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CHAPTER 1

One of the things me and Clark, my sugar daddy during college, had a little difficulty with, was the timing of sex. As an undergrad student with classes starting at 9:00 a.m., if I had free time, it was often late into the nights and Clark, who was much older and working as a high level executive for an engineering company, was usually available in the afternoons on weekdays. Sure, I would go see him after class whenever I could, but only as a strict bottom sissy, I didn't always have enough time to get dolled up and ready for him. It was a meticulous routine that involved taking a long bath, shaving my legs, exfoliating my skin, shaving my arms and, the hairs around my privates, cleaning myself inside and out, and filling myself with my favourite rose lube and glitter lotion all over my body before finally changing into a cute pair of panties, stockings and a girly shirt or a chic dress. On a lot of special occasions, I'd even put on some lipgloss and fake lashes to appeal as sissy as possible for my Daddy. My fellow sissies can surely relate, that preparing for a date with your man can be a pretty lengthy and tedious process.

Because of this, there were many days when I would visit Clark after school for dinner, and I would have to stop his advances because I hadn't had ample time to fully prepare and I didn't want him to see me naked when I’m any less than my best. That usually just meant that I could only please him with my mouth and it became a weekly thing where I would swallow him during my afternoon lunch break if he wasn't at work and go back to my evening classes. We still had anal sex but it was much less frequent than you might imagine and it became something that we'd planned in advance for. For instance, if we took a weekend trip somewhere and stayed at a hotel or a cabin, both of us knew we'd be having mad sex so I would go get my body hairs waxed at a local Korean salon (only my legs and underarms though). The positive side of not doing it as often as we both liked, was the fact that sex still felt very special whenever we did it, it was like we were still in our honeymoon phase even after a little over 2 years of being in this relationship and I enjoyed feeling Clark inside of me as much as I did when I lost my cherry to him a couple of years ago.

One year, with the summer holidays right around the corner Clark suggested we spend my 20th birthday in Aruba. It would be my first time out of the country and I wanted nothing more than to unwind from my finals and celebrate my birthday with my handsome daddy. Clark was 55 and was more than twice my age but I never felt more comfortable with any man than when I was with him. We met online via the Seeking website and I was very attracted to his mature daddy personality. All throughout my high school and college I never found guys my age to be attractive because of how immature and imbecile they all were. Clark was my first and he treated me like his baby girl and I could be my feminine self around him, something that I've had to conceal all my life. We did get weird looks from time to time in public and we decided to hardly show any PDA because of it, but when in private, it was really a normal, romantic relationship, it wasn’t about the money like how most sugar relationships are.

Clark told me he'd book everything for us and would even pack for me. All I needed to do was show up with toiletries and my Passport and ID. The surprise element was so very exciting and I couldn't think of a better way to spend my 20th birthday than with the man of my dreams in the white sand beaches of Aruba. It couldn't have come fast enough. In the meantime, I decided to get a Brazilian wax for my entire body, except for my pubes. It's not that I didn't want to get my pubic area waxed but I have always felt shy about that. I can just shave it with a razor myself. I scheduled the appointment three days before departure so that I could be silky smooth for my daddy.

The underarms always hurt more than the legs and thighs but it was a small sacrifice to feel sexy and confident when I’m with my daddy. As for my special parts, I left a little landing strip about 2 inches above my cute dick and completely removed the rest with the razor and tweezers. My butt hole, which Daddy has always called my ‘pussy’ didn't have much hair to begin with, but I made sure to shave the few loose hairs around that area. Clark had a thing for my pussy and in early phases of our relationship he would beg me to send him close up photos of my ‘pussy’ for his eyes only. I never understood why anyone would find my pussy attractive but I felt naughty and sexy doing it for him and if he enjoyed it, then that's all that mattered to me. Ever since then, I always kept myself groomed down there. I wanted to look my best for Clark, my daddy, even under my panties and he always appreciated the effort.

