat, she dared to release one hand from the wall, fingers quivering as she reached down, slipping between Daddy’s legs, eager to claim him. Her touch met the warmth of his exposed skin—he’d already lowered his pants—and her hand closed around his thick shaft, now entirely within her grasp. A needy moan escaped her lips as she felt the firmness of him in her palm, fingers wrapping around, savoring the feel as she began to slowly stroke his cock, each movement matching the rhythm of his fingers playing with her.

But his control was absolute, and he chuckled, his voice a sweet torment in her ear. “Not yet, sweetheart,” he teased, pulling back her hope just as it grew to a fever pitch. “A naughty little slut like you needs to be properly disciplined first. Isn’t that right?”

“Oh, yes, Sir!” she whimpered, voice soft, sweet, pleading. “I’ve been so bad, Daddy, a naughty little slut, and I deserve it—I deserve a spanking. Anything you want, please! Punish me for all the filthy thoughts I’ve had. I need it, Daddy, I need to be put in my place,” she confessed, her need intensifying as her hand moved faster on his cock, her strokes reflecting her building excitement. Every brush of his fingers on her only fueled the heat simmering in her, the erotic tension filling the room, creating a charged atmosphere that had her practically floating, barely able to hold herself together.

With a firm hand, he pulled away, leaving her desperate and wanting, a whimper escaping as he stepped back. Daddy moved over to the desk, dragging it out from the wall, the sound adding to her suspense, and she felt a rush as he returned, taking her arm, guiding her toward the desk. Without a word, he pressed her down, bending her over, and she surrendered completely to his command, knowing exactly what was coming.

He grasped her panties, the lace slipping down to her knees, leaving her bare, exposed, utterly vulnerable. “Spread your legs, Sissy. Show me how much you want this.”

Her heart raced as she obeyed, spreading her legs as far as she could manage, feeling the delicious heat of submission wash over her. The position, so humiliatingly open, sent a thrill through her that made her feel almost out-of-body, like she was hovering above, watching herself bent over, legs spread, her ass exposed, just like a naughty little schoolgirl in the head Daddys room waiting for a punishment she secretly craved.

She placed her forearms flat on the desk, bending her elbows to support herself, her head extending past the edge as she arched her back, offering herself completely to him. Daddy’s hand pressed firmly between her shoulder blades, grounding her, while his other hand lingered over her bare skin, stroking one cheek and then the other, slow and deliberate, each touch amplifying her anticipation.

Daddy ’s touch was a delicious torment, each caress so slow and sensual as his hand roamed over her ass, warming her skin in preparation for what was to come. Every lingering stroke over her bare cheeks was a reminder of her place, igniting her desire, her anticipation so heightened she could hardly bear it. She was ready, braced for what she knew was next, yet still she gasped in surprise when his hand lifted and came down in a swift, satisfying smack on one cheek, then the other.

He didn’t rush; he savored the moment, caressing her ass with a possessive, almost loving touch before delivering another firm spank. Each one brought an involuntary response from her, eyes flying open, mouth forming an "O" as a moan escaped her with every delicious slap. His hand alternated between strokes that soothed and caresses that set her skin on fire, each smack fueling her need, making her wetter, hungrier, and she could feel her clitty swaying, achingly hard, between her legs with every slight shift of her body.

Daddy’s fingers traced her smooth, firm flesh, tender and teasing, before landing another spank, and then another, setting a rhythm that left her quivering. Her arousal had grown so intense, her clitty was so painfully hard it almost ached with the strain of her desire, a constant reminder of how much she wanted him.

After one particularly stinging slap, he paused, stepping away briefly, leaving her panting, desperate for his touch. When he returned, she felt something cool and slick on his finger, and her breath hitched as he trailed it down, circling her little hole. She instinctively pushed back, inviting him, and felt a shiver run through her as his finger pressed in, sliding into her wet, eager pussy. He moved slowly, tantalizingly, pushing in and out with each gentle thrust, her entire body shuddering with the combined sensation of his fingers inside her and the steady smack of his other hand spanking her. The intensity of his touch, the spanking, the way his fingers filled her—every sensation mingled, nearly overwhelming her senses.

