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"If I hear any complaints, I'll diaper you and lock you in your chastity cage for two months. No exceptions. Understand?" His voice is firm as he towers over me. His presence is overwhelming, and I can't help but feel the full weight of his dominance. Tears stream down my face as I look up at him.

"Please, Daddy, no... don't do that to me, please... I'll be good... I promise... please..." I plead, my voice trembling through the sobs.

He tilts his head slightly, a smirk playing on his lips. "Well, then, all you need to do is be a good boy, and we won't have to resort to that, will we?" His tone is almost soothing as he strokes my hair, and his other hand slips under my chin, gently lifting my face so our eyes meet. My makeup is ruined, mascara streaking down my cheeks. Before I can utter another word, his finger presses against my lips, silencing me. He leans in and kisses me, his tongue invading my mouth in a way that always makes me crave more of him. His hand softly caresses my cheek, and I feel a faint stir in my small, sensitive penis.

"Shhhhh, we both know what's best for you," he whispers. "All you have to do is be a good boy, a good little sissy cocksucker. We both know you can do that, can't you?"

I feel his cum slowly dripping from my sore rear, and my tight little hole pulses with a dull ache, still sensitive from the rough fucking I just endured. The faint welts from his leather whip sting painfully across my ass, a reminder of the harsh punishment he just delivered. The whip lies ominously on the table beside him, and just the sight of it fills me with a mix of fear and submission. The memory of the brutal whipping flashes through my mind, making me shudder.

I willingly follow his rules, knowing they bring him pleasure. Today, I’m dressed in nothing but a pair of delicate, thin ankle-strap open-toe clear heels with a 3-inch lift and dainty lace-top sissy ankle socks, all in a soft shade of bright pink. My toenails painted a bright pink to match, peek through the sheer white stockings that hug my shaved smooth legs, and finish at the front of my shoes. This is the everyday attire he insists upon in what I still call 'my' house, although it's clear it has become more his domain than mine.

When I walk across the room, the click of my heels echoes softly against the floor, a constant reminder of his control over me. Full makeup is a non-negotiable requirement—flawless foundation, bold eyeshadow, long lashes, and lips painted a seductive hue. He loves to see me this way—always prepared, always on display. And beneath it all, he insists I keep myself prepared for him—a well-lubricated, slippery little ass, ready for his pleasure at any moment. This has become the norm, a daily ritual that keeps me feeling both exposed, eternally horny, and intimately connected to him.

When he occasionally decides to dress me up more fully, transforming me into his perfect feminine sissy, I comply without hesitation. I find myself yearning for his approval and the way his eyes light up when he sees me obeying his every command. I do this willingly, savoring the thrill of his dominance and the deep sense of submission that courses through me. Even though it's called 'my' house, it has unmistakably become his territory, and I am more than content to live under his rules, to be molded by his desires, and to find my pleasure in his satisfaction.

Tears stream down my face as I press the side of my face against his strong, naked thigh. I’m on my knees before him, feeling small and vulnerable. He sits, completely nude, in his favorite leather chair—the one he’s taken to calling his ‘worship’ chair. It used to be a chair I would sit in, back when things were different, but now I am forbidden to even touch it. It’s his throne, the place where he watches me ‘confess’ my devotion to him. Today, he’s made it clear that I’m to start seeing other men—men he chooses, men he sends to my home. I’m not to question his decisions or his judgment. If a man shows up, I am to open the door, invite him in, and surrender to whatever he wants. Anything he desires, I am to provide. This is uncharted territory for me, something I’ve never done for him or any man, and the thought alone sends shivers of fear and anticipation down my spine.

A few years back, I used to work at his firm as a junior research analyst, fresh out of college with a heavy student loan. Thanks to the economy, I was essentially scraping from month to month on a paycheck that could’ve been considered a living wage in any other town in America except New York, where it felt and was only slightly better than minimum wage. So the fear of losing this job and ending up on the streets with a screwed-up credit score was a constant dark cloud over me back then. He was one of the partners at the company. A founding member of that insanely successful hedge fund. He was well into his late forties back then.

