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Chapter 1: Getting Ready for Daddy

I swear, there’s nothing quite like the thrill of prepping for Daddy—a kind of ache that starts low in my belly the moment I wake up and doesn’t let go until I’m on my knees for him. Today’s not just any day, either. It’s Valentine’s Day, and Daddy’s taking me out to the nicest dinner in town, where I know exactly what and who is going to be on the menu for dessert—me. That means I’ve got to get myself extra-prepped, extra-filthy, and extra-perfect for him.

I’m not waking up in the morning, though—it’s late afternoon, after my beauty nap. My throat is still a little sore from the blowjob I gave Daddy during lunch, and my ass still tingles from the way he had me ride the mounted dildo at the foot of our bed while he took his business call. He’d watched, cool as anything, fingers in my hair, making me show off how greedy and filthy I could be. And right before he left for his office—something about a big deal he needed to close—he kissed me, told me to get ready, and promised me a night I’d never forget.

I roll over in his bed—our bed, technically, but it always feels more his than mine—legs tangled in silk sheets, my little cocklette already leaking onto my thigh like it knows what the evening holds.

The vase of fresh red roses on the nightstand is still there, he'd given them to me when he came home for lunch as the first thing before that nice load, the roses were arranged so perfectly they could’ve come straight from a magazine cover. Tucked among the blooms is a pink Happy Valentine’s Day card, Daddy’s handwriting bold and slanted—To my perfect girl. Can’t wait for dessert tonight. —Love, Daddy. My heart flutters every time I see it; he always makes sure I feel owned, spoiled, and wanted in a way no one else ever has.

Sometimes I can’t believe how far I’ve come. Two years ago, I was Brandon—awkward, invisible, just another broke, scrawny nobody scrolling Discord, wishing I could be as bold as the girls in those private sissy servers. That’s where I first heard about Bliss’d—the sugar app for girls like me, the brave ones living their secret, messy, gorgeous lives for rich Daddies and their filthy attention.

It took four months (and about a dozen failed chats) before I found Daddy. First just as a “generous older man” with a blank profile and a photo of a boat. I remember the thrill, the panic, the night he called me Brandi for the first time in DMs. The way he talked, the way he wanted me, the way he promised I could be his —not just a dirty secret, but someone special. The other girls in the group chat went crazy when I told them, cheered me on, coached me through that first date. I was terrified… and I’ve never looked back.

Daddy’s already up and out—probably left for his office right after that short escapade of ours during lunch, because the man never stops making money, not even on mornings when I wish he’d just pin me down and fuck me stupid before work. I imagine his voice somewhere in his office, deep and commanding, definitely on a call, probably buying another business, talking numbers I’ll never understand. He’s a filthy rich bastard, and I love that he owns me now. Sometimes I imagine crawling under his desk in the middle of some million-dollar deal, begging for his cock while he ignores me just long enough to make me drip down my thigh. But good girls follow rules. Daddy likes to see me put together for him—shaved, painted, tight, and plugged. I’m nothing if not Daddy’s best little fuck toy.

I roll onto my back, push my thighs apart, and take a second to look at myself in the full-length bedside mirror. That’s not Brandon in the reflection anymore—it’s Brandi. Daddy’s girl. Platinum-blonde extensions, lashes for days, tits too big for my narrow waist—all paid for and taken care for by Daddy. Sometimes I make myself pause, just to soak in the sight. My thighs are shaved so close there’s not a hint of stubble, and my cocklette—God, Daddy would laugh if he saw how tiny and useless it looks, dripping just from a morning in his bed. I bite my lip and stroke myself lazily, not for release—Daddy doesn’t let me cum that way anymore, and honestly, I don’t want to.

Real orgasms? Those are for good sissy girls, and only when Daddy’s cock is in my ass. I haven’t cum with my cock in… God, has it really been that long? two years, or maybe a little more than that? I can’t even remember what it felt like. These days, I only want sissygasms—shaking, gasping, squirting all over Daddy’s sheets with his cock buried deep and his hands holding me down. That’s the only way I know how to finish now. But I love seeing how needy I am, how easy it is to get me slick and desperate with just a touch. I press my finger to the tip, collect a sticky bead, and smear it over my nipple, giggling like the filthy girl I am. “Bet you wish you could cum like a real boy,” I whisper to my reflection, bratty and proud. “Too bad you’re Daddy’s cock-hungry whore instead.”

I pout and tweak my nipple, watching it stiffen, and tell myself: you’re going to make Daddy so hard tonight. You’re going to make him proud.

I start my ritual. First, shower—extra hot, until my skin is flushed and smooth, my body shaved everywhere Daddy likes to touch. The shower is my temple, my prep booth, my little stage. I draw it out, taking extra time to lather between my cheeks, under my tits, up and down my thighs. I bend over in the hot steam, practicing how I’d arch my back for Daddy if he were here, making sure every inch is smooth and soft. I moan just for myself, working the loofah over my sissy pussy, letting the water pulse between my legs, pretending it’s his fingers. Sometimes I wonder if he’s ever secretly watched me get myself ready from the doorway, stroking his cock while I try to make myself perfect. The thought sends a shiver up my spine. I want him to see, want him to know how much work goes into being his perfect little slut.

I lather myself up with his favorite rose-scented body wash, because Daddy says he wants his girl to smell like flowers, not sweat or desperation. But God, if only he knew how desperate I really am for him. If he told me to crawl into his office right now, naked and wet, I’d do it. I’d do anything to be his good girl.

When I’m done, I towel off and start my makeup. My hands shake—not because I’m nervous, but because I know what’s coming. Daddy texted earlier, right before I stepped into the shower, and told me to be ready. ‘Dress to be ruined. Plug in. No panties. Send me Pics, baby.’ The message still has me clenching, thinking of how his voice sounds when he gives me orders. I want to be ruined for him. I want every inch of me to scream that I’m Daddy’s slut.

My makeup routine is its own kink. I spend ten minutes just on lashes, making sure they flutter like I’m always one blink away from dropping to my knees. The foundation covers up any hint of boy left on my skin. I layer blush and highlighter so I look fuckable and expensive, not cheap. Daddy’s always telling me, “You’re not some street slut, Brandi—you’re my investment.” But honestly? Sometimes I wish he’d drag me out dressed like a bimbo, parade me around town, just to show off what he owns. My clit twitches at the thought, slick against my thigh.

As I paint my lips, I flash back to the first night Daddy let me suck him off—how I smeared half my lipstick across his cock, gagging and drooling, desperate for every drop. “Good girls swallow, Brandi.” That’s the only praise I need.

