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Becoming Daddy’s Brat




All Mark wanted was his stepfather’s attention, and now he’s got it, and so much more...

For long as Mark has known his stepfather, Aiden, he’s know one thing. Aiden brings out the worst in him. When Aiden is around, Mark can’t help but act out, but this time he’s taken it too far. This time his Daddy has had enough.

When Mark discovers a whole new side to his Daddy, a stern, commanding, domineering side, he’s left craving more. How best to get more of his Daddy’s attention though? When Mark tries his usual tactics, acting out, being the brat he’s always been, he discovers new consequences, consequences that leave him desperate to please his Daddy.

So Mark decides to take drastic action. He’s tried being a brat so maybe, just maybe, its time to try being a good girl, and how better to show his Daddy that he can be a good girl than presenting himself wrapped up like a perfect, pretty, sexy gift. Making himself smooth, wearing make-up, dressing up in stockings, suspenders, panties, a bra, and heels, Mark is certain he’s found an even better way to get his Daddy’s attention, but is he really willing to give up being Daddy’s brat?


One

It was late when Mark pulled up to his house, the sun long set, and as he cut the engine off there was a silence that was almost blissful. It had been a long, fun, busy night, hanging out with friends, and he knew he was supposed to have been home hours ago, but… he just lost track of time. He was young and carefree, and he was having fun. What was the harm in that?

And really, there were no consequences. So, why worry?

He took a moment to sit in the car to look over the house, all the lights outs, and he smiled. Same as always.

His step-dad, Aiden, continued to insist on setting him a curfew despite Mark being legally an adult now, but Mark never listened, and his step-dad never seemed to learn. Sure, it was his car and his house, but it wasn’t like he was Mark’s real father and his mother wasn’t even around any more to discipline him. She’d left months ago, running off with a collector of tropical fish to open up a shop specialising in aquarium supplies and rare species, leaving Mark and Aiden alone.

Aiden had done his best to raise Mark right, marrying his mother when Mark was still young, trying to be the father figure Mark had never had, but Mark never really settled with another man in the house. Aiden had tried to be his friend, had never pushed, had set firm boundaries in a gentle, kind manner, had been generous with his time and his money, taking both Mark and Mark’s mother into his home, his life, but Mark had always just… acted out.

Before Aiden, Mark had been a normally mischievous child, sweet enough at times, a menace at others, but when Aiden showed up that had all changed. At school, around his mother, with friends, and around other parents Mark was never that bad, but that all changed when he was around Aiden. It was like a switch was flipped in the presence of his step-father, and whenever Aiden was around Mark couldn’t help it. If Aiden was around Mark would act out, would do anything to misbehave, would look for any opportunity to do something he knew he wasn’t supposed to, even though he knew he would get into trouble. Whatever Aiden said Mark would disagree with, whatever rules Aiden set Mark would break, whatever boundaries Aiden asserted Mark would overstep and yet… Aiden was always so kind and understanding and gentle.

Mark would get into trouble constantly, but it would always end the same. Aiden would talk to him, in that patient, sympathetic manner of his. It infuriated Mark. Even just thinking about that sweet, empathetic manner of his step-father when he tried to reprimand and correct his behaviour made him want to… scream maybe? Mark never really understood why he did what he did, or what it was he was feeling, he just knew that he enjoyed pushing, and seeing the reaction, even if it was never really satisfying.

Aiden had tried time and time again over the years to connect with Mark as a father, but Mark would have none of it, always pushing back, always acting out, but it had only been worse when Aiden had given Mark his space, spending time instead with Mark’s mother. Whenever the two of them had tried to take a break together, or go on dates, or even had a quiet, cosy night in, Mark would always find a way to get his step-father’s attention, would always find a way to get into trouble. Aiden had, again and again, set rules, and limits, tried to show Mark how to behave, tried to set a good example, but it never worked. Nothing changed.

Mark never listened to the rules, had found it almost irresistible to break them, relishing the thrill of pushing boundaries, watching his step-father’s frustrated face as he tried, again and again and again, in vain, to teach him how to behave, to be a good father to his step-son, but… Mark, and Aiden, never learnt. Mark just kept acting out, and Aiden kept trying to be that gentle, guiding father figure he thought Mark needed.

It was routine, expected, by now such an established pattern that Mark didn’t know why Aiden hadn’t just given up and kicked him out and sent him off to live with his mother. For some reason though Mark was glad Aiden hadn’t. He liked his life here, college, his friends, his room, the house, and even in his odd way Aiden.

Mark smiled as he realised how lucky he’d been to have such a kind, generous step-father. Mark had expected that he’d be kicked out when they’d both discovered where his mother had gone, who with, and why, but… Aiden had just sat Mark down and explained, calmly, gently, that there was always a place for him in his home, and that he’d be there for him as long as Mark needed and wanted him. Maybe he’d expected Mark’s resolve and delinquency to crumble at that point, but, if anything, his behaviour had just gotten worse.

True, Mark was never an outright delinquent, and he was far from criminal in his misbehaviour, but he was also very, very far from a model step-son. He went to school and got good grades, but they were for himself, not for Aiden. He had friends whom he enjoyed hanging out with, and though they’d all get into trouble together occasionally, he saved his worst behaviour for home, and Aiden. Like now…

He knew he’d been told not to take the car out tonight, Aiden needed it he’d said, for a date, and just being told that had put Mark into a mood. Who was Aiden to tell him what to do? Why was he allowed to just take the car and head out on a date with some cheap woman he’d just met. Sure, it was his car after all, and Mark was still on curfew anyway after the last lot of trouble he’d got himself into, but, just who did Aiden think he was, telling Mark what to do. Mark never did what he was told, so had he listened? Well, yes… but that was the problem.

If Aiden hadn’t said anything Mark might well have just stayed in his room playing video games all night and chatting with friends online, that way he could have gotten in from work, got ready, and headed out in the car on his date. However, he had insisted on having a talk with Mark. He wanted to let him know he’d started dating again, and that he’d need the car. He’d asked him not to take it, though had stepped back from outright forbidding him, as ever not wanting to be too forceful with his step-son.

Mark, like Aiden, was as predictable as ever. Aiden wanted to start dating again, was going to go out with some… some woman Mark had never even met. Just the mention of the idea, just the thought, made Mark want to scream and lash out and so he had done precisely that in the only way he knew how. He had misbehaved. He had gone out of his way to make plans with his friends, a movie at the cinema with a group of male and female friends so he had a good excuse to keep his phone turned off, taking the car with him, leaving Aiden stranded at home unable to go on his date. Mark had even gone for food afterwards, making sure to drop whoever wanted a lift home before turning up really late.

Mark had been grinning all night, delighting in the knowledge that he had ruined Aiden’s planned date, and he had half expected the lights to be on when he got back, Aiden waiting up to give him another pointless lecture about how he should behave, about how sad he was at Mark’s behaviour, but the lights were all off, and Mark felt a twinge of almost disappointment. What was the point in acting out, in taking the car and staying out late, if there was no reaction? Even as soft and forgiving as Aiden was it was still better than no reaction at all.

Sighing in frustration, aware that he would have to wait until tomorrow to have his lecture about how Aiden expected better of him, about how he was letting not only Aiden down, but himself down, Mark checked his reflection in the rearview mirror briefly, and he smiled. He looked good, but then, he always looked good. It was something he took pride in… especially given how it was one of the few things Aiden ever got to compliment him over.

His hair, a light copper, was long, grown out now to almost his shoulders, and styled in a wavy beach style, and it framed his face in a soft, almost pixieish manner. His cheeks were sun-kissed, a scattering of freckles that set off his bright green eyes. He looked a lot like his mother, with a fine nose and jaw, and high cheekbones, but it was his lips, his full, plump, pouty lips, that were his most striking feature, just as his mother's lips had been her most striking feature, her lips that Aiden had often complimented her on, but… he had never complimented Mark on his. Why had that always annoyed Mark?

Mark shook his head, dismissing his thoughts of his mother, a niggling sense of something clawing at his gut. What had the woman Aiden had arranged a date with looked like? Had he complimented her lips? Mark frowned. What was that feeling?

Ignoring it, pushing away the thoughts and emotions that stirred, Mark opened the car door and stepped out, making no effort to be quiet as he slammed the door shut and made his way up the gravel drive to the house. Maybe if Aiden had gone to bed this would wake him up, then he could tell Mark how upset he was and Mark could scream and shout and storm off to his room. Mark smiled as he slipped his key into the front door, the thought of yelling at his step-father settling that gnawing feeling in his gut that had been bothering him. It always felt good to shout at Aiden, to scream and act out, to have his step-father’s undivided attention for that short moment. After all, all attention was good attention, right?


Two

“Welcome home.”

The voice came as Mark opened the door. Mark jumped, startled. He had thought Aiden had gone to bed.

As he pushed open the door Mark saw Aiden sitting at the foot of the stairs, watching the door, staring at him, his face in shadow so that Mark could not see his expression. All the lights were out, the house was dark, and he’d arrived deliberately late. Had Aiden been sitting here all night waiting for him with the lights off?

“You’re back late. I was worried.” Aiden said, his voice strained, words slow and even and annoyingly calm.

It was so like him to just remain calm, to turn this all around to him, about how he was worried about Mark, being patient and calm and kind and gentle. Just hearing his soft, soothing, deep voice made Mark want to scream in frustration and… something more. Why did Aiden have to be so… so… annoying!

“I… yeah. I was seeing friends. We went out to watch a movie and get food and then I figured I could drop them off to make sure they all got home safe. You’d not want something to happen to them, would you?” Mark said, flustered, already a tone of irritation and impatience.

He smiled to himself even as he felt that same, familiar sense of tension, the unnerving unease he always felt around Aiden, never quite able to relax around him, yet… from the very first time he’d met Aiden Mark had wanted to be around him, seemed unable to avoid the urge to be close to him, while at the same time he always felt… this. What was this feeling?

Mark did what he always did. He turned it around. He spun the situation around, attacking Aiden, acting annoyed with him when he knew realistically it was Aiden who had the right to be annoyed with him. He turned his feelings, his confusions, his frustrations outward, towards the one person who was always there to take his abuse, his insults, who was always there despite his continued bad behaviour, despite the trouble he caused. Aiden, his step-father.

“I… you know I’m always proud of you for how you care for your friends, but… well, I did ask you not to take the car out tonight, remember? And then… well, I got home and you were gone, with no word where, and I tried phoning and you didn’t answer and you didn’t come home and it got late so… I’m trying to say I was worried about you Mark. That’s all. I just worry about you.” Aiden said.

He spoke slowly, deliberately, like he always did but there was a crack in his voice, like it was harder than normal, like he was struggling to keep his calm, like… like he was actually annoyed. Had Mark finally managed to get under his skin? Would Mark finally make him lose his temper?

The thought made Mark grin, a rush of excitement. Maybe missing his date tonight had genuinely angered him. Maybe Mark might finally, after all this time, make Aiden lose his temper. Just imagining it gave Mark a thrill of satisfaction, and he knew he could not let this chance slip through his fingers.

He pushed the door shut and flicked on the hallway light, so he was better able to see Aiden. As Mark moved off towards the kitchen, turning away from his step-father dismissively, he saw Aiden rise to follow him, and his smile widened.

He knew just how to control him, how to make him react, but he had never, not once, been able to make him properly lose his temper, to lose control, to say what he was really feeling. He could take control of this situation though, and he could poke and poke and poke. He would get a reaction, even if it took all night.

As Mark moved across the kitchen to the fridge the light flicked on, Aiden stopped in the doorway behind him. Mark opened the refrigerator and fished out a can of cola, his favourite brand that Aiden kept stocked just for him. He did not bother to offer Aiden a drink, shut the fridge, and turned to face his step-father.

“Yeah right, like you ever really worry about me. You just waited up because you’re jealous I’ve got a life and you haven’t.” Mark said. “No one likes being around you, so you’re jealous of the fact I’ve got friends and you haven’t. You’re jealous of the fact that I get dates and you don’t. Even my mother couldn’t stand to be around you.”

Mark watched Aiden closely, searching for signs of hurt, watching to see what provoked a reaction. There was something there, a tension, a flicker, and as Aiden turned away Mark saw his jaw tense. Was he struggling to remain calm? Mark’s smile widened.

“You’re just jealous because I have a life and you’re left here alone, miserable, so you want me to be miserable too.” Mark said. “You can’t get anyone else to stick around or spend time with you, so you try forcing me to spend time with you, but I have friends, people actually like me, find me attractive, so why would I ever want to spend time with you.”

Mark practically spat that last ‘you’, filling it with as much venom and loathing as he could muster. He didn’t loath Aiden though, didn’t mean any of what he was saying.

