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BLACKMAILED

Claimed as Daddy’s Femboy Doll




A brand new Feminization, Taboo, First Time Erotic Novella by Keary Hayes!

Ryan is much like any boy his age, though maybe a little smaller, a little more petite, a little cuter.  He’s a popular, charming college boy with friends, a loving mother and step-father, a girlfriend, and just one tiny, dirty, shameful secret—Ryan likes to wear panties.

It all started with simple curiosity, wondering what they felt like, how they looked, but when Ryan discovered how good it felt, how pretty he looked, it soon became an addiction, and he began to wear more than just panties.  Now, finally, he’s finally managed to get a full set of sexy matching lingerie, and he just can’t wait to try it on!

Ryan’s excitement soon turns to terror though when his step-father comes home early to find him all dressed up like a pretty, sexy, irresistible femboy.  When his step-father makes it clear he is willing to keep Ryan’s dressing-up between the two of them, for a price, Ryan realises the predicament he is in.  Desperate to keep his secret shame from being exposed to his mother, his friends, his girlfriend, Ryan has no choice, and he submits to his step-father’s demands.  Soon enough Ryan finds himself being feminized, controlled, and, maybe even worse… he realises he is beginning to like the way his Daddy looks at him, the way his Daddy treats him.

As Ryan is taught the pleasure of being pretty, sexy, submitting to his Daddy’s will, discovering new joys and sensations, he is left wondering… is he ready to embrace being Daddy’s Femboy Doll?


Chapter 1

Ryan sat on the bus with his headphones in, listening to his favourite playlist, grinning and tapping his foot to the beat.  Today had been a good day, no, check that, a great day, and as he stared out the window at the bright sky, the sun high, watching the trees and flowers pass, he felt like it was only going to get better.

He hugged his backpack close, the bag nestled on his lap, his newest purchase buried safely at the bottom.  He’d had a few hours free during his day, a lucky break between lectures at college, and he’d used his time to travel to his favourite mall and visit his favourite shop.  Even now he blushed, that wonderful little seed of shame at his naughty little secret making him tingle.

To everyone else, to all his friends, to his parents, even to his girlfriend, he was just plain old Ryan, a smart, charming, outgoing boy with a good sense of humour and a kind heart.  He was handsome enough, even if he was a little short and not particularly muscly, with almost elfin features.  As he caught sight of his reflection in the bus’s window he couldn’t help but feel he’d been lucky—his big green eyes were bright and dazzling, and they complimented his mess of floppy red curls and his freckles perfectly.  It was his smile though that everyone noticed first, his full lips, the sweet innocence with a hint of mischief, and it was his smile that earned him the attention that more than his fair share of girls.

None of them knew his secret though, his naughty little shame, and that had always thrilled him, knowing that there was something about him that nobody knew—and the thought of what they’d say, what they’d think, what they’d do if they found out…

The bus slowed and came to a stop and Ryan snapped out of his daydream, his heart racing, cock twitching.  It was his stop… he was almost home.  The thought made him laugh, a swell of excitement and joy.  He clutched his backpack to his chest and almost ran for the door.
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As Ryan arrived home he saw, much to his relief, that the driveway was empty.  No one was home, and likely wouldn't be for several hours.  He had the house to himself before his mother and his step-father arrived home and that was just perfect for what he had in mind. 

Ryan’s phone rang and as he walked up the path to the front door he pulled out his phone and hit answer.

“Hello?”

“Hey…”

It was Kelly, Ryan’s girlfriend, and Ryan broke into a wide smile at the sound of her voice.

“What you up to?”  Kelly asked.  “I looked for you this afternoon, but I couldn’t find you.”

Ryan had left college immediately after his last lecture, heading home as fast as possible, eager to get as much time alone as he could.  He blushed as he realised that in all his excitement he’d not even though about calling Kelly.

“Oh, yeah, I… I came straight home.  I’ve got a lot of course work I need to get done so…”

“I’ve got the house all to myself.  I was wondering… I thought you might like to come over.  We could work on some of that hard course work together if you wanted…”

Kelly giggled and Ryan was almost sure he could hear her blushing.  It was obvious what she was implying and Ryan was almost tempted.

The two had been dating for almost six months now and though they’d had some rather heavy make-out sessions, lips and hands wandering, they’d never been intimate with each other.  They were both still technically virgins and they’d talked more than once about how they felt like maybe they were ready…

Ryan was quiet, torn.  He’d been saving for today’s purchase for weeks and now he finally had it he could barely contain his excitement, but Kelly was there, waiting for him.  Ryan sighed.  He couldn’t… not today, if he did he’d just be distracted thinking about his newest purchase, and when he and Kelly finally took that step he wanted to be focussed only on her.

“I… I wish I could.  Really, but I can’t.  I’m so sorry babe.  Maybe we could arrange a special afternoon or evening soon, if… if you wanted to?  I… I just don’t want to rush anything.”

There was a moment of quiet.

“Yeah.  That… that sounds nice.  I mean, I’m not sure when I’ll next have the house to myself but, yeah, like you say there’s no rush.  I can wait for it to be prefect for us.”

It was obviously Kelly was disappointed, and Ryan was too, but she was understanding.  When they finally took that step, together, when he finally lost his virginity, it’d be worth the wait.

“I guess I should go then but… call me later when you’re done so we can chat and say goodnight.”  Kelly said.

Ryan agreed and the pair said goodbye as he unlocked the front door and stepped in.  He hung up his phone and slipped it back into his pocket, shut the door, and stood for a moment in the quiet and the solitude.  It was not long though before he was running up the stairs, taking them two or three at a time, heading towards his bedroom.

[image: ]

The excuse he’d used had been the same one he always used—‘I’m buying it for my girlfriend’, though the women in the shop had never asked or seemed even interested, just giving him a polite, almost knowing smile.  In the beginning he’d worried that they’d know, that they’d point at him and laugh or maybe even worse, but they never did.  If they knew—and Ryan suspected that the young, pretty blonde who served him most often might know, given how she always smiled and winked at him, making him blush—they never said or did anything, and so over the months he’d grown more confident, become more adventurous in what he’d purchased. 

It had started small at first, a simple niggling curiosity, wondering how they felt, how it would feel to hold them, wear them, how he would look.  His first purchases had been knee length socks, and simple cotton panties, but soon enough he’d bought more.  There was just something so… exciting about wearing girl’s underwear, something so naughty about having such a dirty secret… it was almost… addictive.

He’d gone from long, pretty, girly socks and simple girly panties to sexy, lacy panties and pantihose, buying several pairs so he could wear them, play in them, enjoy them, and then wash them all together while his mother and step-father were out.  There was just something so intoxicating about the way panties felt, the way the long, sexy socks and pantihose felt, so soft and snug, so naughty and dirty and wrong.  Knowing he had such a filthy little secret just got him so hot and excited that though he’d sometimes thought about stopping, throwing all his girly underwear away, he’d just been unable to help himself.  He liked they way they fit him, they way they felt, the way he looked in them, how pretty, how girly, how they made him feel, soft and feminine and cute… and at the same time he liked how naughty and dirty they made him feel, that tingling sense of shame at having such a filthy little secret.

He had quite a few pairs of panties now, and a several pairs of cute, long socks and pantihose, so, finally, he’d decided to save for something more exciting, something more… adventurous—a matching set of sexy black panties, suspender belt, and seamed stockings—and Ryan couldn’t wait to try them on.  As he stepped into his room he pushed the door shut and threw his backpack on the bed, then without waiting, he began to strip.

Ryan shed his clothes quickly, then his underwear, stripping down until he was naked, the few, light hairs on his arms and legs prickling with excitement, his cock throbbing.  He rummaged through his backpack, searching for the bright pink carrier bag his purchase had come in, the customary packaging of his favourite lingerie store. 

He blushed even though he was alone, the memory of buying it, of facing the pretty cashier, wondering if she knew why he was buying it, to wear, for him to wear, her faint smile, it made him shudder, the shame and humiliation only feeding his arousal.  As his hand grasped the bag, small, tightly and neatly folded, he sighed in relief and pulled it free, unwrapping his purchases to lay them out on his bed. 

It was a matching set of of black silk lingerie, seamed stockings with pretty, sexy lacy tops, sexy panties, black, high cut to reveal lots of ass and leg while also shaping the butt and emphasising a girl’s curves, and a black lacy suspender belt.  It had not been cheap, and buying it had almost given him a heart attack, but now, having it, alone in his bedroom about to… about to wear it for the first time, it had all been worth it, and Ryan could not stop smiling.

“The only thing that would make it better would be matching heels.”  He said, giggling.

The thought, of wearing lingerie and sexy heels made him squirm, cock throbbing in that hot, excited way he’d come to crave.  It had all started innocently enough, curiosity, but now, it had become an addiction he could not and did not want to control.  His dirty, filthy, girly secret.

Heels would have to wait though until he had saved up enough—and he already had the perfect pair in mind, glossy black with a brazen red sole, closed toe with straps wrapping around the ankle, classy but at the same time slutty—right now he had his new lingerie to try on.  Ryan reached out and picked up the stockings and began, slowly, to dress.
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He worked slowly, carefully, not wanting to snag or ladder the delicate, soft, expensive silk stockings, folding the first one up and slipping it over his left foot, unfurling it, pulling up up over his ankle, his calf, knee, thigh, working to keep the seam at the back straight, making sure the material was stretched evenly.  He then repeated the ritual with the second.

The way they felt slipping on, running up his leg, soft and smooth, caressing, hugging his legs, a gentle embrace, silky, feminine, was unlike anything he’d felt before.  The long girly socks he’d worn before had all been cotton, and even the pantihose were not comparable.  These were sheer silk, thin and delicate and sexy, feminine, and… perfect.  Ryan pulled the second stocking into place, looking down at his legs, and bit his bottom lips, face flush, heart racing.

A few leg hairs were poking through the material but his legs seemed almost smooth—he’d never been particularly hairy, small and trim, an annoyance most of the time when he saw the other boys, but now he was almost thankful that he was almost… girly.  He looked to the bed, and picked up the suspender belt.  Panties go on last he’d read online.  That was how girls had to dress, so that was how he was going to dress.

He slipped the suspender belt on and took a moment to adjust the length of the straps, working with the clips, attaching them to the tops of his stockings to hold them up.  The way the suspender belt wrapped around his waist and hips, lacy, soft, seemed to make his waist thinner, hips and butt wider, larger, emphasising the already not inconsiderable womanly charms he possessed—he’d always had a good butt, a trim figure, and had inherited his mothers hips, wider than any other boy he knew, but though at times he’d resented it now, wearing the lingerie, he liked it, was glad for his curves.  It made him even sexier, made his secret even naughtier—he was wearing sexy, girly underwear, and he looked good in it!  Ryan giggled and blushed, wiggling his hips, then reached out to pick up his panties.

He held them for a moment, feeling the delicate cloth, so small and soft and silky compared to his boy underwear, and he loved how naughty they felt, so sexy.  He smiled, and bent to slip them on, shuddering at the way they ran so smoothly over his stocking clad legs, a shiver of pleasure and joy, pulled them up and into place, tugging them over his swollen cock, snug over his round, pert ass.

Ryan looked down at his body, the way the lingerie made his curves seem more girly, the soft delicate silk and lace, the window of flesh between his stocking tops and his suspender belt, the lines of the straps, the way the panties cupped his ass, exposing plenty of skin but still covering enough to tease.  It was perfect, and it felt better than he’d ever imagined.  He rose up to tip-toe, imagining he was wearing sexy heels, and his cock swelled, hardening, the lingerie so soft and delicate, so naughty.

Ryan let his hands run over his chest, teasing his hardening nipples, pinching slightly.  He was whimpering now, aching, heart racing.  It felt so good, so naughty.  It was his filthy secret and he loved it, could not get enough of it, already thinking about his next girly purchase.  He loved how soft it felt, how sexy he felt, like a slutty girl teasing herself.  He closed his eyes, and his hands roamed lower, running over his taught, flat belly, over his hips, wiggling and swaying his body as though performing a sexy lap dance, running one down to his round, full ass, squeezing, the other slipping around to his groin, down between this thighs, brushing his hard, throbbing cock but not yet holding it, teasing himself.

He loved how, even hard, the panties still contained him, the silk tight around his cock, the silk caressing him with every throb and shudder.  He squeezed his ass, round and fat, hard, whimpering.  His other hand ran up and down his legs, the feeling of skin and silk intoxicating.  His cock grew harder, aching, desperate to be touched, and, finally Ryan gave in.

His hand ran up, slipping over the hard swell of his prick in his panties, the damp spot of his precum, teasing, caressing, silk over skin, hot, heart racing.  He wiggled, like a sexy girl teasing a handsome man, and his head was spinning, his whole body aching.  It felt so good to be naughty, dirty, sexy, enjoying his filthy, shameful secret.

Ryan stroked, slowly, cock twitching, aching, swelling, harder and harder.  He squeezed his ass, round, full, dressed in sexy panties and stockings and suspenders.  He wondered what his friends would think if they saw him now, what Kelly would think.  Would they mock him, or would they think him cute, feminine, sexy.  He wondered what they would do to him… would seeing him like this make Kelly excited or would it disgust her—the thought of both only made him hotter, his cock swelling, hard, throbbing as he caressed up and down.

Ryan whimpered, moaning, biting his bottom lip hard.  He was so close to cumming, just wearing his new lingerie making him so hot.  He pulled his panties down quickly, not wanting to stain and ruin them, and he pulled his cock out, stroking it, fast, long, firm caresses, his whole body hot and tense.

“Yes… fuck… oh fuck…”  He whispered.

Just wearing his lingerie made him so hot, being pretty, sexy, his dirty, filthy, slutty, shameful secret.  It felt so good, so addictive, and the more he did it the more he craved it.  Ryan was on the edge, his balls tightening, ass clenching, and his cock throbbed.

Ryan moaned, quiet, a girly whimper, and he came, cumming hard, and as he moaned out loud there was a click.  Ryan’s eyes opened and as his cock throbbed, cumming, spilling spunk all over his hand, his bedroom floor, he saw Alex, his step-father, standing in the door with his phone out. 

Ryan paled, eyes wide, and there was another click as Alex took another photo, capturing an image of Ryan dressed in sexy lingerie, cock hard, stroking it, cumming, flush and blushing, eyes wide like a terrified deer caught in a hunter’s head lights.  Alex looked up from his phone, looked Ryan straight in the eye, and he smiled, like a starving lion that had just found a wounded gazelle.

“Well… this is a surprise.”  Alex said.

Ryan felt his heart sink, belly fluttering.

“Please… you… you can’t tell anyone… please…”  He whispered.

He was dressed… his dirty, shameful secret… he’d been discovered.  He felt panicked, terrified, shamed, humiliated.  Alex grinned, took one last photo, then slipped his phone back into his pocket.

“Well… maybe I can keep this just between us… if you persuade me…”  Alex said.

Something in Ryan’s step-father’s eyes left him feeling small, and frightened.  Why was he looking at him like that?


Chapter 2

“What… what do you mean… persuade you?”  Ryan whispered.

Alex stood in the doorway to Ryan’s room, eyeing him, the slim young man dressed in panties, stockings, suspenders, dressed like a sexy, pretty girl, with his cock out.  Alex’s grin widened and he felt a rush of power at seeing the boy so fearful and meek, Ryan’s shame and humiliation only serving to excite him.

Alex had always thought his step-son was charming, a certain feminine quality about him, the boy having inherited many of his mother’s charming features, the big, bright, stunning green eyes, those thick, red curls, his pretty freckles, those full lips, his elfin features—and then there was his body, those distracting curves, the long legs, trim waist, wide hips, and an ass that only a girl should ever have been blessed with.  The only thing he was missing was his mother’s breasts but then… Alex had never really been a breast man.  He was all about the ass, and Ryan’s ass was just… perfect.

It had been bad enough when Ryan’s mother had still been voracious in the bedroom, the woman’s sexually adventurous nature and her ravenous appetite for carnal pleasure more than enough to keep him calm and sedate, but now that they’d grown comfortable, stable, he found it harder to stay focussed around the boy.  It had been weeks since he’d last enjoyed a moment of intimacy and now here Ryan was, dressed in lingerie, like a sexy, slutty tease, so coy and timid after being caught.

Alex stepped in to the room, let the door swing closed behind him, and he looked down at his pretty, sexy, feminine step-son, a cute little femboy still flush from his shameful orgasm.  He smiled, and felt his cock swelling in his trousers at the thought of what he was about to do, about what he was about to make Ryan do.

“I want you to persuade me to keep your secret Ryan.  I mean… I have photos of you dressed up like a slutty girl in lingerie with your cock out.  I’d have thought you’d want me to keep them just between us.  Don’t you?”

Ryan was pale, heart racing.  His cock was softening now, and he shifted, slipping it back in his panties.  He’d been so excited to get home and try on his new outfit, so happy with how it looked and felt, he’d not noticed Alex coming home.  He’d been so engrossed in touching himself, enjoying being sexy, that he’d not heard his bedroom door opening.

“Please… I… I’ll wash your car or do extra chores or… I’ll do anything… just please don’t tell anyone…”  Ryan whispered—his voice was soft, quiet, almost girly.