Mascara, eyeliner, blush, lipstick. I go heavy today, just how he likes it, smudging my lips with glossy pink. I line my eyes so big they look like they could swallow a man whole. I pick out my favorite lingerie—a baby-pink lace set that barely covers my nipples. Daddy bought it for me on our first weekend together, back when I was still his secret. I wonder if he’ll rip it this time. I hope he does.

Before I get dressed, I lube up my jeweled plug—the one with the heart-shaped end and his initials on it. I run my hands over the baby-pink lace dress, pinching the little black bow at the front, imagining Daddy’s hands there instead—rough, greedy, possessive. Every time I slip on this set, I remember how he picked it out in the boutique, not caring that the salesgirl stared, asking me to try it on and model for him. I twirl around the room, pretending he’s there in the chair, stroking himself, telling me to bend over, to show off the plug.

Plug time is my favorite. I make a show of it, spreading my cheeks wide for the mirror, pressing the cold jeweled heart to my entrance, sighing as it slides in. I clench and unclench, imagining Daddy’s cock stretching me instead, holding the plug in, knowing he’ll want me loose and ready when he gets home. “Stay in, be a good girl, don’t let it slip,” he told me last week after a brunch date where I almost lost it mid-mimosa. I nearly died of humiliation, but I secretly loved it. It makes me feel owned, ruined, like I’m always just on the edge of exposure.

It slides in easy, my hole trained from months of Daddy’s discipline, and I can’t help but let out a whimper as it pops into place. I catch myself in the mirror, plug sparkling between my asscheeks, cocklette drooling, face painted like a porn star. Daddy’s toy. Daddy’s property. God, I wish he’d just use me all day long.

I slip into the tiny lace slip dress—deep-pink, tight, sheer enough that you can see the faint outline of my nipples and the sparkle of my plug if the light hits right. A tiny lace thong, just like Daddy liked. Before I even finish getting dressed, my phone buzzes—a little ping from the sissy group chat. My girlies are already up, blowing up the chat with selfies, tips, and dirty dares. They’ve seen me through everything—first meetups, first sissygasm, my old freakouts about being “too much” or “not enough.” Now they send hot face emojis and praise hands, hyping me up like always. I love them for it. They’re my sisters, my secret army, and if Daddy ever leaves me unread, they’ll be the first to drag him for it.

Candy’s already posted a pic in her thigh highs, and I can’t help but compare. She’s cute, but her ass isn’t as fuckable as mine, not even close. I send a fire emoji, then turn my camera on myself, capturing a shot with the plug just barely peeking out, my tits squeezed up for Daddy’s eyes only.

The text to Daddy takes longer—I agonize over the angle, the lighting, the perfect caption. “Your little slut is ready to be ruined, sir. Tell me what you want.” I send it, heart thumping so hard I can barely breathe, legs shaking. Will he make me wait? Will he send me an order, or just a single-word reply? Sometimes he likes to tease, leaving me on edge all day, knowing I’m plugged and needy, squirming until I can barely think.

I stare at my phone, heart racing, waiting for that first reply. I know what’s coming, but it never gets old. The thrill of being wanted, of being Daddy’s dirty secret, of knowing that I’d let him do anything to me, anywhere, anytime—just for a taste of his praise and his cock. That’s what I live for now. That’s what it means to be Brandi.

I check my DMs again. Nothing yet. My mind runs wild with possibilities: maybe he’s showing my pic to his business partner, bragging about what a good girl he’s trained, or maybe he’s planning something wild again—like that night he brought one of his prodigies, a shy mid-thirties guy, back to the hotel suite Daddy and I shared during a business trip. The deal was signed and Daddy told me to thank his prodigy for a job well done—damn, did I thank him well all night that night, or maybe he’s already planning a new reward—another gift, a shopping spree, something filthy only he can give. I pace the room, thighs pressed together, so fucking wet it’s embarrassing. I love this—love the ache, the waiting, the feeling of being Daddy’s property, desperate and ready and not allowed to touch myself.

Sometimes I think I’d do anything for him. Wear a collar, let him tie me up and leave me on display, take him in front of an open window. Whatever it takes to hear, “That’s my girl, Brandi. That’s my perfect slut.” That’s what I live for now.


Chapter 2: Daddy’s Good Girl Goes Out

There’s nothing like the moment Daddy’s Bentley rolls up outside. The windows are tinted so dark nobody can see me already grinning, already squirming on the front steps in my tiny lace slip dress, draped in a cropped cream fur coat that’s just barely enough to hide how much skin I’m showing. My wrists and ears glitter with diamonds—Daddy always says his girl should sparkle for him, and tonight I’ve gone all out. Anklet on, necklace shimmering at my throat, everything chosen just to make Daddy proud and jealous. My heels are sky-high, my purse is designer, and the way I’m clutching it makes me look like this is just another “date.” It’s not. Not when I know what’s waiting for me inside that car.

Daddy gets out first, moving with that lazy confidence only he can pull off. He stands by the car, waiting for me like I’m the most precious thing in the world. He’s wearing a navy suit, perfectly tailored—broad shoulders, crisp white shirt, expensive watch, silver cufflinks, dark hair slicked back. The suit probably costed more than my entire old life. There’s this look in his eye, that proud, hungry Daddy stare that always makes my knees go weak. Even the doorman seems to pause, caught between awe and envy, as Daddy gives me his hand and pulls me close.

The door swings open—he always opens it himself for me, like I’m some princess, or maybe just his favorite little pet. The scent of his cologne is the first thing I notice—sharp, expensive, masculine, and so unmistakably Daddy that my thighs press together before I’ve even sat down. The first thing he does when I slip inside? His hand slides up my bare thigh, so warm and big and right  that I can’t help but suck in a breath and glance at him with that bratty smile I know he loves.

“Someone’s been a good girl for me today,” he says, voice all low and full of pride. “You follow every rule, baby?”

I nod, biting my lip, shifting just enough that the jeweled plug presses deeper inside me. “Plugged. Painted. Desperately horny, all just for you Daddy.”

His thumb traces circles over my inner thigh. "Texted me that filthy pic, too. Nearly had me pulling over halfway here."

I beam. "That’s what you get for teasing your girl, Daddy."

The car smells like him and leather and faint cologne. The stereo is playing something low and jazzy, the kind of music that makes every touch feel dirtier. I’m so wound up, thighs clamped tight, desperate not to make a mess on these expensive seats. Every red light, every turn, I feel his hand inching higher. My plug pulses with every bump, cocklette drooling helplessly under my dress, and I just know the next time he presses, I might soak the seat.