Few weeks passed and we flew in first class for Aruba on my actual birthday, a Thursday. We would be returning back only on Monday and that's all I was told about the trip. On the date of our departure, I got a text from Clark telling me to wear a cute thong and stockings for him so I picked out my hot pink thong and a pair of Wolford black silk stockings that both of us loved on me. I wore all of these underneath my low cut baggy boy jeans along with a plain black cotton unisex t-shirt. The rest of my clothing for the week had been meticulously picked out by Clark in secrecy as he insisted on surprising me with all new outfits for this trip. I had no idea what I’d be wearing for him all through the weekend, The thought of it all was so exciting for me. I was also excited to use my original age to get into bars legally for the first time and was really looking forward to that.

Clark picked me up in the afternoon and we drove to the airport in his Mercedes. He had two small suitcases one in pink which I suspected was mine and he carried them both for me, which made me feel like "his girl". Upon arriving at the TSA, I suddenly felt nervous that the agent patting me down would somehow detect my thong and thigh high stockings that I was wearing underneath my jeans but I got through without any unusual attention and we boarded our flight to Aruba.

In the plane I leaned my head onto my Daddy's shoulders and we held hands. Just even thinking about how much sex we would be having made my heart beat extremely fast and I had a small erection in my panties for most of the flight. I felt his manly hands tighten the grip around my soft fingers as if he knew what I was thinking.

After landing, we checked into a suite at the Hyatt and I was blown away by the luxurious suite and the view of the beach. We also had a big jacuzzi tub and a little living area. As I was admiring the evening view from the window, Clark kissed my neck and wrapped his arm around my waist. He hastily moved to remove my black t-shirt and surprised me by even unbuttoning my jeans. He removed my clothes rather aggressively like someone who had been thinking about crazy fucking all day long. We weren't in the room for even 10 minutes and I was standing in front of him wearing nothing but my sexy pink thong, silk thigh-high stockings and heart shaped hot pink pasties that I recently bought from the internet on my nipples (Amazon wasn't as popular an option back then as it is today). The room temperature was perfect and I have to admit, I felt really slutty in my skimpy little outfit, if you could even call it that. I was ready to have sex right then and there, but Clark surprised me by handing me a small velvet bag with a cute bow on it.

"Happy birthday my cutie pie. I love you." He wrapped his strong arms around me and presented me with the deep purple bag. Inside there was a small jewellery box.

"Awww. I love you too Daddy. You didn't have to. What is it?" I slowly opened the box and inside was a cute little gold plated buttplug with a heart shaped purple crystal on the end as a decoration along with a gold anklet with purple and white gemstones on it. Realizing what it was, I blushed a bit.

"I thought I would start off by giving you a small gift Joey. Do you like it?" my Daddy asked me.

It was my first buttplug and I'd always wanted one, but being so shy about sex toys, I reached for the anklet first.

"It's so, beautiful baby. I love it", I felt fluttered. I tilted my head back as Clark's arms remained tightly wrapped around my tummy and gave him a light kiss. He helped me put on the anklet on my right ankle.

"You can wear this anklet whenever you have my other gift inside of you. That way I'll know whenever you're ready for sex baby." Clark's hands were now massaging my breasts. I was pleased to see my pink heart stickies staying on my nipples the entire time he squeezed my soft little tits. He leaned in for another kiss and I opened my mouth happily and invited his tongue inside. I was pretty turned on by then and I took Clark's clothes off too with some assistance and cooperation. He was rock hard and beautiful as always. His cute pot belly was peppered with gray and black hairs that led all the way to his large 8 inch cock. He once told me he took the blue pill or whatever for making him hard, but I'd like to think that I was the reason for his erection and not some little pill. Either way, seeing how turned on he was made me even more hornier.