Just as she thought she couldn’t take any more, he paused again, heightening the tension. She held her breath, body taut, waiting. This time, when he returned, she felt the distinct, cool pressure of something different—a cold, lubricated object pressing insistently against her opening. Her heart raced as she realized what he had planned, and she pushed herself against it, feeling her boi-pussy stretch, accommodating the familiar shape of the butt plug as he eased it inside. Her mind raced, picturing the smooth, chrome body and the heart-shaped pink glass handle that was so delightfully feminine, so perfectly humiliating—and exactly what she needed.

He pressed it deeper, pushing slowly but firmly, her hole yielding to its shape, until it settled snugly inside, her body clinging around the slimmer handle while the larger body filled her up completely. The sensation was exquisite, and she couldn’t contain the moan of pleasure that spilled from her lips.

“Do you like that, sweetheart?” Daddy’s voice was low, approving. “It looks absolutely perfect on you.”

“Oh, yes, Daddy! I love it,” she gasped, her voice breathless with satisfaction.

“And why is that, my little plaything?” he taunted, his words both teasing and cruel in their truth. “Could it be because you’re a complete and utter cock-slut?”

“Oh, yes, Daddy, that’s it!” she confessed without hesitation, her voice dripping with need. “I’m a total slut for you, Daddy. Your cock-slut.”

“That’s right, sweetheart,” he replied, and with a commanding gesture, he pulled one of her arms from under her, guiding her hand to his naked cock. She felt the slickness of her favorite strawberry-flavored lube coating him, the sweet, familiar scent filling her senses. She wrapped her fingers eagerly around his cock, her hand sliding up and down with ease, gliding over him as she worked him eagerly, all while he continued to spank her, each smack fueling her desire even more.

Daddy ’s rhythm was a tantalizing mix of soft and sharp, caressing and spanking, each motion deliberate as he alternated between quick, stinging slaps and slower, measured ones. Her skin tingled under his touch, her cheeks growing warm and flushed, a deep pink blossoming on her ass as he painted her skin with his hand, while she worshipped his cock with delicate strokes. She could feel the heat radiating from her punished flesh, the combination of pain and pleasure sending her deeper into submission.

“You have a marvelous ass, sweetheart,” Daddy murmured, his words a possessive whisper that sent a shiver down her spine. “Smooth, firm, and perfectly curved. Daddy loves your slutty little rear.” His praise was as much a reward as his touch, each word stoking her arousal. In her eagerness, she began stroking his cock faster, her desperation to please him overwhelming her.

But he stopped her, his voice low and steady. “No, sweetheart,” he chided, his hand covering hers to still her movements. “You know how Daddy likes it. Slow and teasing. Worship it, don’t pump it like some cheap porno.”

Immediately, she corrected herself, shifting to the slow, sensual strokes he preferred. Her fingertips traced delicate patterns along his cockhead, occasionally trailing down to press the sensitive underside of his length. She slid her hand down, savoring the way his hardness pulsed under her touch, before returning to lightly twist her fist in a slow corkscrew, fingers grazing his most sensitive spots with a gentleness that had him groaning in pleasure.

“That’s my girl,” he praised, resuming her spanking, this time with no pauses for caresses, just an unbroken rhythm of spanks as he enjoyed her eager hand on his cock. Each smack rang through the room, punctuated by his approving, “Good girl,” the praise pushing her even deeper into her role.

Then, just when she could sense his arousal reaching a peak, he stopped her hand, pulling it from his cock and placing it back on the desk. Her body buzzed with the knowledge that he was holding back, readying to give her the reward she truly craved. She watched as he moved behind her, his hands returning to caress her ass with reverence, before she felt him slowly pulling the plug from her stretched pussy, a needy gasp escaping her as it slid out.

“Now, baby,” he murmured, his voice thick with intention, “Daddy’s enjoyed spanking you, and now he’s going to make you feel better.” Without waiting, he knelt, pressing warm, gentle kisses to her flushed cheeks, each kiss soft, lingering, savoring the heat he had brought to her skin. His kisses grew hungrier, turning to slow, wet licks, his tongue tracing every inch of her exposed flesh, making her moan as he thoroughly covered her skin with his mouth, inch by inch.