Alex’s smile spread.  He stood a clear head and shoulders taller than Ryan, broad and muscular, handsome in a grizzled way, with stern, almost patrician features but now… his eyes seemed harder, sterner, hungrier, and his smile was lecherous, his gaze roaming Ryan’s body, his legs, hips, panties… running over his blushing face, his flat chest, his ass. 

Ryan had known Alex for years, and he’d always been kind, sweet, generous, never playing into the cruel, bitter, or resentful step-parent stereotype.  Now though… it was like something had changed, like a switch inside him had been flipped, like seeing Ryan had awoken something him.

Alex took a step towards Ryan and Ryan shrank, timid, shy, dressed only in his pretty, sexy, slutty lingerie, still flush from his shameful climax, dazed and humiliated at being caught.  He looked up at his step-father with wide, pleading eyes.

“Please…”  He whispered, squirming.

Alex smiled, reached out with one hand, stroked the side of Ryans face, his smooth, fine features, his eyes lingering on those full, plump lips, those big green dazzling eyes, pleading, almost begging.  Alex fell a swell of emotions, power, giddy, a sense of invincibility.  He ached for the pretty femboy in front of him, his naughty, sexy step-son.  Seeing Ryan now, dressed the way he was, learning his naughty, dirty secret, seeing him so timid and fearful, he could no longer resist. 

“I’ll keep your secret Ryan.”  Alex said.

The look of relief on Ryan’s face was immediate.

“If you do something for me…”

Ryan nodded, smiling.

“Anything… thank you…”

Alex looked down at his step-son, the pretty, sexy femboy dressed in provocative lingerie.  He ran his fingers over Ryan’s cheek, up, round to the back of his hair, and suddenly he grasped a handful of his red, curly hair, hard.

Ryan gasped, eyes going wide, a look of terror and confusion.

“I want you to suck my cock.”  Alex said.
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“Wha… what?”  Ryan stammered.

Alex’s smile remained undimmed.  His grip in Ryan’s hair tightened, making the pretty femboy wince, gasping in shock and pain and fear.

“I said ‘suck my cock’.  It’s a simple enough request.  Do that and I’ll keep your secret.”

“I… I can’t… that’s… I’m not…”

Ryan tried to shake his head but Alex’s grip on the hair at the back of his head was tight, holding him, controlling him.  He felt so small, so weak, so vulnerable, exposed in his sexy, girly lingerie.  His heart was racing and the way his step-father was looking at him, those hungry eyes, roaming his body… why was it making him so… hot?  The tide of shame, fear, humiliation, the pain, all of it was only making him squirmy, his cock throbbing despite only just having cum.

“I’m not a monster Ryan.  I’m not going to force you.  You can refuse, but if you do… well I suppose I can’t guarantee I won’t accidentally let your dirty, shameful, filthy secret slip out.”

Ryan shuddered.  He was trapped.  He couldn’t let his secret get out, couldn’t let his friends know, his mother know, couldn’t let Kelly know—just imagining what they might think made his belly flutter in anxious knots—but he couldn’t…

The thought of doing what Alex had said made him pale.  He had never never received a hand job, let alone a blow job.  He was saving those things for Kelly, they were saving it for each other.  Doing that to another man, and worse, his step-father, he just couldn’t… could he?

No one would know.  It would be their secret.  Their dirty, filthy, shameful, sinful secret.  Like how he enjoyed wearing lingerie, and he’d be doing it to protect himself, to protect Kelly from finding out.  The thought of submitting, of doing as he was told, made Ryan shiver—it was wrong, so wrong, the idea of sucking Alex’s cock making him recoil, a seed of shame and disgust, and... something more, but what other choice was there?

“Well Ryan?”  Alex tugged Ryans head back, lifting it so their eyes met. 

He was smiling, a lecherous, eager grin, eyes almost wild.  It was a look that Ryan did not recognise, a look that made him feel weak, and timid, and… pretty, wanted, sexy.

“If… if I do… that, you’ll not tell anyone?  You’ll not tell anyone about what you saw, and you won’t tell anyone about what I… about what I did to you?”  Ryan’s voice was shaking, nervous, feminine, husky.

“It’ll just be our dirty little secret.”  Alex said.

Those words… the idea of having another secret, so wrong, so dirty, so shameful, made Ryan’s belly flutter, his cock twitching.  He didn’t have a choice, and it was just the once.  No one had to find out.  Kelly would never know.  And really… he’d be saving himself for her… his first real blowjob would be with her.  Sucking another man didn’t really count… did it?

Ryan looked up into his step-father’s face.  He bit his bottom lip, dressed in sexy feminine lingerie, a pretty, dirty femboy, his big dazzling green eyes wide with fear and shame, timid, shy, coy.  He nodded.

“Fine… I… I’ll do it, just this once, if you promise to keep my secret.”

Alex laughed, obviously satisfied with Ryan’s answer, but he did not release his grip on his step-son’s hair.  He leaned in closer, his chiselled, stubbled face looming, the smell of his musk and aftershave washing over Ryan, intoxicating.

“Good girl.”  Ryan whispered.  “Now, on the bed.”
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Alex dragged Ryan by his hair to the bed, threw him backwards so he fell onto his mattress, falling onto his back, legs spread wide in his stockings, panties, suspenders.  He was breathing heavy, hard, face and chest flush, his freckles stark on his pale skin, and Alex loomed over him, looking over his pretty, timid step-son like a starving man seeing a lavish feast.

Alex stepped forward, between Ryan’s legs, kicking them gently to spread them wider, looking over his long, stocking clad legs, his wide hips, his perfect round ass.  Even the small bulge in his panties was intoxicating, a cute little cock slowly hardening. 

Alex had always considered himself straight, a woman’s man, blessed with charm and good looks and a naturally large, muscular build so that he’d never struggled to find companionship and company.  He’d never even looked at another man in that way.  But with Ryan… with his step-son it was different.  Ryan was just so… irresistible, sexy and cheerful and so pretty, that cute innocence, those full lips, those big green eyes, those curves that put most girls his age, and some women, to shame.

It had been hard enough enduring Ryan’s distracting presence around the house while his mother had been open to Alex’s advances, but now, during their current dry spell, having to watch the cheerful, pretty boy wandering about had been torture.  Seeing him now, dressed so sexily in matching black lingerie, Alex could no longer resist him.

“Move into the middle.  I want to lie down with you.”  Alex said.

Ryan frowned.

“But you said you wanted me to…”

“Just do as I say.  If I’d wanted you on your knees I’d have said.” 

Alex’s voice was stern, forceful.  Ryan paled, nodded.

Ryan shifted, moved back into the middle of the bed, lying on his back propped up on his elbows, putting his legs together to try to hide.  The way Alex looked at him, his hungry gaze roaming his body, made him want to cover himself in shame and yet also… flaunt himself… and he shifted, wiggling without even meaning to, heart racing, hot and flush, breathing hard.  Alex watched and, slowly, began to strip.

He unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it off, leaving his chest bare, the coarse hair there, the muscles, his broad chest, wide shoulders, thick arms.  Alex unbuckled his leather belt, unbuttoned his jeans, and slipped them down, stepped out of them, stripping until he was in just his pants, tight black trunks that clung to him, his legs thick, muscular.  Ryan’s eyes went wide.  He’s always been slim, small, almost petite, and relatively hairless, but now, lying beneath Alex while dressed in lingerie, sexy stockings and panties and suspenders, he felt so… feminine.

Alex was a real man.  Muscular and tall, hairy, his trunks clinging to his toned ass, small, masculine, but pert, and in the front… there was the bulge of his cock, hardening, swelling at the sight of Ryan, and seeing it made Ryan feel so… small and weak and… sexy.

It was obvious even in his pants, the budge thick and long and still swelling.  It was so much larger than Ryan’s cock, and the tide of shame and humiliation he felt only served to feed the blossoming sense of fear and arousal.  Why was he getting so turned on by all of this?

Alex sat on the bed and shifted towards Ryan, gaze roaming the soft, gentle curves of his pretty, sexy body dressed in the skimpy black lingerie set.  He reached out with one hand, placed it just above Ryan’s knee.  Ryan jumped, but did not pull away. 

Alex ran his hand up, slowly, gently, the soft, warm, supple flesh, the silk of the stocking, up over the lacy top to the bare flesh of his step-son’s thigh, squeezing, slipping higher, to his hip, following the curve of the pretty femboy’s body.

“You really look so cute in that…”  Alex said, voice quiet.

The words made Ryan blush, turning his head away, biting his bottom lip.  His step-father’s hand was on his hip, stroking him, caressing him while he was dressed in sexy, skimpy, revealing, girly lingerie and… it felt… nice.  Ryan’s cock throbbed, swelling despite having only just cum.  Alex moved closer, easing over Ryan’s bed towards him, his hand slipping round to Ryan’s ass.

Ryan squealed as Alex squeezed, hard, cupping the firm, full, round swell of his butt cheek, pulling him closer.  His hand was large, strong, masculine, and the way he handled Ryan was so… firm, eager, almost ravenous.  It made Ryan feel weak and small, desired, pretty, sexy. 

Alex moved in closer, pressed his body next to Ryan’s, reached up with his other hand to stroke Ryan’s cheek, reaching up to his hair, gripping him.  He was so bold and forceful, and it left Ryan breathless.  He didn’t want to yet… the way his step-father was looking at him, handling him, touching him, it left him almost breathless, giddy, heart racing and head spinning, almost submissive and willing.

“I’d suggest you get started Ryan.  You don’t want you mother finding out after all, do you?  Just imagine what she’d say if she found you dressed like this sucking on my cock.”

Ryan blushed.  The thought brought new heights of shame and humiliation.  He nodded, meekly.  He knew what he had to do, what Alex wanted, and he had to… he had to if he wanted to keep his shameful secret hidden.
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As Alex guided Ryan’s head down, a gentle force, demanding, insistent, the pretty femboy submitted, eager to keep his secret, acquiescing to his step-father’s demands.  Alex kept a tight grip on Ryan’s round, pert ass, forcing him to shift, rotating so his panty clad butt was lifted higher than his head, almost shoving it in Alex’s face.  Ryan blushed, aware of how exposed he was, in stockings, suspenders, panties, his ass exposed, almost naked, his step-father watching him and his head was forced lower as he allowed Alex to guide him towards his step-father’s hard, thick, long cock.

The hand on Ryan’s butt shifted to his hip, pulling him into a position that gave Alex easier access to his ass and hips and legs.  Alex began to stroke, squeezing and caressing Ryan’s ass, thighs, hips, lower back.  The touches were firm, hungry, but also… tender, gentle, and Ryan squirmed, confused and conflicted about how good it felt.

“Take my cock out now Ryan.  Be a good girl and show me what that sexy slut mouth of yours is good for.”

Alex’s words left Ryan’s head spinning, his heart thundering—good girl, slut mouth.  He nodded, obeying, submitting.  He reached out with shaking hands, one firm hand gripping his hair, holding his head down, the other groping and molesting his ass, and slowly pulled down his step-father’s pants.  No one would know.  It would be just another dirty, slutty secret.

As Ryan pulled Alex’s pants down his cock caught, stretching the fabric, then, suddenly, it popped free, the massive, girthy prick almost slapping Ryan in the face.  Ryan gasped in awe and shock at the sight of it.  It was… massive—long and thick, so masculine, heavy balls, the coarse bush of hair, the raw scent of Alex’s musk, his sweat, it made his body ache and his head spin.

Without thinking, suddenly overcome by curiosity, Ryan reached out with one hand, wrapped his finger’s around his step-father’s cock, feeling the thick, hot hardness of it, skin like velvet, pulsing, throbbing, long and fat, so aroused just by the sight of him.  He had done that… his body, his submission, dressed in girly lingerie… he had made this fat, long, masculine cock hard, he had got his step-father so hard, so aroused.

“That’s it Ryan.  Stroke gently.  You like it don’t you?  Like my fat cock, like seeing how hard you got me, how hot and bothered seeing you dressed all sexy got me, my step-son is such a dirty, slutty girl.”

The words were almost infective, making Ryan giddy, thoughts a jumbled mess, emotions wild, body hot.  Alex was groping his ass harder now, squeezing, stroking, exploring every inch of Ryan’s pretty femboy body, stroking his butt, hips, thighs, caressing bare skin, the silk, the lace, the sensations so raw and exotic and intoxicating.

Ryan’s cock twitched, growing harder, so small and cute compared to Alex’s, so pretty, girly snug in his sexy black panties.  He moaned as Alex’s hand caressed his ass, fingers squeezing, slipping over the curve and swell of his cheeks, slipping into his crack, running over the silk of his panties, slipping beneath the hem, tracing ever so gently along the crack, finger tip running just barely over the pucker of Ryan’s entrance. 

Ryan jumped, shocked at the sensation, moaned, his cute little cock swelling.  Alex pressed firmly on the back of his head, guiding him, and Ryan submitted.  It was once, and… it was to keep his secret.  No one would know.

As Alex pressed his step-son’s head down he ran his free hand over Ryan’s soft, supple, scantily clad femboy body.  His curves, his softness… he was so pretty, so sexy, he could not resist.  He ran his finger along Ryan’s crack and paused his finger at his hole and began, gently, to tease Ryan’s tight, pert, virgin ass.

Ryan gasped in pleasure and shock, and, as his mouth opened, Alex pressed him down.  His fat, long, throbbing cock loomed, closer, hot and hard in his delicate hands, and Ryan, obeying, submitting, opened his mouth wider.

He had no choice.  It was only once, to keep his dirty secret.  It was wrong, but it felt… Ryan pushed the thought away, unwilling to admit it even to himself.  As his step-father teased his ass, squeezing, groping, his finger pressing just barely into his tight hole, the sensations bright, hot, he stretched his plump, wet lips wide, and let Alex guide his head down.  Alex’s cock slipped into Ryan’s pretty mouth and he wrapped his lips around step-father’s fat, thick, hard, throbbing cock.

“Fuck!  Yes… good girl…”  Alex moaned.

His voice was hoarse with pleasure and the sound of it, raw and primal and bestial, made Ryan shiver.  He was pretty in his lingerie, sexy, and he wrapped his lips tight, closing his eyes.

Alex guided his step-son’s head down as he thrust up with his hips, slipping more of his fat cock into the femboy’s tight, wet, virgin mouth.  Ryan moaned, the sensations heady, intoxicating, the cock throbbing between his lips, the skin smooth, the hot, thick warmth of it, the masculine scent.  He worked his tongue, sucking like he’d seen in videos—if I do a good job it’ll be over sooner, he thought to himself, and I want it to be over quickly, don’t I?

Ryan let Alex guide him, gripping his hair, working his mouth up and down his cock, let his step-father fuck his mouth, slurping, tongue lapping almost on its own, lips tight, sucking.  He moaned, the rush of emotions and sensations so bright, shame and pleasure and joy, the thrill of being used, dirty, slutty, sexy, dressed in girly lingerie, a good girl, the sinfulness of sucking his step-father’s cock, his first blow job and it was him sucking cock.  Worse, Alex was obviously enjoying it, enjoying fucking his mouth, enjoying his femboy body.  His moans, the way he was thrusting into Ryan’s tight, wet mouth, the way he was groping him—it all felt so wrong, so dirty, so exciting.  Ryan’s cock throbbed, hardening in his panties, aching despite the shame, made worse for humiliation.

“You have such a perfect slut mouth.”  Alex whispered.

Ryan blushed, the words shaming him, exciting him.  Alex pressed his finger tip to Ryan’s hole, teasing, making him whimper and moan and squirm even as his step-father thrust his cock in and out of his wet, tight, hot mouth.

“You’re even better at this than your mother.  To think I’ve been living with a naturally gifted cock slut for so long and I didn’t even know it.”

Ryan’s whole body burned with shame at what his step-father was saying to him.  Was he really… was he really better than his mother?  Was he really a naturally gifted cock slut?  His head was spinning, Alex holding his hair, thrusting into his mouth, using him.

“I won’t need to worry about your mother not being in the mood now will I?  Not when I’ve just such a pretty slut I can use whenever I feel the need…”

Ryan’s whimpered… it was only this once!  Wasn’t it?  

Alex thrust deep, his cock slipping easily between his step-son’s wet, tight, plump lips.  Ryan sucked, lapping with his tongue, the head of his step-father’s cock brushing at the back of his throat.  He suppressed the urge to gag, felt the cock slip deep into the tight confines of his throat.

Alex pressed his finger at Ryan’s tight, virgin hole, teasing, circling, squeezing his round cheeks, relishing the way his pretty, sexy step-son was squirming, the quiet soft moans of shameful, sinful pleasure.

As Alex thrust, fucking the perfect, tight, sexy femboy’s mouth, so hot and wet and timid, he pressed his finger just barely in, smiling as Ryan moaned in pleasure, the noises muffled by the cock buried in his throat.  Ryan ached, so hot with shame and humiliation, head buzzing.  His cock was hard, aching, throbbing from the thrill of what he was being made to do, the way his step-father was using him, the way he was fucking his mouth, a cock slut.

“I think maybe I’ll make you my personal little fuck-toy.  My cumslut.  Such a natural at sucking cock… I won’t even need to fuck your mother any more if you keep doing so well at that, taking my cock in your throat so easily, sucking so eagerly.  This can be our dirty little secret.  My sexy little femboy… your mother doesn’t need to know… does she?”