I looked my daddy in the eyes and took a literal breather from making out. He was still standing behind me and we were both facing the beautiful white beach. I could see Daddy's naked body in the reflection of the window. The sight of my naked daddy always turned me on. He was a well built, wide, 250lbs with thick body hair all over with large thighs and a eight inch erection to match. I was four inches shorter than him and about half his weight, no body hairs and a 4 inch thin cute erection at its largest. I always marveled at the contrast even though we were both gay men. I reached back and grabbed his beautiful cock. It was too irresistible. His hands massaged my recently waxed thighs.

"Can you help me try my birthday gift daddy?" my voice was getting higher and more flirty which I knew Clark would recognize as a sign of me getting hornier.

"Of course my cutie pie. Is your pussy smooth for me?"

I slipped my thong to the side and spread my feet just enough so that Clark's fingers could reach down there. I held his hand and guided his fingers right to my warm little hole. It turned me on that he called it my pussy and it just felt so appropriate for a sissy like me. I felt his slightly cold hands put a gentle pressure on my pussy and rub me there in a sensual circular motion.

"I shaved it just for you daddy", I whispered to him as he kissed me with full tongue and it prevented me from saying anything else. I moaned with his tongue in my mouth which seemed to turn him on even more as his kisses got more and more passionate and wilder.

Clark reached over to the table and grabbed my new buttplug as well as some lube that was also in the gift bag. He also grabbed the anklet and put it on my right ankle. "Don't forget to put this on, ok baby?" Clark reminded me.

I turned around to face my man and our tongues swirled around each other's mouths again. I could kiss him all night. I closed my eyes and let myself get sucked into the moment. I felt the cold metallic buttplug press on my hole and I relaxed my muscles to allow Clark to push it in. I wrapped my arms around Clark and held onto his shoulders tightly with my face pressed against his hairy chest. He pressed a little harder and a little moan escaped from my lips. I reminded myself to relax. Clark started to play with the buttplug just a tiny bit, pushing it in and out. In, out, in a slow and steady rhythm, each time pushing in just a little bit more than previously until my boi-pussy swallowed the buttplug and sucked it into my body. I remember it being a little more painful than I'd imagined but once it was inside, the initial discomfort turned into a sensual, erotic feeling that made my legs a little weak. Clark readjusted my thong back and slipped it to where it belonged, covering the crystal base of the buttplug with the thin strip of pink cotton between my bubble butt cheeks.

"There. How does that feel, baby girl?" Clark asked.

"Daddy, I love it. I feel like I have a piece of you inside of me. It's making me really, really horny for you daddy." I moaned.

"Happy Birthday baby!" Clark kissed me on the forehead. "It's making me really horny too, see?" He took my hand and put it on his hard cock to show me how turned on he was. He removed my panties and once again wrapped his hands around my tummy from behind. I was now naked other than my thigh high stockings and heart-shaped pasties. He began to play with my cock and the sensation of having a buttplug inside and being stroked from behind by my old lover was overwhelming. I started moaning and panting heavily and my mind went blank like a Bimbo. I felt weak to the point of not being able to remain standing up but Clark was a strong man and he held me upright with his other arm. We remained standing as he played with my cock from behind.

"Daddy..." I attempted to speak to him in between moans.

"Yes baby girl?" he slowed down the pace of his strokes.

"Can you do that thing for me where you put your penis inside of me and make me feel really good?"

"Inside where, my baby girl?" Daddy teased me, wanting me to say it aloud.

"My pussy, daddy!" I said with a hint of embarrassment. It still felt weird calling it that myself. "Please? I want to feel you inside of me on my birthday."

"OK there baby girl. I love you" Clark said. He was always the sweetheart.

"I love you too." I made a quick bathroom stop to rub some baby oil on my body, some pink lipgloss and gave myself a few sprays of my favorite Juicy Dior J’Adore perfume. I found Clark already laying on the King size bed stroking his cock, I crawled over to him and put that huge daddy cock in my wet mouth and started giving him a blowjob. Having the buttplug inside me while sucking his majestic cock turned me on like never before. I looked up and saw him staring down at me so I took his 8 inches as deep as I could down my throat and started bobbing up and down on his dick. He told me to slow it down because he was about to cum and a part of me wanted him to shoot his load right in my mouth. I would've swallowed him like I always do but this night we both wanted more than that.