Two months into the job, I was called into his office on a Tuesday morning. It was unusual for a high-level executive to directly meet with a Junior Analyst like me. That too with someone who’s just been in it for a couple of months. My bitchy coworkers were pretty sure I was being called to be schooled for something I must’ve screwed up. But what happened in there was what has led me to be here. He offered me a ‘promotion’. Made me an offer; I couldn’t refuse. Much less in the state I was in. On my knees, between his legs, with a mouth full of cum and a throbbing little clitty between my legs. Apparently, when they did a comprehensive background check while hiring me, they found out about what I thought were my secret escapades on the internet. Being an absolute sissy for men. I signed my new ‘offer letter’ that Friday. On paper, I was promoted to become a personal analyst, reporting only to him with a full-time work-from-home schedule. In reality, I’ve been his kept sissy side piece since then. Now instead of crunching numbers, I munch on cum and get fucked for a living—a very more than comfortable living, I’d say.

He’s massive, towering at 6'2" with 240 pounds of pure muscle. Every inch of him radiates power and control. He could effortlessly lift me with one arm and throw me across the room if he wanted to; at least, that’s how it feels whenever he grabs me, pins me against the wall, or pulls me to the floor to take me as he pleases. He is the embodiment of the alpha male, and I have willingly surrendered to his dominance for almost a year now. At my slight 5'8" and barely 160 pounds, I’m kept just the way he likes—tight and toned, always ready for him. The idea of saying ‘no’ never even crosses my mind. I’m hopelessly addicted to him, to the feel of his cock, to the way he rewards my obedience with a firm yet loving hand.

I’ve confessed my deepest desires to him, admitting that I would gladly live with him and be his devoted bitch 24/7 if that’s what he wanted. I do this willingly, knowing it pleases him. Each time I offer myself up, whether standing before him or kneeling at his feet, he just smiles that knowing smile, the one that makes my heart race and my body ache with longing. His power over me is absolute, and I crave it. I live for these moments of surrender, for the way he looks at me with satisfaction as I declare my devotion over and over, knowing that this is exactly where I belong—at his feet, in his service, completely his.

“The first two are friends of mine. You’ll get used to it,” he says with a smirk. “I showed them pictures of you and told them all about what a good little slut you are. I talked you up big time. You should be grateful for that, you know. It was pretty funny—one of them asked if you suck cock. He wanted to know, ‘Does he suck cock? Will he swallow my cum? My wife won’t do that.’ I had such a good laugh. But we both know you do, don’t we, my favorite slut? He’s coming over this Friday. Are you going to be a good little cocksucker for him? Are you, my little princess?”

“Please, Daddy, please, I’ll do it for you. You know I will. Just don’t put me in the cage. I’m begging you. I’ll be good. I’ll make him happy. I promise,” I plead desperately, my voice trembling as I look up at him, my eyes full of fear and determination to please.

I cry softly as I say that to him. I feel my butt sting and throb from my whipping. I feel him move my head toward his semi-erect and wet cock. He just fucked me hard after he whipped me, with me restrained over the spanking horse in the basement. The spanking horse he meticulously built himself, positioned right next to the shelf with my now expansive collection of dildos and chastity cages he put there—the cages that terrify me to think about. He did that to make a point.

He made me beg to please other men for him, to be his whore, all while he fucked me relentlessly for over half an hour. I cried and whimpered through every word, my body stretched tight, my wrists and ankles restrained over the horse. He started with the short whip, landing ten sharp, stinging blows on each cheek and thigh. The pain made me cry out, tears streaming down my face, but he paid no mind to my cries. Then, without warning, he mounted me and whispered softly in my ear, “Beg me to have you fuck other men.” That was all he said before he thrust inside me. His weight pressed me down against the padded surface, pinning me in place as he took me from behind, each thrust driving his point home.

When he came inside me, it was intense and overwhelming. He thrust deep, pushing as far into me as he could, filling me completely. I had never seen him so turned on, so lost in the moment. As he finished, he pulled out, breath heavy, and began undoing my restraints. His words were clear: I would truly start seeing other men now. My body was trembling, my voice was lost to soft sobs. He took my arm and led me away from the spanking horse, guiding me up the stairs to here now.

“I know this will be new for you—having men I choose to come to see you—but we both know what you are. We both know you’re a whore. Go on, tell me you’re not. I dare you,” he taunted.

I couldn't meet his eyes; instead, I stared at the floor, my cheeks flushing hot with embarrassment.

He smirked, lifting my chin with one hand while the other gripped the back of my head. He guided my mouth toward his cock, still hard and eager. His erection stood tall from his lap as he slid the tip past my lips and into my mouth.