He leans in—just enough for his lips to brush my ear. "You keep it up, I’ll have you riding me all the way to dinner. Won’t even care if you mess up your pretty makeup. Or if the driver hears. You want to be my slut in front of him? Show him what a good little thing I’ve trained you to be?" And honestly, the driver’s seen—and heard—it all before, no matter how private the privacy screen between the front and back seats is. That’s just how loud and filthy he likes to make me. I know for a fact half the staff have caught glimpses or heard noises, and I can’t tell if that should make me embarrassed or just wetter. He never cares if anyone on staff gets an earful or an eyeful.

The thought makes my face burn, but it turns me on even more. I squeeze my thighs together, remembering how the Bliss’d girlies always brag about getting caught, about the risks and the thrill. God, I’d do it. If he told me to climb into his lap right now, I’d do it. I’d do anything to make him proud, to show off in front of anyone he wanted.

A filthy voice in my head whispers: None of the other girls who throw themselves at him get this. None of them get paraded around town like a trophy, get to wear real diamonds and ride in luxury. And none of them really know what he prefers—his girls with a little extra something tucked between their legs, and a whole lot more filthy than most could ever handle. That’s a hunger only sissies understand, only sissies can give him the way he likes it. Only a sissy can make him this happy, this filthy, this obsessed. That’s my crown, and they’ll never even see it. I’m the lucky one. His favorite. The only one who gets to call him Daddy.

He grins at the next stoplight, voice a private rumble. "Maybe I’ll make you prove it tonight. Maybe you’ll thank me right there under the table before dessert. Or I’ll just keep you plugged and begging until you’re shaking for it."

I swear, I could’ve cum right there in the passenger seat. Instead, I just cross my legs tighter, loving how his hand never leaves my skin. He has his phone on the other, casual, like this is normal, while every bump in the road makes my plug throb and my cocklette drool.

He talks about his day—a deal that closed, some rival who tried to undercut him, a new restaurant that just opened. All I can focus on is the way his hand keeps drifting higher, fingers pressing into the edge of my dress, sometimes stroking the side of my ass. At a red light, he glances at me and smirks. “You want Daddy to let everyone know you’re mine, princess?”

I blush, all coy and needy. “Only if you want them to watch, Daddy. I’ll be your show-off slut.”

His hand squeezes my thigh hard, then slides even higher, just brushing the plug. I shiver. “You will. I might just order some cream after dinner tonight.”

My phone buzzes in my lap—a message from the Bliss’d girlies group chat: Bet you’re drooling already, Brandi. Don’t get cum on that dress before dinner.  I snap a pic of Daddy’s hand between my thighs, the heels sparkling beneath, and send it with a wink emoji. Half the girls send heart eyes. The other half just send eggplant and drool emojis.

The car stops in front of the restaurant. I’m not ready to get out yet, but he’s already at my door, hand extended, waiting for me like a man claiming his prize. The driver takes the car off, and I feel eyes on me—valet, doorman, even the hostess by the door, all sizing up the way I teeter on my heels, fur coat slipping back to show off bare thigh, dress clinging to my ass, diamonds winking everywhere. There’s a moment where the doorman catches my eye, and I give him a little wink, just to see if he blushes. He does.

Walking into the restaurant is its own kind of exhibition. Every step on these heels is a reminder that I’m here to be seen. My plug shifts with each movement, and I swear I walk a little slower on purpose, wanting every man and woman in the lobby to get an eyeful. The way he walks beside me—confident, hand on my bubble ass, fingers squeezing just enough to claim me, steering me like I’m his, letting everyone know exactly what kind of girl he’s brought tonight it makes me ache like nothing else does. I can feel my face heat up with a delicious sort of humiliation, the kind that makes my cocklette leak and my sissy heart pound harder. I want everyone to stare, to wonder what filthy secrets hide beneath my fur, to imagine just how desperate and owned I am.

I’m not like the other girls he could bring out. I want to be the spectacle, the trophy, the dirty little secret in plain sight. He knows it. I know it. Every step from the door to the table is an act, a show, and I eat it up. I imagine slipping, falling to my knees, being caught by him, hearing gasps. I imagine a waiter bending low, catching a glimpse of my plug, his cheeks flaming red as he realizes just what kind of girl is on the arm of a man like this. It’s sick, how much I want to be humiliated, how much I want to perform for him, for everyone, just to prove I’m the filthiest, luckiest little sissy in the room.

Inside, the place is gorgeous—dim lights, white tablecloths, everything fancy. Crystal glasses catch the glow of chandeliers, and the air smells like warm bread and expensive perfume. He orders for us, like always, barely even glancing at the menu. I watch the waiter’s eyes flick from his wedding band to my necklace, to the way my dress barely covers my thighs. I want him to guess what I am, what I do for my man, but I know he’d never dare say it.

Under the table, his hand is relentless. At first, he just rests it on my knee, warm and possessive. I try to play it cool, smoothing my napkin across my lap and pretending I care about the wine list. But he’s not subtle. His fingers slide higher, slow and teasing, tracing shapes on my bare skin, making me shiver. He lets his nails drag over my thigh, then up—closer, closer—until he’s just inches from my plug. I squirm, desperate, pretending to reach for my water so I can squeeze my legs together without anyone noticing.

Every time I look up, he’s watching me, a smug smirk on his lips. He wants me messy, flustered, desperate. That’s how he likes his sissy—needy and so on edge she can’t even eat her salad. The waiter brings bread, and I almost knock over my glass because his hand finally brushes the plug through my dress. I suck in a sharp breath and try to recover with a fake cough, praying nobody saw how my whole body jolted.

He leans in, his voice low: “You’re so wet you’re going to leave a mark on the seat. If you embarrass yourself, I’ll just make you sit in it until we get home.”

God, I want that. I want to ruin my dress and leave proof of my need all over this fancy place. I want everyone here to know I’m not just some pretty girl—I’m a kept thing, a toy, a filthy little sissy getting used while everyone pretends not to notice.

He lets his hand wander up and down my thigh, sometimes pausing just to squeeze, sometimes circling the base of my plug between my thighs and the short hem of the dress, sometimes flicking my cocklette as he played with the plug. Every touch feels like a dare. My food tastes like nothing—I can barely swallow. Even the wine makes me lightheaded, or maybe that’s just the rush of being so owned, so displayed.

We make small talk—he handles business, talking about deals and meetings, while I nod and try not to moan. I focus on his face, the way he looks so calm and in control while I’m fighting not to cum from just his touch. I want to say something filthy, something desperate, but I can barely trust my own voice.

Every time he speaks, he leans in close enough that his breath fans my cheek. “You’re lucky to be mine. You know every man in here wants my girl.”

I giggle, squeezing his hand under the table, trying so hard not to squirm. “They can look. But only you get to fuck me, Daddy.”