He pulled my head off of his cock and asked me to get on my hands and knees in doggy. I spread my legs apart and turned my butt toward him and got on all fours. He kissed my pussy with the buttplug still inside and I could feel his tongue rotating in circles around my hole under the base of the plug. He pulled the buttplug out, which took a little more effort since it was lodged in there pretty tight. He moved closer and I felt his penis come in contact with my pussy.

"This is my favorite part right here Daddy", I moaned from the doggy style position.

For the entire two years that I dated Clark, he always was gentle and respectful about my needs when it came to anal sex. He knew he was larger down there, than the average man (although I'd never had seen another cock up close until his) and he always made sure to not cause any pain or discomfort for me.

He gently pushed the mushroom head of his cock inside of me and paused to let my pussy relax around it and stretch open. His dick went in much easier than usual, thanks to the buttplug that I was wearing until mere seconds ago. My eyes began to tear up as they frequently did during sex and I buried my face in my pillow to wipe them off. It kind of became a habit to moan into a pillow because Clark lived in an apartment that wasn't very soundproof. That night in Aruba, however, I knew I could be as loud as I wanted as I let out a few really audible moans.

One of the weirdest things that happens to me, even till this date, is that my penis gets really small during these first moments of penetration. It gets harder later but during the first few minutes of bottoming, my penis shrinks to about an inch. In the beginning, I preferred to have sex in the dark because I was so conscious and I was embarrassed about my dick size but by my 20th birthday I was totally ok with the lights being on and I actually wanted him to see me for the sissy I am. I wanted him to see our bodies connect and share an intimacy that nobody else in the world can say they've experienced with me.

On that night I was in the doggy style position for the entire time. I don't know how I remember these things yet I can't remember my best friend's pets name, but it was one of the most memorable fucks I've ever had in my life. Let's just say Daddy fucked the brains out of me that night. I remember thinking how much I wanted to be with him for the rest of my life and how certain I was that I was a sissy. There was always a hint of doubt that maybe being attracted to cocks was a "phase", but as Daddy was pumping his love in and out of me, any cloud of uncertainty dissipated away. I ended up squirting like a girl, all over the pillow and the bed and almost immediately after, Clark ejaculated a large load deep inside my body. The pillow that my face was on, had huge wet spots from the tears that kept running down my face as well as my cum that fizzled out of my 4 inch erection. They were all evidence of an explosive, steamy sex session.

We both hugged each other in silence after that and he picked me up and carried me to the jacuzzi. We took a bath together and he told me about a LGBTQ beach party down at one of the nearest beaches to our hotel that we could go to. We talked about how Aruba was very non-judgmental and we could even hold hands in public at certain beaches. He even bought me a sexy pink neon bikini, he told me to put it on as we headed to make out in the jacuzzi. He also revealed that he had another gift for me as a surprise tomorrow. Oh, and also he made me cum one more time in his mouth too but we did that kind of stuff all the time. Being in a bikini in front of others would be a whole different story. I decided I would wear my new buttplug to the party tomorrow and Clark would know because I would have my anklet on.

Chapter 2: The Next Day Surprises

On the morning after I turned 21, I woke up, wearing only my pink French satin knickers, still slightly hungover in an unfamiliarly large King size bed, next to Clark, my 55 year old daddy bear. We celebrated the night before with some champagne and birthday sex, followed by some more champagne and some more sex. My phone showed 9:20 a.m but it was still dark in the room thanks to the luxurious blinds covering the windows of the honeymoon suite at the Hyatt. Clark was already awake by this time and he performed the duties of my alarm clock by gently petting my soft thighs and making love around my hairless pubic areas. Prior to this surprise birthday trip, I had gotten my legs and underarms waxed professionally and I had plucked out all my pubic hairs so I didn't have to worry about unwanted stubbles or ingrown hairs on my body in the morning. Still half asleep, I closed my eyes and cherished how nice it was to wake up next to my first lover, who had accepted me for the effeminate, insecure and inexperienced young sissy that I was, on my 20th birthday weekend.