The words were almost scalding—they left Ryan hot, aching, sinful, shame and humiliation.  He was so dirty, a slut, a cock slut, a cumslut.  Dressing in sexy lingerie, letting his step-father fuck his mouth, so many filthy secrets.

Without thinking Ryan’s free hand slipped down to his cock, hard and aching in his panties, so small and cute compared to the one deep in his wet, pretty mouth.  He rubbed, moaning in bliss at the overwhelming tide of sensations, Alex fingering his ass, fucking his mouth with his fat, thick, long, hard, throbbing cock.  Ryan shuddered, rubbing his cock harder, faster, the feeling so good, so hot, so dirty and sinful.  He was a filthy cock slut.

“Such a pretty, sexy girl for me.  And such a tight, perfect mouth, such a sexy body, such a fuckable ass…”  Alex said.

Ryan moaned.  It felt too good… it wasn’t meant to feel this good.  It was wrong.

Alex’s cock throbbed, swelling, engorging.  He thrust hard, deep, teasing Ryan’s hole, loving how the pretty femboy squirmed and moaned, the muffled noises of his pleasure.  Ryan rubbed his cute little cock, snug in the silk panties.  He felt so good, buzzing, head giddy, lost on the tide of sinful sensations.

“Yes… that’s it… such a perfect little pretty slut… I’m close…”

Ryan’s eyes opened and went wide.  Close?  Alex was about to…

Alex’s cock throbbed, buried deep in Ryan’s throat, swelling, and then, suddenly, he was cumming, pulling his cock back, then trusting deep, filling Ryan’s mouth with cum, cumming down his throat, his cock massive, pulsing, a torrent of hot, thick cum that was almost overwhelming.

“Now swallow like a good girl…”  Alex said.

Alex held Ryan’s head in place, cumming down his throat, filling his mouth with copious amounts of cum, and Ryan obeyed, swallowing like a good girl, a good slut. 

Alex pressed his finger just barely deeper, slipping it into Ryan’s hole, and that, along with the sensation of sucking cock, swallowing cum, the shame and humiliation of being made to act like such a slut, a cumslut for his step-father, dressed in his sexy lingerie, the buzzing in his lips and tongue and throat, the taste of cum, being such a dirty, filthy, slutty girl, sent Ryan tumbling over the edge.  As Ryan swallowed Alex’s cum he stroked his panty clad cute little cock, and, suddenly, before he could realise it, he was cumming, cumming hard as his step-father fucked his mouth, fingering his ass.  Ryan came hard as he swallowed his step-fathers cum, the fat, massive prick slipping just barely out of his throat, leaving him gasping for breath.

“That was… wow.”  Alex said.

Ryan shuddered, his climax intense and bright, leaving him breathless, heart racing.  He could barely believe what he had just done, and worse… how much he had enjoyed it.

“And you don’t need to worry Ryan, I’ll keep your secret… for now.”

Ryan, swallowing the last of his step-father’s cum, sat up, his panties full of his sticky load, blushing, hot, giddy.  He blinked his wide green eyes as he looked up as Alex.

“For now… but…”

Alex held up a hand to quiet Ryan.  He obeyed, suddenly meek and timid and coy.  He licked his lips without thinking, tasting the last traces of Alex’s cum, shuddering as the shame and joy of what had happened, at what he had been made to do.

Alex squeezed Ryan’s ass, still teasing his hole, the sensation so intense and bright and hot.  Ryan blushed, his freckled cheeks pink, a dishevelled femboy in sexy black lingerie.

“Don’t worry your pretty little head.”  Alex said.  “I’m sure together we can come up with incentives for me to keep your little secret.”


Chapter 3

Ryan felt his body shaken, gently, rousing him from dreams.  He rolled onto his back, grumbling—a voice repeated his name, calling him, a soft whisper.  He cracked his eyes to see what was happening but it was still dark, too dark to see clearly.  His head was fuzzy and it took a moment for his thoughts to untangle from the threads of dreams.

Memory returned, bubbling up, Alex, his sexy black lingerie, the photograph, and then… what he’d been made to do.  Ryan’s heart skipped as he remembered sucking on his step-father’s cock, playing with himself, having his butt fondled, touched, molested.  It had been so shameful and humiliating, so wrong, having to do that just to keep his secret, but… there was a tingle, a fizzing in his belly, a fluttering as he recalled the intensity of his orgasm as he had swallowed Alex’s cum.

“Ryan…  are you awake?”  Alex spoke quietly, barely above a whisper, and he shook Ryan again.

Ryan froze.  Alex never woke him up, and it was too early… why was he back?  The thought of being made to do that again made Ryan squirm, his cock suddenly twitching.  He shook his head in vehement denial.

“No… I… I was sleeping…”  He muttered.

“Quiet now, you don’t want to wake your mother do you?  Just think what she’d say if she found out what you’d been doing, what you did yesterday, how you seduced me while wearing that sexy underwear of yours.”

Ryan froze.  That wasn’t what happened… Alex had… he had seduced…

“I didn’t…”

“There’s need to argue Ryan.  Just think what she’s likely to believe though, given the photos I have.”

Ryan fell quiet.  If his secret was discovered, his filthy, dirty, shameful secret, then just what would people think?  What would they say about him if they thought he’d seduced his step-father while wearing sexy lingerie?  Some might not believe it but still… could he risk it?

“What do you want?”  Ryan muttered.

He was tired and grumpy, yet still there was a nervous, timid fluttering in his belly that made him feel almost giddy.  He squirmed in his bed, shy and coy.  As he looked up at Alex, his handsome, tall, muscular step-father, he saw a glint in his eyes, a look of mischief and lust, and Ryan felt a spark of something—Alex thought he was pretty, sexy, and he wanted him, no matter how wrong it was.

“Nothing.  I don’t want anything, at least, not right now.  I just… I wanted to give you a present.  I went out last night after our little… adventure to get it, just for you.  I thought it would be perfect for you.”

Ryan felt an odd sense of flattery.  A present, for him?  He wondered what it was, his curiosity piqued.  What if it was more underwear, more lingerie, or even heels—he blushed crimson as he caught himself getting excited, shamed by his secret desire.

“Now, don’t you want to see what I got you?  I’m sure you’ll like it, and I know I will.”

Ryan nodded, shuffled under his covers and sat up.  He was aware of how Alex was looking at him, his bare chest, slim, pale, freckled shoulders, his small nipples perky in the cold.  He felt suddenly shy and… feminine, but resisted the urge to cover himself.

Alex lifted a box up off the floor and Ryan took it, opened it, froze.  His expression was a mixture of puzzlement, fear, and joy.

“What do you say Ryan?”  Alex said.

Ryan blushed.  In the box was a collection of new, sexy, silk panties, a pink electric razor, hair removal cream, scented shaving foam and a pink razor, and, finally, a silver metal cage that Ryan recognised—a chastity cage, for him, with a cute heart shaped padlock attached.

“Thank you.”  He whispered.

“Good girl.  Now, why don’t I help you get ready so you can go try out your new presents.”
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Alex helped Ryan out of bed, holding his hand gently, eyes roaming the femboy’s body, his slim shoulders, flat chest, trim waist—his gaze roamed his hips, curvy, wide, and his round ass, ran down his long legs.  Even in his boy underwear he was undeniably pretty and just seeing him reminded Alex of last night, what he had made his pretty, sexy step-son do, the image of the pretty femboy in sexy lingerie, curled up on the bed sucking on his cock while he played with his perfect round ass making his cock twitch.

Alex thought about making his step-son kneel, repeat yesterday’s wonderful performance, but he pushed the desire away.  He was going to take this slowly.  He had a plan now, a plan that would be far more gratifying in the long run, a plan to fully corrupt his sexy, pretty step-son.

“Underwear off.  And no need to be shy, after all, you got quite the view of me yesterday.”  Alex said.

Ryan blushed, squirming.  His heart was fluttering.  He nodded, aware that there was no way to resist, no way to deny Alex.  He submitted, obeying his step-father, meek, shy, timid, trying to hide the quiet thrill that was building at how humiliating and shameful this all was, trying to hide how… excited he was.

Ryan dropped his pants and Alex loomed him over, smiling, his cute, tiny little cock so dainty and feminine.  He was so undeniably pretty…

“Now, I’m going to put this on you first.”  Alex said, lifting up the cage.  “And I’m going to lock it.”

Ryan nodded.  The idea of being locked away, his cock locked away, made him feel small, powerless, but also… it thrilled him.  He bit his bottom lip, eyes glued to the cage.

“There are two keys.  I’m going to hide one in the house, in a location I will tell you if you ever need it, and I’m going to keep one on me.  A reminder of how I own you now.  You are to stay in that cage at all times unless I release you.  Is that understood?”

Ryan’s head was spinning.  He nodded.

“What do you say Ryan?”

Ryan blushed.  He looked down at the floor, embarrassed.

“I… thank you… Daddy.”

Alex grinned.  They way Ryan said that, his tone, timid, nervous, made him feel… good, and that word, Daddy.  He liked that, a lot.

“Hmmm… very good.  I think I’ll have you call me Daddy more often… it’s so… naughty.”

Ryan bit his bottom lip, nodding.  He wanted to whimper, to run back into bed to hide but… standing there, naked, his Daddy looking at him with lust and desire, it felt so wrong and so hot.

“Now, let’s get this on you then we can send you off to carry on your day.  I want you to shave in the shower, make sure you’re smooth all over, so you look even prettier in your sexy lingerie next time you wear it for me.”

The words made Ryan’s head spin.  Next time… and he’d always been curious about how it’d feel to shave his legs and his body, how it’d feel, look, to wear long socks, pantihose, stockings over smooth, soft, sensitive, feminine legs.  He’d never been brave enough though, worried people would see, find out his dirty, shameful secret, but now… now he was being made to by his Daddy.

“You’ll need to trim around your cage, so a little neat hair there will be excused, but no where else.  And finally… I’ve given you several pairs of pretty, sexy panties.  I want you to wear them and only them from now on.  Understand?”

Ryan turned pale, his freckled cheeks blushing.  He was only to wear panties… even when out in public, even when out with Kelly… while caged, and shaved smooth.  It was all too much, to humiliating, too shameful, but he couldn’t refuse, he had no way to resist, and worse… there was a part of him that was very, very curious, almost excited.

“Yes Daddy.”  Ryan said.
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Locked in the bathroom Ryan used the pink electric razor to trim around his cage, cutting all his hair short and tidy.  Next he applied the hair removal cream as the box instructed, applying it to his legs, butt cheeks, under his arms, even around his nipples and across his chest and belly, covering any skin that had even the slightest hint of hair, not wanting to get in even worse trouble with Alex, his step-father, his Daddy.

As his skin tingled, the cream working, the scent strong and astringent, Ryan set the shower running.  The water heated and the room filled with steam.  After the required amount of time he stepped into the flow of water and set about rinsing himself clean.

The hair removal cream sloughed off, leaving Ryan’s skin bare, smooth, soft and sensitive.  As he rinsed clean, washing himself with moisturising soap, he shivered, delighting how he felt, his skin so much softer, smoother, like silk, pretty and feminine, so sensitive, so sexy.  He smiled, blushing, a thrill of excitement and shame making his caged little cock ache.  He wondered how it was going to feel wearing his seamed stockings now, how much prettier, sexier he’d look—he could not help but wonder how Alex would react to seeing him, would he think him even sexier in his skimpy lingerie now?  The thought made his shudder, so naughty and wrong, so sinful.  Ryan giggled at the thought of what else Daddy might make him do before he pushed those thoughts away. 

It was wrong.  And if he had a choice he’d not be doing this, not be doing any of it.  He was just doing it to keep his secret safe—so why was he enjoying being caged, being smooth, why was he so excited by the thought of only wearing panties, the thought of dressing up in his lingerie again, the thought of what Daddy might make him do next.

Once rinsed clean Ryan took up the shaving foam and pink razor.  He foamed around his caged cock, along his butt crack, the only two areas he’d not applied the hair removal cream.  As he foamed his crack his fingers traced over his hole and the memory of Daddy’s finger seemed suddenly bright, pressing there, teasing while Ryan sucked his thick, long, throbbing cock, swallowing, while he touched himself, Alex’s finger slipping into him while he came, hard, mouth full of cock and cum.

Ryan moaned, teasing with his own finger, pressing just into his hole, the sensations so hot and bright, so naughty.  His cute little caged cock throbbed, aching, locked away and useless, and his finger slipped just barely into his hole, slick and tight and sensitive.

He wanted more, wanted to explore these strange, new, wonderful sensations, but he knew he had things to do.  He had to finish shaving, and then head out for his day.  Reluctantly Ryan pulled his hand away, the loss of stimulation making him whine, and then set to work with the razor.

Ryan shaved along his crack, making sure it was smooth, completely free of hair, thrilling at the smoothness, the sensitivity, the slick, slippery tickle, then, finally, he trimmed around his caged cock, shaving his hair into a neat little patch before, on a whim, shaving his hair into a cute little heart. 

Ryan stopped and looked down at himself and he blushed, giggling, blushing.  He looked so… cute, so pretty and sexy and feminine.  Shaved and smooth now his curves were undeniably girly, his body soft and sensitive, tingling.  He felt oddly giddy, almost happy, the cute little heart shaped patch of hair only making him feel naughtier, like just another dirty secret.

Finished, Ryan rinsed off then stepped out of the shower, patting himself dry gently to prevent irritation before adding a liberal dose of the moisturiser that had been in the box, rubbing it all over his body to make sure he was smooth, a fragrant sent of flowers and sweet fruits, feminine musk, and the slick caressing causing his caged cock to ache and throb.  As he finished he turned to the selection of panties his Daddy had given him.

There were many, in numerous colours, but they were all skimpy, obviously sexy, provocative.  Ryan thrilled at the sight of so many, all for him—the thought of only wearing them from now on making his heart skip and belly flutter, such a naughty, shameful secret, the soft silk so comfortable, feeling sexy all day, even when out in public, a naughty, shameful perversion hidden from view.

Ryan bit his bottom lip, reached out, picked a pair of bright, hot pink panties.  They were perfect, high cut to leave his legs and hips and ass exposed, silk with lace trim, a pretty bow on the front.  As Ryan slipped them on, the silk running over his soft, smooth, sensitive legs, he shivered, and as he pulled them into place over his smooth butt, his caged cock, he whimpered.  Today was going to be very, very distracting.
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Ryan spent the day constantly on edge.  Riding the bus caged, his trousers rubbing against his smooth legs, his caged cock throbbing, his panties tight and snug, a bright hot pink shame beneath his clothes, hidden from view, a dirty secret no one but he and his Daddy knew about. 

The memory of what had happened last night stuck with him, what he had been made to do, the way Daddy’s cock had felt in his mouth, touching his butt, his finger, his cock hard, cumming, Daddy’s cum in his mouth, tasting it, swallowing it as his big, fat cock throbbed between his tight, wet, plump lips, dressed in his sexy black lingerie, and he was hyper aware.  He noticed the way men looked at him now, every glance, wondering if they too saw him the way his Daddy did… did they too think he was sexy, pretty?  Did they too want to touch him, use him, fuck his mouth?  More than once a man smiled at him, catching his eye, but each time Ryan looked away quickly, blushing bright pink, thoughts a jumbled mess, heart racing, his lips tingling, daydreams of panties, stockings, suspenders, hands groping his ass, a cock thrusting between his lips, cumming, swallowing.

Ryan felt constantly distracted, day-dreaming, flush and blushing, nervous, so much quieter than usual, the cage padlocked on him a constant reminder that Alex, his Daddy, owned him now. He was shaved smooth, in panties, because that was what his Daddy wanted, and Ryan had no way to resist.  He was powerless, but why was he so… hot, so aroused, why was his caged cock aching so badly.

“Hey!”  A voice called out to Ryan.

Ryan jumped as Kelly approached him, hurrying towards him as he headed out after a long, exhausting day.  He was desperate to head home and hide, to get the day over with as soon as possible.  If anyone might discover his secret, that his cock was caged, that he was smooth, wearing panties, it would be Kelly.

The thought of how she might react, what she might say, made him burn with shame and humiliation, but that only fuelled his lust, making him moan, pressing his legs together, squirming, caged cock aching, freckled cheeks blushing.

“Are you okay?”  Kelly asked.

She stopped just in front of him, watching him carefully, clearly suspicious, worried about him.  Ryan squirmed, blushing deep pink, nervous, terrified, very aware of how smooth he was under his clothes, the panties and cage snug, the silk, the hard metal, and the shame and humiliation only made his cock twitch, throbbing, trying to harden but unable.  He was on edge, aching, horny but totally unable to do anything about it.

“Yeah… I… I’m fine, just… just not feeling very well that’s all, tired and maybe coming down with a cold.”

“Aww, my poor baby!  You need me to take care of you?” 

Ryan shook his head.  As Kelly stepped towards him he stepped back, not wanting her to get too close in case she hugged him and noticed the smell of his moisturiser, or the softness of his skin, or perhaps tried to squeeze his butt and noticed the panties.

Kelly stopped, looked hurt, sad that Ryan was moving away from her.

“I… I just don’t want you to get sick.  I’ll be fine in a few days.”  Ryan said.