He worked his way up her crack, his tongue reaching the top before descending in tantalizing strokes, spreading her cheeks with his hands to delve deeper. Each touch of his tongue was electric, the flicks and slow licks sending her into a haze of bliss. He moved gradually, letting her feel every lingering second as he got closer to her most sensitive spot, savoring her moans of anticipation as she squirmed under him.

At last, he reached her tight little ring, flicking his tongue across it, teasing her with delicate, deliberate circles, his tongue pressing gently against the sensitive muscle. Tiny flicks turned to long, luxurious laps, and she let out a cry of pure pleasure, her body arching toward him, every nerve alive with sensation. Unable to help herself, she reached back, spreading her cheeks wide, giving him complete access as she sank fully into her submission, resting her weight on the desk.

Taking advantage of her open position, Daddy slipped his hand between her stocking-clad thighs, his fingers caressing her shaved balls with expert precision as his tongue continued to work her hole. With his other hand, he found her clit, slick with the lube he had used, and began to stroke it, his fingers teasing her just as he had taught her to please him. He fondled her, licked her, and worked her clit in tandem, every movement calculated to drive her closer to the edge, his touch a perfect torment.

“Oh, God, Daddy! Oh, God! Oh, fuck!” she gasped, her voice thick with need as she writhed under him, helpless against the pleasure that wracked her body. The room filled with her grunts, groans, and moans, the sound of her ecstasy hanging in the air as he continued his relentless assault, keeping her balanced on the edge of release. She could feel herself nearing that point, her clitty swelling, throbbing, quivering with the need to let go, to give in entirely.

“Daddy… oh!… please!” she whimpered, her breath coming in shallow gasps, and he could feel the telltale pulse of her arousal beneath his hand. But he stopped suddenly, standing, his control unwavering.

“Not yet, sweetheart,” he said firmly. “You may cum after Daddy does, but not before.” To reinforce his command, he delivered another sharp smack to her ass, and then another, leaving her trembling with the need to obey. She felt the cool, slick pressure of the butt plug as he pressed it against her waiting hole, pushing it back inside, the toy sliding in deep, filling her as she moaned, body straining for release.

Gripping the edge of the desk, Sissy squeezed her eyes shut, teeth gritted as she struggled to contain herself. The sensation of her pussy being filled nearly sent her spiraling over the edge again, the intensity threatening to consume her. She forced it back, breathing heavily, her neck arching as she fought to maintain control, each pant a testament to her restraint.

“Such a good little slut you are, sweetheart!” Daddy’s voice was thick with satisfaction, the approval making her heart race. “Good girl.” His hands found her again, gripping both cheeks firmly, squeezing and massaging her cute, reddened ass, each touch sending a wave of pleasure radiating through her. Then, a new thrill rushed over her as she felt the unmistakable hardness of his cock rubbing between her cheeks, gliding up and down the length of her crack, his hips rocking slowly as he created a delicious friction.

Just when she thought she might lose herself, Daddy’s touch vanished, and she sensed him stepping away. The anticipation heightened as he moved to her side, and then, a gentle hand lifted her chin. Her eyes fluttered open, and there it was—Daddy’s beautiful, thick cock, inches from her parted lips. The very sight made her heart skip, her gaze transfixed by the cock she craved, dreamed about, and pictured in her mind constantly. The deliciously defined head, the solid, engorged shaft—so close she could breathe in his masculine scent, heady and intoxicating.

Her lips parted in invitation, eyes brimming with desire as she awaited the feel of him. Finally, Daddy moved forward, his cock slipping between her waiting, lipstick-stained lips. Sissy moaned softly, the sound vibrating around him as her mouth accepted his fullness, welcoming the familiar weight and taste of him. Every fiber of her being surrendered, lips and tongue working instinctively to savor the reward she’d been yearning for, the need to submit and please him overwhelming all else.