He grins, wicked. “That’s right. And you’re going to show me how grateful you are later.”

He lets his hand wander, not caring who might notice. One finger slips under the hem of my dress, teasing the edge of my plug, pressing in just enough to make me choke on a gasp. “Keep still, princess,” he whispers. “Be a good girl and maybe I’ll let you cum tonight.”

My cheeks are flushed, thighs shaking, cocklette throbbing and leaking onto my thigh. I try to focus on my food, but Daddy keeps making things harder—literally. At one point, he leans over and murmurs, “Slide your dress up a little more. I want to see what’s mine.”

I obey, of course, letting the fabric slip up my thighs so he can see everything. The waiter comes by, and I nearly lose it. I can feel Daddy’s eyes on me the whole time. When the waiter leaves, Daddy leans in, all calm and casual: “If you’re a very good girl, I’ll reward you after dessert. If not, maybe I’ll make you beg for it in the car.”

The group chat is still popping. I excuse myself for the bathroom, barely able to walk straight, heart pounding and thighs sticky with need. The lighting in here is perfect—soft, expensive, a big mirror over the marble sink. I check the stalls, empty, and can’t resist striking a pose: dress hitched up, plug sparkling, tits half-out, mouth parted in a needy little pout.

I take three selfies: one innocent (for the main chat), one filthier (for the close friends), and one so obscene even I have to giggle—plug and all, like I want someone to catch me. The thrill of almost getting caught makes my fingers shake. I imagine a stranger walking in, catching me mid-shot, maybe even recognizing me from the way I walked in earlier, or worse, from the Bliss’d app itself. Part of me wishes it would happen, just so I’d have another story to make the other girlies jealous.

I send the safest one to the group: Daddy’s making me work for it tonight. Should I let him ruin my makeup before we get home?  The replies come fast and filthy—one girl dares me to suck him off under the table, another says to make him finish twice before midnight. I’m tempted. So tempted. I check my makeup, see my pupils blown wide, lips still glossy, and I want to smudge it, want to go back out there with a secret only he can see.

Back at the table, he’s waiting, gaze dark and hungry. His hand slips right back where it belongs, fingers curling under my dress, almost daring me to make a scene. He leans in, lips grazing my ear so nobody else can hear: “One more rule, little girl. No touching yourself tonight, not unless I tell you. You can beg, but only if you do it properly, and only for me.”

My heart skips. I nod, swallowing hard, thighs clamped tight. His thumb presses into my plug, a subtle warning. “You ready for your treat, princess?”

“Only if you make it messy, Daddy.”

He smiles, wicked. "You know I always do."

Then, right there in the middle of the restaurant, he kisses me—slow, deep, claiming, not caring who sees. The people at the next table probably stare, but I don’t care. I want them to see, to guess, to wonder. I want someone to realize I’m not just his date—I’m his good girl, his property, his filthy little sissy.

I melt into the kiss, hands trembling, every part of me screaming to be ruined, used, taken. My head is spinning, my body’s begging, and I don’t even care if my lipstick smears or my cocklette drips through the dress. Let them all watch. Let them all know. Tonight, I’m his—fully, shamelessly, desperately.

And I’m going to prove it—over, and over, and over again.


Chapter 3: Daddy’s Homecoming

We barely make it through the door before Daddy’s hands are all over me—hungry, possessive, greedy in a way that makes my knees go weak and my heart beat wild in my throat. The penthouse is dark except for the city lights glowing through the giant glass windows, and the second the door shuts, I’m pressed up against it, mouth claimed in a kiss so deep it blurs the whole world away.

“Couldn’t wait to get my hands on you, princess,” Daddy murmurs, voice thick with pride and want. His breath is hot on my cheek. “My pretty little slut, putting on a show for everyone tonight. You like making Daddy jealous?”

I can’t even speak. My lips are smeared, my cocklette drooling against my dress, plug throbbing so deep I might melt. I nod, breathless, aching, desperate for whatever comes next.

He lifts my chin. "Let’s see if my slutty girl can keep quiet, hmm? Or do I have to gag you so the neighbors don’t hear how needy you get for Daddy’s cock?"

His words make me shudder. I want to scream, to beg, to cry for more. "Whatever you want, Daddy. Please, just—use me. Ruin me. Make me yours."

He grins, wolfish, and with one swift tug, my coat and purse hit the floor. His big hands roam my body—palming my tits through the lace, squeezing my ass, tracing the outline of my plug and cocklette through the thin dress. "You’re trembling. Did you behave, princess? No touching yourself at the restaurant?"

"No, Daddy. I was good, I promise. Just… so wet for you."

He laughs, deep and low. "Good. Because tonight, you’re not cumming with that tiny cock. Not ever. You’ll take Daddy’s cock and say thank you, like a real sissy should."

My dress slips off with a single motion, leaving me in nothing but lace, diamonds, and that pretty pink plug winking between my cheeks. He hooks a finger in the band of my thong, yanking it down, letting it dangle off one ankle. My skin is flushed and buzzing, painted perfect for him, my hole clenching on the plug, desperate for more.

But then a bratty, sultry urge hits me and I lean into him, fluttering my lashes. "Daddy," I whisper, "Can I change into something even more appropriate for tonight? I… I bought it special for us. For Valentine’s night." I let my fingers trail down his chest, biting my lip. "Something that’ll really make you want to ruin me?"

He arches a brow, grinning, already knowing I’m about to put on a show. "Only if you do it right here, baby. Give Daddy a full view."

I saunter to the closet, hips swinging, then pull out my favorite new outfit: a sheer white lace bodysuit, high at the neck and scandalously backless, all floral patterns that barely hide anything. There’s matching garters, thigh-high white stockings, and little satin gloves—everything a slutty sissy needs to make her Daddy hungry.

Slow as sin, I pull the bodysuit up my legs, adjusting it so it hugs my bubble butt and tiny waist, the high neckline framing my tits perfectly. I slide my hands into the creamy gloves, then attach the garters, snapping the stockings tight. I twirl, giving Daddy the full effect—back arched, ass out, bare and perfect except for that pretty pink plug still winking between my cheeks.

He sits at the edge of the bed, not bothering to hide how hard he is, stroking his cock through his pants, eyes glued to every single move I make. "Only mine gets to see you like this, princess. Only Daddy gets the best slut in the world."

I pick up a single red rose from the vase on our nightstand and do a little curtsy, cheeky, bending way over so he gets the perfect view. "All yours, Daddy. Your good girl, your filthy little rose."

He crooks a finger, beckoning. "Now crawl here and show off for me, baby. Let Daddy see what he owns."