In truth Mark thought Aiden was charming and kind and sweet, a gentle, loving, giving man, and… annoyingly, irritatingly, infuriatingly attractive. Mark had always thought it, had always thought that tall, broad, muscular older man dashingly handsome, like a movie star or a model, and his eyes, those grey-blue, dazzling eyes he could stare at for hours. He had grown older over the years, his slicked-back hair greyer now, his short beard flecked with grey, and he had more lines on his face, care lines and laugher lines, but they just made him look wise and distinguished, not old.

So why was Mark saying what he was saying? It was just… it was what he did, what he’d always done. He wanted a reaction, attention, and this was how he got it. This was what their relationship was like, what it had always been like. This was how they were…

“I… I’m sorry you feel like that, really. I like seeing you happy though, seeing you grow to become popular and… and… attractive. I’m glad you have friends, but… I have a life too Mark, and I had a date tonight, and I asked you specifically not to take the car so I could go out with a woman for the first time since your mother left and...”

“You should be thanking me for taking the car.” Mark shouted.

Just the mention of Aiden’s date made him angry, a rising swell of emotions that made his head swim and his heart thunder. He wanted to scream, confused and bewildered by what he was feeling, lashing out at the only person he knew he could rely on.

“I… why would I thank you, Mark?” Aiden asked, speaking slowly, calmly.

Mark glowered, then laughed.

“Because if you’d gone no that date you’d only have embarrassed yourself. Like any woman would enjoy spending time with you. She was probably just using you for a free dinner anyway and if you’d have gone you’d have just looked stupid, and then… what, even if it went well, if you managed to fool her, it’s not like you could ever have a proper relationship. No one in their right mind would ever want to date you, let alone fuck you. My mother left you for a reason.” Mark said.

Aiden's expression faltered, hurt and angry, and Mark knew he’d hit home with his words. If he carried on he might finally make his step-father angry, might finally get that reaction he’d always wanted, might finally make him lose that infuriating control, then he’d have… he’d have won, wouldn’t he?

“Mark… I… your mother left because…”

Mark was not going to let his chance slip through his fingers. He was going to attack.

“She left because of you, because you’re old and gross and useless.” Mark spat. “Hell, she probably left because you were shit in bed, and you should be glad I stopped you going on that date so this new woman never got the chance to laugh at what a tiny dick you’ve got.”

Aiden froze, his face turned white and the silence went on and on and on. Mark smiled. Was Aiden shaking? Had he finally won?

“Mark, you don’t mean…”

Aiden’s voice was shaking as he struggled to control himself, but Mark was not going to give up his advantage. He wanted to see Aiden lose his temper, to know that he had finally made him lose control.

“Just admit it. You’re a tiny dicked loser, and no woman is ever going to want to fuck you. You should just give up and accept you’re going to die alone and that you’re jealous because I’m younger and hotter than you.” Mark said, grinning.

Mark was smug and arrogant, he had won. He had no idea what he had won though.

Aiden moved before Mark could react. He strode across the kitchen floor and grabbed Mark by his shoulders, firmly, squeezing so hard it almost hurt, pressing him into the fridge behind him, looming over him.

Aiden had always been taller than Mark, but Mark had thought when he was younger that, eventually, he would be the taller one, when he was older. Mark had been wrong. Aiden was tall, and Mark was… not. He was short, and slim and slight, whereas Aiden was a wall of well-formed muscle, just a little softness around his middle as a result of his comfortable middle-aged love of wine and good food.

Now that wall of well-formed muscle, that looming height, that restrained power was looming over Mark, like a tempest. His grip, even restrained, was powerful, and Mark wondered if maybe, just maybe, he’d made a mistake. It was too late to back down now though, right? Not when he was finally so close to making Aiden lose control that he could almost taste his victory.

“Mark… why… why do you always have to be this hurtful?” Aiden’s voice was hoarse with the control he was struggling to maintain.

Mark smiled. He just needed one last little push.

“Does the truth hurt? You upset about being such a small dicked loser that no one loves you?” Mark said, his voice almost sing-song.

Aiden’s face hardened. He growled, an actual, real-life growl, like a wolf, and Mark felt a shiver run up his spine, fear and… excitement. Maybe this hadn’t been such a good idea?

“Small dicked loser? That’s… fine…” Aiden’s voice was hard, brittle. “You want to keep poking at me, antagonising me, being a brat, well maybe it’s time I taught you how to behave. Maybe it’s time I punished you.” Aiden said.

Mark looked up at his step-father and felt the fury of his anger, the years of his pent up frustration, the constant antagonising, teasing, acting out. He wondered for a moment if maybe, just maybe, he’d made a mistake pushing Aiden this far.

“You wouldn’t dare… if you do I’ll…”

Mark made to push Aiden off, to break free of his grasp but he… couldn’t. Aiden was too big, too strong, too powerful, and compared to his step-father Mark was small and weak and powerless. Aiden’s grip tightened and he lifted Mark effortlessly off his feet, carried him over to the table and turned him round to face away from him.

“What are you going to do? You can’t just…”

“I’m going to spank you.” Aiden said. “Because that’s what you do to rude, spoiled brats. You spank them.”

Mark froze, a shiver running up his spine. That word. Spank… why did he suddenly feel so light-headed, so giddy, so weak. Mark was an adult, yet… Aiden was going to spank him? The thought was so humiliating, embarrassing, and yet… exciting.

“You wouldn’t...”

Aiden was done talking. He stepped in close behind Mark and, still gripping one shoulder, moved the other hand to his upper back, forced his head down, bending him over the table, pinning him.

“You can’t…” Mark said, but his voice was softer now, weaker, his protests feeble.

Aiden didn’t listen, stood holding Mark’s head down with his hand on the back of Mark’s neck. Aiden let go of Mark’s shoulder and lifted his other hand high.

“You push and you push and you push and… I’ve had enough.” Aiden said. “From now on, when you misbehave, this is what you’re going to get.”

Mark tried to brace himself but he realised suddenly, he’d never been spanked before. Never really been punished like this before. This was a first for him, and he had no idea what to expect.


Three

Aiden’s hand fell, hard, slapping Mark across his ass. The impact was brutal and brittle, pain, the sound sharp, a hot stinging radiating out from his left cheek. Aiden lifted his hand and it fell again, slapping Mark’s right butt cheek, harder this time, the pain worse.

“Stop… you can’t…”

Mark’s protests, his struggles, were in vain. Aiden had him pinned down, bent over the table, and there was no way he could escape until his step-father was done with him. Yet… that thought excited Mark.

He felt his body growing hot, tight, his heart beating fast. His breath was ragged, and as Aiden’s hand fell again, and again, and again, slapping his ass, spanking him, he felt his cock swelling, growing hard, throbbing with a deep, humiliating arousal.

Was he getting turned on by his step-father spanking him? What was wrong with him?

Aiden held Mark down, bent over the table, and he slapped his ass, spanking it. Mark had always been proud of his toned butt, the products of running, cycling, and squats, one of his best features, its round pertness standing out on his slim, slight frame, and he was glad now for the padding that the layers of muscle and fat provided, yet at the same time, he couldn’t help but feel it jiggle as Aiden slapped it.

Mark wiggled, trying to get more comfortable, trying to escape, trying to ease the ache in his sore, reddened backside, but Aiden was too strong. His hand rose and fell, again and again, sometimes harder, sometimes softer, sometimes several blows coming quickly, sometimes waiting several, long, agonising seconds before the next blow came.

“You never listen. You keep pushing me. Never let me have a moment's peace.” Aiden said.

His hand rose and fell, over and over, the hand on Mark’s neck pinning him down. Mark struggled, but in vain.

“All I ever did was try to care for you, look after you, and you just always acted the brat. You could never just be nice, behave, say thank you. I thought… maybe eventually you’d accept me, but… I’ve had it. You’re a brat, clearly, so from now on I’m going to treat you like one. I’m going to treat you like the spoiled, ill-tempered, badly behaved brat you are. You’re going to be punished until you learn you behave and be thankful.”

It was agony, but as the punishment continued Mark felt something change, something shift. The pain gave way to a warm, soft, glow, as though he were floating in a warm, infinite sea, his endorphins, his humiliation, the pain, all of it melding into one sensation, blissful and serene. His cock throbbed, hard, aching, and he worked his hips without even realising it, his hard cock pressing on the surface of the table, grinding his cock on the cloth of his underwear to feel the tingling sensation spread through him.

His step-father was spanking him and he was turned on. What was wrong with him?

Aiden’s hand rose, fell, and lingered, stroking. His touch was suddenly soft, caressing, and it felt heavenly after the harsh slaps, spanks, so that Mark moaned slightly, a soft breathy sound, pain and pleasure, the way his cock was throbbing, the gentle caress on his ass, squeezing.

Aiden’s hand lingered there for a moment, roaming the firm, pert roundness of Mark’s ass, fondling, molesting. Mark’s ass was sore, but the touch was gentle, affectionate, tender, and… it felt good. Why did his step-father groping his spanked ass feel so good? Why was his cock so hard?

“Have you learnt your lesson?” Aiden said.

His voice was slow, shaky, and his hand was… his hand was still fondling Mark’s ass, groping, squeezing. Mark was breathing hard, shaking, working his hips to rub his throbbing cock against the table, to feel more of the hand groping his ass. His head was spinning.

Lesson? What… did Aiden really think that was enough to break him? Mark might be giddy, and horny, but he was not about to give up. He… he was going to act the way he always acted. No simple silly spanking was going to change that.

Mark shook his head, struggling again suddenly, but Aiden had him pinned down, bent over the table, and he was not about to release him yet. Mark grumbled but did not give in.

“You can’t just… no… I have not learnt any lesson. If you think some small dicked loser like you can get away with…”

Mark continued as he had begun, and he felt Aiden’s grip on the back of his neck shift, fingers working up to grip his hair, the hand on his ass lifting suddenly, leaving him oddly bereft. Had he really been enjoying that?

Aiden tightened his grip on Mark’s hair and he pulled him up and onto his feet, turning him round to face him. Aiden loomed tall, powerful, glowering, and the ferocity and fire in his eyes were almost enough to make Mark give in. Almost, but not quite…

“Say it again, and to my face, so I know you mean it.” Aiden said, stern and suddenly very intimidating.

Mark swallowed the lump in his throat. Dare he?

He forced a smile, and shifted, struggling in vain against Aiden’s grip on him.

“You’re a small dicked loser.” Mark said.

Aiden smiled. He actually smiled. Mark realised he had finally made his step-father snap. He had won. But… just what was the consequence?

“You’re wrong. And I’m going to prove it.” Aiden said.

Aiden pressed on the back of Mark’s neck and forced him down. Mark resisted, struggling, but Aiden was too strong. Aiden forced Mark down, onto his knees, holding him there with his grip on his hair, and with his free hand, he reached to the front of his jeans, undoing his belt.

“What are you…”

Mark did not have a chance to finish. Aiden was firm, tugging on Mark’s hair hard enough to make him gasp, pulling his head back to make him look up at him as he towered over him.

The look in Aiden’s eyes was one Mark had not seen before. There was fury there, cold and hard, but something more too, a smile at the corner of his lips that contained no humour.

Mark felt whatever strength that was left in him fade and he, for the first time in his life, gave in. Aiden was tall and strong and furious with him. Mark’s ass was sore, still tingling with the lingering sensations of Aiden groping him, and there… there was something more in him, a tingling in his belly, his cock still hard, Aiden's anger and strength finally quelling his rebellion. He had got what he wanted, hadn’t he? And now…

Aiden undid his belt and unfastened his jeans, staring into Mark’s eyes as he gripped his hair and then, slowly, watching Mark’s face, grinning, he took out his cock. Mark felt a thrill run up his spine, head spinning. The grip in his hair relaxed and he looked down, looked straight ahead, stared at Aiden’s cock, level with his face as he knelt inches from it.

It was semi-hard, still limp but engorged too, pulsing softly, not sure whether to harden or soften, yet it was still… massive. Even in its semi-hard state it still put Mark’s cock to shame, was still bigger than even his hard cock, his cock that seemed to grow even harder at the sight of his step-father’s cock.

He was silent for the first time in his life, lost for words, no witty comebacks or insults, no rebellion, no acting out. He just stared at Aiden’s cock, his head spinning. Even the scent of it, raw, masculine, the faint waft of soap, was enthralling. Aiden’s cock. Aiden’s perfect cock.

“Not so bratty now, are you? Not so quick with your insults or comebacks.” Aiden said.

He sounded smug. He had every reason to be smug Mark realised. He had called him a small dicked loser, mostly to get under his skin, to annoy him, make him angry, but… he was definitely not a small dicked loser, and he had the cock to prove it.

Aiden’s cock was thick, long, throbbing, his hair trimmed neatly, but not short, his balls heavy. Mark felt his belly tighten, knots, his tiny by comparison cock throbbing painfully in his pants. Normally, under any other circumstances, he’d have thrown an insult at Aiden, or stormed off, or said something, anything, goading him, but now… now all he could do was stare at his cock. Was it… was it getting harder?