In a few days maybe he could have convinced Alex to unlock his cage and let him wear normal underwear again, though it would take weeks to grow his hair back again—if he even let it grow back, his legs did feel so much nicer now, soft and delicate, and he was sure they’d look and feel so much better in his stockings.  The thought of what he might have to do to convince Daddy to let him out of his cage, to let him wear boy pants again, made his cock twitch, his blush turning crimson, his cheeks and throat and chest burning, heart racing.

“I guess… I mean… you don’t look well.  Maybe you should just go home and rest.  But, you’ll call me won’t you, tell me how you’re doing?”

Ryan nodded.

“Just take good care of yourself.”  Kelly said.  “And try not to miss me too much.”

“I’ll do my best.”

Ryan moved away, keeping distance between him and Kelly.  He felt awful, hiding so many secrets from her, knowing that last night he had let his step-father fuck his mouth, his virgin mouth, that he had swallowed cum while having his ass played with, wearing panties, stocking, suspenders.  The remembering made his caged cock throb, made worse by the sense of shame, the naughtiness of it all.

Kelly and Ryan said goodbye and Ryan made his way to his bus stop to wait for the bus.  As he walked, alone, he became aware again of the men around him, the glances, the subtle looks, more than one catching his eye, smiling, and each time he felt panicked, terrified, shy and timid, wishing the ground would open up and swallow him.  His heart was racing and he felt constantly on edge, aching, hyper aware of the cage on his cute little cock, his smooth legs, his panties snug and silky, bright, hot pink beneath his trousers. 

The thought of what else his Daddy had in store for him terrified him, unable to resist his demands.  Would he… make him… again… or maybe worse?  Just imagining it made Ryan bite his bottom lip and whimper, an unnerving thrill as his mind wandered.


Chapter 4

Alex said nothing to Ryan all night, acting as though nothing had happened, the routine around the house perfectly normal except for the secrets Ryan was keeping hidden under his clothes.  The tension, the quiet, simmering awareness that he was smooth now, cute little cock locked away, his Daddy holding the keys, wearing panties, only served to make Ryan’s state of aching arousal worse, so that by the time it came for him to go to bed he was ready to explode, desperate for any kind of release, but completely unable to do anything about it.

Ryan lay down in bed, switched off his light, and tried to settle down to sleep but… his mind wandered.  Why hadn’t Alex said anything?  He hadn’t asked to see his smooth body, hadn’t checked Ryan’s cage, hadn’t made sure he was wearing panties, hadn’t asked for more… persuading to keep Ryan’s secret.  Was it all over?  Had he forgotten?

Ryan squirmed, his body so soft now, his sheets rubbing against his skin a new sensation, and his cage and panties were a constant distraction, his cock aching, his body so pretty and feminine.  As he tried to sleep his hands wandered, running down over his chest, belly, down, rubbing over his panty clad cage, cute little cock aching, but he achieved nothing except worsening his frustration—and his hands wandered further, Ryan squirming, slipping to his round, pert ass, squeezing, imagining big, strong hands, fingers teasing in along his crack, slipping under the leg of his panties, slipping deeper, teasing his virgin hole, pressing just barely in.

Ryan whimpered, aching, desperate for release.  What if his Daddy had forgotten him, and he ended up staying caged for days, or weeks, before he remembered to release him.

The thought only a made Ryan’s cute little caged cock throb harder.  He couldn’t cope, and there was no way he could sleep now.  Maybe if he asked nicely to be uncaged?  Maybe if his Daddy saw he had done as he’d been told?

Deciding it was worth the risk Ryan stopped playing with his ass, his hole—pining at the loss of stimulation, amazed at how this new, shameful discovery sparked waves of pleasure, that touching his ass, playing with his tight hole, was so hot, another dirty, girly secret he had to keep.  He sat up and reached for his phone, took a moment to decide on what message to send before his fingers tapped across the screen.

Daddy, can we talk?  Please?

Ryan hit send, his heart thundering, then almost immediately regret it.  What if his mother saw?  He had never called Alex Daddy before.  What if Alex meant to leave him neglected and locked up and was only going to ignore the message?  The thought of staying locked, caged and frustrated for the night, perhaps several nights, make Ryan whimper and squirm.
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A knock at Ryan’s bedroom door snapped him from his spiral of thoughts.  He shifted, quickly, snatching his covers to wrap around his shoulders, suddenly aware that he was wearing only panties.

“Come in.”  Ryan whispered.

The door opened, and Alex stepped in, smiling.  He was dressed in just a pair of worn jeans, no shirt, his broad chest exposed, the subtle ripple of his muscles.  How had Ryan never noticed how muscular and tall and handsome he was?

“You said you wanted to talk?”  Alex said.

Ryan nodded.  His Daddy shut the door and he padded barefoot across to the bed, sat at the foot, giving Ryan plenty of distance, acting almost as though nothing had happened.  Ryan frowned, confused and conflicted, on edge, aching.  His head felt jumbled, giddy, and he bit his bottom lip as he squirmed in his panties, body so smooth and soft.

“What was it you wanted?”  Alex asked.

Alex fidgeted, unsure how to ask, what to say.  The thought of admitting what he wanted, saying what he needed to, left him feeling meek and vulnerable, timid, coy, shamed.

“I… I did what you asked.  I made sure to shave, this morning, and I wore my panties all day, and I’m still… I’m still locked away.”  Ryan said.

Admitting it all felt strange, oddly liberating, thrilling, yet terribly humiliating—the sense of shame only worsening his state of frustration and arousal.

“Good girl!”  Alex said.

There was a moment of quiet.  The words hung in the air, making Ryan blush.  He looked down at the bed covers, shy, coy, timid.

“Did you… did you want to check?”  Ryan asked.

Alex stared at Ryan for a moment before nodding.

“Yes.  I think I would.  Why don’t you get out of bed and show me how pretty you are.”

Ryan blushed, the compliment flattering and humiliating, arousing him, his caged cock throbbing.  He just needed to be good, show he could be a good girl, then maybe he would be unlocked and he could…

Ryan pushed the thoughts away, dropped the covers and, moving with a deliberate, exaggerated, feminine grace, slipped out of bed to stand in front of his Daddy.  He bit his bottom lip as he met Alex’s lecherous, hungry gaze, his belly fluttering.  This was so wrong, so dirty, so why was he reacting like this… he needed to obey but he didn’t need to enjoy it.

Without thinking Ryan wiggled, almost as thought dancing, wiggling his hips and ass, turning and bending slightly to show off his smooth body and hot pink panties, his pert, round, full ass, wide hips, slim, petite frame.  Alex smiled, shifting where he was, a bulge growing in his jeans.  Ryan’s eyes went wide as he saw it, blushing—he had done that, just looking at him had made his Daddy hard…

“Very nice.  You really are such a sexy little thing.  I always thought you were… pretty, but now, seeing you like this… well you’re utterly adorable, such a cute cock tease, a perfect femboy slut.  You’re becoming such a good girl for Daddy.”

The words made Ryan blush pink.  He bit his bottom lip, nodded, smiling, giggling.  His heart was racing and he felt almost giddy, breathless.

“Do you… do you think then… maybe… I could be unlocked…”  Ryan whispered.

Alex stared at Ryan for a moment.  He smiled, a mischievous, knowing smile.  He shifted, the growing bulge in his jeans becoming uncomfortable.  His pretty step-son was coming along perfectly.  Seeing him now, shaved smooth, in just panties, he wondered why he hadn’t before realised what a stunning, sexy slut he was.  Why had it taken him so long to realise just what a pretty femboy toy he was?  He might have been a boy, but he was far sexier than the vast majority of women Alex had dated, those full lips, that mouth… and then there was that round, pert, virgin ass…

“I think we can unlock you, since you’ve been so good.”

Ryan broke into a wide smile, jumping up and down excitedly.

“Thank you… thank you I promise I’ll be good…”

“Not so fast beautiful…”  Alex said.  “I’m willing to unlock you, for a little while, but not permanently.  I was thinking… you can be uncaged while you suck my cock again.  That way we both get to enjoy ourselves, after all, you have such a perfect slut mouth, but after I cum down that tight, hot throat of yours, the cage goes back on.”

“But… can’t I…”

Alex held up a hand to quiet him.

“If you want to cum, you’ll just need to do it before I do, but I’m sure that won’t be a problem for you.  After all, you managed it last time.  You’ll just have to play with yourself while you please me with your mouth…”

Alex was grinning.  Ryan’s heart sank.  He had no choice.  He couldn’t sleep without release and… he’d already done it once.  Once more wouldn’t hurt, would it?  And… it hadn’t been that bad—at the thought of doing it again, being made to suck his Daddy’s cock again, his fat, long, throbbing cock fucking between his lips again, swallowing his cum while he played with his cute little cock, cumming at the same time, Ryan felt his cock throb, his belly fluttering.  Ryan took a deep breath, nodded.

“I’ll do it.”

Alex rose to his feet, smiling, obviously happy.  The bulge in his jeans was obvious now, thick and long, his cock, the cock Ryan was going to suck, the cock that was going to fuck his mouth, throat.

“Good girl.  I knew you’d say yes… you just can’t resist my cock can you?  Now, lets get you ready shall we.”
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Alex slipped Ryan’s panties off, his hands firm, strong, roaming over Ryan’s soft, smooth body, cupping his ass, running down his legs.  Ryan bit his bottom lip to keep from whimpering, squirming.  Next his Daddy helped him slip on a pair of opaque white hold-up stockings with sexy, lacy tops, the fabric clinging to his legs, making them seem fuller, longer—he was naked except for the stockings, a girly, curvy figure, his body smooth, feminine, pert, round ass, wide hips, cock still caged.

“Another present for you.  Since you’re such a good slut for me.”  Alex said.  “And now… your cage.  So we can play.”

Ryan stood still, frozen, unable to move or resist.  He was about to be made to suck cock again, his Daddy’s cock… what choice did he have.  He needed to cum, and sucking that fat, perfect, hard, throbbing cock was the only way… so why was he so excited?

Alex moved to unlock the cage and pocketed it and almost immediately Ryan’s cute little cock began to harden.  His Daddy grinned.

“Someone is excited!  Just wait until you have my cock in your mouth until you start touching yourself.  No cheating!”

Ryan blushed, nodding.  He stood and waited as his Daddy slipped out of his jeans, stripped naked, his body toned, tall and broad, his cock so hard and thick and long, so perfect, and Ryan almost drooled at the sigh of it.  He was going to suck it, again, was going to have if fuck in and out between his lips, fucking his throat.  The thought made his cock harden and throb.  Alex, now naked, moved to stand in front of Ryan, tall and powerful, Ryan so small, meek, timid, pretty.

“Now, be a good slut and kneel.  As soon as my cock is in your mouth you can start touching yourself, but once I cum you have to stop, so I just hope you don’t take too long, because I’m not going to hold back on cumming down that tight, cumslut throat of yours.”

Ryan’s head was spinning, belly fluttering.  He nodded, blushing, and knelt in front of his Daddy.  His gaze went straight to Alex’s cock, massive and thick, throbbing, and the sight of it made his mouth water, head giddy, his cute little cock twitching.  As soon as he began he could play with himself… and he was so eager, so horny, so desperate… he couldn’t wait.

Without being told, without being encouraged, Ryan reached out and took hold of his Daddy’s cock, leaning forward, opening his mouth.  He could barely believe how he was acting, how eager he was, how quickly he was giving in.  Was he really a slut?  A filthy, dirty cumslut?  The thought made him giddy, blushing hot and aching.

Alex stared down at his pretty femboy step-son, dressed in white stockings for him, his cute freckled face, big dazzling green eyes glued to his cock, hungry for it, aching for it so he could touch himself, so he could cum.  He was coming along perfectly.  His soft curves, his smooth body, his full, plump, cock sucking lips.  Alex was going to make this sexy femboy slut his fuck-toy, was going to make him forget about his girlfriend, was going to make him beg for his Daddy’s cock.

Ryan was desperate, aching.  He needed release, needed to suck his Daddy’s cock.  His mouth was watering, wet, lips plump, so pretty now, soft, the stockings so cute on his smooth legs, and he felt so… hot! 

He parted his lips, opened his mouth, leaned forward, and extended his tongue to lick at his Daddy’s cock, working one hand up and down.  He lapped, pressed his lips to the fat head, then pushed, eased his Daddy’s cock slowly into his tight, wet, hot femboy mouth.

“Fuck… such a good girl!”  Alex moaned.

His words, his praise, made Ryan tingle, hot, aching.  With his Daddy’s cock in his mouth, lips tight, sucking, lapping, working his mouth up and down, head bobbing, he reached down to begin stroking his cute little cock, rock hard now and drooling precum. 

Ryan moaned in delight, the sensations of sucking on his Daddy’s cock, the thick, throbbing prick slipping in and out of his pretty mouth, and his hand on his cute, hard, aching dick, making him shudder.  It was more than he could take and his mind almost shattered.  It was bliss.

Alex reached down, ran one hand over the back of Ryan’s head, gripping a handful of his cute red curls, and watched as the his slutty, sexy, feminine step-son sucked on his cock, those fat, plump lips working up and down in time with his dainty hand.  He was so girly, so feminine, so sexy, watching him wank himself as he sucked, face a mask of lust and pleasure.  He was perfect.

Alex began to thrust, his hips moving on their own, pumping his cock in and out of Ryan’s cumslut mouth, holding his head in place, fucking his mouth, the head of his cock brushing at the back of his throat.

“Such a pretty little cumslut for Daddy aren’t you.  Your mouth is just… perfect.  You suck cock better then your mother.  I wonder if you’re a better fuck.”

Ryan moaned.  The words shamed him, scaled him, the humiliation only adding fuel to his lust and desire.  He sucked harder, mouth so wet and hot, his Daddy’s cock throbbing, hard and thick—his Daddy thought he was sexy, pretty, and it made him tingle, belly fluttering.  He sucked his Daddy’s cock deeper, opening his throat, suppressing the urge to gag, took it into his throat, swallowing it, milking it.

Alex held Ryan’s head down, fucked his cock into the pretty femboy’s perfect slut mouth.  He was his personal fuck-toy, his pretty doll, and he was going to use him whenever and however he liked.

“You like sucking your Daddy’s cock don’t you?  You like stroking your pretty little cock while I fuck your mouth, don’t you?”  Alex whispered.

Ryan moaned, shamed, head buzzing.  He felt so hot, aching.  He stroked his hand up and down his cock, so close, worked his lips up and down’s his Daddy’s cock, sucking, letting his Daddy fuck his mouth, fuck in and out of his throat.

It felt liberating, being sexy, being a slut, being his Daddy’s cumslut.  His body was on fire, burning up with pleasure and lust, his cute little cock throbbing, drooling precum and he stroked, working his wet, tight mouth up and down his Daddy’s massive cock, sucking, lapping.  Was he really better than his mother?  The thought both shamed and thrilled him—his Daddy’s question hung in the air, looming, threatening, thrilling… was he a better fuck than his mother?  Was his Daddy going to fuck him, was he going to make him spread his legs for him, make Ryan pleasure him with his tight, virgin ass, work his pretty femboy hole up and down the massive cock buried in his mouth until he came, filling his ass with cum.

The thought made Ryan’s cock swell, hardening.  The thought of having his ass fucked, hard, filled with cum, his Daddy’s fuck-toy, his Daddy visiting him every night to use him instead of fucking his mother because he was sexier, prettier, a better slut.  I was all too much, more than Ryan could process, and he felt as though he were going to explode.

Alex gripped Ryan’s hair, thrust deep into his wet, tight mouth, those plump lips locked around his thick cock, tongue lapping, sucking, wet and hot, slipping into his step-son’s throat, using him, fucking his pretty cumslut mouth.  Ryan’s mother had never sucked his cock like this, not even in the early days.

Experiencing this pleasure, the pretty femboy serving on his knees, meek, submissive, so eager, stroking his pretty little cock while he served his Daddy, Alex’s knew he couldn’t go back to before, waiting weeks for some scrap of attention from Ryan’s mother.  He’d found his fuck-toy and he was going to use his pretty, girly, sexy, feminine step-son every chance he got until the boy was a broken, willing, desperate slut aching and begging for his cock, offering up his holes for his Daddy’s pleasure.

Ryan sucked deep, hard, his mouth drooling, lips buzzing.  He worked his hand up and down his cute little cock, so hard, aching, so close.  Why did this feel so good?  Why was sucking his Daddy’s cock making him so hard?

Alex thrust deep, gripping Ryan’s hair, and his cock swelled, hardening, becoming almost impossibly thick, thrusting into his tight femboy throat.  Ryan gagged, swallowed it, milking it.  His Daddy was close, he could tell… he had to hurry.  He sucked hard and he worked his hand up and down his cock, faster, desperate to cum as he made his Daddy cum.

“Yes… that’s it… be a good girl for Daddy and make me cum… make me cum like the pretty little slut you are… such a nasty filthy sexy little femboy slut… make me cum with that perfect mouth of yours while you cum…”

Alex’s words were all the encouragement Ryan needed.  He sucked hard, swallowing, throat milking.  His Daddy’s cock swelled, throbbed, and came, erupting hot, thick cum down his throat.  The sensation tipped Ryan over the edge—he was his Daddy’s cumslut, his fuck-toy… he could have been in the other room fucking his mother but he thought Ryan was sexier, prettier, thought Ryan’s mouth was better—and Ryan came, cumming as he stroked his cock and sucked his Daddy’s massive prick deep.