I drop to my knees, crawling over the plush rug, my ass swaying with every inch, the garters and lace stretching across my skin. The whole world narrows to his gaze—hungry, possessive, so damn proud. When I finally reach him, he cups my cheek, running his thumb over my lips. "You’re perfect, Brandi. Tonight, Daddy’s going to show you just how much he loves his pretty, wanton little slut."

Suddenly, he pulls me up and into his lap, making me straddle him right there at the edge of the bed. Daddy’s hands are everywhere—grabbing, groping, squeezing my tits and ass, greedy for every inch of me. He kisses me full on the mouth, wet and wanton, tongue plunging deep, breath hot and filthy against my lips. I grind down against his cock, feeling how hard he is even through his pants, loving the way he can’t get enough of me. And pressed between us, inside that tight lace bodysuit, my little clitty cocklette is rock-hard and dripping, the head smeared slick against the delicate fabric, leaking through the lace just for him. Daddy groans at the sight, fingers brushing over the soaked patch, making me whimper even more as I rut and grind in his lap like a desperate, needy slut. His mouth trails to my neck as he palms my chest, pinching my nipples through the lace, his other hand spreading my cheeks, squeezing hard. I moan into his mouth, dizzy and desperate, lost in Daddy’s arms and touch.

"Look at you. All this, just for me. You know how proud that makes Daddy?" His voice is softer now, but his eyes are hungry. "Let’s see what my little girl tastes like tonight."

He steers me to the edge of the bed and pushes me forward until my chest hits the sheets. I feel his hand on my lower back, pinning me in place, thumbs spreading me wide. The cool air hits my sissy pussy, already slick and messy. "Such a pretty hole," he says, voice reverent. "So fuckable. You want Daddy to eat his dessert?"

"Yes, Daddy, please—please—"

Daddy kneels behind me, his breath fanning across my slick, aching sissy pussy. He spreads my cheeks wide, admiring the way my entrance winks and flexes for him. Then, with a little grunt of approval, Daddy leans down and unclaps the bottom of my lace bodysuit, letting the crotch snap open with a wet little pop. Suddenly my clitty is free—rock-hard, glistening and twitching, drooling precum as it juts out in front, while in back, the jeweled plug and my sissy pussy are fully bared and exposed for Daddy’s hungry eyes. The air feels even colder, every inch of me on display, and I arch my back, loving the filthy thrill of being opened and offered up, slutty and helpless in his hands. He pops the plug, slow and careful, letting it clink to the floor. Instantly, I feel emptier, open, hungry, my hole twitching in the cool air, desperate for something to fill me again.

Then his mouth is on me—hot, wet, greedy, licking and sucking like my sissy pussy is the sweetest dessert he’s ever tasted. He flicks his tongue around my rim, swirling slow and teasing, letting spit dribble down before he plunges in deep, moaning just to let me feel the vibration. I sob into the sheets, body arching, heels scraping on the mattress, trying to push back and give him more.

Daddy’s tongue works everywhere—swirling, dipping, lapping at my most sensitive spots, teasing my rim and dipping inside, then sucking and nibbling just to make me squeal. He pauses just to bite and tug at my thighs, smearing spit and need everywhere, making a filthy mess of me.

I’m drooling, panting, crying out, begging for more. Every time I try to clench up, he just spreads me wider, his thumbs digging into my ass as he holds me open, forcing me to take everything. "That’s it, baby," he growls between licks, "Open up for Daddy. Let me taste every inch of my little slut."

My cocklette is pressed hard into the sheets, leaking helplessly, untouched, and all I can do is writhe and whimper while Daddy devours me from behind, tongue so deep I can barely breathe, my head spinning from the sheer filth of being eaten out like this.

"Taste so good, baby. Daddy’s favorite flavor."

He keeps eating, relentless, two fingers sliding in deep beside his tongue. I’m babbling, desperate, all my filthy promises melting into high, needy whimpers. I can’t even think. All I know is the ache, the stretch, the heat of his tongue and the weight of his hands. My cocklette is leaking onto the sheets, untouched, useless, just how Daddy likes it.

He adds another finger, stretching me open, rubbing that spot that makes my whole world flicker white. "Daddy’s going to make you cum without even touching that clit," he growls. "That’s what good sissy holes are for."

"Daddy, I—please, please—"

He doesn’t let up. His tongue works my pussy, fingers pumping, mouth filthy and praising between every lick. "So tight. So wet for me. Bet you want Daddy’s cock now, don’t you?"

I nod, sobbing, every muscle quivering. "Need it, Daddy. Need you to fill me up. Need to be your good girl."

He slaps my ass, making me squeal. "Beg for it."

"Please! Please, Daddy, I want your cock—I want to be filled up, want to be ruined, please, I’ll be so good, I’ll take it all—"

He stands behind me, towering and powerful, the sound of his belt coming undone echoing through the room and making my whole body quiver. I peek back, watching Daddy's hands—so strong, so certain—as he undoes his pants and lets them drop, boxers following. The heavy, hot slap of his cock against my stocking covered thigh makes me jolt. I bite my lip, staring back at him with wide, pleading eyes. My entrance flutters, still slick and gaping from his tongue, pink and needy and messy.

He doesn't just tease—he worships. Daddy reaches over to the bedside, popping open our big jar of slippery lube—the kind that always means I’m about to get wrecked. He coats his fingers in the slippery liquid and slathers a thick, shiny coat over his cock, then uses his other hand to get a nice handful and smear it all over my twitching, needy sissy hole, massaging it in, making sure every inch is slick and begging. When he grabs his cock at the base, stroking himself, it's extra glossy and wet, and then he rubs the swollen, leaking tip over my hole, smearing me with his precum, lube, mixing it with my own slippery hole. He drags the head up and down, slow and mean, pushing just the barest bit in, making me whimper and wiggle, desperate to be filled. He drags his tip over my clit, teasing my cocklette, then circles my sissy pussy, letting me feel just how badly I want it.

"You see that, baby? Daddy's cock is hungry for you. You ready to show Daddy how well you take it? Ready to be split open for your treat, princess?"

I nod frantically, nose buried in the sheets, hips arching back. My voice is just a gasp, all broken and desperate: "Yes, Daddy. Please. Please—I want it so bad. Want to be ruined."

He pushes in, slow and steady, the thick head forcing me open, stretching me wide, and I sob from the burn and the relief. Inch by inch, Daddy feeds me his cock, stopping every so often to let me clench and twitch, making me take every bit. I feel so small, so stretched, so perfect with him splitting me open.

He doesn't move, not yet—just holds me there, cock buried halfway, palms gripping my hips. "Breathe for me, baby. Take Daddy deep. Show me how greedy my sissy is."