“Still think I’m a small dicked loser?” Aiden said. “Or are you going to apologise?”

Mark felt a lump in his throat. His heart was racing, head spinning. He had been wrong. Aiden was anything but a small dicked loser.

He was handsome, kind, sweet, and… and his cock was massive.

Mark had been out with girls before, had fooled around a little, but this was the first time he was face to face with another man’s cock. It was a real, flesh and blood, cock. Throbbing with the beat of Aiden’s heart, getting larger, harder, as he stared at it.

He had never seen another cock before, but this one… this one he knew was perfect. He had been wrong to call it small. He could not stop staring at it, the way it was growing fatter, longer, harder. He should… he should… he should apologize.

“Well?” Aiden said.

Mark smiled, giddy, breathless. He looked up, looked into eye’s eyes of the man he had constantly goaded, railed against, antagonised, and he giggled, suddenly nervous.

“Sorry.” He whispered.

“That’s…” Before Aiden could finish Mark moved.

He looked back down, to the fat, long, handsome cock, and he reached out to grasp it, gently, and he began to stroke. The skin was soft, like velvet, but the core was so hard, and it was growing harder, thicker and longer, pulsing in his hands that seemed so delicate now wrapped around Aiden’s cock.

“Mark what are you…”

Mark stroked, gently, feeling Aiden’s cock swell, hard now, and he angled it down, pointing it towards his face. He needed to apologise, and he knew just how.

Before Aiden could object or resist, knowing this might be his only chance, Mark leaned forward and opened his mouth wide, extending his tongue. He angled Aiden’s cock and licked, from the base to the lip, wetting his step-father’s cock with his spit, then, slowly, teasing, took the tip between his tight, wet, hot lips, pressing them together in a plump, wet ‘O’, wrapping them around Aiden’s ample girth.

Aiden moaned, a soft groan of pleasure, and Mark felt his cock throb hard in his pants, knowing he had caused that. Mark pressed on, working his tongue, sucking, lips locked tight, and he took more of Aiden’s cock into his mouth.

“Mark, you don’t need to… you can… fuck! What are you...”

Aiden’s hips thrust gently forward, and he cupped the back of mark’s head, gripping his hair gently, urging him on. He might be resisting with his words, but his body wanted more of Mark’s apology.

Mark sucked, working his hand, taking more of Aiden’s prick into his mouth. He could feel the throb of it between his lips, on his tongue, his spit wetting it so his hands slipped up and down easily, working the base as he took more and more into his virgin mouth.

Mark moaned, eyes half-closed, his head spinning. His first blowjob, and he was the one giving it, on his knees, in front of his step-father, sucking his perfect cock. He was giddy, belly fluttering, and his cock was aching it was so hard, his underwear wet with sticky precum.

Aiden thrust, pressing deeper, and Mark let him fuck his mouth slowly, fucking deeper and deeper, gentle pressure on the back of his head, Aiden’s cock working between his wet, hot lips, his tongue lapping, sucking, milking, stroking his hand at the base.

Mark squirmed, moaning, his sounds muffled by cock, and he felt the head of Aiden’s cock press at the back of his throat. He choked, briefly, but knew he needed to apologise.

Mark focussed on relaxing, wanting to please his step-father, for the first time focusing on making him happy, on pleasuring him, quiet and submissive and meek for the first time in his life, happy, content, on his knees sucking cock. Mark forced himself to relax and then pressed on, feeling the head of Aiden’s cock stretching his throat, sinking in.

He subdued the urge to choke, to gag, struggling against it. Aiden thrust, pressing deeper, Mark’s throat tight, squeezing, lips wrapped around his girth, tongue lapping, sucking, stroking, and his grip in Mark’s hair tightened. Mark whimpered, giddy, buzzing, his cock so hard it hurt, his body on fire, a sense of bliss and joy as he took his step-father’s cock into his throat.

“Mark… I… fuck…” Aiden’s voice was hoarse with pleasure.

He was close. Mark could hear it and… he could feel it. Aiden’s cock was swelling, throbbing, hard. He sucked harder, took it as deep as he could, gagging, drooling, throat tight, swallowing, milking, and then, wonderfully, perfectly, he felt it.

Aiden’s cock swelled and he was cumming. Mark’s step-father was cumming down his throat, cumming in his mouth, while he sucked, licked, stroked, let him fuck his tight, wet, no longer virgin mouth.

Mark swallowed, but there was too much. Cum spilt out of his lips even as he sucked, licking, stroking, swallowing, milking as much cum as he could. His body was on fire and he was so close to cumming, just from the pleasure of sucking cock, yet… he never quite reached that peak, the sense of frustration only adding to his pleasure.

Aiden pulsed hot jets of cum into Mark’s mouth, lips tight, wet, lapping tongue, tight throat, milking, and he shivered, grunting his release and pleasure, fucking, hips working his cock in and out of Mark’s mouth.

Mark swallowed the last of Aiden’s cum and pulled back, let Aiden’s slowly softening cock slip from his cum stained lips with an audible pop, then looked up, and smiled. He made a show of wiping the last of his step-father’s cum off his chin with his fingers, licking them clean, then giggled, a sense of joy.

“So, I take it that means my apology is accepted, right?” Mark said.

Aiden stared down, mute, face a mask of pleasure and stunned shock, surprise, but… he was smiling, a big grin, and he nodded. Mark felt a warm glow in his belly, from more than his step-father’s cum.

“Apology definitely accepted. But…”

Mark rose to his feet quickly, a small shimmy and wiggle in his step that had not been there before, a sense of joy, and freedom.

“No buts. I was wrong, so I was punished, and I apologised.” Mark said. “Now, it's late, so I’m off to bed. Sleep well…”

He was demure, almost coy, and sweet in a way he never had been before. He felt happy, comfortable, strangely at ease. Aiden stared at him, still grinning, a look of pleasured satisfaction on his face.

Mark buzzed at the thought of what he had done. He had made Aiden smile, made him happy, and it felt… good. He rose up on his feet on a whim, stepped in close, gave Aiden a peck on the cheek, blushing, and then, without another word, turned and walked off to his room.

Aiden watched him go, staring, his cock still out, still wet with Mark’s spit, and he laughed softly, shaking his head. Was there… was Mark wiggling his ass like that on purpose?


Four

It had been six days since… since the apology, and things had fallen into an awkward routine. Neither Mark nor Aiden had talked about what had happened, but both knew something had changed, that something was different.

They were, at first, awkward around each other, clumsy, overly cautious and almost shy, the pair of them almost timid with each other, but after the first couple of days that began to pass. Aiden was careful not to get too close to Mark, not sure where his boundaries lay, not quite sure what the apology had meant, and he did his best to treat him kindly, gently, with empathy and understanding.

Mark, once he got over his initial awkwardness at having sucked his step-father's cock, having swallowed his cum, found Aiden’s return to his gentle, soft kindness infuriating. What had happened to that stern, authoritative, commanding, powerful man who had spanked him, who had put him on his knees, who had fucked his throat, who had cum in his mouth? He had thought things had changed, yet… they were, slowly, returning to normal.

Aiden was respectful, kind, and thoughtful, and Mark, unable to avoid his well-established patterns of behaviour, began snapping at him again, acting out, insulting him, storming off. Days passed, and, gradually, it became as though the apology, the punishment, had never even happened.

Except that wasn’t true. One thing had changed. Mark, since that night, had not been able to get the image of his step-father’s cock out of his head. He had not been able to stop thinking about that perfect cock, that fat prick, how good it had felt in his hands, between his lips, in his throat as he gagged.

He had not been able to forget the taste of Aiden’s cum. It was like something had snapped in him, as though his step-father’s cum had corrupted him. He had been constantly horny, masturbating several times a day to relieve the gnawing, aching sense of need in him, but it had only made his situation worse.

Every time he touched himself, every time he came, it was Aiden he was thinking about, his cock, cumming in his mouth, the taste, how it had felt to choke on it, swallow, and each time he had cum harder than he had ever cum before.

And then… he’d had to face Aiden again. Each time he masturbated his need became worse, and he couldn’t help but steal glances at the bulge in his step-father’s jeans, had even made excuses to brush past him or bend over, leaning over the side or the table, lifting his ass, wiggling, kneeling to get something out of a cupboard just in front of him, but each time there had been no response.

Aiden had been polite, had done no more than stare for just a moment too long, blush a little awkwardly, and move away. Mark wanted his cock, and Aiden was just… too damn nice. He tried to goad him, provoke him again, but… nothing. Mark became more and more frustrated, and nothing seemed to work, so, finally, he made a plan. He could not stop thinking about Aiden’s cock, he wanted more of it, and he had a good idea just how to get what he wanted.

He waited until the Friday evening, so he knew Aiden would be home, and that he would be relaxed. Mark made sure to get home early, and took his time to get ready, wanting to be sure to get Aiden’s attention.

He showered and dressed in his tightest jeans, and a plain black t-shirt, and he even made an effort with his hair. As he was sitting looking at himself in the mirror he couldn’t help but wonder what he had looked like to Aiden, on his knees, sucking his cock. Did Aiden think he was… did he think he was cute? Maybe if he made an extra effort he might find it easier to get his step-father’s attention?

On a whim, Mark hurried through to Aiden’s bedroom, to his mother’s dresser, and he rummaged through the items she had left behind, looking for her make-up. She had been gone months, but Aiden still had yet to throw out all her things, and for that Mark was glad.

He found what he wanted without too much effort, a deep pink lipstick he knew Aiden had liked when his mother had worn it, black eyeliner, and a black mascara. Mark blushed, giddy, feeling oddly shy and timid, but also excited.

If he wanted Aiden to notice him though, to put him back on his knees, and fuck his mouth again, then he needed to make the most of his natural assets. He had tight jeans on to show off his ass, the ass Aiden had spanked, so why not make his lips and eyes a little more dazzling.

It took him a little longer than he expected, but not too long, and by the time he was done Mark knew he had made the right decision to put on make-up. There was no way Aiden wouldn’t notice him now.

“Let’s see him resist me tonight.” Mark said, pouting at his reflection.

His lips were pink and glossy, wet-looking, plump and fuckable, but it was his eyes that really stood out. Already quite striking, the mascara and eyeliner had made Mark’s bright green eyes seem even larger, brighter, his lashes now long and thick, the little bit of make-up softening his face just enough to make him look sexy, pretty, perhaps even… beautiful.

He smiled. He had never minded how he looked, but nor had he really loved his appearance. Now though… now he couldn’t stop looking at himself. He had always assumed so much about himself growing up but yet now… now things were changing, and his perception of himself was changing with it.

With the make-up on he felt sexy, daring and bold and brazen, even a little slutty. Perfect for seducing his step-father… and was it really wrong? They were both adults, and if Mark wanted to look cute to draw Aiden's eye, then… he wasn’t hurting anybody. He could make Aiden feel good, and get what he wanted too. It all felt so exciting and naughty, yet… also, right.

At the sound of the front door, Mark started. Aiden was home. Time to put the plan into action.

He ruffled his hair, making it seem dishevelled, like he had made no effort at all, and then stormed off down the stairs, making as much noise as he could, acting the brash, loud, obnoxious brat, being as deliberately annoying as he could. Inside though he was excited, and nervous, almost trembling. He just hoped this would work, because there was no way he was going to be able to stop thinking about that perfect cock fucking his mouth, and just imaging it made him squirm.

“Hey, Mark. I didn’t think you’d still be at home tonight. I… I was going to cook dinner for me, but I can make more for you too if you’d…”

“I’m fine.” Mark said brashly. “Just… whatever.”

He glanced at Aiden as he came down the stairs. He could see the frustration in his face, but also… he saw the way he noticed him, noticed the tightness of his jeans, his lips, eyes, and Mark had to struggle not to smile as he felt his heart leap. Maybe this would work?

“Are you not hungry then, or…”

“I said I’m fine!” Mark snapped. “God, you are so annoying. Useless old man.”

Mark stormed past Aiden as he stood at the front door, practically pushing past him, his slight frame almost bounding off the larger, broader, older man. He was so masculine that it made Mark want to fall to his knees.

Stick to the plan, Mark thought to himself.

He walked through to the kitchen and was glad to hear Aiden follow. For the last few days, the house had been quiet, a calm between the two of them following the apology. Now though, now Mark was cranking his bratty behaviour up to eleven. He was going to make Aiden react, no matter what it took…

“Mark, are you okay?” Aiden said.

How like Aiden. Mark was being a brat, showing off, being as rude and as surly as he could be and Aiden was… worried about him. Where was that stern, commanding, fierce man who had spanked him, who had put him on his knees, who had…

“I’m fine.” Mark said, brusque and ill-tempered.