Daddy shifted, pulling back so her lips could worship his sensitive cockhead, her tongue gliding over the silky skin, lavishing attention on the spot just beneath the head. She moved the flat of her tongue from side to side, then returned to flick her tongue along the ridge, alternating every caress as she licked and kissed his hardness. Daddy groaned, then pushed forward slowly, his cock filling her mouth entirely before retreating, only to push in again, each thrust deeper, each slide across her tongue more satisfying than the last. She sucked eagerly, letting her tongue work the way she knew he loved, her rhythm dictated by his movement.

The taste of him, the fullness—it was ecstasy. She felt like she belonged wholly to him, her purpose clear as her mind flooded with pure, submissive joy. She was his—his fuck-toy, his mouth-slut, his devoted Sissy. Every moan, every craving thought, every flutter of her tongue reminded her how much she adored being his willing, eager plaything. She wanted him to use her, to keep coming back to her, to claim her as the feminine, girly object of desire she so desperately needed to be.

Daddy’s voice was a deep rumble of pleasure. “That feels so good, my little slut,” he murmured, his approval sending a wave of warmth through her. “Mmm… yes… suck Daddy’s cock, Sissy. Lick it, savor it, baby.”

The words thrilled her, the sound of his pleasure filling her with pride, her little clit pulsing harder as his cock thickened within her mouth. She breathed in his intoxicating scent, savoring every inch of his cock as she explored its length, her lips sealing around him, her tongue tracing each contour with practiced ease. Her stiff clitty bobbed between her legs, her hips lifting slightly from the desk to give her mouth better access to his cock, every movement dedicated to pleasing him.

She almost felt as though she’d risen above herself, viewing the scene with a new sense of awe, seeing herself from outside her body: legs spread, high heels propping her up, stocking-clad legs exposed, panties pulled down to her knees like the perfect slut, her body bent over the desk, head tilted back, mouth wrapped eagerly around Daddy’s beautiful cock as he slid in and out, pushing her deeper into her submissive bliss.

Suddenly, Daddy pulled his cock from her mouth, and Sissy couldn’t hold back a soft, disappointed whimper as it slipped from her lips, leaving her longing for the very thing that completed her—the one thing that defined her as his devoted Sissy Slut. The emptiness she felt was profound, but it only fueled her need to please him more.

His hand found her shoulder, guiding her upright as he walked back around the desk, his strong presence enveloping her as he pulled her close. He tilted her chin up, his gaze meeting hers with an intensity that left her breathless before his lips descended in a deep, passionate kiss. His tongue thrust into her mouth, claiming it with fervor, and she melted into him, every fiber of her being surrendering to his lead.

His hands found their way to her ass, pulling her closer until she felt his hard cock press insistently against her, his arousal matching her own. He shifted slightly, allowing his cock to rub against her throbbing little clitty, the friction sending a shiver of pleasure through her body. With a needy moan, she wrapped her arms around his neck, returning his kisses, desperate to show him how much she craved him.

Daddy broke the kiss, his gaze never leaving hers. “Alright, my little sissy,” he murmured, voice thick with approval. “It’s time for Daddy to give you the reward you’ve earned, for being such a pretty, slutty girl.”

He guided her gently until they were near the couch, pressing down on her shoulders with a firm but gentle touch. “Pull up those panties and get on your knees, baby,” he commanded. She quickly tugged her panties up, her little clitty refusing to be contained, standing proudly above the top of the fabric as she sank to the floor, eyes fixed on him with anticipation.

“Take off my shoes and socks,” he ordered, lifting one foot and then the other, letting her obey his every command. Her fingers worked eagerly, removing his shoes, then his socks, savoring the intimacy of every small task. “Now, take off my pants,” he instructed, and she slid his pants down, inch by inch, exposing the hard lines of his legs until his pants lay discarded beside them.

Daddy stood there, his thick cock perfectly level with her gaze. She drank in the sight of him, the pure masculinity that radiated from him filling her senses, before he lowered himself onto the couch, spreading his strong, muscular legs. “Lick it and suck it, baby,” he directed, his voice an irresistible invitation. “Suck Daddy’s cock like the hungry little slut you are.”

With a delighted moan, Sissy nestled herself between his legs, starting with soft, worshipful kisses along his thighs, trailing upward until her lips found his balls. Her hand wrapped around his slick cock, stroking it slowly as her tongue lapped over his sack, then beneath it, each touch drawing a groan of pleasure from him. She took her time, savoring every taste, every response from him.