I breathe, shaking, body melting around him. No matter how many countless times Daddy has stretched me open over the years, I can never get used to that first push inside—the thick ache, the way my pussy grips and burns, that shivery jolt that sends me instantly into the gooey, floaty sissy space in my head. I’m blushing just admitting this, but every single time, it feels brand new: his cock splitting me wide, taking me apart, making me his all over again. When I finally push back, desperate for more, he grins and plunges in the rest of the way, bottoming out so deep I can feel him in my guts. I wail, the sound muffled by the pillow, trembling, so full I can barely breathe. He gives me a moment, petting my back, whispering filthy praise about how good my pussy is, how tight I am, how much he loves seeing me ruined for him.

Then he starts moving—slow at first, drawing almost all the way out just to slam back in, each thrust making my whole body shake, every stroke making my sissy pussy clench and pulse. The slick sounds fill the room, every thrust a filthy slap, every moan a promise of just how owned I am. He goes slow, letting me feel every inch, making me work for it, hips rolling, grinding, opening me up more and more until I’m babbling, incoherent, begging for him to never stop.

He leans over, hand in my hair, lips by my ear: "You love Daddy’s cock, don’t you? Say it."

"I love it, Daddy. Love being fucked, love your cock, love being your slut—"

He fucks me harder, hips snapping, balls smacking against my clitty and my pearl sack (thats what he calls them) with every deep thrust, making my clit drool helplessly onto the sheets. I clutch the sheets, legs spread, face buried, whole body singing with the heat and ache and filth of it all.

"You’re perfect, Brandi. Daddy’s perfect little slut. Made for this, weren’t you?"

"Yes, Daddy. I’m yours. Only yours."

His hand wraps around my neck, pulling me up so I’m bent back against his chest. He whispers filth into my ear—how tight I am, how pretty I look with his cock splitting me open, how he loves seeing me ruined and messy and desperate. His other hand plays with my tits, rubbing them in greedy circles, tweaking my nipples through the lace until they’re stiff and tingling, then grabbing and squeezing, making me gasp and arch for more. Sometimes he alternates, one hand wrapping tight around my throat or grabbing my jaw, while the other rolls my nipples, pinching them just the way I like. When he wants to really drive me wild, he grabs my cocklette, not to stroke, just to squeeze, holding me in place and reminding me exactly who I belong to.

"No cumming yet," he warns. "Not until Daddy fills you up."

I whimper, legs shaking, body on fire.

And I see myself at the bedside mirror— I look utterly ruined and perfect: the white lacy bodysuit open at the crotch, my sissy clitty jutting out and leaking against the sheets with every bounce of Daddy’s cock inside me, my ass arched, plug glinting forgotten on the floor. My face is flushed, mascara just a little smudged, mouth open and eyes half-lidded in pleasure and submission. Daddy’s big hands are gripping my waist, one sliding up to squeeze and tweak my tits, fingers pinching my nipples through the lace, the other holding me wide and open so I can see every filthy inch of him driving into me from behind. In the mirror, I watch myself take him—slutty, desperate, my whole body quivering, a perfect sissy mess for him. I look so hot, so sexy, so shameless it makes me want to cry and brag all at once. Seeing myself like this, used and adored, only makes me clench tighter and beg for more.

He fucks me harder, faster, using me like a toy. I can feel his cock swelling, his grip tightening, breath coming in hot bursts.

"You want it, don’t you? Want Daddy to finish deep inside, fill you up like the good girl you are?"

"Please! Please, Daddy, fill me, make me your cumdump, I want to hold it all in, want to be messy for you—"

He groans, losing all restraint as he slams into me with hard, claiming thrusts, his cock swelling and pulsing deep in my sissy pussy. I feel the first hot splash of his cum shoot inside, and I can’t help but lose my mind—a helpless, wanton sissy, desperate to be bred. The feeling is everything—so much better than the regular boy orgasms I used to have, back before I became Daddy’s sissy slut. Now, when I cum like this, it’s not just my body but my whole soul that goes liquid. My clitty jerks and spasms, untouched but leaking and then squirting helplessly all over the sheets, and every wave is deeper, messier, and so much more right than anything I ever felt before. Sissygasms like this make me feel alive, whole, exactly who I’m meant to be. My legs kick, my hips jerk, my face contorts in a messy, mindless orgasm as I sob his name, drooling on the pillow, taking every last drop he gives me. I love the feeling of his cum flooding me, hot and thick, and how it instantly makes my pussy clench tighter around him, milking him for every spurt. I want it dripping down my thighs, want to hold it all in for him like the perfect little cumdump I am.

He doesn’t let me go—keeps me pinned down, cock still buried to the hilt, hand holding my waist so none of it escapes. He leans in, mouth pressed to my ear, breath hot and trembling as he whispers praise and filth. "That’s my girl. Daddy’s perfect little slut. Don’t you dare let a drop spill. I want you messy, plugged up, holding every bit of Daddy’s cum for me."

My whole body is shaking, still spasming, blissed out and utterly ruined. I nod, drooling, dazed, desperate to be everything he wants. I’m leaking from both ends, dizzy and floaty, full of Daddy’s cum and love and praise.

Tonight, I’m not just his girl—I’m his favorite, his filthy, needy, slutty little cumdump. And I never want to be anything else, ever again.


Chapter 4: Spoiled Rotten by Daddy

My body is still trembling, wrung out and messy, when Daddy finally lifts me up off the ruined sheets and draws me into his arms. I’m boneless, sissied-out, feeling so tiny and safe as he wraps his big arms around me and settles us both back against the headboard. His cock is still slick and half-hard, warm against my thigh, and his cum is thick and hot inside me, leaking slow between my legs and making me shiver all over again.

He strokes my hair, gentle now, all the roughness gone from his touch. "You did so well for me tonight, Brandi. Daddy’s proud of his perfect little girl."

Before I can even squirm away, Daddy grabs a warm, damp towel from the en suite, and I practically purr as he kneels between my legs, carefully cleaning every sticky, sensitive inch of me. The towel glides over my thighs, my belly, down to the mess leaking from my sissy pussy and pooling around the plug. He wipes me slow, almost reverently, not missing a spot, pausing to give my cocklette a teasing pat when he catches it twitching from the aftershocks. My skin tingles with every pass—my whole body extra sensitive, on edge and giggly. He spreads my cheeks gently, makes sure I’m spotless, then plants a kiss right above the plug, just to make me squirm.