“Swallow it for me.  Be a good girl.  Show me that you’re a better slut than your mother.”

Ryan obeyed, shamed and humiliated by his need to do as he was told, his desire to show he was a good girl, a good slut, his Daddy’s cumslut.  He swallowed, milking Alex’s cock, taking every last drop of his reward, lapping it, tasting it, letting the cum pool in his mouth, savouring it before swallowing, moaning in pleasure as he came, cumming all over the floor as he stroked his cute little cock on his knees, sucking his Daddy’s cock, smooth and soft, dressed in sexy white stockings.  He was a cumslut, a sexy, naughty, filthy, shameful cumslut, and the thought only made his orgasm more intense.

Alex shuddered, watching his pretty step-son swallow his cum, grinning.  Ryan shivered, his intense, mind shattering climax subsiding.  He swallowed the last of his Daddy’s cum and there was a sudden rising tide of shame at what he had done now he had cum, but unable to deny the truth—how eager he’d been, how he’d enjoyed it, being made to act like a slut for his step-father, made to suck his cock so he could cum.

Alex’s cock softened and he shifted, pulling it from between Ryan’s plump lips, an audible pop, Ryan almost whining at the loss.  As his Daddy left a trace of cum on his plump bottom lip Ryan licked without thinking to capture every last drop, shuddering at the odd mix of shame and pleasure.  He felt giddy, but at least now he’d be able to sleep.  Alex stroked the back of his head gently.

“That was just wonderful.  I’m looking forward to more already, but now we both should get to bed before your mother wakes up—first though, I need to put your cage back on, and… I have another little present for you.”

Ryan smiled, looked up at his Daddy, the taste of cum still in his mouth, naked except for his stockings, his belly fluttering.  He felt giddy, and he giggled, fluttering his eyelashes, coy, as though flirting.

“Thank you Daddy.”  He said—why was the thought of being caged again exciting him?

Ryan wondered what his present was, a sense of foreboding and excitement as he knelt beneath his Daddy, the taste of cum lingering on his lips, tongue, in his throat.  His gaze fell down to his Daddy’s softening cock and he felt a tingle in his lips, the memory of their shared climax, cumming while his Daddy fucked his mouth, cumming down his throat—as though he were already craving more, as though he were already hooked.


Chapter 5

Ryan’s sleep was uneasy and disturbed by dreams that left him hot and flustered, aching.  His cage was back on, the cool, hard metal a reminder of his predicament, reminding him he was owned by his Daddy, his good girl, his fuck-toy, making his cock throb distractingly.  It was not his cage that kept his from sleeping though, or more accurately, it was not the main cause.

His Daddy had left him one more present… a small metal plug, the bulb thick, the head a small heart shaped pink gem, and he had made sure Ryan was wearing it before he left.  Just the memory left him squirming, how his Daddy had caged him, then made him bend over, still not sure what was happening, mouth and lips tainted by the taste of cum, dressed in only his white hold-ups, legs spread, back curved, head down and ass up. 

Ryan fidgeted in bed as he tried to sleep, remembering his Daddy’s fingers, slippery, teasing, probing, stretching him, but each movement only made the plug in his ass shift, the prominent bulb stretching him, pressing on his inner walls, teasing the bright spot of his pleasure, a knot in his belly, caged cock aching.  His mind drifted to the moment he felt it, the cold metal pressing at his hole, making him jump, his Daddy holding him firm, gripping his hips, whispering to him, flattering him.

“Stay still now… be a good girl for Daddy, and remember, stay quiet… you don’t want you mother to find out, do you?”

Ryan, lying in bed, whimpered at the thought and the threat. What would his mother do if she found out what he had done with his step-father, how he had worn pretty lingerie, shaved his body, how he was caged and plugged for him.  Would she think Ryan responsible for seducing his Daddy?  The thought made Ryan blush in shame and humiliation, the emotions only feeding his arousal.

He remembered the way the plug had stretched him, forcing his hole open, the pain and pleasure of his hole being trained, the humiliation, the shame, the lust.  His hole had been so tight, slick, the plug almost too big, stretching him wider and wider until, suddenly, it had slipped in, filling him, filling his ass, the thin neck connecting it to the heart shaped gem holding it in place.

Ryan tossed and turned in bed, horny already despite only having come, twice, a few hours ago while sucking on his Daddy’s hard, throbbing cock, aching, hot and unable to fall asleep.  He felt the plug move, oddly comfortable, the bulb inside him filling him, a soft, constant, teasing pleasure in his ass, the plug nestled in his crack, his tight hole closed around the thin neck so that it was snug and held tightly in place.

Ryan clenched his legs together, tensing his cheeks, his hole, and the plug shifted, slipped deeper, pressing on the knot of joy inside, a flood of new, wonderful sensations.  He squirmed, wanting to feel more, delighting in how the plug teased him, slick and heavy and thick inside his ass, slipping in and out as he clenched and unclenched, his hole massaging the plug, as though milking it, making it work over the knot of joy inside, his belly fluttering.

The plug shifted, teasing, fucking just barely in and out and Ryan squirmed.  His caged cock ached, throbbing, a thin trickle of precum.  He whimpered, mind wandering, sleepy but unable to sleep.  His mind drifted to his Daddy’s cock, the way it had fucked in and out of his tight, wet, slut mouth, fucked into his throat, cumming, throbbing.  He wondered how it would feel…

Ryan pushed the thought away, burning with shame, blushing.  He couldn’t believe what was happening to him.  As he tried to relax, tried to fall back to sleep, he felt his caged cock throb, the plug heavy and thick inside his ass, teasing him, keeping him constantly on edge.  He knew tomorrow was going to be a very distracting day.
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The day was worse than Ryan could have ever imagined.  The bus in the morning full of tall, handsome men who kept looking at him, glancing at him as he sat at the back trying not to make whimpers or moans as the bus bounced along the road, each jolt and bounce making the plug shift inside him, fucking in and out of his ass, pressing on the knot of joy, teasing him, keeping him constantly on edge, his cheeks blazing with shame.

He was shaved smooth, in a pair of cute white panties with long white socks, caged and plugged, so pretty under his normal clothes.  Could they tell?  Did they know what a filthy, slutty, fuck-toy he was?  Was it becoming obvious what a dirty good girl he was becoming for his Daddy?

When one man, in his mid thirties, a short beard and scruffy hair, dazzling blue eyes, big strong hands, asked Ryan if he was okay Ryan had only been able to nod, muttering a tiny squeak under his breath, too timid to talk.  Why were they all looking at him?  Did they know?  Was he changing?

As he looked around the bus, trying to stay calm, his gaze more than once went to the crotch of a good looking man’s trousers, wondering what they’d do if they found out… and the day dreams only made the ache of shame worse, his cage aching, plug so thick and heavy in his hole, heart racing.

Classes were almost as bad, the bodies of the other students pressed around him, his friends, Kelly, all of them close, the constant awareness of how exposed he was, only the thin fabric of his clothes keeping his secret—his smooth body, his cage, his plug, his pretty white panties and long, sexy white socks.  He fidgeted in his seat, unable to sit still, almost feverish, heart racing, on edge, each movement causing his plug to shift. 

Kelly asked several times if he was okay, her and his friends noticing his almost constant blush, but Ryan could only nod, too shy and self-conscious to answer, muttering about being ill, their attention only making Ryan more nervous, coy and timid, aware at any time his filthy, shameful secret could be exposed.

At lunch, when Kelly sat next to Ryan, close, he froze as she put her hand on his knee, squeezing, an affectionate gesture, running her hand higher, grinning at him as she sought to tease him.  Her hand roamed higher, towards his panties, his cage, his plugged ass.

Ryan jumped up and out of his seat, muttering about forgetting something before running off in a hurry, not able to look back, face pink, chest tight.  Had Kelly felt his long socks, his smooth legs?  What if she had discovered his cage, locked.  How could he have explained that?  How could he explain what his Daddy had made him do?  Just the thought made his cock throb painfully and he was glad when the day was finally over, relieved that he had been able to keep his secret.  Ryan hurried out, avoiding friends, avoiding Kelly.

The bus ride home was not easy, more bouncing and jostling as it drove through busy traffic, his plug shifting inside him, teasing him, driving him to distraction.  The bus was busy, with no seats, crowded so that bodies were pressed into each other.

At one point Ryan was surrounded by a large group of construction workers, tall and burly.  They were polite and friendly enough, but the group of them, broad and strong from hard labour, their dusty clothes and faces, bodies sweaty, their chatter and laugher, made Ryan feel small and timid as they surrounded him.  He was aware of his secret, his shame, and he squirmed, his plug teasing him, and he bit his bottom lip to keep from whimpering.

At one point one of the younger men, late twenties at most, stood close behind Ryan and he felt… a hand on his leg, his hip, a palm, shifting round to his ass.  The man glanced at Ryan once, smiling, and Ryan blushed, looked away, the bus too busy so that he could not move away from the group.  The hand squeezed, once, hard, then slipped away—had it been an accident or did the man mean to?  Did he know Ryan’s secret?  Was it becoming obvious?  Could people see what a slut he was becoming?  The thought made him hot and weak, caged cock aching, and as the bus reached his stop he pushed through the crowd of people.

Ryan glanced back at the man as he stepped through the door and… the man smiled, winked at him.  Ryan blushed, flattered and ashamed, heart skipping.  Did the man think him pretty?  Cute?  He giggled to himself as he made his way home.
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The evening was boring after his day, almost routine, with Alex making no mention or hint about Ryan’s situation.  The tension, the waiting, being constantly on edge not knowing what his Daddy had planned for him, was agony.  As he sat eating his dinner with his mother and his Daddy, his step-father’s words, how much better he was at sucking cock than his mother, how he was his Daddy’s fuck-toy now, rang in his mind.

He ate slowly, staring at his plate, fidgeting, plug shifting inside him, teasing him.  Alex asked about his day, polite, entirely mundane questions, but with an obvious edge, a flirtatious undercurrent.  Ryan answered politely, meek, coy and quiet, trying hard to keep his dirty, shameful secret from his mother.

After dinner, after helping clean up from the meal, he retreated to his room, and stayed there, waiting, waiting for his Daddy, wondering what new gifts he might have been bought, what new things he was going to be made to do and the imagining, the wondering, making him ache, body hot, the shame and the curiosity.  He squirmed in his panties and long socks, mind wandering to last night, how he had touched himself, so hard, his cock throbbing as he had sucked on his Daddy’s cock, thick and hard, hot, fucking between his lips, deep into his throat, using him.  His heart thundered, body tingling, head giddy.

The day drew late, and Ryan heard his mother and his step-father go to bed.  He was left up, aching, caged cock throbbing, desperate and on edge after the day.  Was his Daddy waiting for him to message again?

Ryan thought about it, but then… wasn’t that giving in?  Wasn’t that admitting that he was willing, that he… wanted it?

He picked up his phone, wavering, aware that if he did not get to cum then sleep would be elusive and difficult.  He needed only message but then… he was admitting…

Ryan bit his bottom lip.  He took a deep breath and forced himself to put the phone down.  Maybe if he refused to give in his Daddy would get bored and let him go?  It would be difficult to resist, caged, plugged, unable to cum, teased constantly, but he had to try to resist, he had to… or else…
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Sleep was difficult, almost impossible, and Ryan woke horny, panties damp with precum, exhausted from dirty, sinful dreams… dreams of cocks, cumming, serving.  Even the memory of them made him blush.

The day too was hard, and Ryan struggled to concentrate, daydreaming, caged cock aching, his plug a constant distraction, wearing a pair of black panties and black silk hold ups under his clothes.  He felt so… pretty, sexy, cute and feminine, like such a naughty slut, blushing, giggling to himself, squirming in his seat without meaning to, feeling his plug moving inside his ass.

When he got home it was the same though, with his Daddy acting as thought there was nothing unusual about their situation, asking only a few flirtatious questions, their true meaning only obvious to him and Ryan—his knowing gaze, his hard, lustful stare, making Ryan blush and squirm, images of his cock, memories of how it felt to suck, to cum while sucking, while having his throat and mouth pumped full of cum.

The night was the hardest.  It had been so long since he had cum, and he was so desperate after two days of being teased, being kept on edge, his dirty secret driving him wild, being so exposed in public.  The way men looked at him now, as though they knew, the shame of being around his friends, around Kelly, while plugged, shaved, in panties, remembering how he had pleased and served his Daddy, mouth full of cock, how it had felt to cum while sucking his fat, thick, cock, the way the plug teased his hole, pressing on the spot of bright pleasure within him, the sensations only growing more intense, as though his body were being trained.

Again Ryan refused to give in.  He turned his phone off and put it on the other side of the room, lay down in his bed, wearing only his black panties, plugged, caged, obeying but resisting the urge to beg for the chance to cum, to earn the privileged of cumming, and tried to sleep—it was not easy.
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Each day it was harder.  His sleep was full of erotic dreams, dressing pretty, lingerie, panties, stockings, his ass teased as the plug shifted inside him in his sleep, hole stretched, full, the small knot of joy inside him becoming more sensitive.  He spent his days on edge, always aware of his secret shame, trying to hide it from those around him, aware of how men were looking at him now, certain something about him was changing, that it was becoming obvious to them what a slut he was.

Kelly tired to talk to him but Ryan made excuses, apologising, trying to protect her, keep from discovering his shame, keep her from knowing how filthy, dirty, nasty he was—what if she learnt what he had done, how he had sucked cock, his Daddy’s cock… what would she say, what would she do?

At night Ryan’s Daddy kept his distance, only the occasional, almost accidental touches, keeping him on edge, nervous, timid, flirtatious smiles, questions about his day that seemed innocent but that were laced with subtle meaning.  Ryan squirmed, aware of his mother’s presence in the house, not wanting her to discover what slut her son was, just what a dirty, shameful fuck-toy her son was for his step-father.

At night it was worse still, the desperate need, the ache, each night worse than the last, the plug, the cage, the lingerie, Ryan’s body so smooth and sensitive.  He struggled, resisting, but after five days of nothing he was beginning to go mad, driven wild by lust and shame, the burning need, the fluttering knot of joy inside that his plug kept teasing, so close but elusive.

Ryan settled into bed, knowing he would be unable to sleep, and he got out his phone.  He thought about messaging, but knew if he did it would be giving in, it would be admitting what he wanted, needed, and he felt a thrill of fear and desire as he thought about what his Daddy might make him do, about what his Daddy might do to him, kneeling, his Daddy’s cock in his mouth, cumming, swallowing, shame and joy, humiliation and desire.

Pushing the thought away Ryan flicked open his browser instead and went to his favourite porn site and began to search for a video… maybe he could do this without his Daddy… even with his cage on.  If he could just cum it’d be easier to resist.

Ryan began searching videos, skimming past his usual choices, browsing, and then he stopped… one video caught his eye.  There was an image of a femboy, about his age, in a cage, like him, in stockings and sexy stripper heels. 

***Caged toy cums while locked – femboy slut shows off on cam***

Cums while caged?  Was that even possible?  Curious, Ryan clicked the image, and a video loaded.

The femboy was cute, feminine, smooth like Ryan, and alone in a messy bedroom, their face off screen.  Ryan watched, squirming as the cute femboy sat in front of the camera and spread their legs, their cock so cute and small in the tiny cage, but straining, clearly desperate for release.

Ryan felt his cock throbbing in sympathy, and he let his free hand wander, roaming his smooth body, roaming down to his caged cock, rubbing it, tugging at it, teasing his cock as he had done before, delighting in the shameful agony of it.  He wondered how it would feel to touch a femboy like him, caged, soft and smooth, to tease them while they teased him.  How would it be to serve his Daddy alongside another pretty, feminine, slutty femboy?

Ryan moaned, biting his bottom lip, aching for release, mind running wild as he watched the video, teasing his caged cock, tugging at it, the perfect, hot, delicious agony, the shame and humiliation driving him almost mad.  Ryan whimpered, and his eyes went wide as the pretty femboy in the video ignored their caged cock, their hands going straight to their ass, their crack, their legs spread wide to expose their smooth, slick, puckered hole.

Ryan squirmed, his plug shifting, teasing him, pressing on the knot of pleasure inside him.  He watched as the femboy lubed their fingers and began to tease, slowly, easing their hole open, slipping fingers inside.  The pretty femboy’s caged cock throbbed as they began to work their fingers in and out, slowly at first, stretching their hole, slipping in more fingers, picking up speed. 

Their caged cock began to drool and Ryan felt his throbbing in sympathy.  His hole clenched around his plug and he began to shift his hips in time with the femboy’s fingering, feeling his plug moving in and out of his hole, clenching, teasing.  It felt… good… really good.

Ryan began to breathe heavier, and his hand slipped down, slipped into his crack to the pink, heart shaped head of his plug.  He pressed it, pushing it further in, then pulled it gently, stretching his hole.

He had removed and replaced it many times over the last few days to keep himself clean, each time savouring the odd, bright sensations, the plug stretching him, slipping out, leaving him empty, slipping in, filling him, but this time it was different.  Watching the femboy in the video he felt the knot inside him, teased by the way the thick, hard plug moved, expanding, hot and bright and intense, the sensations overwhelming and addictive.