He did not even look at Aiden. Instead walked across the kitchen to open the fridge, and he took out a drink for himself. He opened it with his back to Aiden, studiously ignoring him, but also… giving his step-father a good view of his ass in his very tight jeans. To make sure Aiden looked at the ass he had spanked only a few days early Mark did a little wiggle, hips and ass swaying, sensual and teasing.

“I… if this is about the other night, then… then maybe we need to talk. What happened, I… I should apologise. I never meant to… I was…”

“Oh what, now you’re going to apologise? God, you’re so annoying. Just… shut up and leave me alone!” Mark spoke as though frustrated, exasperated.

He did not want an apology. He did not want Aiden to be sorry for what had happened.

He turned to face his step-father and glowered at him, his best ‘I’m pissed at you and you are beneath me’ expression. Aiden was quiet for a moment. He was so tall and broad, powerful, almost regal. He loomed over Mark, large even as he was trying to appear small and unthreatening, kind, gentle, but Mark knew the power and the force and the fierceness that lay beneath, and he wanted more of that man.

Was that why his mother had left him? Was she frustrated with the kind, gentle, sympathetic man? Did she want more of the ferocity? Mark shivered as he remember that night, the spanking, the power. He wanted that man again, wanted to fall to his knees again and…

He smiled. His mother might have given up on Aiden, but Mark was patient, and he had seen just what lay beneath the serene mask of sweetness. He had made his step-father snap once, made him lose his cool once, and he knew he could do it again. He just needed to give Aiden a little push.

“Mark… I… I don’t know what happened. I just…”

“You don’t know what happened? Well, maybe I can remind you.” Mark said.

He strode across the kitchen, doing his best to look daring, brazen, fierce. He swayed his hips, and ass, smirking.

Mark stopped just in front of Aiden, looked up at him, and had to do his best not to shiver. He was so tall and broad. Was he always this large and looming, this powerful? Had he always been this handsome? Mark could barely think, his mind racing with images of that cock, the way it had felt in his mouth, between his lips, in his hands. He…

“Mark…”

Aiden reached out to put a hand on Mark’s shoulder and out of instinct Mark slapped it away. He saw Aiden’s expression flicker. There was something there, beneath the surface, Mark could see it. He just needed to bring it out.

“You spanked me, remember? You bent me over and spanked my ass, and you groped me. Then… you made me look at your cock.” Mark said. “And then I sucked it, I sucked your fat cock, and you came in my mouth. You came in your step-son’s mouth because you’re a nasty, filthy, old pervert. Aren’t you?”

“Mark I… I never intended… I didn’t mean… and you… you didn’t…”

“Oh, so it’s my fault that you have such a massive cock I couldn’t resist it? It’s my fault that I’m a nasty little cum-slut?” Mark said—his head was spinning, giddy, belly fluttering.

He wanted to push Aiden’s buttons, to make him angry and turn him on at the same time, but the words he was using made him blush, turned him on. Was he really a cum-slut? He giggled slightly, the truth arousing him. For his step-father’s cock he was… he was a cum-slut for Aiden’s cock. Wasn’t that why he had planned all this?

“Well, maybe I am, but you need to take responsibility too. And maybe you need to be nicer to me. Like… maybe you could do more to look after me.”

“I… what do you…” Aiden was flustered, his expression in flux.

Mark could see the storm of barely restrained emotion there. Just a little more. He just needed a tiny push and then, hopefully, there’d be more punishment, more fire, more cock.

“Well, for a start, you could clean up after me.” Mark said.

As he finished speaking he took the drink in his hand and tipped it, pouring the contents over the floor, over Aiden’s trousers, the soda fizzing and bubbling. Mark grinned, smug and cocky and he cocked his head to one side as though daring Aiden to react.

Aiden froze, looked down, watched the can of soda empty, and then looked back up to Mark. His lips worked as he struggled for words, struggling to process Mark’s actions, restraining himself. Mark’s smile widened as he saw the fire in Aiden’s eyes.

“Mark, what are you…”

“I’m proving a point.” Mark said, dropping the can to the floor. “You might have got away with what you did once, but you’d never dare do it again because you don’t have the backbone. So, effectively, I know I can get away with anything. I can do whatever I want, and you can’t stop me. Effectively, you’re my bitch… so, be a darling and grab a cloth and clean up won’t you.”

There was silence. Mark could hear the drumming of his heart.

This had to work, didn’t it? There was no way Aiden would not react to this. It had been extreme and over the top but… he clearly needed to be goaded into acting. Mark wanted more of… what had happened that night, and Aiden had enjoyed it too, had cum into his mouth. They were both adults, so who were they hurting if this was a game they got to play?

“Upstairs, now.” Aiden said.

His voice was quiet, words slow, and he stared at Mark as though he were an annoying bug he needed to crush. There was steel in his tone, and fire in his eyes. For a moment Mark wondered if perhaps he’d gone too far. Aiden looked furious, but then, suddenly, he smiled, a knowing smirk, and Mark’s heart leapt.

“And if I don’t?” Mark teased.

“I’ll make you, and it’ll be worse.” Aiden said.

Mark huffed, a loud, deliberate, forced exhale to show how irritating he found the whole thing, trying to hide how excited he was. He stormed off, past Aiden, towards the stairs, stomping his feet, an exaggerated wiggle to his step. He couldn’t help but grin.

“Fine, but you better not try anything dirty again.” Mark said, his smugness obvious in his tone.


Five

Aiden shut the door and Mark stood looking around the bedroom. This had been his mother’s room before she’d left. That had been her bed, where she’d slept with Aiden, where they’d… his head spun suddenly. What if Aiden wanted to…

A hand ran up Mark’s spine, fingers tracing, lightly, teasing. Mark’s breath caught, the touch electric, and the hand roamed up, over his neck, to his hair, then gripped, tight, making him wince. Aiden moved round to stand in front of him, holding him, looked down at him, and it was clear Mark had got the reaction he wanted. He looked furious, and Mark’s cock throbbed as he imagined another spanking, being put on his knees, being made to…

“I thought after last time you’d learnt your lesson. Sure, things have been a little awkward, but you were being almost… pleasant. I had hoped the awkwardness would pass, that we’d be able to get along better, that maybe you’d stop pushing me constantly. Clearly though I overestimated you.”

Aiden spoke slowly, a deliberate calm that belied the look in his eyes. Mark shivered, a tremble of fear and something more, a deep desire, a need, a hunger, an intoxicating mix of nervousness and lust.

“Maybe if you were….”

Aiden pulled Mark’s hair, hard, sharp, silencing him, making him wince. Aiden smiled, and he stepped in close, looming.

“You don’t get to talk now. You get to listen.” Aiden said. “Understand?”

His grip in Mark’s hair was tight. Mark thought for a moment about answering back, about spitting some cutting remark back at his step-father, then… thought better of it. He nodded. For the first time since he could remember he was… obedient, meek, submissive.

Mark bit his bottom lip and he felt a swell of joy at how Aiden had overpowered him. The surrender felt… good.

“I thought perhaps you could learn to behave, to be nice, but you proved me wrong. You’re a brat, a nasty, filthy, brat, and clearly I need to take a more active hand in teaching you how to be nice. You will learn to behave, or you will be punished, understand?”

Mark nodded again. Punished? Would he be spanked again? Put on his knees, made to… the thought made his belly flutter and his cock throb.

“But if you behave… well… I’ll save that for when you learn how to be good. For now, though, it’s time to punish you for being such a constantly irritating brat. Now, strip…”

Aiden released his grip on Mark’s hair and stood waiting. Mark froze. He went pale. Strip? Was Aiden going to…

“NOW!” Aiden said.

He had never used that tone with Mark before. It was commanding, forceful, almost terrifying, and Mark felt a thrill, a need to obey. As Aiden released him, Mark began to do as he was told. He stripped, slowly, as Aiden watched, ready and willing to step in at any moment to correct his bad behaviour should he try to resist.

Mark shifted, aware that Aiden was watching him. He dithered, then, slowly, finally, began to obey. He slipped off his t-shirt, his trousers, hands shaking, the whole experience oddly humiliating and thrilling. He stripped off his socks, stripped down to his pants, and looked up into Aiden’s deep, handsome eyes.

There was fury there, fire, and Mark felt a swell of excitement and desire and…

“Strip means naked Mark. Or do I need to tear them off you?” Aiden said, grinning.

His smile was knowing, a hint of mischief. Did he know just what Mark’s plan had been? Mark took a deep breath, reached up to the waistband of his underwear and, girding himself, pulled them down, let them fall, pooling at his feet, and he stepped out of them.

He was naked, and he shivered as Aiden stared at him, ignoring his nudity, staring into his eyes, keeping him fixed and pinned in place. Mark’s cock tingled, but he was suddenly too nervous to get hard. Behind him was Aiden’s bed. What did he have planned for punishment, and why… why was Mark so excited and hopeful?

Aiden grinned and looked down, a brief glance. Mark shivered, feeling exposed, humiliated, shamed, but… exhilarated.

“Now, stand there. I have… something for you. After last time I had hoped you would have learned, but I had my suspicions so I prepared for the worst.” Aiden said.

Aiden moved while keeping his eye on Mark. Mark did as he was told, suddenly more obedient. He wondered what Mark had planned. Would there be more spanking? Maybe he’d bought something to hit him with, a belt or… or something worse. Or maybe he’d brought Mark to his bedroom to… Mark blushed, his mind racing. He felt a fluttering in his belly, a new desire rising in him that left him breathless, excited, eager.

Aiden rummaged in the drawers beside his bed, pulled out a small black box, and brought the box over to Mark. He smiled down at him, so tall and broad and handsome. Mark's heart was racing.

“Consider this a present. For you. To keep. It should help you learn how to behave, should help… motivate you.” Aiden said.

Mark was still and meek as Aiden opened the box, and inside was… his face went pale.

Inside the box, nestled on a bed of black cloth, was a shiny, tiny, metallic device with a cute heart-shaped padlock attached. Mark knew instinctively what it was. A cage. A cage for his cock. A chastity cage.

“I think this will give you ample reason to behave.” Aiden said. “Now, stand with hands behind your back, and stay still. It’d hate for this to hurt.”

Aiden was smirking, and something in his tone told Mark that he might quite enjoy hurting him in that moment. Mark, suddenly feeling very small, very frightened, and like he had bitten off far more than he could chew, did just as he was told.

Mark put his hands behind his back and looked up, at the ceiling, and stood still. Aiden moved, taking the device out of the box, dropping the box to the floor, stepping in close.

Hands roamed over Mark’s belly, hips, stroking, strong fingers squeezing. His head spun as his step-father caressed him, gently, firmly, hands slipping down.

Mark looked up, not daring to move, and he winced, a sharp breath, as one hand closed around his cock and balls, gripping him. His cock throbbing, tingling, aching, but he was too nervous, too frightened to get hard.

“How fortunate. There was me thinking you might end up enjoying this punishment after last time, how hard you got when I spanked you, when you took my cock in your pretty slut mouth, but… seems like you’re not a complete pervert after all. It makes my job a little easier, though less fun, but it does mean you’ll be a little more pent up right from the start, so hopefully you’ll break a little sooner.”

Aiden’s tone was smug, a grin. Mark shivered. He had been hard when Aiden had spanked him, had been hard, had almost cum, from sucking his cock, but he hadn’t realised his step-father had noticed. Knowing that, hearing Aiden tease him about it, made Mark blush a deep pink. Was he really a dirty pervert? He had called himself a cum-slut, but that had been fun, part of him teasing Aiden, to hear someone else say such things about him was very different.

Mark felt dizzy, heart thundering, breath quick, shallow. He was hot, aching, tingling, and all he could think about was Aiden’s cock, obeying, how it had felt to be spanked. He wanted more of it, all of it. He wanted his step-father to tame him, by force, to…

There was a sharp click, something cold and hard on his cock, cramped and tiny. He was… he was caged. His cock was caged and his step-father had the key to the lock that controlled him.

“There. With that on you won’t be able to touch yourself. Your cute little dick will be kept soft and safe, so no more cumming, no more playing with yourself, no more going off on dates in case someone finds out about your little secret. Your pleasure is under my control now. Understand?”

Mark nodded, slowly. The words floated in his head. He would be…

“Look at me when you answer me, Mark.” Aiden said.

Mark took a deep breath. He looked down from the ceiling, into his step-father’s stern, handsome eyes. They were the eyes that had always been so infuriatingly kind and patient and gentle, but now… now something else burned in them, something that made Mark feel weak and hot and giddy.

Aiden was in charge. He was stronger, bigger and… he had locked Mark’s cock away. He owned the key. Without his permission, Mark would not be able to cum. It was going to be agony. He’d have no choice but to obey now, would he? He’d have to behave or… or he’d be kept locked, unable to get hard, unable to touch himself, unable to cum.

He’d spent years being bad, a brat, and he’d need to unlearn that pattern of behaviour, and fast, otherwise…

“You think you’ll be able to be a good girl for me, Mark? You think you can behave well enough to earn a reward, or will I need to punish you more severely?” Aiden said.