Clark got out of bed and went into our luggage and pulled out a small box with a ribbon on it. He rolled the blinds up and the bright, morning beach sun reminded me that I wasn't at home, back in Savannah, where fog was the typical scenery in the summer mornings. The night before, Daddy gave me my first butt plug and we had some fun with it before we transitioned to steamy, sensual anal sex. For me, sex represented the ultimate gift from Clark. It was what I yearned for the most and being able to share my body with him, and only him, made me feel so loved and feminine. For the three years that we dated, he was always the top and I was his bottom; just one of many reasons I felt we were a perfect match, like two perfectly fitting puzzle pieces that connected with one another, both emotionally and physically.

Clark walked back to the bed, rested the box with the ribbon next to me and said, "I have another present for you. You can open it after we shower, ok?"

"Oh my gosh, I love you Daddy," I replied, feeling overwhelmed by his thoughtfulness and generousness.

The shower in our suite was separate from the main bathroom and it was plenty large enough for the two of us, you can see the shower from the bed because of the glass. I rolled out of bed, brushed my teeth and joined my boyfriend who was already naked and under a stream of hot water. Once we were together in the shower, he used an enema kit twice to clean me thoroughly inside my ass. Once in a while he would stick a finger in there with some soap and we would kiss as we embraced each others' wet hot bodies.

"I feel your heartbeat, Joey," he said to me as he gently massaged my prostate from the behind. His other arm wrapped around my neck as he pulled me closer to his body, my back coming into full contact with his hairy chest.

"It's beating for you, daddy," I replied as I turned my head around and stared into his blue eyes. We slowly closed our eyes and kissed under the shower stream, occasionally letting our tongues get tangled. His middle finger gently massaged the inner linings of my pussy wall.

I could feel his dick getting hard again and I began to moan into his mouth. I have a soft spot for kissing and Clark knew that it was a sure way to get me into the mood for sex. I grew a small erection again also, and Clark probably thought it was because of his finger in my pussy, but it was actually because of his passionate mouth.

After a few minutes, he pulled his soapy fingers out of my butt and we stepped out of the shower together, helping each other dry off with fresh hotel towels. He draped the towel around my chest in a feminine way and began to stroke my clitty. That was what Daddy called my penis and I didn't mind. If anybody else had called it that, I would have taken offense, but with Daddy, it made me want to snuggle up in his muscular arms. He just had a way to make me feel so feminine and feel like his girl.

"What was my baby girl's favorite part about her 20th birthday?", Clark asked me as he continued to play with my cock. He picked me up by my hairless armpits and carried me to the bed. He laid me on my back on the edge of the bed and spread my thighs apart, lifting them into the air and sunk his lips onto my pussy hole. I could feel his tongue making circular motions around my opening as he continued to make out with my most intimate areas.

"So, what was your favorite part about last night?" He went right back to penetrating me with his tongue after he asked me that question, making all kinds of squishy sounds with his mouth.

The night of my birthday remains in my memory, like how we remember dreams, in fragments, with uncertainty of what exactly transpired and in what order. We had flown in from Savannah in the afternoon and Clark gave me a cute butt plug and an anklet as a present in our hotel room upon arrival. We had sex almost right away and then Clark gave me some poppers to inhale for round two. That's what he called it, but I honestly didn't know what I was ingesting. I did trust my daddy with all my heart and I was excited about all the things we would be doing together for my 20th birthday, so I inhaled the potent stuff without hesitation. Clark took one too, along with his regular Viagra dose. He was a handsome 55 and while his muscular, burly body might've made him look sexually fit, he told me he needed extra support to keep up with a young sissy bottom like me. I definitely noticed a difference in the size of his erection and his stamina when he took those supplements.