Ryan worked harder, faster, matching the femboy’s pace, watching as the pretty thing in the video fingered their ass, stretching their hole, caged cock drooling.  Ryan felt his cock throbbing, useless, locked, aching.  He moaned, squirming, fucking himself gently with his plug.  It was so good, so hot and naughty, and it felt… bright, intense, joyous, a sharp pleasure that was more than anything he had known before.

Ryan began to work his hips harder, chasing the pleasure, so close… if only he could cum.  He watched the video, the pretty femboy fingering their ass, deep, fast, caged cock drooling, body so cute and feminine.  He wanted to cum… needed to cum…

Ryan watched as the caged femboy came, hard, from just playing with their hole, their ass.  He was so close.  He squirmed, chasing it, eager, desperate now… he needed to cum.

It was all to no avail though.  It wasn’t enough.  The plug wasn’t enough.  He needed more.  Ryan needed to get out of his cage, just for a little bit, to cum.  He couldn’t think, breathing hard, heart racing, body flush.  He’d serve his Daddy, suck his cock, swallow his cum, if just to get out of his cage for a little but.  He couldn’t resist any longer, he needed to cum.

Ryan pulled his hand away from his plug, the loss of stimulation leaving him pining, and he opened his messages.  He couldn’t resist any longer.  He was giving in, admitting the truth.

Daddy… I need to ask you something.  Come to my room.  Please?

Ryan hit send, and immediately he felt a hot, cold, shameful thrill.  He was about to suck cock, again, willingly, just so he could earn the chance to cum and he was… excited, almost eager for it.  What was happening to him?  His caged cock throbbed, and his hole clenched around his plug.  He waited.


Chapter 6

He did not have to wait long.  After only a short moment Ryan’s door swung open and his Daddy entered, barefoot and dressed in only a pair of trunk shorts, tight, his chest bare.  Ryan’s belly fluttered as he thought about what his Daddy had in those shorts, his cock, and what he was going to do to it to earn a moment of release—he flushed, blushing, squirming, as he realised he was actually looking forward to it.

Alex pushed the door shut, grinning, and moved to the bed where Ryan lay fidgeting, caged cock aching, his body covered by his sheets.  He looked up at Alex with big, wide, green eyes, dazzling and shy, timid, coy, desperate.

“You wanted to talk to me?”  Alex asked.

Ryan nodded.  Was he really going to give in?  Was he really going to...

“What was it?”

“I… I’ve been doing what you said.  I’ve been shaving, and… wearing the panties.  Everyday.” 

His Daddy smiled.

“I know.  I’ve been keeping a close eye on you and I can tell.  The way you move, little glimpses of silk when you bend over for me, showing me that cute, tight ass of yours.  And I’ve noticed the way you’ve been wiggling and squirming too.  You’ve kept that your plug in for me, haven’t you?”

Ryan’s blush deepened.  His Daddy had been able to tell?  Did that mean other people could tell?  The men on the bus?  His friends?  Kelly?  His mother?  The thought made his heart skip, stomach in knots, hole clenching on his plug, making him whimper.

“Yes Daddy… I’ve been wearing it… for you…”

“Good girl!”  Alex said.

Ryan squirmed.  He had to ask… he needed release.  He couldn’t wait any longer, couldn’t resist any longer.

“Now, why don’t you show me…”  Alex sad.

Ryan took a deep breath, nodded, submitting.  He obeyed, knowing that he needed to please his Daddy to earn a chance for release, even for just a moment, so that he could cum.  He needed to cum… he ached for it.

Ryan shimmied, slipped the covers off, lying on his bed, in just panties, posing in an attempt to be pretty, alluring, sexy.  His Daddy stared at him, eyes full of lust and hunger and desire, and it made Ryan whimper, blush, knowing he was sexy.

Alex smiled.  His step-son was stunning, so soft and smooth, those subtle, feminine curves, his pretty face, that perfect combination of youthful androgyny and femininity, cute, pretty, utterly brazen, those full, plump lips, those dazzling eyes, that body… it made his cock swell and throb just seeing him, so shy, so submissive, trying his best to please his Daddy.  He really was becoming the perfect fuck-toy, the perfect femboy slut, such a good girl.

“Panties off too Ryan.  I want to see all of you.”

Ryan’s blush deepened.  He bit his bottom lip and slipped his hands down, staring back at his Daddy and he peeled his panties over his hips and down his smooth, soft legs, exposing his caged cock, his ass, the small pink heart shaped gem of his plug.

“Now spread your legs wide.  I want to admire you.”  Alex said.

Ryan did as he was told, spreading his legs wide, like a slut, watching the way his Daddy’s eyes roamed his soft, smooth, feminine body, his girlish curves, the look of lust and desire that left Ryan almost breathless.  He squirmed, blushing, hole clenching around his plug, caged cock throbbing.  His Daddy thought him sexy, wanted him, and knowing this only made the agony worse for Ryan.  His heart raced and his body burned, desperate for release.

Ryan’s gaze drifted down over Alex’s body, over his broad, muscular chest, to his pants, his groin, the growing bulge of his cock, growing hard for him, at the sight of him.  Ryan’s belly fluttered… his Daddy’s was hard for him, wanted him, wanted to use him.

“I’ve been a good girl Daddy.”  Ryan whispered.

Alex nodded, grinning.

“So… I was wondering…”  Ryan took a deep breath.  “Could I… could I please suck your cock Daddy, so that I can play with myself and we can cum together.”

Saying the words, admitting it, giving in… Ryan burned with shame and humiliation yet at the same time it felt… good, liberating, hot, making him squirm, making his caged cock throb.  He was a slut, a filthy, dirty, shameful femboy slut, a cumslut, his Daddy’s fuck-toy, and it felt… good!

“You want to suck my cock?”  Alex asked.

Ryan blushed, paused.  He nodded, gnawing on his bottom lip, eyes fixed on the bulge of his Daddy’s cock, remembering how it felt between his lips, fucking his mouth, his throat, filling his mouth with cum as he came.  He wanted it… needed it.

“Yes Daddy… please… I need it.  I need it so badly.  I can’t concentrate or think about anything else.”  Ryan said.

The words were shameful and hot and they made him squirm.  He watched as his Daddy’s cock swelled, larger, throbbing, and he giggled at the effect he had on his step-father.

Alex took a deep breath, exhaled slowly, smiling.  He shook his head.

“Not today I’m afraid beautiful.  You see… I have other plans for you.  That plug you’re wearing has been training your tight ass for me and I think you’re ready.  If you want to get out of your cage for a while, if you want to cum, then you’re going to have to spread your legs for me and leg me fuck that tight, sexy ass of yours.  You’re going to have to let me fill that tight ass with cum as I breed you and claim you as my pretty, sexy fuck-toy.”

Ryan paled.  The words were hot, the thought of it, his Daddy fucking him, fucking his virgin ass, filling his hole with cock, fucking in and out, cumming in him, it was so… wrong, and dirty, sinful, shameful, but hot.  His hole clenched around his plug, pressing it on the bright spot of pleasure within him… he imaged his Daddy’s cock, thick and hard and throbbing, fucking in and out, rubbing over that spot, and it left him him weak and aching, hot, caged cock throbbing.

Ryan shook his head, he couldn’t… that was too far.  He couldn’t…

“No Daddy… I… I’ll suck your cock, make you cum with my pretty mouth… like I did before, but that…”

Ryan shook his head again, but weakly, meek, uncertain.  He thought about his Daddy making him, forcing him, pinning him down and spreading his legs, bending him over, fucking his thick, hard cock into his ass as Ryan pretended he didn’t want it, and it made him moan and shudder.  Ryan looked up at his Daddy and fluttered his eye lashes.

“Please can I use my mouth Daddy, so we can cum together?”

Alex smiled.  He shook his head.

“I made you my offer Ryan, and you said no.  So… I guess you’ll be staying in your cage tonight…”

“Please!  Please Daddy… I…”

Alex held his hand up, silencing Ryan.

“Do you want your mother to walk in and see you like that?  Legs spread, begging me to fuck your mouth?”  Alex said.

Ryan shook his head.

“No Daddy.”

“Then you need to be quiet.  Now, you will stay in your cage another night… however, you have made me all excited… so I’m going to give you a small treat… to remind you of just what you are… my pretty, sexy, fuck-toy.”

Ryan remained frozen.  Alex stepped forward, slipping out of his pants, his cock hard, throbbing, thick and long.  What was he going to do?

“Now, you stay there as you are… and keep your legs spread for me… I want to stare at my pretty toy.”
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Ryan obeyed, wide eyes glued to his Daddy’s cock, the thick, hard, throbbing prick hanging in front of him.  He had wanted to suck it, let it fuck in and out of his mouth, between his plump wet lips, into his tight throat.  He had wanted to cum while he made his Daddy cum but… now he was being made to wait at least another day because he’d said no… said no to letting his Daddy fuck him, fuck him in his ass, his tight, virgin hole.

The though alone made him squirm.  The plug had begun to feel almost good inside him now, slick and heavy, thick, shifting as he moved and squirmed and clenched, pressing on the bright spot inside him that was becoming so sensitive.  He imagined how it might feel to do as he had been told, spread his legs like a slut, let his Daddy claim him, his cock slipping in and out, cumming inside.  He blushed pink and bit his bottom lip to keep from moaning. 

He had to resist.  He couldn’t give in!

“Now, you lie there and let me admire you.  No moving now.  And keep your legs spread wide.  You’ll need to get used to posing like that for me after all…”

Ryan obeyed.  His caged cock was agony, tight, his cock throbbing, drooling precum.  His eyes were fixed on his Daddy’s cock, thick and hard, heavy, imagining it in his hands, his mouth, cumming as his Daddy fucked his throat, a good cumslut.

Ryan’s eyes went wider as his Daddy stepped close to the side of the bed and, without speaking, reached down to begin stroking his magnificent cock.  Ryan watched as it grew harder, thicker, and he shifted his hips without thinking, trying to feel more of his plug on his ass, mesmerised by the sight of his Daddy’s cock.

“That’s it… squirm for me… show me that sexy slut body… show me what a pretty girl you are for me.”  Alex whispered.

The words made Ryan tingle, hot and aching.  He was so desperate for release. 

“I could…  could suck if for you Daddy… please?”  Ryan whispered.

Alex shook his head.  He stayed stood over the bed, stroking his cock, eyes roaming Ryan’s soft, smooth, femboy body.  He was breathing heavy, thrusting his hips as he worked his hand up and down his thick, hard, long, throbbing prick.

“No… I told you what I wanted and you said no… you get nothing today… except this… now let me watch you…”

Ryan stared at his Daddy’s cock, the thought of what his Daddy wanted… to fuck him, fuck his ass, claim him, breed him, make him his slut… how would it feel to have that thick, magnificent cock stretch his hole, fuck in and out of his ass, pressing on the knot of joy inside, caressing his slick, sensitive inner walls, fill him with cum.  The images made Ryan’s hole clench and his hands slipped down as she watched his Daddy stroking his cock.

One hand began to tug at his cage, desperate to cum, unable to think clearly, aching for release, and the other slipped down to the head of his plug, his legs spread wide, indecent, brazen, showing his plugged hole off to his Daddy.  Ryan pressed on his plug, shifting his hips, pushed it deeper in, then pulled it gently, feeling it pull at his entrance, shifting inside him, fucking him.

“That’s it… good girl…  show me that sexy slut body, show me what a good fuck-toy you’re going to be for me.”

The words were shameful, humiliating, but they drove Ryan wild.  His body was burning, heart racing, belly fluttering.  He worked the plug in and out of his hole, tugging at his entrance, stretching it, pushing it it, working the bulb over the knot of joy inside him, imagining his Daddy’s cock, fucking him, his legs spread like a slut as he let him breed him, claim him, stretching his virgin hole with his fat, perfect prick, cumming in him, making him cum.

Ryan moaned, spreading his legs wider, eyes glued to his Daddy’s cock, watching him stroke it.  He worked his hips to chase the pleasure inside and he worked the plug in and out of his ass, stretching his hole, the spot of pleasure inside becoming so sensitive now, so hot and intense.  His caged cock throbbed, drooling precum—he was close, so close, and he needed release so badly!

Alex stared down at his pretty femboy step-son, curvy, feminine, soft.  He was perfect, so eager, so slutty, so wanton.  He stroked his cock, watching his fuck-toy’s girly, soft body, the cute, pretty face, sexy, dazzling green eyes drunk with lust, those plump, wet, cock sucking lips.

Watching him, his hips working up and down as he played with his plug, his cute little caged cock, Alex felt a swell of something, lust, power, hunger, a primal desire to own him, claim him, make him his… his personal, sexy, brazen fuck-toy, his little femboy slut, his cumslut, his pretty girl.

Alex worked his hand up and down his throbbing cock, faster, imagining how it was going to feel to fuck Ryan’s tight ass—his mother had never let him fuck her ass, no woman ever had, intimidated by his size… but Ryan was going to let him, was going to let him bury his cock inside that tight, sexy femboy ass and fuck him until he came, filling him, claiming him, his pretty, sexy hole, his round, plump, pert ass, his tight femboy hole.  Ryan was going to let his Daddy fuck his ass like the slut he was always meant to be.

“That’s it… show me that slut body… show me what a sexy little slut you are for me… what a good girl you are…”

Ryan was breathless, playing with his plug, his caged cock… he was so close but he could never quite reach it, his release so close, but elusive.  He was aching, frustrated and desperate, moaning in lust.  His Daddy’s cock was so hard for him, his hand working up and down it, harder, faster… that could have been his lips, his mouth, sucking… that could have been his ass, stretched, fucked.  The thought made Ryan shudder.

“Yes Daddy… yes… I’m your dirty slut… I’m your good girl… your fuck-toy… your sexy little pretty play thing…”  Ryan whispered.

Ryan spread his legs as wide as they would go, working his hips up and down, teasing his plug, his caged cock.  He was so close but he couldn’t cum, his climax just barely out of reach.  He watched in awe and lust as his Daddy worked his hand up and down his fat, long, perfect prick, throbbing, heavy, almost threatening.  He wanted it, needed it, and knowing he couldn’t have it only made it worse.

“That’s it… that’s my slut… now… stay there… just like that… legs spread for me…”

Alex was breathing hard, hand moving fast, his cock throbbing, aching.  The sight of Ryan, his words, driving him closer to the edge, the pretty boy’s green eyes glued to his cock, expression the picture of desire and sex.  Alex was going to fuck him… there was no maybe, it was only a matter of when.

“That’s it… good girl!”  Alex moaned.

He thrust his hips, thrust his cock into his grip, hand tight, and his balls tensed, cock engorging, swelling, throbbing, massive and thick.  Ryan’s eyes went wide as he watched, desperate and aching.

If only he’d said yes… if only he’d let his Daddy fuck his tight, sexy, femboy ass, claim him, breed him, cum in him.  Ryan moaned at the thought, blushing, biting his bottom lip as he played with his plug.

He stared at his Daddy’s cock as it twitched, hard, throbbing, and he stared in delight and awe as his Daddy came, his cock erupting over him, cumming all over him, coating his legs, caged cock, chest, neck, face.  Ryan gasped in shame, lust, humiliation, pleasure, as the hot, thick, sticky ropes of cum splashed over him, is Daddy cumming all over him, cumming hard from just watching him play with himself. 

Ryan licked his lips without thinking, tasting the splash of cum there, moaning in pleasure, delighting in what a dirty slut he was becoming.  He watched as his Daddy’s cock throbbed, cumming over him, giggling at how warm and dirty and sticky it felt, hole clenching on his plug.  If only he’d said yes… all that cum would have been inside his ass…

Alex moaned, the last spurts of his cum spilling out over Ryan’s legs, caged cock, dribbling down to coat his crack, plug.  He looked perfect, a sexy, slutty, brazen femboy coated with his cum, blushing, hot and messy and aching for release.

“Daddy… it’s… it’s so warm… but I… I still can’t think properly… I need to cum!”  Ryan whined.

Alex laughed.

“Please Daddy… I was good for you…”

Alex shook his head.

“If you want to cum you need to obey.  You should have let me take what I wanted… you should have let me fuck you and fill that tight, sexy ass of yours with my cock.  That’s what I want, and what I’m going to have.”

“But Daddy…”

Alex silenced Ryan with a gesture and a look, still breathing hard from his orgasm, but smiling.  He shifted, reached out to pick Ryan’s phone off the bed, and, before Ryan could react, he took a photo of him, legs spread, plugged, caged, covered in cum.  Ryan blinked, blushing, shamed, hot, desperate for release, so horny he could barely think.  Ryan watched as his Daddy sent the photo to himself on his phone.

“No buts.  I want to fuck you.  I want to fuck your tight, pretty, sexy ass.  You’re going to be my fuck-toy, my slut, unless you want your mother and your friends to know your secret.”

Ryan shook his head.

“Please Daddy… I… I’ll be good…”

Alex smiled.

“I know you will, and I can be very, very patient.  I’m going to fuck you like I never got to fuck your mother.  You’re going to replace her… and I’m going to make you into the pretty little slut I’ve always wanted.”

Ryan blushed.  He had no choice.  He belonged to his Daddy now and… it was almost as though he liked it.  He nodded, coy, shy, timid.

“Yes Daddy.”

“And… to prove that you’re my slut, you’re going wear my cum.  No showers until I say.  I want you reminded of me, wearing my cum, stinking of sex, like a slut, like the filthy, dirty cumslut fuck-toy you are.  Is that clear?”