“Does he suck cock?” he asked in a mocking tone, mimicking the words of his friend, teasing me, making me feel both humiliated and deeply aroused.

He laughed deeply, a sound full of amusement and dominance, as I felt his cock swell to a rock-hard erection in my mouth. He moved my head up and down on him with a steady, firm grip, guiding me with a possessive control. Tears gathered in my eyes, blurring my vision as the sting from the whipping on my rear and the backs of my legs burned like fire. I could feel his cum leaking out of me, slowly trailing down my inner thigh, soaking into the delicate fabric of my stockings, pooling at the bend of my knee as I knelt before him, obeying his every command.

“This is going to be something completely new for you, but I love it already, and you are going to do it. To start, I want you ready for visitors on Wednesday and Friday evenings, starting around 5 p.m. and going late into the night. I doubt any of the men I send will need more than an hour or two with you. When a man knocks on your door, you will let him in, and you will be as pretty as can be—a perfect sissy girl, ready to please. There might even be some lunchtime visits. I’ve assured your first two gentlemen callers that you will not disappoint in the sissy girl department. And you had better not. I mean, absolutely pretty; they will be expecting a gorgeous little faggot to answer the door. We both know you are capable of that. I know one of my friends prefers the ultra-femme, full-dress look. We both know you can do that perfectly. He made it clear he doesn’t want any hint of you being a man. That really made me laugh, sissy girl. And remember, any man who comes to you will be there because I sent him. Keep that in mind—you’re serving me when you serve them, little princess... uh, uhh... oh, yeah... that fucking mouth of yours... ahhhh...”

He leaned back in his chair, closing his eyes, his voice trailing off as he began to lose himself in the pleasure I was giving him. I loved taking him to that special place, where his control melted away, even if just for a moment.

I had the head of his cock nestled between the roof of my mouth and my tongue, teasing the tip with slow, deliberate strokes. My tongue circled the hole at the top, lightly flicking and pressing, savoring the sensation of his cock twitching in response. I was completely absorbed in pleasuring him, my mouth becoming an extension of his desire. When he came for the second time, I felt a strong spurt hit the back of my throat. I kept my lips tight around the base of the head, creating a seal as I teased the sensitive tip with my tongue, pressing it into a firm, pointed shape to push inside him. This always drove him wild. As his hot cum filled my mouth, I swallowed every drop, relishing the salty taste and the way his body shuddered above me.

When he finally finished, he gently pushed my head away and looked down at me, a satisfied smirk on his lips.

“They’re going to love you. You’ll be seeing them more than once, I’m sure of that.”

"I want to please you, Daddy. It's all I want. Sometimes you're so mean to me. You know I only want to be a sissy for you. You know that." I replied, my voice soft and sincere, hoping he could see the devotion in my eyes.

He ran his hand over my hair. I tasted his cum in my mouth and felt it on my lips.

"You know you need firm hands. You know you need to be disciplined sometimes. And you also know it turns me to do that to you. You are my bitch and you know that too. Remember when I told you to lose ten pounds extra and you couldn't do that? Isn't that why you needed me to get you your first cage? Didn't you being in there for several weeks help you focus on what I expected from you?"

I remembered being diapered for the first time, being put into that tight, small cage. I remember him locking it as I cried. For almost a week all I got to eat was his cum, me sucking him throughout the day. I remember the horrible mess I made in my diaper too. I remember the begging and sobbing, begging to be let out, begging to be allowed to cum. He didn't care. It was the first time I realized that he truly owned me.

He swiftly pulled me up over his lap, and before I could even catch my breath, he began spanking my bare bottom with his strong, powerful hand. Each sharp smack made my tight cheeks bounce, sending a sting through me that made me gasp. He quickly pinned me in place with one of his legs draped over mine, holding me down firmly as his hand continued to land hard slaps on my tender skin.

I cried out with each smack, but then I felt his hand slide between my legs, grabbing hold of my soft little penis and laying it out flat against his thigh. He began to circle his finger around the sensitive head, teasing it, tracing over the hole at the tip with a featherlight touch.

"Good girl, such a pretty sissy. We both know what you need, don't we, baby?" His voice was a low, soothing purr, almost like he was coaxing a response from me, while his finger played with the delicate underside of my little thing. Despite myself, I could feel it starting to get hard - once again.