Mark was caged, naked. His step-father was so tall and strong and handsome. He had all the power in this situation, and it made Mark want to melt into him, to hand him complete control, yet… he yearned for that fire, that fierceness, that anger that would drive Aiden to… to do what?

What did Mark want from Aiden, and what did Aiden want from Mark? What would happen now if he didn’t just obey? He wanted to, wanted to give in, wanted to submit, but another part of him wanted Aiden to make him submit, wanted his step-father to break him, to force him onto his knees and…

“What if I don’t want to? What if I refuse, because you’re a nasty old pervert?” Mark said.

The words came easily and without thinking. He had been acting the part of the brat for so long it was as instinctive as breathing.

Mark saw Aiden’s face shift, and his reaction was not what Mark had expected. Aiden smiled, a cold, menacing grin, like a wolf hunting an injured deer. Only… he was that deer, and he had a suspicion he’d made a very grave mistake, and that he was about to be devoured.

“Always the delinquent. Always the trouble maker. I know what you need though Mark, and I know what you want. I know what I want too, and I know what I expect from you now. You’re going to be a good girl for me, or you’re going to stay locked. You’re going to be my… what was it you said? Cum-slut? Yes… my cum-slut. You’re going to behave for me, or you’ll get nothing. And every time you push me, it’ll get worse for you.” Aiden spoke slowly, grinning.

“Which means… you’re going to get another punishment for answering back.” Aiden said.

Mark shivered. Another punishment. What…

“Now, bend over the bed Mark, and try to relax.”


Six

It had been three days since that night, since Mark had been caged and… he squirmed in his seat on the bus just thinking about it, but that only made it all worse. The rumble of the bus, the vibrations of his seat, the squirming, being surrounded by so many people, the fear that someone might notice the blush in his cheeks, had only made the sensation of having his ass plugged worse.

Aiden had caged him, had told him he had needed to behave, and Mark had been unable to resist the urge to test him, to push him just that little bit further. It was instinct by now. He had spent so long being a brat, being annoying, misbehaving, demanding, insulting, desperate for his step-father’s attention, that even when naked, caged, the threat of never being allowed to cum again without permission, without earning it, he’d been unable to stop himself from answering back. Aiden had been as good as his threat though, and he had only added to Mark’s punishment.

He had made him bend over the bed, naked, caged, and Mark had imagined another spanking, or maybe Aiden was going to fuck him, fuck him hard to make him learn to behave to be, as he said, a good girl for him. As the bus rumbled through busy traffic he couldn’t help but daydream, his mind drifting back to the memories of that moment.

Mark pressed his thighs together as he recalled how, in that instant, he had wanted it, wanted to be fucked by Aiden. He had never really considered his sexuality, whether he was straight, or… or not, but after that moment he knew for certain that no matter what he was, he was not straight. Or at least not when it came to his step-father.

Without thinking Mark had spread his legs, wide, and arched his back, lifting his butt in lurid invitation, and he had waited with bated breath. He had waited, wanting Aiden to press the head of his hard, fat, long cock against his asshole and stretch him open, fill him, fuck him. But… Aiden had not done that. What he had done was much, much worse.

He had teased Mark gently, with slippery fingers, stretching his hole slightly, making him pine and ache for more, making him crave cock, the sensation of being full, fucked, but in the end, Aiden had denied him, left him craving, pining, and he had plugged his ass with a slim, small metal plug, a cute heart-shaped gem on the end. It was trivial compared to Aiden’s cock, but he was told to wear it constantly, only taking it out to use the bathroom or clean himself, and at first, Mark had been relieved it was so small, but… its design was cunning, a devious punishment meant to make his situation, caged, locked away, worse.

As he’d stood up he’d realised the core of Aiden’s punishment. The plug had a small weight inside it that would shift as Mark moved, making the plug almost rumble, so the more he moved the more it would vibrate, teasing him. It was large enough to be felt, constantly teasing him, always there at the back of his mind, reminding him of his situation—as though he could forget, his cage was so tight and constrictive he was always aware of it—but small enough that it only ever teased, rumbling, vibrating, just barely pressing on the sensitive spot of pleasure inside him that became, over time, only more sensitive.

As the days passed he became more and more frustrated, aching, a need growing in him. He could feel his ass becoming more sensitive, craving more, but the plug was always just not quite enough, no matter how he squirmed or shifted or pressed on it—and he and squirmed and shifted and pressed on it a lot. He would become distracted on the bus, or in class at college, and end up fidgeting in his seat, moving to feel more of the plug in his ass, the way the weight shifted, the hard metal surface pressing on the knot of joy that kept growing inside him, biting his bottom lip and blushing, doing his best not to whimper in aching desperation, thoughts of Aiden, the spanking, his hard cock in his mouth, Mark’s caged cock throbbing, locked away, useless, pent up.

He could feel his balls, swollen, almost constantly throbbing, the agony and frustration of being locked in a chastity cage made worse by being plugged, teased constantly, and each night it only got worse. He would lie awake for hours, struggling to get to sleep, struggling to settle, thinking about Aiden, about his situation, about how much he wanted release, about what he would do to earn the chance to cum, the chance to suck Aiden’s cock, to be fucked, and when he did eventually fall asleep, his dreams would only make it worse. Dreams of his step-father, his cock, of his secret desires that he was only just beginning to admit to himself.

And each day Aiden found new ways to tease him, to remind him of his situation. Their dynamic had shifted, dramatically. Mark was motivated to behave and was being polite, sweet, thoughtful. He made coffee every morning, and cleaned up after himself.

He could feel the changes too. He was suddenly shy around his step-father, a timidity and nervousness that made him tingle, left him breathless, the fear of being punished further, and the desire to be rewarded for being good. It felt… nice, and it made him feel safe, cared for, small and almost… pretty, which only made him even hornier.

Aiden too had changed. He was more forceful, more insistent and demanding. As Mark became more demure, Aiden became more domineering. He would compliment Mark on how he looked, how he moved, would tell him how cute and sexy he was, which would make Mark blush and giggle, make him walk with more sway and wiggle in his hips and ass, and Mark found himself dressing to make Aiden notice him, tighter clothes, wearing a little make-up more often, a fact that Aiden noticed, commented on, complimented.

And then there were the inspections. Aiden said he needed to know that Mark was still caged, that he was behaving, that he was following his punishment instructions, that he was, at all times, staying plugged, and so he introduced regular, random, inspections throughout the day.

At odd times, multiple times a day, Aiden would make a point of finding Mark where ever he was in the house, and he would inspect him. Grabbing him, pinning him against a wall, bending him over a counter or table, pulling him onto his lap… it didn’t matter where, or when, Aiden would just grab Mark and check his cage, and plug, using his hands to probe his body, making sure to fondle his ass, hips, belly, taking full advantage of the situation to caress him, tease him, make him squirm.

Mark knew he should have resisted, but… he found he actually craved those moments, those inspections. It was a chance to behave like a good girl, to do as he was told, to show Aiden he deserved to be rewarded and he savoured the contact, the closeness. As Aiden touched him, checking his cage by rubbing, tugging, squeezing, checking his plug by pressing and working it around inside his ass, Mark would whimper and blush and moan, squirming, pressing back, loving how it felt to have his plug slip deeper, teasing his inner walls, knowing that his step-father was in control, showing Aiden he was a good girl.

He knew Aiden enjoyed those moments too, had felt just how much they turned him on, his cock straining in his jeans, and Mark took plenty of opportunities to tease him too, grinding his ass on his lap, pressing his butt back into his crotch and working it up and down to tease, pressing his body in close, looking up at him with painted eyes and lips, fluttering his eyelashes, pouting, licking his lips, and every time Aiden’s cock swelled, twitched, Mark felt a hot throb of pleasure, knowing it was him having that effect on his step-father.

The atmosphere between them grew dense with sexual tension, a new edge that was more pleasant than the usual tension. They were rediscovering each other, discovering new parts of themselves, and they were both having a lot of fun.

However, Mark knew it couldn’t last. He was on the verge of exploding. It had been so long since he had cum, and he was being kept constantly on edge. He was being teased, touched, groped, and he wanted so badly to be a good girl for Aiden, to earn release, to earn his chance to be…

He giggled, blushed, and snapped himself out of his daydream. He had a plan. He was going to show Aiden he had learned his lesson. He was going to earn release, a chance to cum. Was going to show his Daddy that this brat knew how to behave, at least sometimes...


Seven

Mark had done his research. He had bought everything he needed for his plan, had planned out everything he needed to do. He knew, roughly, how long it would take, and he knew that tonight Aiden would be home a little later than usual due to work. It was the perfect opportunity.

He arrived home and headed straight for the bathroom. Part one in becoming his Daddy’s good girl was looking the part.

Locked as he was, plugged, he had tried his best to avoid looking at porn, but as horny as he was he’d been unable to resist the temptation. After his recent adventures though he’d grown bored of his usual favourite searches, and so he had branched out, browsing his favourite sites, and what he had found had opened his eyes to so much, had truly broadened his horizons.

And it had given him so many great ideas…

With Aiden out of the house, Mark took his time to get ready. The first thing was to make himself smooth and soft. All his favourite videos now, of stern Daddies taming their naughty little brats, punishing their delinquent step-sons, had featured boys that were undeniably pretty. They were all dazzling, cute, and unafraid to be girly, submissive, sexy in a way that was traditionally seen as feminine. They were all also shaved smooth all over, and the first time Mark had seen it he had been mesmerized.

How would that feel? What would it be like to be smooth, to be touched and caressed while soft and delicate? He hoped tonight he’d find out.

Mark had bought a cream for hair removal and a razor, shaving foam, and moisturiser, all recommended by a message board he’d found for femboys. Was that what he was now? Was that what he was going to become? Was that what he wanted to be?

He didn’t know, and he didn’t have time to worry about it. He had lots to do!

Using the cream first Mark followed the instructions to make his legs, arms, belly, armpits, and chest all smooth. The cream tingled a little, and the smell was harsh, but he found his caged cock throbbing at the thought of being smooth, a fluttering in his belly at the thought of being pretty for Aiden.

In the last few days, he’d begun to review his relationship with his step-father, and his past behaviour and feelings had begun to make so much more sense in the light of recent… revelations. Mark had always craved Aiden’s attention, had always felt oddly angry and resentful of his mother when Aiden and her spent time together, and that had come out as… his continued brattiness. Now though he understood that he’d just wanted Aiden to himself, had wanted the older, handsome man’s attention for himself. He wanted to be his step-father’s good girl.

Which was what he was going to be tonight…

Once the hair removal cream had sat for the allotted time Mark set the shower running, let the water heat, the room filling with steam, and then stepped under the spray of hot water. It was a baptism, a rebirth, and as the cream sloughed off his skin Mark saw himself anew.

He had never been particularly hairy or masculine, a fact he found he was increasingly glad for, but as the hair removal cream was washed away he realised quite how far he’d been from smooth, from pretty. His body was changed so utterly by one simple act… and Mark could not stop smiling, and he knew that if not for his cage, his cock would have been hard from the joy of it.

He was so smooth now, so slippery and sensitive. He looked so… so… so cute. Mark almost cried out in a sense of sudden wonder and happiness. If he looked this good already then how would he look when he was finished? How would Aiden react?

He smiled, imagining his step-father’s reaction. There was no way he could go any longer without being allowed a chance to cum, so no matter what, he had to make Aiden know he could be a good girl for him, that he could be his cum-slut.

Mark turned his attention to shaving once the cream was rinsed off, using the razor to make his more intimate, delicate areas smooth. Mark slipped out his plug, then set to shaving around his cock, balls, and long his butt crack, paying special attention to around his tight, virgin hole… an area he hoped would be receiving even more attention tonight—and that thought made him blush, a hot knot of excitement in his belly.

When he was finished he washed, using a new soap, with a soft, flowery scent of blossoms, sweet fruits, and musk, girly and sexy, delighting in how his body felt now, hoping that Aiden too would delight in it, then shut off the water and stepped out. He dried himself off carefully, and moisturised, caressing himself briefly, mind racing, caged cock throbbing, then, finally, reinserted his plug.

This last part was almost the most difficult, the most distracting, an agony of frustrations. He took his time, savouring how it felt, and his body grew hot, a knot in his belly becoming tighter, a need rising.

Over the days he’d been wearing the plug he’d noticed it had become easier and easier to insert, his tight, virgin hole becoming used to being stretched, a fact that made him flustered and anxious and excited. His ass was also becoming more and more sensitive, more eager, each touch now sending bolts of pleasure through him, and he found he was touching himself there more, playing with his plug as he struggled to sleep, imagining Aiden pinning him down and…

Mark blushed and giggled again. He needed to focus. He was showered, smooth, soft, and plugged. Next came make-up.