When I think he’s finished, he pops the plug back in, and I gasp at the rush of being filled once again and not to worry about his cum dribbling out free at night. But Daddy’s not done—he grabs the big bottle of sweet-scented lotion from his nightstand, squirts a big dollop into his hands, and massages it into my hips, my ass, my thighs, working it in until my skin is glossy, pink, and tingling all over again. I love the way his hands move over me—possessive, gentle, and filthy all at once, like he’s marking me as his from head to toe.

He even takes the time to brush out my hair, fingers moving slow through the tangled strands, pulling them back from my sweaty face. "Good girls get pampered after Daddy’s made a mess of them," he murmurs, and I can’t help but nuzzle into his chest, feeling like the softest, prettiest thing in the world. He makes me sip water from his glass, makes sure I take deep breaths, all while his big arms cradle me tight, keeping me plugged, pampered, and safe.

My cheeks flush, and I melt even deeper into him, nuzzling against his chest. I love this part, almost as much as the rest—the come-down, the aftercare, the soft spoiling that always makes me feel more loved and owned than ever.

Daddy brushes a few stray hairs from my sweaty forehead and kisses my temple. His other hand is tracing slow circles on my back, fingertips dragging along the sticky, sensitive skin. "Still holding it in for me?"

I nod, giggling, feeling the squish every time I move. "All of it, Daddy. Just like you wanted."

He grins, then goes to his side of the walk in closet and walks out holding a slim, velvet box and a few designer branded shopping bags. "Open, princess." he said handing me the velvet box first.

I squeal, forgetting to act cool—my hands tremble as I flip open the box to reveal a gorgeous, glimmering anklet, delicate gold with little diamond hearts, his initials dangling right at the center. My heart pounds as Daddy takes it from the box, sliding down the bed to kneel at my feet. He holds my ankle gently in his big hands and looks up at me, eyes hot and proud.

"This isn’t just jewelry, princess," he murmurs, brushing a kiss to my instep. "This is a vow. My girl, my property, my good girl. Only you get to wear it. Only you make Daddy this proud."

He clasps it on with slow, careful fingers, making sure the dangling initials rest just on the softest part of my ankle. I wiggle my toes, breath caught in my throat, feeling more owned and adored than ever. Daddy doesn’t stop there—he brings my pedicured foot, still hugged by sheer white stockings, to his mouth and kisses along the anklet, making me gasp and giggle. "It means you belong to me. You’re Daddy’s, forever."

I can’t help myself; I throw my arms around his neck and pepper his jaw with messy kisses. "Daddy! It’s so pretty—I love it, I love you, thank you, thank you!"

"That’s not all," he murmurs, grinning even wider as he points to the two big glossy shopping bags that I'd forgotten about at that point. "Let’s see if these fit my princess’s spoiled little feet."

Inside—two pairs of the filthiest, most expensive designer heels I’ve ever seen. One pair is white with glittering straps, the other blood-red patent, heels so high it should be illegal. My heart is racing as I hold them up for him, breathless and beaming. "You want me to try them on, Daddy?"

"Right now," he says, voice low and hungry. "Show me which ones you like best."

Still naked except for my ruined Valentine's Night lingerie, I slip my feet into the white pair first—glittering straps hugging my arch, heels so tall my calves flex and my ass sticks out even more. I glance over my shoulder, pouting a little. "Daddy, you should’ve given me these earlier tonight—they would’ve looked so hot with my lingerie."

He just laughs, eyes glittering with mischief, as I do a slow, bratty turn, showing off my plugged, creamy sissy pussy, letting Daddy see the way my new anklet glints with every step. "Oh, I’ve got more planned for those heels, princess. You have no idea," he teases, giving my ass a playful smack as I sashay past. The promise in his voice makes my stomach flutter and my cocklette twitch, already imagining what filthy, decadent plans Daddy’s got waiting for me and these heels.

He whistles, smacks his lips, makes me walk across the room and back, demanding I "show off those pretty legs."

Before I try on the red patent pair, Daddy gives me a look—a silent order. I smirk and reach behind me, slowly peeling off the last scraps of my ruined Valentine's lingerie and then rolling down my white stockings and lace gloves, leaving myself in nothing but the sparkle of my jewelry and the afterglow of being Daddy's slut. I toss the lace and stockings onto the bed, and Daddy just grins, licking his lips as he watches me stand there—bare, jeweled, plugged and needy.

Only then do I slip my feet into the red patent pair, slow and showy so he can see the way my bare toes curl and the leather hugs my foot. These ones are so wicked—my hips sway, I give him a little slutty catwalk, even a lap dance, straddling Daddy and letting him run his hands up my calves and thighs as I bounce in his lap, all for him. "Such a filthy, expensive little tease," he growls, snapping pics with his phone for our private collection.

"Strike a pose, baby. Give Daddy your naughtiest look." I kneel on the mattress in nothing but heels, plug, and anklet, arching my back, hand on my cocklette, looking right at his phone with my best bratty pout and big, greedy eyes. I can tell he’s obsessed—he mutters, "Mine, all mine. No one else will ever get you like this."

Daddy whistles and claps, making me twirl, making me laugh, letting the praise and love pour over me until I feel like the luckiest girl alive.

He tugs me back down beside him, curling me under his arm, and presses another soft kiss to my lips. "There’s one more surprise, princess. We’re going to Italy. Tomorrow. We're taking the jet, all weekend, nothing but shopping, spas, and whatever filth we can get up to in Milan."

My mind spins with a dozen filthy daydreams: Daddy marching me through the golden doors of Via Montenapoleone, plug deep inside me, my thighs trembling as I try on designer panties for his approval—salesgirls whispering, knowing, as he chooses the laciest, tiniest ones for his bratty American sissy. Or a spa day in a marble-tiled palace, Daddy insisting on a 'special' massage just for me while I squirm under practiced hands, thinking only of how I’ll show off for him later, desperate for his praise. The thought of him using me in a hotel suite, windows open to the city, Milan glittering outside while I ride him in nothing but heels and anklet, the world unaware of how thoroughly Daddy owns me. I want it all—every outrageous, decadent, forbidden thing Daddy can think of. Maybe even a private club, where Daddy shows me off, making me take a stranger’s hand, just to see me blush and brag for him.

And then he sits up, wicked glint in his eyes, and says, “Let’s pack, princess.” I squeal, giddy, as he opens my suitcase on the bed and starts picking out everything himself. Only the prettiest plugs, all my best lingerie, every designer heel, new toys still in their boxes—he lines them up, vetoes anything "not slutty enough," laughs and says, “No boring clothes, baby. You’re not packing a single thing that isn’t pure sissy filth.” The thrill of being 'curated' by Daddy—having him choose what I’ll wear, what I’ll be, who I am for the whole world—makes me float. By the end, my suitcase is a riot of lace, plugs, silk, and sparkle, and I can barely stand still from excitement.