Ryan’s head was spinning.  It was too much.  Just thinking about it, being out in public, shaved, in panties, caged and plugged and covered with his Daddy’s cum… it made him so hot!  It was so dirty, so filthy, such a nasty, humiliating, shameful secret.  It was going to drive him wild!

“Is that clear Ryan?”  Alex asked.

Ryan nodded.  His heart was racing.  How could he resist his Daddy?

“Yes Daddy.  I… I’ll wear your cum for you… like… like a good slut.”

Alex smiled.  Ryan burned—with shame and lust and humiliation and need.


Chapter 7

It was impossible for Ryan to think properly, to focus on anything except sex, his Daddy, his Daddy’s cock, on cumming, on cum.  The cage and the plug alone were enough of a distraction—it had been so long since he came and he needed to cum, needed to cum so badly it hurt.  The panties and the stockings he wore only made it worse, his body smooth and soft, in pretty girly underwear, a dirty secret worn under his clothes, reminding him what a slut he was for his Daddy.

It was being filthy though, literally filthy, smelling of sex, of cum, his Daddy’s cum, that was driving him beyond distraction.  He was sticky and messy, a cumslut, coated in his step-father’s thick, sticky cum, so that he could not stop thinking about how it felt as his Daddy came all over him, the warm, thick, sticky ropes of cum coating his body, his chest and thighs, his caged cock, dribbling down his crack, over his plug, oozing into his hole, coating his neck, splashing over his face.

He spent the whole day squirming.  Could people tell?  Could they smell it on him, did they know what a dirty, shameful slut he was?  Could the men who kept smiling at him tell he was a cumslut?  Did they want to fuck him, use his pretty mouth, cum over him like Daddy had?

Ryan could not face his friends, too ashamed, and dared not face Kelly.  What if they found out?

He spent the morning hiding in the toilets, unable to sit still, pent up and desperate for release.  His mind kept replaying his Daddy’s request… let him fuck my ass?  Could he really do that?  How would it feel?  How would it feel to have his ass stretched around that fat, thick, throbbing cock, fucking him, claiming him, breeding him, filling him with cum.  Could he really let his step-father fuck his virgin ass like a slut, legs spread?

The plug he was wearing did feel.. nice… would a cock feel nice?  Would it feel better?  If he were allowed to take his cage off and play with himself while being fucked… just the thought made him moan and pine, aching, biting his bottom lip to keep quiet.  The thought of cumming while being fucked, being filled with cum, his Daddy’s cock buried in his tight slutty ass… it was driving him wild.

Curious, Ryan returned to his favourite porn site.  He skipped past the videos that usually interested him, and searched for something new.  Femboys like him, caged sluts, pretty fuck-toys being fucked by their Daddies.

He watched video after video, femboys like him, smooth, sexy, feminine, legs spread, dressed in cute sexy lingerie, outfits, cheerleaders, schoolgirls, nurses, maids… all of them being fucked by fat, long, perfect cocks, sucking, their asses fucked hard, stretched, filled with cum, mouths filled with cum, faces and bodies covered with cum.  His head was spinning.  How would it feel to dress up in sexy underwear, a sexy outfit, like a slutty schoolgirl or a maid, and serve as his Daddy’s fuck-toy?

Could he really say yes?  Could he really let his Daddy…

The femboys like him, the pretty, sexy sluts… they looked like they were enjoying it, being fucked, used, filled with cock.  It had felt… nice, to suck on his Daddy’s cock, to have his mouth fucked.  The way the plug felt as he squirmed was good, teasing him… would being fucked feel better?  And he would be allowed to cum…

The more he watched the hotter he got.  The shame of even considering it, the humiliation, it made him burn hot, aroused, aching.  He couldn’t think, couldn’t focus on anything except cum, cock, the idea of being fucked.  He just needed to say yes… to submit to his Daddy, to offer himself up as his slut, become his fuck-toy.

The thought of replacing his mother… being used in her place, better than her, letting his Daddy do things to him that she never would, being sluttier, dirtier, more willing that her… pleasing his Daddy in ways she never would or could. It made Ryan blush and squirm, the shame, the feeling of being so filthy, making him ache.

He just needed to say yes.  He just needed to let his Daddy fuck him, claim him, breed him, fill his tight, sexy, virgin ass with his cock, with cum… maybe it would feel good?

The more he watched the videos the more intrigued he became.  How would it feel to be a slut, to be fucked?  He’d be able to cum… he just… he just needed to say yes…
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Ryan sat on the bus, nervous, fidgeting, the plug shifting inside his tight, virgin ass and he could not get the images from the videos he had watched out of his mind—pretty toys like him, dressed up, taking thick, hard cocks in their tight holes, bent over, riding, legs spread like sluts, being fucked, hard, cocks slipping in and out while they moaned, thrusting back, grinding their hips, clearly loving it, delighting in it.  The plug pressed on the intense, bright spot of his joy, teasing him, keeping him on edge, his caged cock aching.  More than one of the videos, most of them in fact, had featured the femboys cuming from just being fucked, never even touching their cute little cocks, several of them cumming even while caged. 

Ryan had never thought such things were even possible, but now he’d seen them, watched them, pretty toys getting used, fucked, hard, cumming, he could not stop thinking about it, and it had only made his situation worse.  He was constantly distracted, hyper aware of his smooth, sensitive body, the long soft pink hold-ups, the soft pink panties, his cage and, worst of all, his plug—the plug that was stretching his ass, filling him, shifting inside him with every movement, teasing him, making him whimper quietly as the bus rattled along the road.

More than once someone glanced at him as he made a quiet soft noise, struggling to control himself, desperate, and he blushed bright pink.  His body was sticky, reeking of sex, cum, marked by his Daddy, and he felt so dirty, so filthy, a sinful, shameful femboy slut owned and marked by his Daddy.  It made him shudder, caged cock aching, leaking, his panties damp with precum, even thinking about it made him tremble, and he could not stop thinking about it.

It was so humiliating, so shameful, so… degrading… so why was it only making him hotter, why was it arousing him so much.  Was he some kind of pervert?  Ryan giggled at the thought.

He reached into his pocket, pulled out his phone, and opened his messages.  His hands were shaking, heart racing, belly fluttering.  He couldn’t think, concentrate.  He was a mess…

Daddy… I need to speak to you. Can you come home early?  Please?

Ryan hit send before he could reconsider.  He waited, and it was only a moment before he received a notification.

I’ll be home in 20 minutes.  See you soon beautiful. xx

Ryan broke into a wide, stupid smile.  He was terrified but also… excited.
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Ryan got home first and he hurried up to his room.  He tore off his clothes, aware he did not have long before his Daddy got home, and set about getting ready. 

He wanted to be sure to make a good impression, to really show his Daddy he could be a good girl for him.  He needed to earn a chance for release… anything, he just needed to cum so he could think again, so he could relax.  His whole body seemed on fire, aching for it, tingling, a buzzing that was more intense and consuming than anything he’d known before.

Ryan slipped off his pink panties and his pink hold-ups, and took out the special set of lingerie he’d bought recently, the set that had started his whole adventure.  He smiled as he lay them out on his bed.  Last time he’d worn them he’d ended up sucking his Daddy’s cock for the first time, this time… he giggled at the thought, then set to dressing.

He pulled his stockings on first, the soft, sheer silk caressing his smooth legs, so much softer now, so much sexier—last time he had worn them he had been hairy, not smooth and soft and feminine like now, and he giggled shaking his head… why hadn’t he shaved his body sooner?  He looked so much better now, sexier, cuter.

Ryan made sure to keep the seams straight up the back of his leg, and straightened the lacy tops, then slipped on his suspender belt, attaching the straps to his stocking tops.  Finally he pulled on his skimpy panties, tugging them up over his cage, his ass, delighting in how they cupped his cheeks, the way they made him feel, so pretty and girly and sexy.

Finished, he looked down at his soft body and he wiggled his hips.  Shaved and soft and smooth he felt his heart skipping, belly fluttering, so pretty and feminine, so cute, so girly.  He was a sexy femboy, dressed up, caged, plugged, like the femboys in the videos he had been watching.  He shifted his hips, grinding, clenching his hole, and as his plug pressed on the knot of pleasure inside him he whimpered, caged cock throbbing.  Was he really going to…

Ryan’s door opened and he turned, startled, spun round to see his Daddy, dressed in jeans, boots, a loose shirt, tall and handsome and muscular, watching him with a greedy, lecherous gaze.  Ryan felt his cock throb.  He needed to cum, and only his Daddy could help him…

“My… don’t you look lovely.  I remember that outfit very well.”

Ryan smiled, blushing, coy and shy suddenly.  He squirmed, wiggling his hips, giggling, posing like a sexy, pretty, seductive femboy, unable to believe what he was doing, how he was acting, but unable to stop himself—and worse… he didn’t want to stop himself.

“I… I thought you’d like it Daddy…”  Ryan whispered.

Alex watched him, his pretty, sexy step-son so perfect, body smooth and soft, those subtle curves, his pretty face, green eyes timid, full plump lips, caged and plugged for him, dressed in sexy lingerie.  He was far sexier than his mother, and more importantly… he was a better, more willing fuck-toy, the perfect slut for him to use to satisfy his lusts and desires.

“I do like it, but… I’m left wondering what brought all this on?”

Ryan blushed deep crimson, burning with shame and lust and need, heart racing.  The plug shifted inside him as his hole clenched—his Daddy was going to make him say it!  Ryan looked down at his feet and took a deep breath.

“I… I need to cum Daddy… so badly… I can’t think about anything else… I… you… you can fuck me if you’ll let me cum, just… please… I need to cum.”

Alex smiled, remained silent, admiring his pretty, sexy step-son, his femboy slut, enjoying how he had finally given in, admitting what he wanted.  He pushed Ryan’s door closed and moved towards him, stopped in front of him, looming over him.

Alex reached out, put a hand under Ryan’s chin, lifting his face so he was looking up at him, meeting his gaze.  Ryan was blushing, squirming, shy and timid and utterly perfect.

“You can do better than that Ryan.  Now… get on your knees and beg.  Beg me like a good slut, beg me like the femboy slut you were born to be.  Show me why I should fuck you and not your mother, why I should let you experience my cock inside your ass.  Beg me, and be sure to look at me while you beg.”

Ryan felt his head spin.  He was burning with shame, humiliation at just the thought but… he couldn’t refuse.  He needed to cum, he needed release…

Slowly, timid and nervous, Ryan fell to his knees at his Daddy’s feet, his hands resting carefully in his lap.  He lifted his head, his bright, dazzling green eyes, so shy and timid, looking up, plump wet lips, and he took a deep breath.  Alex smiled, a bulge forming in his jeans at just the sight of Ryan, the swell of his cock making Ryan squirm and ache.

“Daddy…”

Ryan smiled, trying to look pretty, seductive, fluttering his eyelashes.

“Please… please fuck me.  I need it.  I need to feel your cock inside me, your perfect cock inside my ass, fucking me, making me a good slut for you.  I’ll do anything, I’ll be your perfect, pretty femboy fuck-toy.  I’ll let you use me whenever you want, I’ll serve you whenever you need… you can dress me up and do whatever you want to me.  I’ll please you in ways my… my… mother never could.  I’ll make you forget about her.  I… I’ll be the perfect slut for you… better than she could ever be… just… please Daddy… please… fuck me… fuck my ass with your wonderful cock… make me your slut… claim me… breed me… cum in me… please...”

Ryan was burning, the shame and thrill of the words, the humiliation and freedom of kneeling in front of his Daddy, begging, begging to become his femboy fuck-toy, his slut, begging for his Daddy to fuck his tight, virgin ass, it made his head spin and his belly flutter.  His hole clenched around his plug, pressing on the knot of pleasure inside him, teasing him, driving him wild.  He stared up as his Daddy and waited for his answer.  Alex smiled.

“That was… just perfect.  You really are such a good girl.  I think you deserve a little reward…”

Ryan smiled.

“Thank you Daddy.”

“However…”  Alex said.  “I think I need to teach you a little lesson.  I own you Ryan.  You are my slut, my toy, and I don’t like being told no.  Yesterday… what did you say when I said I wanted to fuck you?”

Ryan blushed.  He swallowed the lump in his throat.

“I… I said… no…”  He said, voice trembling.

Alex grinned.

“Exactly.  You said no.  So, though your begging just now was perfect, and I will fuck you…”

Ryan felt a swell of relief.

“…I’m not going to take your cage off.  You are allowed to cum, if you can, but the cage stays on.”

Ryan’s head spun, his heart racing.  The cage was going to stay on, while his Daddy fucked him, fucked his ass?  Just the thought made him whimper… if he couldn’t cum he was going to go mad, his brain would melt…

“Now, how about we get you ready…”  Alex said.
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Ryan remained knelt where his Daddy left him.  Alex fetched a box, another gift, and handed it to Ryan.  He opened it, hands shaking, still unable to think clearly, the idea of being fucked with his cage on leaving him giddy, aching, breathless.

As Ryan looked into the box he squealed, in joy and surprise.  There was a pair of sexy black high heels, with red soles, straps that would fasten around the ankle with a padlock and… a collar, with a leash attached, a lock on the back, another padlock.  He looked up at his Daddy with wide eyes.

“Do I…”

“No, I will put them on for you.  I want to collar my slut.”  Alex said.

Ryan blushed.  The way his Daddy spoke to him, looked at him… he wanted him, wanted to own him, fuck him, use him, and it made Ryan feel small and cute and pretty.

Alex moved as Ryan waited, knelt on the floor.  He fitted the heels first, slipping them onto Ryan’s feet, fastening the straps, the click of the padlocks almost ominous, but thrilling.  Ryan took a moment to admire his legs with heels on his feet.  The heels made his legs look longer, even more feminine, sexy and brazen and provocative.  He giggled, aware that he must look hot.

Next his Daddy took out the collar, black leather, and he slipped it around Ryan’s neck.  The leather was cool and stiff, a harsh reminder of what he had done, how he had offered himself to his Daddy, begging on his knees for his Daddy to claim his hole, his virgin ass and, as his Daddy fastened it, the padlock clicking, locking it on, Ryan shivered.

Alex stood up, looming over Ryan, holding the leash, and he tugged it, testing it, tugging Ryan’s collar, reminding him of his place, owned by his Daddy, his femboy slut.  Alex smiled and Ryan blushed as he caught a glimpse of the bulge in his Daddy’s jeans.

“Now, how about you warm me up… take my cock out and get me nice and hard so that I’m ready to fuck your ass.  I want to feel your slut mouth before I fuck you for the first time.”

Ryan whimpered.  The way his Daddy spoke to him, looked at him, the lust, the power, the collar and leash, it made him ache… why was he so turned on? 

Ryan nodded, looked up at his step-father.  He nodded.

“Yes Daddy.”  He whispered, fluttering his eye lashes.
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Ryan reached up and undid his Daddy’s jeans, pulled them down, eager, excited, tugged down his pants, freeing his cock, eyes going wide at the sight of it.  It was as massive as he remembered, thick and long and hard, throbbing, growing harder.  Without thinking Ryan licked his lips and, with a trembling hand, reached out to grip it, stroking it, heart fluttering as it hardened.

He squirmed, shifting, his plug inside his ass, teasing him as he imagined his Daddy’s cock splitting him open, penetrating him, stretching his hole, fucking him, cumming in him.  He wanted it, needed it, needed to be a good slut.  He lifted himself up, still knelt, and leaned forward, opened his lips, and took his Daddy’s cock into his pretty mouth.

Alex moaned, delighting in the sensation of his step-son sucking on his cock.  It had been too long and he had so much cum saved up for his pretty, sexy femboy slut.  He could barely wait to fuck him, fuck his tight, pert ass, claim him as his toy, but… his mouth was worth savouring.

Ryan whimpered as he worked his lips up and down, lapping with his tongue, sucking, a good slut, pleasing his Daddy, delighting in how his cock throbbed, swelling, growing harder, fatter in his mouth.  He worked his lips down, up, head bobbing, moaning as his caged cock throbbed and his plugged hole clenched.  He was going to be fucked, like a slut and… he was looking forward to it, was eager for it.

Alex reached down, gripped Ryan’s hair, and began to thrust, fucking into his mouth, slipping his cock deeper, thrusting faster, forcing his femboy slut to gag on his fat prick, watching him, so sexy in his heels and lingerie, tugging on the leash and collar to remind Ryan of his place. 

“Yes… that’s it… be a good slut for Daddy… work that slut mouth and get my cock nice and wet so it’s ready to fuck you… show me that you’re a better slut than your mother… that you’re a better, prettier fuck-toy...”

Ryan sucked harder, faster, trying his best to show his Daddy he could be a good slut, that he didn’t need his mother any more, that he could use him instead, that he was better at pleasing his cock.  He sucked his Daddy’s thick, throbbing cock deep, opening his throat, taking it all, choking on it, gagging, and Alex gripped his hair tight.

“Yes… fuck that makes me want to cum…”

Alex pulled Ryan back, pulled his cock out from his mouth, Ryan sucked hard, licking, trying to keep it in his mouth, wanting more, head spinning, but it left his plump lips with an audible pop and he whined.  Alex smiled at him, laughing, kindly.