The effects of my poppers started taking effect shortly after and I remember my body feeling warm and sensitive all over. I remember wanting to hug my boyfriend and be in his arms. Hugs turned to kisses, kisses into blowjobs, and soon after I was getting fucked in my dream state as minutes turned into hours. Every now and then, Clark would take a break from having sex to give me a full body massage with a sweet smelling oil and it was the best feeling in the world. My eyes rolled back as my body went into an orgasmic state, full of energy and feeling weak at the same time without even having a regular ejaculation. As I closed my eyes to take it all in, I could feel his penis enter my body once again, pumping me with his love. The poppers had made my dick too small to stroke but I think I had several sissygasms from him just fucking me like the sissy I am. He asked me where I wanted to receive my birthday cum and almost instinctively I told him I wanted it in my mouth. We kissed some more and the next thing I knew, I had my Daddy's cock in my mouth as he was shooting sperm down my throat. It was the first time I swallowed him after sex and he seemed to like it. It wasn't anything I had planned on doing. I was just so turned on at that moment and I wanted to show Clark that I would do anything for him. We cuddled, naked the rest of the night as the poppers wore off and we dozed off to sleep.

"I think my favorite part about last night was when you squirted spermy stuff in my mouth daddy," I said, as Clark continued to make out with my pussy. He kissed my tiny erection with his sweet lips and began to rotate his tongue around the tip, while taking my penis all the way in his mouth. His hands rested on my tummy, right above my cute butterfly tattoo on my waistline and he began to give me a blowjob, slow at first and gradually faster, eventually bobbing up and down to full speed, matching the rhythm of my accelerating heartbeat. My breathing turned into very feminine moans with every exhale. I was close to orgasm. I reached for Daddy's hand below my belly button and guided his index finger to my mouth. His finger extended straight like a small penis and I put it into my mouth and began to suck on it. That was our secret signal of letting him know that I was about to cum. We had done this before in a tent during a camping weekend we took, where I couldn't make much noise. He recognized it right away and maintained his pace as I tensed up and exploded into my daddy’s mouth. Daddy always swallowed my cum from day one and this time was no different.

"It was my favorite part of last night too, baby girl. But tonight I want to squirt inside your tummy," Clark said to me as he helped me sit upright on the edge of the bed. "I want to put my babies inside of you tonight, Joey. I want to breed you!" Hearing this made my tiny deflating clitty to twitch on its own.

He got dressed into his shorts and polo shirt, and as I was putting a fresh pair of satin boy shorts and an effeminate shirt on, he handed me the box with the ribbon. "I almost forgot. This is my other gift for you."

Not fully dressed yet, I opened the rectangular box to pull its contents and it was a pink and white polka dot bikini set, the kind you tie on both sides at the waist. The top was a typical halter top that could be tied behind the neck.

"Oh my god it's so cute daddy," I told my burly daddy.

"I think you'll look so hot in it. Here, let me help you try it on." Clark seemed eager to see me model for him in my new bikini. I took my panties and t-shirt off and he helped me tie the string around my waist and behind my neck. It was perfect. Since I didn't have a cleavage, the halter top style didn't make my flat chest look so awkward.

"There's an LGBT friendly beach called Eagle here in Aruba. I think you should wear that today," Clark suggested.

The suggestion caught me completely by surprise. I had never dressed feminine in public before except for one Halloween party.

"Wait, what? I don't know daddy. I'm too shy for that."

"Don't worry babygirl, I'll be with you the entire time. You'll just be my sexy girlfriend."