“Ooooo, Daddy… yesss, uhhh…” I moaned, my voice trembling with a mix of pleasure and submission.

He kept at it, working me with expert precision. His other hand moved to the crack of my butt, pushing down between my cheeks. I felt his middle finger slide into me, slowly, deliberately, making me squirm with the sudden invasion.

“Uhhhhhh… ooooooooooooo… yes, please…" I whimpered, helplessly balanced on his muscular leg, my body trembling with each sensation.

He started to finger me, gently at first, then with a steady rhythm that made me shiver. At the same time, he rubbed the head of my penis between his index finger and thumb, pressing it against his leg, sending jolts of pleasure shooting through my body. All I could do was moan softly like a wanton slut, lost in the mix of pain and pleasure he was giving me.

"I have two other men in mind. They’re from the golf club. I haven’t approached them yet, but they’re married men at that age where they crave a dirty little secret. They’ve long moved past their wives, who won’t give them what they really want. Most wives won't do what they want anyway. You’re going to be in high demand, sweetie. I can already tell," he said with a sly grin.

I felt his finger slide out of my butt, and he lifted me off his lap by my arm, pulling me up close against his chest. He stood tall, towering over me, and then leaned down to kiss me deeply, his tongue pushing into my mouth, taking control. The intensity of his kiss made my head spin, leaving me breathless and almost faint in his arms. I could feel my small erection pressing against him, hard and needy. His hand found it, and he began to stroke me, his grip firm and knowing.

"Are you going to do what I expect of you?" he asked, his voice low and commanding.

"Yessss, Daddy, you know I will; you know I will!" I moaned, lost in the sensation of his touch, his kiss, and the way his hand cupped my still-stinging cheek.

"You know I will," I whispered again, almost in a daze.

He kissed me one more time, then pulled back, his eyes locked onto mine. He brought the finger that had been inside me up to my mouth, a silent command in his gaze. I opened my lips eagerly and began to suck it clean, tasting him on his fingers. He smiled down at me, a satisfied look in his eyes, knowing he had me exactly where he wanted.

"That's my dirty little princess. That's the slut I love and own. No complaints. None. You do exactly what they want. We both know you couldn’t find a hotter man than me, and we both know that I’m the one who knows exactly what you need. Don’t we?"

I mumbled, "Yes, yes, yes," as he pushed his dirty finger in and out of my mouth, making me suck it clean. Each thrust of his finger felt like a reminder of my place.

He pulled his finger from my mouth and wiped it casually on the side of my face, marking me. Then, he stepped back and walked over to where his clothes were piled on my couch. As he began to dress, I stood there, watching him, my small erection barely three inches, twitching with need in front of me.

"I know you’ll start touching yourself the moment I leave. I don’t have the time to watch your dirty little show today, and we both know that when you cum, you lose some of that perfect sissy submissive edge. Isn’t that right? You’d better not let that happen, princess. I’ve been thinking about getting you a new ultra-mini pink cobra cage, along with a locking harness. They say those can be worn for extended periods. I could have you wear it all the time. It would be an effective way to control your constant need to masturbate and prevent any loss of that sweet, obedient attitude of yours."

"Please, Daddy, no. Please don't do that. Please," I pleaded, my voice trembling, knowing he could make it happen if he wanted.

“We'll see,” he said, his tone firm yet teasing. “You just be the best little sissy slut you can be, and we’ll let that tiny limp dick of yours stay free. For now.”

He adjusted his clothes, glancing at himself in the hallway mirror with satisfaction. Then he snapped his fingers and pointed to the floor by the door. I hurried over, dropping to my knees in front of him, eager to please.

“Fix your makeup. You’re a mess. No man wants a sissy with a messy face. No man wants a dirty girl.”

As he spoke, he gently petted the side of my face, the way he knew would make me melt and blush. I felt the sting of his words, the way they could strip me down with just a few syllables. I kept my eyes on the floor, feeling the familiar flush of humiliation wash over me.

“Do you want to kiss me goodbye?”

“Yes, Daddy, please. Please let me kiss you goodbye. You know I love doing that for you,” I begged, looking up at him with wide eyes, hoping for his approval.

He chuckled, clearly amused by my desperation. Then, with a swift motion, he unzipped his fly, pulling out his still semi-hard cock and holding it right in front of my face. I immediately began placing gentle, pecking kisses on the tip of it, each kiss a testament to my devotion.