Growing bolder, she slid her hands beneath his knees, lifting them to reveal his most private place. With unabashed eagerness, she leaned in, her tongue lavishing attention on his sensitive manhole, her licks long and slow, savoring the taste as she worked her way up to his balls and then back down again. Daddy’s moans filled the air, each sound a reward in itself, encouraging her every motion.

Once she felt certain she had prepared him fully, she lowered his legs and moved even closer, settling between his spread thighs. Her fingers circled the base of his cock, forefinger and thumb pressing just enough to make his length swell and harden even more, standing proudly erect before her. His clean, masculine scent was intoxicating, filling her nostrils as she leaned in, basking in the satisfaction of being so close to him.

On her knees between his legs, Sissy felt an overwhelming sense of belonging, a deep, comforting certainty that this was where she was meant to be. She was in her rightful place—kneeling, feminine, and submissive—serving a real man with no thought for her own pleasure. Though she adored the way he sometimes pleasured her with his hands or mouth, filling her, touching her, this was the moment that truly defined her, when she felt her most feminine, her most complete, his obedient little Sissy, willing to do anything to satisfy him.

With an eager devotion, Sissy held Daddy’s cock in her hand, her tongue beginning a slow, worshipful journey along the underside, tracing from the very base to the tip and back again. She circled his cockhead with her tongue, each flick and lap a tender gesture of reverence, focusing on the sensitive spot beneath the head that she knew drove him wild. Daddy’s low moans fueled her passion, and with each sound he made, her desire to please him grew.

Finally, she let her lips slide over the head, moving down the shaft in a smooth motion, then back up, and down again, each time taking his entire length into her mouth, savoring the feeling of him filling her completely. She paused, planting gentle kisses along his length, tasting him fully, then licking and sucking his cock with renewed enthusiasm, letting her tongue flick from side to side as she moved up and down.

Her grip tightened slightly, giving him just enough pressure to make him harder, more sensitive under her touch. Her other hand teased his hotspot, fingers gliding over it before moving up to circle the head in a delicate corkscrew. With every movement, she poured herself into the task, using every technique she knew would make him feel good, bobbing her head up and down, each descent an act of pure devotion.

Breathlessly, she released his cock for a moment, gazing up at him with a look of longing. “God, I love your cock, Daddy,” she whispered, and without missing a beat, she resumed her kisses and licks, trailing her lips up and down his length.

Daddy’s eyes filled with approval. “I love the way you suck it, sweetheart. I love the way my little slut worships her Daddy’s cock.”

Emboldened by his words, she continued to suck and tongue his cock, delighting in every ridge and contour as his hands cradled the sides of her head. Gently, he guided her, pulling her up to focus on his cockhead, urging her down slightly to concentrate on his sensitive spot, then pressing her further until she could feel him in her throat. Daddy controlled her pace, working her head up and down, establishing a rhythm that let her bring him pleasure exactly as he wanted.

After a time, he released her, giving her the freedom to explore his body as she desired. She sat up, leaning in to kiss him deeply, her hand still stroking his cock as their tongues met in a hungry, passionate dance—first in her mouth, then in his. Her fingers worked his shaft with a slow corkscrew motion as he moaned into her mouth, lost in the intensity of their shared desire. Then, his hand guided her head back down, urging her to suck him again, a request she eagerly fulfilled.

“Once more, baby,” he murmured. “Lick it, suck it… just the way Daddy likes.”

She responded instantly, letting his cock slide into her mouth, feeling it throb and stiffen even more against her tongue. “Now, lick it, baby,” he groaned, his voice thick with pleasure. “I’m getting close. Fuck, that feels so good! Mmm… yes! Now suck it!... Fuck! Yes! That’s it, let me feel that tongue.”

Pouring herself into each movement, Sissy licked and sucked his cock with every ounce of passion she possessed. She reveled in the simple, fulfilling joy of submitting, of knowing that her actions brought him such intense pleasure. In that moment, as his moans filled the air, she felt complete. His cock in her mouth, the approval in his voice, and the closeness between them made her feel wholly connected to him, like every part of her existed just to make him feel this way.