It took a while to convince me but eventually I agreed to wearing my new bikini at the beach. I lathered my body with sun block and sprayed a little Dior (that has been a very popular brand since that time) perfume around my neck. I put on a cute little pink t-shirt that exposed my belly button and some windbreakers over my swimsuit and after a late breakfast we walked down to the lobby. I felt extremely nervous in the elevator, as if the world would be waiting to ridicule me as the doors opened, but to my surprise, everyone in the lobby just seemed to go about their business and paid no mind to a feminine 20 year old guy and his 55 year old boyfriend. We even held hands in the taxi line and by the time I got in the cab to go to the party at the Eagle Beach, I felt a lot more comfortable in my own skin.

The line to get into the beach party was already starting to get crowded by 12:00 pm and it was mostly the group of young jock types. I never really fit in with that crowd, even though we shared the same LGBTQ demographic. I've always found guys my age to be too superficial and too wild with their partying. I had a few gay friends who would go to the bars on weekends but they weren't my cup of tea. I preferred the older, mature, genuine and thoughtful men like Clark. We were asked by the host if we wanted a table or cabana for a fee but we passed. My insecure conscience was hoping I could have a little privacy with my daddy because it was my first time in a bikini in public, but Daddy was paying and I couldn't ask him to pay more for an already costly trip.

We bypassed the bar, which was already attracting a crowd of muscular guys and walked straight to the waters. Daddy held my hand the entire time which gave me some comfort. My heart was beating a hundred beats per minute but with each step I took with my man toward the waters, I felt a little more comfortable. I was glad I had a pedicure done and my pink painted toes looked pretty cute for my birthday weekend. I held onto one of his thick, hairy biceps with both my arms and he leaned in to kiss my cheek. When we got to the edge of the waters, I took off my shirt and windbreakers and instinctively jumped into the cold waters that had soft waves crashing every now and then, as if the water would turn me invisible.

Shockingly, there was no negative reaction from anyone. At least not noticeably. Not even from the party of 4-5 college boys right next to us. One of them even glanced over at me and gave me a warm smile. Clark jumped into the water right after me and we hung out and talked like a normal couple and after a little while, I forgot about the fact that I was wearing a bikini in a beach full of shirtless guys. Clark treated me like a lady and bought me drinks, legally now. We chatted at the edge of the shore, and I began to enjoy some of the stares I was getting from a few of the older men. It was only a few years prior that I hadn't even come out to anyone and I had doubts about my sexuality. The shame I had about being a sissy had evolved into confidence and pride. Never in a million years did I imagine being able to wear a bikini in public. I leaned into Clark and hugged him as we laid down on a towel on the white sand to show my appreciation. Other guys in my proximity looked at Clark as if to say, "lucky you."

It was around 4:00 p.m and the beach was now packed. I asked Clark if it was ok to go back to the hotel room.

"Do you think, maybe you can try to get me pregnant tonight for my birthday daddy?"

I bit my lip and gave my Daddy the best puppy dog face of mine.

"Of course, babygirl. Let's get you out of here." He said excitedly.

We said goodbye to a few people we met at the beach and caught a cab back to the Hyatt. Once outside of the LGBT enclave that was the beach, I felt a little self conscious again. I was wearing my t-shirt and windbreakers over my bikini but my navel area was exposed and I even had a little glitter lotion and lip gloss on. It was pretty obvious I was a queer femboy in appearance. Still, I made it back to the hotel without incident.

When we got back to our honeymoon suite, Clark washed off the chlorine first and I went right after him. He dried off and went straight to the bed naked as I admired his large, sexy body through the shower glass. He looked so muscular and soft at the same time, just with the right amount of black and gray body hairs across his chest, belly and thighs. His cock was in a semi-hard state, already about 6 inches but not erect fully and I couldn't wait to make it hard with my warm mouth.