“You’re going to love being my whore. You already are, but now I’m going to share you with others, make it as real as it gets. We both know that’s what you want. It’s what you are, Daddy’s precious little whore.”

His laugh echoed in the hallway, and without warning, he slapped me across the face with his cock, the sting of it surprising and humiliating. Then he held it still against my lips, and I continued kissing the head of his semi-erect cock, wanting to show him how devoted I was.

After a moment, he pulled away from my eager kisses, tucking himself back into his pants and zipping up. He gave me a satisfied smile, patted my head like a pet, and opened the door.

“Bye, baby,” was all he said before stepping out and closing the door behind him, leaving me there kneeling, already missing him.

I hurried upstairs to my full-length mirror, the one that always showed me just how much of a mess I was after he left. My makeup was smeared, my hair was all over the place, and I could still feel his cum dripping down my thighs. I started to slowly jerk myself off, using some K-Y to make it slick. I watched myself in the mirror, taking in how dirty I looked. This was my routine after he left—seeing myself like this always made me feel something like I was exactly where I was supposed to be.

I thought about what he said, about being his real whore for other men. The thought made me even more turned on, and my body reacted immediately. I stroked myself slowly, keeping my eyes locked on the mirror, on the reflection of the dirty little sissy staring back at me. When I came, I made sure to keep that feeling of submission, holding onto it tight, like a lifeline.

As I licked my hand clean, I kept telling myself, "You're a whore, you're a whore," repeating it in my head like a mantra. I wanted to make sure I didn’t lose that feeling, that sense of being owned and completely his. I didn’t even hesitate to start jerking off again, keeping the pace slow and focused, my mind locked on who and what I was. I came again, still chanting in my head, sealing it with every touch and every stroke.

After cleaning up, I went over to my makeup table to fix my face. I wanted to look perfect, the way he wanted me to be. I did my makeup all over again—big smoky eyes, thick lashes, hot pink lip gloss lined with deep red. I tied a tight, bright pink ribbon around my tiny balls, making a neat bow on top of my soft little thing, pushing it out in front. I checked myself out in the mirror, turning to see the whip marks on my butt. The sight of them got me even more excited, thinking about showing them off.

I pictured the doorbell ringing on Friday night, some stranger walking in. I imagined myself greeting him, all dolled up and ready to please, the perfect sissy, just like he wanted. I thought about being the sissy whore, made up, dolled up, and ready to be used the way those men wanted to. My heart raced at the thought of being used, being exactly what he wanted me to be. I slipped a small butt plug before stepping into a pair of sheer, ruffled French-cut thongs to keep his cum inside me, feeling it still slick between my legs.

I looked at myself in the mirror one last time, cum still on my lips, his cum still inside me. I was exactly what I was meant to be. Exactly.

***

Friday

I was shaking, scared out of my mind, but I was at the door the second the doorbell rang. Dressed exactly how my Daddy—who’s now also my pimp—told me to dress: to kill. I wore this tiny, shiny silver latex micro-mini skirt that was so tight and so short, you could see the tip of my cock peeking out if you glanced just below the hem. My ass was slick and ready, lubed up just enough to be inviting but not sloppy, just like he wanted.

On top, I had on this sheer, bright pink off-the-shoulder blouse that clung to my skin, with big ruffles around the neckline and long, flowy sleeves that danced with every movement. My heels were sky-high, 5-inch silver stilettos that made my legs look long and slender, paired with sheer white thigh-high stockings with lace trim at the top that barely stayed hidden under my mini skirt. Every inch of me was smooth and soft, baby-like and totally feminine. My hair was teased up into a high ponytail with loose, cascading curls, and my bangs were cut straight across, nearly grazing my lashes. Big, sparkling silver hoop earrings dangled from my ears, catching the light every time I moved and drawing attention to my heavily made-up face.

I felt every bit like the sissy slut he wanted me to be—on display and vulnerable, yet in control of my own power. My makeup was intense: a bold pink and silver smokey eye that gave me this fierce, seductive look, with thick black eyeliner flicked out at the edges to make my eyes look huge and inviting. My eyelashes were long and feathery, and my lips were painted in a juicy hot pink with a slightly darker liner to make them look full and ready for action. I wanted to be the kind of girl who could make any man hard just by looking at her, the kind who could make them desperate to fuck her.