“More cock and cum for you later.  Right now I want to fuck that ass.  Now, on the bed, on your back, panties off and legs spread like the slut you are…”  Alex said.

Ryan smiled.  He nodded, willing, eager, desperate.

“Yes Daddy.”  He whispered.
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Ryan lay on his back with his panties off, in just his stockings, suspenders, heels, collar, plugged and caged, with his legs spread, waiting.  His Daddy moved to stand between his leg and, as Ryan watched, began, slowly, to undress.

Ryan bit his bottom lip, watching his Daddy slip his jeans, pants, socks off, undoing his shirt, dropping it to the floor.  His eyes were wide—his Daddy was so tall and broad, masculine, stern, the way he watched him, his cock hard, long, thick, throbbing, excited by him.  His Daddy thought he was pretty, sexy, a good slut, wanted to fuck him, wanted to fuck him and claim him.

“Now, what is it you wanted Ryan?”  Alex asked.

Ryan giggled.  He shifted on the bed, spreading his legs wider, posing in his stockings and suspenders and heels, lifting his ass, wiggling his hips, watching his Daddy as his Daddy stared at his plugged hole, cock throbbing excitedly at the sight of him.

“I want you to fuck me Daddy…”  Ryan said, his voice seductive, flirtatious.  “Please… I need you to fuck me… make me cum with your big cock in my ass… make me your pretty slut… I need it so badly I can’t think about anything else…  fuck me I Daddy… I’m begging you.”

Alex smiled.

“Such a polite girl.  How could I refuse such a sexy request.”

He bent and rummaged in his trousers, took a small bottle from his jeans pocket, tossed it onto the bed beside Ryan, then stepped forward.  He ran his hands down Ryan’s legs, the smooth, soft calves and thighs, the sexy stockings, and ran his hands over his pretty step-son’s skin, his hips. 

Ryan moaned, shuddering, caged cock leaking, and he wiggled as his Daddy moved one hand to his waist, gripping him, while the other moved down to his ass, his crack, his plug.

“Relax now Ryan. Daddy’s going to show you how to be a good girl.”

Alex gripped the pink heart shaped gem of Ryan’s plug, and pulled, gently, easing it out.  Ryan moaned, the sensation so pleasurable, teasing him, his entrance spreading, stretched.  He spread his legs wide, eyes half closed, and he relaxed.  The plug stretched him, wider, wider, opening his hole, teasing him, making his cock twitch in its cage and then, suddenly, the plug popped free, leaving Ryan empty, craving more.

“Such a pretty hole… it seems a shame to leave it empty, don’t you think?”

Ryan nodded.

“Yes Daddy… I… can you… can you fill me with your cock?  Pretty please?  Can you… can you fuck me?”

Ryan’s head was spinning.  He could barely believe what he was saying, how he was acting, but… it felt good.  He felt free, and sexy, wanted, pretty.  His Daddy wanted him, wanted to fuck him, and Ryan needed to cum, wanted to cum while his Daddy fucked his tight, virgin ass.

Alex reached out to the side, dropped the plug onto Ryan’s bed, then picked up the bottle, opened it, and poured a generous amount of clear, slick liquid over his cock, rubbing it up and down with his other hand.  With his cock lubed he poured more into his palm before shutting the bottle and dropping it the side.  He dropped his hand down to Ryan’s ass, his crack, and he worked his slick, slippery fingers up and down, tips teasing over Ryan’s entrance.

“You think you’re ready for me?”  Alex asked.

Ryan nodded, moaning, working his hips to chase the tips of his Daddy’s fingers, aching to be filled, fucked.  He was a slut now, a femboy fuck-toy, and he needed his Daddy’s cock inside his ass.

“Please Daddy…”  Ryan whispered.

Alex worked one finger just into Ryan’s hole, worked in a generous dollop of lube, stretching him, then pulled his hand away.  He ran his slippery hand over Ryan’s leg, caressing him, stepped forward, holding his cock in his other hand, aiming it.

“You know you reek of sex don’t you?  You reek of my cum… such a filthy slut.”

Ryan blushed, squirming, aching.  He was so dirty, so filthy.  It felt so good.

“Yes Daddy… I’m your dirty slut…”  He whispered.

Alex grinned, eased between Ryan’s spread legs, looking down at his collared, slutty, femboy step-son, and he ran the head of his thick cock up and down Ryan’s slick crack.  Ryan jumped as the head pressed at his entrance, his virgin hole, pressing just in.  He whined as it slipped away, teasing him.

“Please Daddy…”  Ryan pleaded.

Alex reached out, still rubbing his cock up and down Ryan’s crack, teasing it at his hole, and gripped the leash attached to his collar.  He tugged it, hard, forcing Ryan to look at him.

“What do you want angel?”  Alex asked.

Angel?  He was… he was his Daddy’s angel?  Ryan felt a swell of something he could not describe or explain.  He was so pretty, smooth and sexy in heels, stockings, suspenders, caged, his Daddy’s cock pressing at his tight, virgin ass, collared and leashed.

“Please Daddy… fuck me.”  Ryan whispered, blushing—his eyes fixed on his Daddy.

Alex smiled, placed the head of his cock at Ryan’s opening, and pressed.  His cock slipped deeper, entering Ryan, stretching him open, entering him.  Ryan gasped in pleasure and lust, pressed back, grinding his hips, easing himself onto his Daddy’s cock, desperate for it, aching to be his Daddy’s femboy slut.

The pressure built, stretching, his Daddy’s cock pressing into him, and then suddenly, wonderfully, his hole opened and his Daddy’s cock slipped in, popping past Ryan’s outer ring, slipping deep into his virgin ass, filling him, fucking him, claiming him.

“Yes!… oh fuck yes… Daddy… yes…”  Ryan was incoherent.

He could not think, could barely breathe.  It felt so good, his ass full, his Daddy gripping his leash, stood between his spread legs, forcing his cock into his tight, slick ass, fucking him.  Ryan pressed back, grinding his hips, wanting more, wanting to be filled utterly, fucked hard.

Alex gripped Ryan’s hip with one hand and held his leash with the other, looked down at his pretty, sexy, slutty step-son, his femboy fuck-toy.  He looked so perfect, in his heels, his lingerie, his collar.  He couldn’t wait to buy him more underwear, more heels, toys, outfits, dress him up, buy him make-up, make him prettier.  He was going to enjoy him, fucking him, using him, training him, corrupting him.

Ryan gasped as his Daddy pulled his cock out, almost entirely, only the head still in, tugging at his entrance.  His caged cock was throbbing, drooling precum, aching, his body hot, heart racing.  He tried to wiggle his hips to get more but his Daddy held him tight.

“More Daddy… please… more… fuck me more... harder… cum in me… make me your slut… fuck me…”

Ryan was whining, desperate.  Alex smiled.  He gripped the leash, holding Ryan’s hip firm, the soft curve of his pretty, sexy body, and he looked down at his perfect fuck-toy.

Alex slammed his hips forward, thrusting his cock into Ryan’s ass, filling him, stretching him, claiming him.  Ryan gasped in pleasure, eyes suddenly wide, looking up at his Daddy as he fucked him deep and hard, panting for breath, his belly fluttering, a knot of bright joy swelling.

“More… please…”  Ryan whispered.

His Daddy smiled, tugging on his collar, and he leaned over him, kissing him for the first time, grinding his cock deep into his ass. 

The kiss was hard, demanding, hungry, unlike any kiss Ryan had ever experienced.  He was kissing his Daddy, being fucked by him, his first time.  He thought suddenly of Kelly, how he had been waiting until they were both ready… but now… now that didn’t matter.  He belonged to his Daddy now, his slut, his femboy fuck-toy, and it was more than he had ever thought possible.

Ryan kissed back, urgent, his Daddy’s tongue slipping between his lips, and he worked his hips to clench around his Daddy’s fat cock, wrapped his stocking clad legs around him, begging him with his body to fuck him as they kissed.

His Daddy eased his cock out, gripping Ryan’s waist, tugging on his collar, controlling him, then thrust back into his hole, filling his ass, stretching his hole.  Alex moaned, kissing Ryan, fucking him, caressing his soft, sexy body.

Ryan squirmed, wiggling his hips, wanting to feel more of his Daddy’s cock in his ass, moaning back, whimpering, his body tingling, head giddy.  His Daddy’s cock fucked in and out, deep, fast, hard strokes, fucking him deep, stretching him, throbbing inside him, the head caressing his sensitive inner walls, his entrance stretched around his fat shaft as it worked in and out, so slick and hot and hard.

Alex pulled back from the kiss, tugging on the collar.  He looked down at Ryan, his slut, and watched as his step-son moaned, a sexy femboy fuck-toy grinding down on his cock as he fucked his tight, pert, sexy ass, dressed in stockings, heels, suspenders, so smooth and soft, so willing and eager now, cock caged and drooling as he fucked him.  Ryan looked up at his Daddy, grinding on his cock as he fucked in and out, the knot in his belly expanding as his Daddy’ s cock slipped in and out, over and over, fucking him, stretching his, claiming him, breeding him like a slut.

Ryan spread his legs wider, needing more, fucked back, moaning loudly, whining as his Daddy fucked him harder and harder, deep, fast thrusts of his fat, long, throbbing prick, buried in his ass, stretching his tight, slick hole.  He worked his hips, riding up and down, fucking his Daddy back, wanting to show him what a good slut he could be, what a good femboy fuck-toy he was.  He wanted his Daddy to forget about his mother and think only of him… he was his toy, and he wanted his Daddy to use him whenever he wanted, needed, fucking him, claiming him, breeding him, filling him with cum.

Ryan moaned as his Daddy fucked deep, hard, yanking on his collar, grunting, breathing hard.  His cock was throbbing, swelling, stretching his hole, slipping in and out, the prominent head caressing the knot of pleasure inside, his belly fluttering, caged cock throbbing, agony, balls tight, drooling.

“Yes… harder… please Daddy… fuck me… harder… deeper… fuck me hard… I’m… I’m your slut… fuck me… fuck my ass… breed me like a slut...”

Ryan was babbling, mind fuzzy, body hot, heart racing.  He ground his hips down on his Daddy’s cock, riding it as his Daddy fucked him, fucking him hard, his thick, long cock thrusting in and out of his ass, stretching him.  Ryan chased the pleasure, the bright swell of joy inside. 

Alex looked down at his sexy, pretty, femboy step-son and groaned in lust and pleasure as he fucked his cock into his tight ass, watching the pretty toy in lingerie riding his cock, sexy heels, collared, caged. 

“I’m going to fuck you every night.  Use you… my dirty secret… my filthy slutty toy… fucking you, cumming in you, making you suck my cock while your mother sleeps.  Maybe I should make you pierce your nipples, or cum in your ass and plug you then make you go down to dinner with you mother full of my cum… my slut… such a dirty, filthy, sexy femboy slut…”

Ryan nodded.  He wanted all of it.  The knot of pleasure in his belly swelled as his Daddy fucked him, fucked him deep, hard, grinding his hips, riding his Daddy’s cock, legs spread, on his back, getting fucked in his tight, slick, sensitive ass.

“Yes… fuck… yes…”  Ryan whimpered.

“Or maybe I should tattoo you, label you as Daddy’s cumslut, marking you forever as mine…”

Ryan nodded, riding his Daddy’s cock.  His Daddy fucked him hard, deep, thrusting into him, filling him, his cock throbbing, growing larger, pulsing, hot and thick, stretching him, the head rubbing over the knot of pleasure and as his Daddy gripped his hip, tugging on his leash and collar as he thrust into his tight ass, Ryan felt something inside him snap.  He was a slut, a femboy slut, in stockings, suspenders, heels, collared and caged, his Daddy’s slut, his fuck-toy.

As his Daddy fucked him, his cock stretching his entrance, deep, the knot of pleasure in Ryan’s belly untied, blossoming.  His caged cock twitched and his body shook.

“Yes… fuck… yes… I’m cumming Daddy… fuck me… make me cum… please…”

Ryan ground his hips down on his Daddy’s cock, chasing the pleasure.  His cock twitched in his cage, oozing cum as his whole body shook with pleasure more intense than anything he’d ever experienced.  His Daddy fucked him hard, and Ryan’s hole clenched, milking, squeezing the throbbing, swelling cock.

His Daddy gripped him tight, roared, slammed into him, and Ryan felt his Daddy’s cock engorge, erupt, and cum, filling him, cumming in him, filling him with hot, thick, wonderful cum, breeding him, claiming his, making him his Daddy’s slut.

“Yes… cum in me Daddy… fuck me… cum in my ass as you make me cum… fuck me…”

Ryan moaned as his Daddy filled his ass with cum, their cumming at the same time, together, both breathing hard, gasping with pleasure, lost in the moment.

As their shared climax subsided they both collapsed, breathing hard.  After a moment Ryan shifted, squeezing his hole around his Daddy’s softening cock, the thick, hot, sticky cum in his hole making him tingle, his caged cock twitching.

Alex lifted himself up, and looked down at his pretty step-son.  He smiled, leaned forward, kissed him once on the lips.

“Thank you Daddy…”  Ryan whispered.

“You’re welcome angel.”  Alex said.

That word, angel, made Ryan shudder.

“You know, I’m going to look forward to dressing you up and buying you lots of new, exciting toys.  There are so many pretty things I want to buy you, make you wear for me.  I can think of lots of things I’m going to do to you, lots of ways I’m going to use you.”

Ryan blushed, squirmed.

“And now I know you can cum with your cage on… well… I really don’t see any reason to unlock you.”

Ryan’s head spun.  The cage was going to stay on?  He blushed, grinning, his ass tingling.

“I… yes Daddy… thank you.  But…”

Ryan turned suddenly shy, coy.

“What is it angel?”  Alex asked.

Ryan looked up at his Daddy, his green eyes bright, dazzling.  He smiled, blushing.

“Did you really mean it about getting my nipples pierced?”

Alex smiled.

“Would you like that angel?”  He asked.

Ryan bit his bottom lip, timid and shy and embarrassed.  He nodded, slowly, humiliated by confessing how excited the thought made him.

“I would Daddy… I think I really would… and then… I was thinking… there were some outfits I’d really like to wear for you…”




THE END
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Also By Keary Hayes…


Femboy Reform School: Part One

There is a special, exclusive Reform School, hidden away from prying eyes, for boys who have become lost, who are drifting unhappily through life. Here these boys are given purpose, and are helped to uncover their true potential—here they are transformed, remade, and they become the good girls they were always meant to be.

When Aaron wakes, alone, in a car being driven to an unknown location, he knows that he is in trouble. Aaron was a good student who worked hard, got good grades, but recently, that’s begun to change—he’s been drifting, purposeless, lost, and his grades have begun to slip. His parents have decided to help him, and so he’s been sent to the Reform School.

There he meets his room-mates, Cameron, the star athlete whose star is falling, and Julian, the wayward delinquent. All of them have been sent to the Reform School for the same reason—they are lost, adrift, and they just need a little help to become the happy, pretty girls they are all destined to become.

Their journey will not be easy, but under the tutelage of Ms Lewis, their stern Domineering teacher, and the senior girls of the school, the three boys and their class-mates will all come to see who they really are, and will come to understand the path that lies ahead for them. There are many lessons, and many transformations ahead, but for Aaron and his class-mates, their journey begins here, now, at the Femboy Reform School.


Seduced by Sissy Hypnosis

Ben is ecstatic when he hears his father and step-mother are getting a new car. If he can have their old one perhaps there will be hope for his miserable dating prospects at his new college. There is one problem through, his step-sister, Lianne, also wants the car, and Lianne is used to getting what she wants.

Desperate, Ben resolves to pleading with Lianne. When Lianne offers Ben a simple bet, he jumps at the opportunity to get his hands on the car. The deal is simple, watch three mysterious videos Lianne has and he can have the car, don’t watch them and the car is hers.

Soon Ben finds himself spiralling out of control. Becoming prettier, girlier, happier, Ben nevertheless manages to complete his bet with Lianne. When Ben confronts his step-sister with his success she offers him a new twist… one that Ben finds impossible to resist.

Advisory note: this book features themes of feminisation, sissification, corruption, and mind control, as well as the use of language and repeated phrases that some suggestible readers might find to be irresistible… 


Daddy’s Femboy Cheerleader

Tyler is different: he’s small and slim and almost… pretty, but he likes being different, likes being himself, likes being cute, even if he isn’t the classical definition of masculine or handsome. Kraig, his step-father, likes Tyler too, and his acceptance and kindness has helped Tyler grow into the confident, charming young man he is.

Tyler doesn’t know what he would do without Kraig, the man who has always been there for him, even after his mother left them both. The pair have grown closer now they are alone, and Tyler can’t help but feel as thought something has changed in their relationship… the way Kraig looks at him, the way Tyler feels around his Daddy. Now though, the single women in the neighbourhood have their eye on Kraig, and Tyler can’t help but feel a little… jealous, even envious. How can Tyler show his strong, handsome, older, Daddy just how much he means to him, just how much he needs him?

When Tyler sees something he’s not supposed to, something clicks, and soon he has come up with a particularly naughty plan. As Tyler embraces his inner nature, embracing his prettiness, his cuteness, his femininity, he takes a leap into the unknown… offering himself up to his Daddy as a naughty, sexy, femboy. How will Daddy react, and just what is a Daddy to do with a naughty, sexy, femboy cheerleader?
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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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