Clark had packed some new lingerie for me so I decided I'd wear it for him as a way to thank him for helping me get over the anxiety of wearing a bikini in public. As I showered, I went through my usual thorough cleaning routine to make sure I was ready for sex with my Daddy; shaving, lathering and fingering my pussy with a little soap and water. Daddy loved to eat me out and ever since our first date, I'd always made sure to be extremely hygienic for him down there all the time. After drying off, I rubbed a clear coconut gel lotion all over my body and I inserted my butt plug that Daddy gave me the night before and wore the matching anklet to show him I had a plug inside of me. I finished with a little fruity glitter lotion on my thighs and breasts. My white bridal lingerie set consisted of 4 pieces; a satin thong, a micro mini skirt again in satin that hugged my bubble butt, fishnet stockings and a long sleeved, cutoff, see-through top. As I was wearing my lingerie for my daddy, I couldn't help feeling aroused and I yearned for his cock. I was ready to be his princess, babygirl, sissy wife for the night waiting to be bred.

I found Daddy on the bed, naked and fully erect now. I could tell he took his manly pill by seeing how plump his cock was. I walked over to him awkwardly with my plug underneath my thong and snuggled up into his hairy arms.

"I'm going to put a baby in you tonight. Is that OK, my babygirl?" He asked.

Clark was previously married and even had a kid (whom I'd never met and wouldn't want to) from his ex-wife but in that moment, it felt like I was his special girl, his new bride. I told him how much that meant to me and I would be honored to have him cum inside me, in my tummy.

I sucked his dick for a brief moment but we were both eager to have sex and the blowjob didn't last long. He asked me to get in the doggy position and I gladly obliged. He rubbed my slightly sunburned ass cheeks with his palms containing baby oil and pulled my white thong to the side, removing my buttplug in the process.

"Happy Birthday baby. I love you"

Before I could say I love you back to my Daddy, his 8 inch penis was pushing into my hole. Thanks to the plug that I had inside of me, I was pretty loose already and his cock just slid in with ease.

In between my moans that sounded like hiccups I cried his name into my pillow.

"Daddy, I love you too"

I could feel my man pumping in and out of me at full speed as he grabbed my hips. I found myself chewing on my pillow to deal with the intensity. The moment he touched my clitty, I exploded onto the bed sheets. My head was buried in the pillow, face down so I couldn't see the amount of fluids I was squirting but I knew it was a lot. It was one of those longer lasting orgasms I could remember and the intensity just seemed to increase with every thrust that Daddy gave me.

"Are you ready, baby?" My Daddy asked me.

I tried to catch my breath from my moaning to tell him that I was.

"Cum inside me, please Daddy. Please cum for me Daddy"

Clark let out a big masculine grunt and inserted his penis as far as it would go. My pussy felt loose and relaxed as he held my hips in place with both his hands. I normally can't tell when my man cums inside of me but this time it felt a little more wetter. Maybe it was just psychological but I felt his sperm splash around deep inside of me. As soon as he pulled out his cock, he replaced it with the butt plug. His cum was now smoking up my pussy walls.

We both collapsed onto the bed and I saw for the first time the large wet spot I had made on the sheets with my ejaculation. The sun was beginning to set and it casted a nice warm glow on our bodies. He held me from behind as I moved my thong back into place and he gently rubbed my smooth belly with his hands. Daddy was still semi-hard even after the large orgasm, as his little blue pills seemed to give him superpowers. We both fell asleep as he inserted his dick between my bubble but one last time about an inch and left it in there as I passed out, his arms cradling my tummy as though he had got me pregnant.

I still have the buttplug and bikini Daddy gave me for my birthday, and maybe I'll wear it one day for a special man. Daddy's career eventually took him to a different city while mine was just getting started. We maintained a long distance relationship for sometime in the beginning but it was obvious he was seeing other bois on Grindr and the other sites. He's now married to a different Eurasian woman now and I sometimes wonder if he still fantasizes about me while he’s with her. I wonder too, if Clark makes love to women as sensually as he did with me? I'm also curious if his wife knows of his side where he takes up sissies and femboys like me as lovers, but that's none of my business now. I still haven’t forgotten the special gift he gave me 8 years ago when he tried to get me pregnant. I’ll always remember my Daddy Clark.

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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