I felt nervous, but there was this electric thrill running through me, a mix of fear and excitement. The outfit was tight, hugging every curve, and made me feel sexy and slutty in the best way. My heart was racing, but I could also feel a heat building deep inside me, pushing me forward. Whoever was on the other side of that door was in for a treat, and I was ready to give them exactly what they came for.

"Hello, Daddy."

My face flushed as he brushed past me at the door, striding confidently into my house without a word. He didn’t acknowledge me right away, just moved around the room quickly, his eyes darting everywhere like he was checking for something, maybe cameras or anyone watching. I could sense his nerves, the way he seemed tense, and I waited at the edge of the hallway, biting my lip.

Once he seemed sure there were no prying eyes or hidden cameras, he turned to me and grabbed my arm. He spun me around in a quick, tight circle like he was evaluating me just like he had with the room. His gaze was intense, sweeping over every inch of me, sizing me up. I felt his hand press against my back, sliding down to my ass, feeling the curve under my skirt. He still hadn’t said a word, his expression hard to read.

“I hope you like what you see,” I said softly, glancing back over my shoulder at him with a shy smile, trying to read his reaction.

He ignored me entirely, grabbing me by the arm and bending me over the back of the living room couch. I felt a surge of fear, my heart racing as he pushed me down onto the cushions, my butt sticking up in the air. I wanted to run, to get away, but I knew better. My Daddy wouldn’t send someone dangerous or put me in harm's way, even if I felt scared and on edge. I fought back the urge to get panicked as he pulled my latex skirt up, exposing my bare ass.

His hands cupped my cheeks, spreading them slightly. I heard him undoing his pants and pulling them down to his knees. I caught a glimpse of him in the mirror across the room—he was rock hard. I felt the slick head of his cock brush against the back of my right thigh just below my cheek before he pushed inside me. He didn’t say a word, just started fucking me hard, deep, with his hard cock and with no hesitation.

“Uhh…uhhh…uhhhh…ooo…”

I moaned and whimpered, feeling completely impaled as he thrust into me. I braced myself with my arms on the couch, feeling him use me like a toy. He moved in long, full strokes, pulling out almost to the tip and then plunging back in, sometimes just teasing the edge of my tight hole.

Everything happened so quickly after he walked in—less than three minutes. I felt him fondling my skirt and playing with the ruffles of my blouse. I hoped he liked my outfit, the way I looked. He kept fucking me for what felt like forever. It was intense, almost unbearable at times. When he was ready to come, he grabbed my cheeks and spread them wide. I cried out at times, but he didn’t react, just kept pounding into me. When he came, it was a torrent, pouring out of me and dripping down my, tiny balls and leaking cock and down my stockinged legs, and finally onto the floor. He made no sounds, just grunted and groaned with the effort, completely focused on his pleasure. Finally, he pulled out, leaving me feeling completely spent and gushing.

I stayed bent over the couch, my body trembling, afraid to move. He yanked me up by my arm and shoved me down in front of him. He didn’t say a word, but I knew exactly what he wanted. I took him in my mouth and started sucking, tasting the lingering traces of myself on him. I didn’t complain, just kept going, even though I hated that taste.

"Make me hard again. Do it! Make it hard!"

His sharp command made me nervous, but I focused on obeying. He stood there with his pants and underwear around his ankles, me working diligently to get him fully erect. I sucked him, pumping as fast as I could, licking, and pushing my tongue into the head of his cock. Finally, when he was rock hard again, he yanked me up roughly and pushed me back over the couch. I felt him drive into me again for the second time.

He fucked me for what felt like an eternity. His rhythm was relentless, and when he finally came, he collapsed onto my back, pinning me down so hard. I felt his hands gripping my arms tightly against the couch cushions as he pumped his cum inside of me. His grunts and moans filled the room, only interrupted by the occasional shout of “fuck.” and after a few moments, I felt him release, his cum gushing out of me once more.

When he finished with me he stood and wiped himself on my bare butt. I felt him slap my rear so hard it made me cry out.

“Nice job. He was right about you. You’re a hot little thing, way hotter than my wife, who’d never wear anything like this. I’m really liking what I’m seeing. You’ll fit in just fine.”

He said this mostly to himself while pulling his pants back on. I stayed bent over the couch, face pressed into the cushions. I felt his cum start to leak out of me, trickling down my inner thighs and soaking into the tops of my lace stockings. He grabbed my arm and pulled me up from the couch, turning me to face him. I kept my eyes on the floor, not daring to look up.