As he writhed beneath her, lost in pleasure, she realized just how deeply she cherished the privilege of serving him. He was the core of her existence, the center of her desires, and she only hoped he would continue to allow her to be his devoted Sissy Slut. She didn’t want anyone else, anything else—just Daddy, his beautiful cock inside her, his hands and mouth on her, his commands, his approval, his love.

Every bit of her was his—heart, body, and soul. She was fully, even desperately, in love with him. She needed him—his masculine strength, his gentle authority, his scent, his touch, his discipline. Nothing else in the world mattered as long as she could be his, fulfill his every need, and revel in the exquisite role he allowed her to play.

Sissy knew, with every fiber of her being, that she needed him to use her. She would do anything he commanded, anything that would make him happy. She craved being his toy, his slave, his lover, his mistress—his slut. She had come to realize that being his object, his personal plaything, a vessel for his pleasure, had liberated her from every part of herself that she didn’t want. Being his sissy subby girl freed her from worries and concerns about her own desires, allowing her to fully embrace the woman she was meant to be, even if she had been born into the wrong body.

In giving herself over to him, surrendering completely to his masculine pleasure, she could finally reject any remnants of masculinity and live as the woman she truly was. Begging him to use her, to take control, granted her feminine self a powerful freedom she had longed for—a chance to exist without restraint, as herself.

From a young age, she had felt it—that undeniable knowledge that she wasn’t truly a boy. With time, she grew more and more captivated by boys, then men, her fascination with them blossoming into a deep, persistent craving. As she matured, her mind and desires seemed to shape her body, guiding it toward a form that aligned with her inner self. Her legs were shapely and smooth, her ass firm and round, her skin soft and hairless, save for her head. Her face held a delicate femininity, the soft curves of her cheeks and the pout of her lips hinting at the woman within.

To the world, she could still pass as a man when she needed to, but with makeup, her true self shone through. Her cheeks took on a feminine allure, her lips a pouty, inviting expression, and her eyes glimmered with a light that revealed her desires. Dressed and made up as a woman, she could turn heads effortlessly, hiding the secret between her legs beneath lacy panties. Yet all she dreamed of was kneeling before a man, submitting to a Daddy who would use her and see her as she truly was—the Daddy she had finally found and belonged to entirely.

Her head bobbed eagerly up and down in Daddy’s lap, her senses overwhelmed by his scent, the taste, the feel of him filling her mouth. She poured herself into her worship, focusing solely on the incredible sensations she could offer him, driven by the desire to give him the pleasure he so deserved.

As she felt his cock begin to pulse, she knew exactly what to do. She pulled her lips up to the very tip, circling his cockhead with her mouth as her tongue flicked out to tease his most sensitive spot, just beneath the head. She used no suction, letting her tongue dance over those exquisite nerve endings, tormenting him in the way she knew he loved.

Daddy’s groans grew louder, his hips bucking in response to her attentions. Suddenly, his cock pulsed, and with a final groan, he released, his warm cum spurting between her lips. Sissy moaned as she tasted him, feeling him spill into her mouth. She clamped her lips around him, savoring every drop, while her tongue continued to play along his sensitive spot, ensuring he felt every bit of pleasure she could offer. She welcomed his seed, drinking it in as he fed her, each pulse a testament to the connection they shared.

Daddy’s body shuddered beneath her for long moments, each pulse of his release slowly subsiding until his cock softened between her lips, his need finally sated. Sissy took the opportunity to delicately lick and suck every last drop, ensuring that none of his cum went to waste before she swallowed, savoring the taste of him fully.

As the overstimulation set in, he gently pulled her head away, unable to withstand the intensity of her touch any longer. She released him, her gaze lifting to meet his, and saw the unmistakable look of satisfaction and ecstasy spread across his handsome face. Holding his gaze, she watched him slowly return to the present, his eyes softening as he offered her a warm, contented smile.

“Stand up, baby,” he commanded, his tone as steady and sure as ever. She rose to her feet, her still-tented panties at eye level for him, her little clitty peeking out from the top. His eyes lingered, filled with approval as he took in the sight.