He’d borrowed some of his mother’s old make-up over the past few days, playing with subtle styles to enhance his eyes and lips, but tonight he wanted something more. He wanted to really surprise Aiden, to wow him, and he wanted a look that was all him, his own make-up, more like the pretty femboys in the videos he’d watched with their big, beautiful eyes, their pouty, painted, glistening lips, their glowing faces, their eyeshadow and cute hair. And his mother’s make-up was not going to be good enough for any of that.

It had cost him a small fortune in brushes and palettes and colours, but he knew that if things went to plan it’d be worth it, and… he could use it again. He hoped he’d get to use it again, and often, maybe even out on a date or…

He was daydreaming again! He needed to get ready. Aiden would be home soon.

Mark applied his make-up in his bedroom, sat in front of his bedroom mirror on the floor. He’d need to get a better set-up if he was going to be doing this more. A table, a good mirror, lights…

He did his eyes first, just as he’d seen in the videos he’d watched, only it was way more difficult than it had seemed, so that he needed to start again a few times before he got the colours and the blending just right. By the time he was finished though the result was nothing short of stunning.

Mark sat back and looked at himself and he could not stop grinning. His eyes were big and bright, outlined in stark black to make them seem bolder, brighter, larger, with thick black long lashes that fluttered as he blinked. His lids were pink and black, with shimmery glitter, daring and bold and sultry.

And his lips… his lips were bright pink, glossy, pouty, plump and juicy. What would it be like to wrap them around Aiden’s cock, to be kissed or… he wondered what Aiden would think when he saw him.

Even his hair was changed, styled to give it more curl and body, a soft feminine flow that framed his face. He could maybe get a haircut soon, to make it easier to style, to make him prettier, but for now, he knew he looked perfect. He was cute, pretty, sexy, and there was only one last piece of the plan to put into action.

Lingerie…

Mark turned his attention to the garments he’d bought, lace and silk, ribbons, the underwear so bold and daring and sexy that he’d felt embarrassed even buying them. He was sure the woman in the shop that’d helped him had known he was buying them for himself, but she’d said nothing, had been sweet and helpful, so it hadn’t been that bad except it had made him flustered and squirmy.

She’d suggested black, or pink, since they were the most popular colours and were considered the sexiest by most people, and on looking them over Mark had thought a mix of both would look best, so he’d bought a matching set of panties and suspenders and bra, black, with small accents of bright pink ribbon. He’d bought black stockings to go with it too, seamed up the back, with lacy tops, and, finally, a pair of black high heels like he’d seen in one of his favourite videos.

He’d never thought about wearing something like this before, but now he couldn’t stop thinking about it, couldn’t stop thinking about being pretty for his Daddy, being cute and obedient, a good girl, earning his reward, a chance to cum, getting his step-father’s undivided attention. What was Aiden going to say? How was he going to react?

Mark didn’t have long to wait to find out, so he hurried to get dressed, wanting to be ready for Aiden when he got home. He put on the stockings first, then the suspenders, like he’d read you were meant to. It took a little fiddling, the clasps difficult to attach to the stocking tops, but he managed it in the end and without too much stress. He loved how they fitted, the suspenders and stockings shaping his hips, ass, legs, in a way that made him feel sexy.

He wiggled, jigging his butt, blushing, a fluttering in his belly. The cage on his cock was heavy, cute and small, and it swayed, tugging on his cute, useless little cock in a way that reminded him of his situation. He was his Daddy’s little cum-slut, his brat, but… he would be a good girl today, would earn his reward. His cock throbbed at the thought, almost painfully, unable to harden, and his ass clenched on his plug, almost as though hungry for… something.

Mark turned his attention to his panties next, slipping them on, tugging them over his stocking-clad shins, thighs, into place over his hip and ass. They were tiny, lacy, and very snug, cut high to really show off his thighs and ass, and Mark understood now why they went on last… it made it easier to remove them to go to the bathroom, or… he smiled, blushing, and giggled.

As his mind raced with thoughts of how Aiden was going to react to seeing him, Mark slipped on his bra, putting it on as he had seen in countless TV shows and movies, fastening it around his waist with the clasp at the front, then spinning it around and slipping it up, slipping his arms through the straps until it sat in place over his chest.

Mark had made sure to measure himself so he could get the right size, but still, it felt oddly tight, a novel sensation as it hugged and cupped his chest, the padding and the lifting motion serving to accentuate his smooth, androgynous chest. His blush deepened and he pictured Aiden slipping his bra down to expose his nipples, pinching, kissing, biting. His body throbbed, so horny it was hard to even think.

Finally, Mark slipped on his heels, fastening the straps. He wobbled at first, struggling to even stand, but he’d been prepared for this and he took a little time to practise, keeping in mind what he’d read online and watched in videos. It was harder than it had looked, but in a short time, he managed the skill of standing and strutting in heels well enough that he wouldn’t make a fool of himself. And, after all, he hoped he wouldn’t be standing, or walking, that much tonight. He wouldn’t need to balance if he was on his knees, or on his back…

Finished, Mark turned to look at himself in the mirror, and as he saw his reflection he froze, a tingle running up his spine, a rush of emotions that were too complicated to understand clearly.

“I…”

Mark’s vision blurred, eyes filling with tears. He blinked, quickly, trying not to cry, not wanting to ruin his make-up.

He was beautiful, and sexy, radiant, pretty and feminine and cute. The sight of himself, dressed and made-up and smooth filled him with a joy that was new and bright and wonderful, and the thought of showing off to his Daddy only fuelled that joy, the happiness blending with his lust to make a potent cocktail that made his belly flutter. He wanted to be Aiden’s good girl tonight, to make up for being such a brat, even as he knew that soon he would be his brat again, but for very specific, deliberate reasons now. So what if he liked being spanked, being handled roughly by his step-father, being forced to his knees, being plugged and caged and made to submit to the handsome, powerful, older man who loved him and cared for him and owned him. He was an adult, and so was Aiden, and he knew he could make his Daddy far happier than any woman, and tonight he’d show him just how happy he could make him.

As Mark looked himself over, mesmerized by his reflection, the radiant, sexy femboy in the mirror, he was snapped from his reverie by the click of the front door. There was the sound of heavy boots, a bag being dropped. His heart leapt, giddy excitement, nerves…

Daddy was home.


Eight

“Mark? Are you home, I picked up food on my way back. Sorry for being late, work was hell and I just want to collapse.” Aiden shouted up the stairs.

Aiden sounded exhausted and frazzled, and Mark smiled. He was sure he was bracing himself, wondering how Mark was going to misbehave and cause trouble tonight, but probably also excited to give him an inspection, to check his cage and plug. Mark though had even more exciting things planned, and he was sure Aiden would appreciate his good girl behaviour tonight.

“I’ll be right down. I… I bought some nice beers for you on my way home today. They’re in the fridge. Feel free to grab one and sit down.” Mark called back.

He tried to keep his voice calm, but he was aware it was shaking. He only hoped that Aiden would not suspect anything was up. His plan involved Aiden being relaxed, settled, and he wanted to see the look of surprise on his face this first time, to savour it, to memorise it.

Mark waited for a moment, giving Aiden time to get a drink, take his coat off, settle into his favourite chair, then, almost trembling, he opened his door and set off downstairs. He took small steps in his heels, careful not to trip, trying not to make too much noise. The television was on, low, playing one of Aiden’s favourite sci-fi shows about exploring strange civilizations, so Mark knew he was distracted.

As he neared the door to the living room he slowed, hands shaking. Mark took a deep breath, then stepped forward, shoulders back, tall, strutting as best as he could in his heels, shaking his hips and ass. He stopped in the doorway, and struck a deliberate, exaggerated pose, leaning on the door frame, hips and ass out, showing off his smooth, soft, feminine body in his sexy lingerie, the heels making him stand in such a way that his ass only stuck out more.

Aiden turned to face him, noticing his presence, then stalled, froze, eyes going wide as he saw him, really saw him. He looked Mark up and down, shifting in his seat, obviously flustered. His lips moved but he clearly had no idea what to say.

“Welcome home Daddy.” Mark said. “Can I… can I get you anything.”

“Mark, what are you…”

“I’m ready to show you I can be a good girl Daddy.” Mark said. “I’ve been behaving, haven’t I? I’ve been wearing my cage, and my plug, just like you told me. You know that, you’ve been checking on me. I even have them on now…”

To prove his point Mark shifted, turning and bending to stick his ass out towards his Daddy, reaching back to pull his panties just barely to the side to show off the head of the plug nestled between the pert flesh of his butt cheeks. As Mark looked back over his shoulder he was pleased to see Aiden’s face go pink, an obvious swelling in his jeans.

“And I’m just sooooo horny, being locked away. I can’t stop thinking about being good for you and being… being rewarded. Isn’t there anything I could do for you to earn a little reward? I know I can be a good girl if you give me a chance.”

Aiden shifted, turning to better look at Mark, to better admire and examine him, his gaze roaming over Mark’s soft, smooth, pretty body, taking in the stockings, suspenders, heels, panties, bra, the exotic, sensual black underwear, his exposed ass, the plug, the bulge of his caged dick, his face… his face, painted, beautiful, big bright eyes and glossy, wet, plump lips.

“You want to be a good girl for me do you?” Aiden asked.

As he spoke he put down his drink. His voice was level now, calmer. The flustered Aiden was gone and he was now more controlled, assertive, authoritative, just as he had been that first time, when he had taken control, had spanked Mark, had put Mark on his knees and… and had got his massive cock out.

Mark wanted to handle that cock again, to feel it in his hands, to suck it, taste his Daddy’s cum, to feel Aiden throbbing between his lips, to feel him…

“Well come here then. Sit on Daddy’s lap, and let me see just what a good girl you are.”

Mark shivered, bolts of excitement. Why did he love it so much when Aiden called him a good girl?

That question didn’t matter though. All that mattered was getting his reward, was making his Daddy happy, was being a good girl.

Mark smiled, shifted, rose back to standing, and stepped into the room, walking slowly in his heels, strutting, wiggling his hips and ass, loving the way his Daddy was watching him. Mark’s whole body felt hot, aching, so horny his mind felt almost blank. He wanted to be touched, handled roughly, wanted to be…

“Sit here beautiful.” Aiden said, grinning, patting his knee.

Mark bit his bottom lip and fluttered his eyelashes, nodded, blushing. He stepped to stand in front of his Daddy and then, slowly, carefully, moving as gracefully and as sensually as he could, sat on his Daddy’s knee.

He felt suddenly very small, and pretty, feminine, a good girl, and he shifted to get comfortable wiggling his ass deliberately to grind it against the bulge of Aiden’s cock. Mark moaned softly, loving how it felt, the hardness pressing into the crack of his butt, pressing on the head of his plug, forcing it deeper into his virgin hole, making his caged cock drool precum.

Aiden shifted, working his hips to grind back, pressing his cock into Mark’s ass, and he reached out, one arm wrapping around Mark’s waist to grip his hips, pulling him in closer, hugging him, Aiden’s other hand falling to his thigh, soft and smooth, the touch caressing over the silk of his stockings, sending shudders of pleasure coursing through Mark’s smooth, sensitive body.

Mark turned to look into Aiden’s face, so handsome and wise and kind, and he smiled, blushing, a swell of lust and affection for the older, powerful man who owned him now, his Daddy. This was what he had always wanted, needed. Aiden’s attention, his Daddy all for himself.

Aiden’s grip became tight, holding Mark’s hip, pulling his soft body into him, and his other hand roamed up his thigh, caressing, over the silk of his stockings, over the lacy top, over the window of bare skin, up to the leg of his panties, fingertips creeping just barely beneath to caress the smooth, sensitive skin between Mark’s virgin, plugged hole and his caged cock.

The touch was electric, like nothing Mark had ever felt before, and he shuddered again, unable to contain his pleasured whimpers. Aiden watched him, grinning. Mark’s soft, kind, gentle step-father was again transformed. No longer so gentle or kind or patient. He was Mark’s Daddy now, firm and demanding and stern, powerful, and he would punish Mark for being a brat, just as he would reward Mark for being a good girl.

And Mark had tried so hard over the last few days to be a good girl, had behaved, been sweet, and polite. He had worn his cage, had been denied any chance to cum, had remained plugged, his hole constantly teased, so sensitive now. He wanted, needed, to cum, wanted Aiden to…

Aiden moved before Mark could react. He pulled Mark closer as he leaned forward, leaned in, down, and their lips met. Aiden kissed him, hard, deeply, passionately.

Mark had been kissed by girls before, had kissed girls before, but they had never been truly memorable experiences, had never been like this. Aiden was urgent, powerful, and he took what he wanted from Mark, his kiss demanding, hungry, urgent, his grip on Mark’s hip tight, his hand squeezing Mark’s soft thigh. Mark melted into the kiss, and offered himself up, kissing back, giving his Daddy everything he asked for, everything he demanded.