"He told me you'd be hotter than any woman I've ever fucked and I think he may have been right. I've never had a sissy ass before. He told me to think of you as a 'third sex'."

He laughed loudly when he said that.

I felt my face go red. I glanced up at him and saw him smile, I quickly brought my eyes down to the floor.

"And when I come back next time you say nothing to me. You just be at the door looking at the floor as cute as you are now or cuter. I know you don't want me to complain about you. I know that. He told me you'd work hard to not have that happen."

He laughed hard, took his hand off of my arm, and walked to my door, ignoring me.

"I'll probably be seeing you at least once a week. That ass is too sweet not to use. Your Daddy has good taste in sluts."

He chuckled as he walked out the door. I stood there, my skirt hiked up over my butt, letting his cum drip down my legs for what felt like ages, staring at my reflection in the hall mirror. I couldn’t think of anything hotter than what had just happened. I wanted to masturbate so badly, but I knew I couldn’t, not with another guy scheduled to arrive in just over two hours, as per my Daddy's ‘schedule.’

I quickly headed to my prep room, stripped off my clothes, and raced to the shower. I scrubbed myself clean, making sure every trace of him was gone. I was determined to look perfect and ready for my next ‘guest,’ as my Daddy called them. I knew I had to make this one just as happy. As I got ready, I felt a mix of excitement and nerves, knowing that the night was far from over and I was about to be put to the test again.

When my next visitor pulled into the driveway, I was ready with a whole new look. I’d gone for a different style but still kept it sexy. I had on some 3" stiletto heels with ankle straps, showing off my freshly painted red toenails. My legs were wrapped in thigh-high black lace stockings that hugged my thighs snugly. I’d tied a big red ribbon around my tiny balls, with the bow pushing my soft penis and balls up and out, putting them on full display. Everything about the outfit highlighted my sissy look.

I wore a sheer, lavender lace bustier that barely contained my silicone chest, paired with a matching lace choker that accentuated the neckline. My makeup was bold with a bright purple lipstick and matching liner, which set off my dramatic, winged eyeliner that gave me a fierce Cleopatra vibe. My hair was styled with soft waves cascading over one eye, held in place with a big, glossy black bow at the back.

Wearing this outfit felt exhilarating. The tightness of the bustier and the tease of the lace stockings made me acutely aware of every movement, and the high heels added a sexy edge to my walk. The bold makeup and intricate details of my look made me feel incredibly confident and ready to impress.

When he rang the bell, I felt my soft little thing bounce under the bow as I minced to the door. My butt still throbbed pleasantly from my last visitor, and I enjoyed that sensation.

As soon as I opened the door, he didn't wait for any greeting. He took one look at me and said, "Well, well. You're beyond hot. He was right. Wow. Adorable, actually."

Without hesitation, he stepped inside, closed the door behind him, and pinned me against the wall. His face was inches from mine.

"I think this is going to be better than I thought it would be," he murmured, his voice low and heated.

I felt his hand wrap around my penis and cup my balls and little thing with a firm grip. His other hand moved to my left butt cheek, and he leaned in to French kiss me. And did he ever French kiss me! It was one of the most intense kisses I’d ever experienced. I felt myself getting hard in his hand almost immediately. My little erection stood up straight, and I could feel it start to drip as he kept kissing me and his hand worked me.

His touch was electrifying. The way he kissed me, the way his fingers explored between my cheeks in the back, made me melt completely. I was instantly addicted to his touch and the way he made me feel. When he finally pulled his lips away, he whispered, his breath hot against my face, and I was left hanging on every word.

"You are a very sexy little sissy. I like that. This is going to be better than I thought it could be."

I was breathing heavily, stammering so much I could barely get the words out.

"You can do anything you want with me. Anything."

I pressed a soft kiss to his cheek. He chuckled and took my hand, leading me to the bedroom.

"Show me your bedroom."

I guided him there, my heart racing. For the next two hours, he made actual real passionate love to me and treated me like a man would treat a woman in bed. I went down on him, eager and unwilling to stop. He explored every position imaginable, and when he finally came, it was with him on top of me in missionary, his tongue pushed deep into my mouth.

After he finished, he kept his cock inside me, just laying on top of me while gently stroking my face, kissing my neck, and nibbling on my ears. He made me crazy for him. I had never been taken by a man like that before. My Daddy takes me to bed, sure, but not like this. This was different.