“Now close your eyes and play with your gurl-cock for me, sweetheart,” he murmured. Her breath hitched as she reached down, sliding her panties away with one hand to give herself full access. She started stroking slowly, savoring the intense sensitivity of her clit, already feeling her own desire pooling and building deep within her.

“Slowly, baby,” he reminded her, his voice low and soothing. “Stroke it for Daddy… mmm, that’s right… now pull down those slutty little panties.”

Obediently, she lowered her panties, exposing herself entirely to his gaze. She cupped and fondled the delicate parts below her clit, her fingers tracing the small but pleasing shape of her girl-cock, stroking slowly, feeling each sensation fully as she performed for Daddy, knowing her pleasure was just as much his.

Daddy leaned forward, his hands finding her ass, and he gently pulled her close, guiding her legs against the couch so she stood between his spread knees, close enough for him to reach every part of her. One hand slid over the smooth curve of her ass, toying with her little hole, while the other cupped and fondled her balls, letting her devote both hands to her clit. Sissy’s fingers teased her sensitive girl-cock, each stroke sending another wave of pleasure rushing through her body as she neared her peak.

“Oh, Daddy, I’m going to cum,” she breathed, her voice barely a whisper.

“Good girl,” he said, pulling her hands away just in time. Leaning forward, he took her clit into his mouth, his lips enveloping her in a warm, wet embrace that sent shocks of pure pleasure racing through her. His talented tongue worked her clit with expert skill, gliding up and down its length, and the world seemed to shrink around her, leaving only the intense sensations his mouth was creating.

Daddy’s fingers caressed her smooth sack as he kissed and sucked her with a passion that left her trembling, his other hand exploring her ass, his finger finding its way to her little hole. Gently, he pressed in, and her pussy welcomed him, clenching around his finger as he began to stroke in and out, thrusting slowly in sync with his mouth on her clit.

His tongue moved faster, lashing over her hardness, and his finger pumped rhythmically in her sensitive hole. It was all too much; her body seized, trembling as the pleasure built to an uncontrollable peak. With a series of gasps and moans, she finally let go, her slutty release spilling into his mouth, her body rocking unsteadily on her heels as he drank her in, savoring every drop.

As the waves of her orgasm subsided, Sissy collapsed onto the couch beside him, feeling weak and blissful. She nestled into him, their bodies close, and Daddy wrapped his arm around her, drawing her near as their breathing slowed. They shared soft kisses, their faces illuminated by the dim glow in the dark hotel room, his hand gently stroking her thigh as she let herself sink into the comfort of his warmth.

But she couldn’t resist his allure for long. Soon, her hand wandered, finding his cock, stroking and teasing it with her fingertips as they continued to kiss. Under her touch, she felt his cock begin to harden again, and the familiar pulse sparked her own arousal, her clitty swelling with anticipation. She longed to feel him once more, and with each touch, she encouraged him, coaxing him back to readiness as she deepened their kiss, dreaming of what he would do to her next.

Breaking the kiss, she smiled, her face alight with excitement, and nestled her head in his lap, her eyes shining with eagerness for more. She was ready, yearning to please him again, ready to surrender fully to whatever he desired. With that sweet, knowing smile, she leaned forward, silently inviting him to take control once more.

The night was just beginning…

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 !”

[image: ]

Fresh out of high school and kicked out of the house, a petite, young, beautiful blonde named Patrick finds himself looking for a roommate to share the rent on his new apartment. 

He soon finds the perfect supportive roommate in the form of a charming, six foot, mid 30's and built like a sculpture/man named David. Things go well with the occasional tension between the two, especially when the strong, muscular man offers to help with just carrying a bag or just opening a door for the petite blonde. 

But one day the tension/heat reaches its peak when Patrick finds himself short on rent for a month. Things finally start unwinding when David offers to cover the rest of Patrick's rent, but on one condition: only if our Patrick agrees to wear women's underwear and submit himself to two surprise inspections for a day until he covers his share. Patrick agrees in a jiff without knowing that this is the first of many exciting and exhilarating steps in her feminization journey to becoming the best sissy princess for her Daddy. 

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