As Aiden pressed harder, pulling Mark in closer, teasing the skin between his virgin hole and his caged dick with his fingers under his panties, grinding his hips to fuck the bulge of his cock into Mark’s crack, forcing the plug in deeper, Mark surrendered. He kissed back, a pretty, weak, good girl, and he parted his lips willingly to let his Daddy explore his mouth with his tongue.

Mark whimpered, squirming, and he felt his whole body growing hot, caged dick throbbing. He never wanted the moment, the kiss, to end, but at the same time he wanted, needed, more.

The kiss deepened, Aiden’s tongue exploring Mark’s mouth, their tongues meeting, lips kissing, teeth nipping, and he held him tight, hands roaming his soft, smooth body. Mark shuddered, letting his Daddy take what he wanted from him. He had been a good girl, had earned this, and… he wanted to make his Daddy happy.

As the kiss ended Mark whined, wanting more, grinding his butt back into Aiden’s lap, loving the swell of his massive cock, the way it throbbed. He felt giddy and pretty and sexy and horny. Slowly Aiden shifted, twisting Mark slightly so that he could better see his face, pulling his fingers out from inside his panties, reaching out to grip a wrist.

Mark bit his bottom lip, aware of just how weak and powerless he was around his Daddy, relishing the sensation of being owned and controlled. He let Aiden pull him closer, and looked into those deep, wise, knowing eyes, a fluttering in his heart, belly, his ass clenching on his plug. Did he really dare…

Aiden, gripping Mark’s wrist, moved his hand to the bulge in his jeans, placing it on his hard cock. He stared into Mark’s eyes, grinning.

“If you really are a good girl, you’ll take responsibility for what you’ve done. Dressing like that, teasing me all week as you strut around wiggling that slut ass, pressing your body into me every chance you get… you know what you’ve been doing, don’t you?” Aiden said.

Mark grinned, blushing, and nodded.

“I do Daddy and… I thought you liked it?” Mark said, voice soft, teasing, flirty. “I… I did it to make you happy, to be your good girl, and… it’s a little bit your fault too. You caged me, plugged me, and punished me. You got me so hot and horny and squirmy I couldn’t think properly. And after you showed me that amazing cock of yours, after I finally got to feel it, taste it, be your little cum-slut, I’ve not been able to stop thinking about you and I’m so horny I can’t concentrate or think about anything other than you, and me, and your cock and… well…”

Aiden smiled as Mark stammered, blushing.

“What do you want Mark?” Aiden asked.

His voice was calm, cool, and controlled. He was grinning, and Mark’s hand had begun, distractedly, to stroke his fat, long cock, feeling it throb and swell.

Aiden released Mark’s wrist, Mark’s hand remaining on his cock, fondling it, and Aiden moved his hand back to Mark’s thigh, slipping it up to the waist of his panties, tugging at them gently, teasingly them just slightly down, making Mark squirm.

“I… I…” Mark was suddenly too shy.

He had been a demonstrative brat for years, but now, saying that, it was too much. He couldn’t admit that he wanted that, could he?

“If you don’t say it, you don’t get it, Mark. Now, I think you’ve been a good girl recently. You’ve been polite, and sweet, and you’ve stayed caged and plugged for me. And now this, surprising me with such sexy underwear, all dressed up for me, well, I’d love to reward you, but if you don’t tell me what you want, then I can’t give it to you, can I?”

Aiden was smirking, watching Mark squirm, whine, his small, dainty hand stroking his Daddy’s fat cock, feeling it throb and pulse and swell. He wanted it inside him, in his tight virgin ass, and he knew Aiden knew what he wanted too. He just… he was going to make Mark say it, was going to make Mark confess. A thrill of shame, humiliation, excitement, arousal, and desire ran through him.

Mark looked up at his Daddy and smiled. He wiggled his hips and ass and stroked his cock a little faster, pressing his smooth, soft, pretty body into his Daddy’s. He felt Aiden tugging his panties down and Mark, taking his Daddy’s lead, began to unfasten Aiden’s jeans, opening them to reach his hand inside. His hand closed around the hot, hard flesh of his Daddy’s cock, and he gripped it, stroking.

Mark looked into Aiden’s eyes, and, blushing, fluttered his eyelashes, feeling pretty, sexy, hot. He wanted his step-father to fuck him…

“I’ve been a good girl Daddy. And… I’m so horny. I… I want you to fuck me like the good cum-slut I am. I want you to slip my plug out and take your big, fat, hard cock, and fuck my tight little virgin ass and cum in me. I want you to fuck me, claim me, breed me. I want you to stretch my tight hole out and make me your personal cum-slut.”

Aiden stared at Mark, smile widening.

“Ask nicely.” He said. “Like a good girl.”

Mark giggled.

“Please Daddy.” He said. “Please fuck me. Please slip your fat cock into my tight virgin ass and make me yours…”

Aiden’s cock throbbed hard, swelling, suddenly massive, and Mark loved the way his Daddy’s thick cock responded to his words. Aiden pulled Mark’s panties lower, and Mark pulled his Daddy’s cock free of his jeans. Mark looked down, marvelling at the sight of it, the size and girth of it. He was going to feel that inside him, was going to feel that throbbing and cumming inside his ass. He could barely wait, was trembling in need and excitement.

“Well, since you asked so nicely…” Aiden said. “Take your panties off.”

Mark could not obey quickly enough.
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Mark slipped off his Daddy’s lap and wiggled his hips and ass as he eased his panties off, very glad he had read to put them on over his stockings and suspenders. They slipped down over his stocking-clad legs and fell to his feet, pooling around his heels. As he stepped out of his underwear and turned around to face Aiden he felt his heart skip.

Aiden had slipped out of his jeans and his underwear, and was wearing just his t-shirt, his hard, thick, long cock exposed and throbbing. Mark felt his ass clench around his plug. Would it even fit?

“Come here then beautiful, and sit on Daddy’s lap.” Aiden said.

Mark giggled. Could he really do this? He was smooth, soft, caged, plugged, dressed in lingerie, ass bare, and his step-father had his hard cock out. Could he really sit on his lap?

Mark knew the answer, and there was no doubt. He stepped forward, wiggling his hips and ass as he strutted in his heels, and moved to stand over Aiden where he sat in his chair, looking up at his sexy, pretty, femboy cum-slut. Mark had earned this. He had been a good girl, and now he would get his reward.

“Are you ready for me Daddy?” Mark asked.

Aiden smiled, staring up at Mark with eyes full of lust and affection. This man who had always been so soft, gentle, kind, wanted him, was going to claim him, was going to take what he wanted from his pretty step-son, so strong and powerful that Mark could not resist. He was powerless, and he wanted to surrender to him.

“I think the question is, are you ready for me beautiful? Are you ready to have your tight, virgin hole stretched out by my fat cock? Are you ready to become Daddy’s personal cum-slut.”

Mark nodded, eagerly, enthusiastically, giddy and fluttery and horny. His caged cock throbbed, locked away, and he felt… free. He was finally getting his Daddy all to himself.

“Yes Daddy, please… I… stretch my hole and ruin me, fuck me, breed me, make me your slut.”

Mark shifted, stepping forward to stand over Aiden, one foot on either side of his legs. Aiden reached out to caress Mark’s thighs, squeezing, reaching up to cup his ass, fondling, molesting, and Mark lowered himself down, slowly, wiggling and squirming, relishing his Daddy’s touch.

“Fuck you are so hot.” Aiden said.

Mark blushed. He liked the way he felt, the way his clothes and make-up made him feel, the way being smooth made him feel. He was dizzy and happy and pretty and the way his Daddy looked at him lit a fire inside of him.

“Thank you Daddy, and… I think you’re pretty hot too. And…” Mark grinned, giggling, squirming.

He sat down on Aiden’s naked lap, letting his fat cock nestle into the crack of his ass, grinding on it, loving how it felt slipping up and down, pressing on the head of his plug, teasing him just as he teased his Daddy. He couldn’t wait to feel it fill him.

“… you’re definitely not a tiny dicked loser.” Mark said.

The thrill of repeating the phrase that had begun all of this, that had finally spurred his Daddy on to taming him, made Mark feel giddy. He watched as Aiden’s expression shifted, a grin, pleasure and… something harder, sterner. His cock throbbed in the crack of Mark’s ass, swelling, becoming massive.

Aiden squeezed Mark’s ass hard, making him wince. He lifted one hand, and gave a light, playful slap, though hard enough to leave a tingling sting.

“I said you weren’t.” Mark said, giggling, wiggling. “And… I can feel the proof that you’re not nestled between my legs.”

Aiden smiled.

“Want to feel the proof inside you?” He asked.

Mark nodded.

“Please…” Mark almost purred his reply, whining, begging, hoarse with need and lust.

Aiden’s fingers teased over smooth flesh, fondling Mark’s ass, slipping along his crack to the head of his plug. They pressed, pushing it in, then pulled, easing it out.

Mark closed his eyes and arched his back, moving his hips to feel more, grinding onto the plug, onto his Daddy’s cock. Aiden repeated, slowly, teasing his cum-slut, and then, just as Mark felt a swell of pleasure, his caged dick throbbing almost painfully, he pulled with more force, slow, gentle.

The plug slipped out, tugging at Mark’s tight entrance, stretching it, his hole puckering, gaping, the pressure building, pleasure, a soft ache, and then… it slipped free, slipped out, leaving him empty, hole gaping. Mark whined, grinding his hips, and his Daddy shifted, dropping the plug to one side, gripping Mark’s hips, easing his fat cock along Mark’s slippery crack.

The head teased over his opening, barely entering him before slipping away. Mark pined, feeling oddly empty, craving the sensation of being full.

His Daddy’s cock was so much thicker and longer than the plug. How was it going to feel to have that inside his virgin ass? How was it going to feel to have his hole stretched around it, to have it cum inside him?

He didn’t know, but he was so horny he couldn’t think, could barely breathe. He needed to find out.

“Please Daddy… I need it…” Mark whined.

He arched his back, grinding his ass down, chasing the sensation of his Daddy’s cock. It slipped up and down along his crack, the head slipping over his gaping hole, slipping almost in each time then slipping away, teasing him.

Mark opened his eyes and looked down into Aiden’s face, saw his Daddy’s lust for him, the fire in him, his passion, and he trembled, weak in the face of it. Aiden eased his hips, fucking, grinding, just as Mark ground back, working his ass to feel more, trying to capture his Daddy’s cock with his tight, virgin hole.

“You want it?” Aiden asked.

Mark nodded. He bit his bottom lip, fluttering his eyelashes.

“Please…” He whined.

Mark shifted his hips. The head of Aiden’s cock pressed at his entrance, easing him open, teasing in and then… Aiden shifted, and his cock slipped out, slipped away, and Mark’s caged dick ached in frustration.

“If you want it, then take it.” Aiden said. “Take hold of my cock and slip it inside you. Once it's all the way in I can start fucking you.”

Mark stared at his Daddy. He blushed, a tide of emotions. He had to… he had to do it himself, had to take his Daddy’s cock and slip it into his ass, had to… had to fuck himself with it before…

“Yes, Daddy.” Mark said, grinning.

Without hesitating, he reached back, behind himself, and down. One hand closed on the girth of Aiden’s cock and Mark shifted, rising up slightly, and then he aimed the head of his Daddy’s cock at his virgin entrance.

Mark took a deep breath and lowered himself down. The head of Aiden’s cock pressed at his slippery, gaping hole, and it eased him open. Mark lowered more and more of his weight down, slowly, and his virgin hole stretched. There was pressure, pain, pleasure, and his body was shivering, delight, excitement, nervousness.

The head of his Daddy’s cock sank deeper, deeper, deeper, and his hole was stretched wider, the pressure building as he sat down onto his step-father’s fat cock. Mark wiggled his hips, arching his back, his body moving on its own to feel more, new instincts awakening in him, and, as he gripped the shaft of his Daddy’s cock, it happened…

The pressure built, his hole stretched, and Aiden’s cock popped past Mark's outer ring and slipped deep, suddenly, wonderfully, filling him. The sensation, the joy, made Mark’s mind go blank and his legs went weak and it was all he could do not to collapse onto his Daddy’s cock, Aiden’s grip on his ass and hips holding him in place.

“Are you okay? Do you need me to…”

“NO!” Mark said, cutting Aiden off. “Just… I need a moment. It feels so good but you are so fucking big.”

Mark smiled at his Daddy, trying to make it clear that he was happy, that he was enjoying being full, that he wanted this. Aiden smiled back, sat still, fondling Mark’s ass, his cock throbbing inside his hole.

Mark’s head spun as he realised he was no longer a virgin. He had lost his cherry to his Daddy and he could not have been happier.

“Just… let me go slow to start. I don’t want you to break me. At least… not just yet.” Mark said.

Aiden nodded, patient, kind, the lust in his eyes clear. He would restrain himself, for now, but his desire for Mark was obvious.