I squeal so loud I almost scare myself, flopping back against the pillows, my face hurting from smiling. I can’t even process it—all I know is I’m Daddy’s girl, Daddy’s spoiled, owned, worshipped little sissy, and my life just keeps getting filthier and sweeter with every single day.

For a while, we just bask in the warmth—Daddy spooning me, hands still petting and rubbing, the room thick with the scent of sex and perfume and leather. My brain is fuzzy, heart thumping, body feeling both completely ruined and somehow brand new. I love the way he holds me—gentle, safe, like I’m something precious and breakable. Like I belong to him in every single way.

He lets me lay there, soaking up the afterglow, until I finally whisper, "Daddy?"

"Yes, baby?"

I hesitate. The words come out soft, a little scared. "Do you ever… think I’m too much? Too slutty? Or not enough? For you?"

Daddy’s answer is instant, deep, unshakeable: "Never. Not for a second. You’re everything I want—my perfect, filthy, beautiful girl. You belong to me, Brandi. Nobody could ever take your place."

I let out a shaky breath, warmth blooming through me. "Even if I want to go even further? Try dirtier things?"

He grins, teeth wicked. "Especially then."

I giggle, feeling silly and brave. "Maybe in Milan you could… take me shopping dressed just like earlier. Or… plug me up and make me go out for clubbing wearing nothing but heels and your cum."

He laughs, pinches my thigh, kisses my cheek. "Anything you want, baby. I’ll make you the filthiest, happiest girl in Europe."

I’m blushing, breathless, glowing from head to toe. I snuggle in, letting the moment stretch, feeling every inch of Daddy’s love and approval. I reach for my phone, open the Bliss’d girlies group chat, and angle my ass just right—snap a perfect, creamy, lewd pic of my plugged up, creampied pussy with the anklet winking in the shot. "I was a Good Girl Today," I caption it, with a line of pink heart emojis. Daddy peeks over my shoulder, reads the caption, and gives my ass a playful slap. "Send it. Make them jealous. Let everyone see who you belong to."

My girlies blow up the chat with praise and filth and more than a little envy. I send them hearts, feeling smug, loving that I’m Daddy’s favorite, Daddy’s best.

After, I curl up against his chest, listening to his heartbeat, body and mind humming with everything I am—his sissy, his prize, his little cumdump and princess and slut. My life is everything I ever dreamed: messy, gorgeous, filthy, and free. Daddy’s girl. Daddy’s world.

His scent is everywhere—leather, sweat, cologne, the sharp bite of sex. I bury my nose against his chest and breathe deep, letting it settle me, letting it soak right into my bones. The steady thump of Daddy’s heartbeat fills my ear, his hand never leaving me, his palm heavy and warm, fingers tracing the anklet on my ankle like he’s counting every second I belong to him. I close my eyes and just float, cocooned in Daddy’s arms, plugged, owned, sore, and deliriously happy.

My mind spins with all the dirty, sissy thoughts I could never have even whispered back when I was hiding: how proud I am of my ruined little cocklette, how much I crave his cum every night, how right it feels to be on display, on my knees, used and dressed up for Daddy alone. I want everyone to know what I am. No, that’s not true—I want them jealous. I want them wishing they could be Daddy’s favorite, too.

For the first time in my life, I finally know what it means to be wanted for every messy, bratty, hopelessly cock-addicted inch of me—not in spite of it, but because of it. I don’t just belong to Daddy. I belong to myself, too. The best, filthiest, most beautiful sissy I could ever have imagined becoming.

I squeeze him tighter, roll my hips to feel the plug press deeper, and whisper, "Goodnight, Daddy. Keep me plugged, keep me yours, keep me filthy forever."

He laughs softly, kisses my temple, and promises, "Always, princess."

And if you want to know what happened that weekend in Italy… well. Maybe I’ll tell you next time.

For now? I belong here, tangled up in Daddy’s arms, with his hand claiming my ass, thumb pressed possessive and slow right against my plug. The soft sheets cling to my lotion-slick skin, and I can still taste him when I lick my lips. Every time I wriggle my hips or shift my thighs, I feel that ache—plugged, filled, Daddy’s cum trapped deep in my sissy pussy, marking me as his. The sheets are sticky under me, my thighs glossy with a creamy mess, and I honestly hope the stain never comes out. I want it to stay forever, a filthy little trophy of just how good I was tonight.

***

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


Claimed by Her: A Gentle Domme FLR Romance
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Marc never knew surrender could feel like this. 
Not until Sophie—brilliant, bossy, and hungry to own every inch of him—pulls him into her world. 


He wants her to take control. She wants to see him beg. 
And neither of them wants to hold back. 


Nights with Sophie are nothing but rules and rewards: her voice in his ear, her body pinning his down, her praise making him desperate to be her good boy. She calls the shots, sets the pace, and isn’t shy about using her mouth, her hands, or the plug she keeps in his drawer to remind him exactly who he belongs to. For Marc, obedience turns into addiction—he can’t get enough of her orders, her filthy talk, her slow, wicked smile when he finally gives in. 

Sophie loves it all—the way Marc melts for her, how easy he is to ruin with a single command, how he blushes when she says he’s hers. She loves making him wait, drawing out the tension, dragging her tongue down his body until he’s begging for release. Every night, she finds a new way to claim him, to keep him right where she wants: on his knees, aching for her touch, hungry for her approval. 

If you’re craving a romance where the woman takes charge and the man loves every second of it—where every chapter simmers with praise, punishment, and pleasure—dive in. 
Claimed by Her  is a filthy, slow-burn FLR romance full of needy submission, teasing dominance, and two people discovering just how much they want to belong. 

Ready to be owned? So is he. 

Direct Link: https://mybook.to/7K0U
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The Feminized Cuckold Collection !
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Not every husband is meant to lead. Some are meant to serve. 

The Feminized Cuckold Collection is a steamy collection of Bi-curious cuckold short stories and novellas  featuring sissy training, chastity, husband humiliation, dominant bulls, and wives who love seeing their men transformed.  Each story explores a different couple’s journey into ultimate submission—where the husband doesn’t just watch but is trained, dressed, and molded into the perfect little pet for both his wife and her lover/lovers. 

Expect steamy power shifts, feminization, deep humiliation, and complete submission , all wrapped in sizzling hot encounters where the lines of control are redrawn, and new desires are embraced. 

If you love cuckold, sissy, and stories of husbands learning to obey both. If you enjoy stories where husbands become wives, caged cucks become obedient pets, and bulls take their rightful place, this series is for you. 

Get ready to kneel. The training starts now. 

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

***


“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. 

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