"You are going to be a regular thing for me. I hope you like that. He had told me I'd enjoy you, and he was right. My wife doesn’t do anything anymore, not like you. You couldn't have been any more sexier to me."

He kissed me deeply, his cock still buried inside me. I felt it twitch, starting to get hard again. He began thrusting once more, this time with more urgency. The second time he fucked me, it was rough, hard. He slammed me into the mattress so intensely that I thought the bed might break. When he was close to cumming, he pulled out quickly, sliding up over my stomach. He pushed his cock into my mouth to finish. I took all of it for him, savoring every drop. He kept himself in my mouth as I sucked him clean.

When he was done, I lay on the bed, his cum dripping from my rear, just staring at him. I liked this man—a lot! As I watched him dress, he spoke to me so sweetly, telling me that being with me would be his "escape" and that he planned on seeing me at least once, maybe even twice, a week. He said his wife used to do what I just did but not anymore. She wasn’t interested. I told him I found that hard to believe because he was so good in bed! I told him I wanted to see him five nights a week. He laughed and said, "Maybe."

Before he pulled his pants up all the way, I told him I wanted to do something for him before he left, to give him something to think about on the way home. I quickly got on my knees behind him and ran my tongue up and down his rear, licking between his cheeks. I could hear him lose himself to it, letting out a low groan.

"I know she doesn't do this for you, probably never did, Daddy," I whispered, feeling a thrill run through me.

I purred softly as I ran my tongue up the full length of his butt, savoring the taste of his skin. I pushed my tongue deeper, French kissing his ass, feeling him shiver at my touch. As I did this, I took his soft cock in my hand, giving it a gentle squeeze. I kissed him one last time, running my tongue slowly up the length of his tight cheeks before I fell back onto my rear, my legs spread out for him to see. I knew my makeup was smeared all over my face, and I could just imagine how I looked—like his own personal whore. The thought thrilled me.

"You like?" I asked, smiling up at him with a mix of playfulness and submission.

"Like??? I love it!!" he said, his eyes devouring me. His cum was still dripping from my rear, pooling onto the floor beneath me.

"I'm the dirtiest girl you'll ever know," I whispered, my voice thick with desire. "I'll do whatever you want. Anything you can think of, I'll do for you, Daddy. And I'm shockproof; remember that. Keep that in mind for all the things I know you'll be dreaming up later."

I stood up slowly and took his hand, leading him to the front door. At the door, he reached down and cupped my still in a ribbon penis once again, his touch making me shiver. He pulled me close, hugging me tightly, kissing my neck and cheeks. I felt myself getting hard again in his hand, unable to control my body's reaction to him.

"I'll be back. You can count on that," he promised, his voice full of certainty. As he walked out, I stood there, a bit dazed, my mind racing. Did that man just make love to me? It felt like he did, and I liked it. No, I loved it.

As soon as he left, I did what I always did after my Daddy left me feeling used—I masturbated in front of my full-length hallway mirror. I watched myself, the new 'call girl' slut staring back at me with a wild, lustful look in her eyes. I felt hotter than ever, more alive. When I came into my hand, I watched the bitch in the mirror lick it clean, her eyes hungry and full of desire. Then I masturbated again, knowing it was the 'good girl' thing to do, licking my hand clean one more time.

I noticed the cum on the floor in the living room, left by my first guest. Without thinking, I got down and began licking and sucking up what I could, feeling a deliciously dirty shame wash over me. Then I moved to my bedroom and did the same, licking the cum off the floor and the bed. I collapsed onto the wet spot in the middle of the bed, my mind buzzing with the thought that I was the dirtiest whore I could possibly be. As I turned off the light on my bedside table, still dressed like the whore I knew I was, with smeared makeup and cum all over my face, and more cum deep inside my sore, throbbing little butt, I couldn’t help but smile. I liked what I was. No, I loved what I was.

My Daddy didn’t call me that first night. He knew I’d be the perfect hostess, that I’d do exactly what he expected. He didn’t need a 'report' because he knew I’d exceed his expectations. And I did.

I drifted off to sleep, a smile still on my face, satisfied.
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Fresh out of high school and kicked out of the house, a petite, young, beautiful blonde named Patrick finds himself looking for a roommate to share the rent on his new apartment. 

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

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