Mark wiggled, relishing the sensation of the fat cock in his tight ass, and then proceeded to lower himself down, sinking down onto it, taking more and more, small motions up before sinking lower, fucking slowly as he worked the whole, massive length into his ass. He wanted to be Daddy’s cum-slut, needed to be, and he wanted Aiden to breed him like the good girl he was.

Mark eased down, slowly, until the entire length was inside his ass, and he was sat on his Daddy’s lap, kneeling, legs on either side. He wiggled, adjusting to the sensation of being full, delighting in it, Aiden’s cock pressing on a knot of bright pleasure inside him. Aiden lifted his hips, just slightly, pressing his cock in deeper, and Mark gasped, eyes going wide in shock and delight.

“Fuck!” Mark whispered.

He reached out to wrap his arms around Aiden’s neck, supporting himself as Aiden gripped his hips and ass tight. The pair shifted, writhing, squirming, hips shifting, Aiden’s cock sheathed in Mark’s tight ass, both relishing the new sensations. Mark clenched his ass and was pleased to feel Aiden’s cock throb, to see the look of pleasure on his face. He was getting used to the length and the girth. He could take it. He could take more.

“I think… I think you can fuck me now Daddy.” Mark said.

Aiden did not need to be told twice. In one move he shifted his hips, lifting Mark slightly, gripping his ass tight, his cock slipping out. Mark followed his lead, lifting himself up, his Daddy’s cock slipping out, head teasing over his slippery, sensitive inner walls, squirming and working his hips to feel all of it.

Aiden paused, the head of his cock just barely inside Mark’s ass, tugging at his entrance. He looked up at his cum-slut, and smiled.

“Ready to be my good girl?” Aiden asked.

Mark nodded. He fluttered his eyelashes, squirming, working his hips and hole to make his Daddy’s cock throb and swell. His caged cock was an agony of delight, drooling a thin stream of precum.

“Yes, Daddy.” He replied, voice husky and seductive.

Aiden’s grip tightened, and he pulled Mark down at the same time thrusting up. He thrust his cock deep, suddenly, in one smooth, powerful motion, knocking the breath from Mark’s lungs and the thought’s from his head.

Mark was a good girl, a cum-slut, and in that moment there was no resistance, no struggle, only pleasure, submission, and joy. He had his Daddy’s full attention, and he was going to make the most of it.

Mark slammed his hips down, grinding, letting Aiden lead. The pair began to rut, fucking, hard, Aiden gripping Mark’s pert, soft ass, fucking his cock in and out of his tight hole, pulling it almost entirely out then slamming it back in, deep, Mark clenching, grinding, arching his back, fucking his ass up and down on the massive cock that was stretching his ass, training him to be Daddy’s cum-slut.

“Fuck you feel so good. Such a hot, sexy little brat…” Aiden said.

Mark smiled.

“I’m not a brat today Daddy.” He said, almost breathless. “Today I’m your good girl.”

Mark demonstrated the truth of his words with his body, working his ass up and down, grinding his hips, arching his back, fucking up and down, relishing Aiden’s tight, possessive grip on him, loving how his cock stretched his ass. The knot of bliss inside his ass, in his belly, began to unravel, and he moaned, drunk on the pleasure of being fucked by his Daddy.

“And such a sexy good girl.” Aiden said. “You look so hot, so… pretty.”

“You like this Daddy?” Mark asked. “You like me being your sexy little slut? Do you like shoving your fat cock up my tight ass? Fucking me? Do you like me being your whore? Your cum-slut? Your good girl?”

Mark could feel Aiden’s cock throbbing, swelling, his words exciting his Daddy. He worked his hips, clenching his hole, milking his Daddy’s cock.

Aiden thrust, deep, hard, fast, fucking his cum-slut, claiming him. He gripped Mark’s hips, his ass, squeezing, groping his smooth, soft, flawless flesh.

“Yes… fuck yes.” Aiden said.

Mark smiled. He could feel his body throbbing, caged dick drooling, aching, hot with new pleasure that was addictive and potent. He wanted his Daddy all to himself. It was all he had ever wanted and now… he had him, and he would make sure he kept him.

“And… what if I’m a bad girl? What if I’m a brat? Do you promise to punish me, tame me, make me your good girl again?” Mark said.

He was riding his step-father’s cock, being fucked in his ass by his Daddy’s perfect, fat cock, and he could feel his heart soaring, the knot of pleasure in his belly unravelling with each deep thrust, a core of bliss stimulated inside his ass as Aiden’s cock fucked in and out, stretching him, training him, making him a cum-slut.

“Yes… if you… I will punish you so hard. I’ll make you my little slut. You’re mine now, understand? And if you act up, if you misbehave, if you’re a brat, I will punish you, and make you suffer, and only when you behave will you get my cock… understand?”

Mark smiled. It sounded perfect.

“Yes, Daddy.” Mark whispered. “Yes… please…”

The pair rutted, fucking, hard, fast, deep, hips thrusting, grinding, Mark clenching his hole, Aiden holding Mark tight, like a doll, a cum-slut. They were breathing hard, eyes locked, both close.

“Mark, I’m going to…”

“Yes… do it, cum in my ass, cum in me, breed me, I… I need to feel you cumming in my ass, I want to feel you cum in my ass…” Mark whispered.

Mark bit his bottom lip as he felt his Daddy’s cock swelling, throbbing. He was going to be bred like the pretty slut he was, by his step-father, his Daddy.

Mark’s caged dick throbbed, his belly fluttering, a bliss deep inside igniting. Aiden thrust deep, hard, and held his cock there. It throbbed and…

He was cumming, cumming inside Mark’s no longer virgin ass, was cumming inside Mark, breeding him, making him his Daddy’s cum-slut.

“Fuck…” Aiden moaned, working his cock deeper, grip tight, fucking hard into Mark's ass.

Mark ground down, wiggling his ass, wanting to feel more, loving the way his Daddy’s cock was throbbing, massive, the hot wet eruption of cum inside his ass. He felt it, giddy, and then… something snapped.

Mark felt the knot inside him unravel completely and… he was cumming. He was cumming, his caged dick throbbing, a thin trickle of cum as his whole body lit up with a pleasure more intense than anything he’d felt before. He was cumming as his Daddy was cumming inside his ass, Mark and Aiden cumming together as Aiden thrust his massive cock deep, filling Mark with his thick, hot, creamy spunk, Mark’s hole clenching down hard as he shivered in bliss and pleasure, caged dick throbbing, belly fluttering.

“Fuck… fuck… fuck…”

Mark was muttering, the pleasure so intense it made him dumb. It was addictive, hot, brilliant, and he knew he would never be able to get enough of this feeling. He was his Daddy’s slut now, and would be forever.

The pair squirmed, their climaxes subsiding, and slowly their movements calmed, Aiden’s eruption ceasing, Mark’s mind returning. Aiden thrust one last time, gently, the last bolt of joy for the two of them, and he looked up at Mark, grinning, the pair blushing, panting.

“So, did I fuck the bad out of you?” Aiden asked.

Mark beamed, loving the feeling of cum in his ass, the slowly softening cock still deep inside him, the hard, hot body of his Daddy beneath him. He fluttered his eyelashes and bit his bottom lip, squirming, savouring the last shudders of pleasure.

“Maybe Daddy.” He said. “But… maybe not, though at least I know now that if I’m a brat you’ll be there to tame me.”

Aiden grinned.

“Oh, I’ll be here to tame you.” He said. “And when you’re a good girl, I’ll be here to reward you too.”

Mark’s heart leapt. More cock, more Daddy, more of everything.

“I can’t wait Daddy.” Mark said.

As Aiden looked up at him Mark leaned forward, ass still full of cock, of cum, and he kissed his Daddy, deep, loving, passionate. He had his Daddy's attention, finally, and he would be a good girl for him, just as he would be a brat, because he knew now that was how to get his Daddy’s attention.

He had his Daddy all to himself, finally, and he was never, ever, going to let him go.

THE END
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Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then I can be found on Twitter and Instagram @Keary_Writes—you’ll also get to read my occasional ramblings and grumblings, as well as what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx


Also By Keary Hayes…


Confessions: Caught by my Step-Brother
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Nathan has missed his big step-brother, Warren, far more than he’d thought he would...

Since Warren left to go to college they’ve not seen much of each other. At first they’d chat and play games online, almost like before, but when Emily, the girl who stole Warren’s heart, came along, that all began to change. Nathan tried to be happy for his big brother, but things were only made worse by the fact that he’d never really settled at his college, never really fit in despite making friends and “getting out there”. He’d never even really kissed a girl, let alone met his Emily.

Now though, things are different. After Warren discovered Emily cheating on him Nathan was there for his big brother, helping to mend his broken heart, and, now that Nathan has graduated, the two have plans to spend some time together, just the two of them, alone, renewing their special bond.

When Nathan sees a photo of Emily for the first time though his plans begin to go off course. The girl Warren called beautiful, stunning, sexy looks… almost like… him, and he’s left confused by the sense of joy that gives him. Does Warren think he’s beautiful? Why does that idea make his cheeks ache from smiling?

When Nathan discovers a cupboard full of Emily’s old clothes he is unable to resist the niggling sense of curiosity. He has to know, and soon the siblings are set on a path that will change their relationship forever. Confronting not only how they feel about each other, but who they are, who they want to be, and together the two share a special awakening as Nathan is Caught by their Step-Brother...


The Femboy Next Door
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Arriving home for the summer after finishing college Adam is looking forward to one last chance to reconnect with the place where he grew up before beginning his new life as a young adult. Full of hope for the future, he cannot wait to see again the places and the people he left behind, the places and the people he’s missed.

First among them is of course Rose, the girl next door, Adam’s best friend, his first crush, and of course her younger brother Dale. The three had grown up together, gone on vacations together, and Dale had almost been like the younger brother Adam never had, annoying at times, pestering, sometimes even irritating, but Adam had missed him. When Adam meets Rose he sees that she has changed, just as he has changed, and he realises his feelings for her aren’t the same.

When he sees Dale for the first time in years he sees that he too has changed. The young, shy boy in baggy sweatshirts and jeans, awkward and sullen and introverted, is gone, replaced with a confident, smiling young man, dressed in hot-pants, long socks, a tiny t-shirt, and roller-skates.

Dale launches himself at Adam, eager for a hug. He’s missed him too, and he’s eager to catch up. The two spend more time together, and Adam soon sees just how happy Dale is, how comfortable he is just being himself, a pretty, cute, sexy femboy… and soon he’s forced to confront his own feelings and his own identity as he finds himself beguiled by the dazzling femboy next door.


Healslut
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It’s hard feeling like an outsider—going through life as a small, thin, geeky boy, never quite fitting in, no luck with girls, struggling to find your place in the world, plain, unnoticed, unexceptional, just another nobody. There’s always video games though, my escape into fantasy, the familiar comfort of my favourite hobby.

There I feel wanted, even needed… playing a healer for my team, supporting them, appreciated, and I get to play as my favourite character, the sexy angelic healer dressed in her skimpy, sexy demoness costume, mending my team mates as we battle together to win the match. In those moments I feel… free.

Things begin to change though when I’m matched with another player who takes charge of the team, a firm, commanding, almost domineering Tank who leads us to victory over and over again, ordering me about and complimenting me in a manner that makes me tingle in ways I’ve not felt before. Afterwards I get a message, telling me I was a good healslut, and he’d love to play with me again.

That word sparks a curiosity… what is a healslut? Why did the way he spoke to me make me feel special, wanted, desired.

Unable to deny my blossoming curiosity any longer I accept his offer. We play again, and the way he talks to me makes me squirm. The words he uses—pretty, sexy, good girl, Daddy, submit—make me squirm. Soon I am led on a journey of discovery and wonder, shown the joy of being smooth, soft, feminine, serving, the pleasures of being His good girl, and in the end I cannot deny that I want so desperately to be Daddy’s HEALSLUT.


Becoming My Step-Sister’s Sissy
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Trey is unhappy at being forced to move into a new house with his new step family, but the threat of being kicked out if he does not behave, and having to drop out of college, convinces him to try his best.  As a sign of trust, he is left alone to watch the house while his mother and step-father head off on a honeymoon, and he resolves to show them he can be good.

When Sarah, Trey’s new step-sister, arrives home from college unexpectedly, she catches him in a very compromising position.  With the threat of being exposed to his mother and step-father Trey offers to do anything Sarah wants, provided she keep his secret.  Sarah agrees, and soon Trey finds himself on a journey of self-discovery and feminisation.

Remade into Traci, the cute, pretty sister Sarah always wanted, Traci is introduced as an innocent school-girl to Sarah’s handsome boyfriend, Liam.  When Traci is unable to resist Liam’s charms, she is caught again by her step-sister, and Sarah decides to show her just how naughty sisters are punished, and Traci learns the pleasure of sharing with her new sibling.


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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