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A note before we begin

If you're new here: welcome, and oh honey, you've stumbled into the middle of something. This is Book 3 of The Mafia Daddy's Secret Sissy Gumar series, and while I've done my best to ease you in, Cleo and Daddy have a whole history together that'll make this so much sweeter if you start from the beginning. Please do yourself the favor — go grab Books 1 and 2 first. I'll be here when you get back. 🩷

Link for Book 1 & 2 - https://mybook.to/L2BX7Qn

And if you've been here since the beginning — you absolute filthy darlings. You followed us all the way to Lake Como. You sat with every slow burn, every pointed look, every "yes, Daddy" that hit somewhere deep and stayed there. This one's for you. You've more than earned it.

Now. Let's see what Vittorio's hands feel like.

~  Sissy Joey


Chapter I

The babydoll was still on me when I woke up.

That was the first thing I registered — the soft pink mesh against my skin, the scalloped lace at my chest, the tiny satin bows sitting exactly where they'd been when Daddy put his mouth to my temple last night and said I told Vittorio yes  like it was a weather report. Like it was a thing that had already happened and simply needed to be confirmed aloud. I lay there and felt the fabric against my skin and thought: I slept in it. I slept in it and didn't wake up once and my body had apparently made its peace with the information faster than my brain had.

The room was already light at the edges of the shutters. Italian morning, pale gold, the lake doing whatever the lake did when nobody was watching it. Daddy was on his back beside me, one arm behind his head, already awake — I could tell by the quality of the stillness, the specific way he held himself when he was thinking rather than sleeping. His eyes were open, fixed on the ceiling. The Patek was already on his wrist. That meant he'd been up at least once, already started his day in whatever internal way Daddy started his days, and had come back to the bed.

I didn't say anything. Neither did he.

I told Vittorio yes.

It was sitting in the room the way it had been sitting in my chest since last night — warm and specific and impossible to put down. Not dread. Not exactly. The thing adjacent to dread that lives on the other side of wanting something, where the wanting gets so specific it starts to feel like a fact about you rather than a preference. I'd felt it on the plane two weeks ago, pink panties against my freshly shaved skin at thirty thousand feet, my clitty pressing against the satin for eight hours while I thought about what was waiting at the end of the location pin he'd sent. Same thing. Different name.

My clitty was hard inside my lacy thong. Had been when I fell asleep and was now again like it had never stopped, like my body had simply kept the appointment while I was unconscious. I pressed my thighs together slowly, barely, and felt the fabric shift.

"You're awake," Daddy said. It wasn’t a question.

"Yes, Daddy."

He turned his head. His eyes went to my face first, then down — the lace sitting crooked at my chest from sleep, the mesh gone sheer where my clitty was pressing against it, the wet spot already forming at the front. He looked at that last part for a second longer than the rest. The corner of his mouth moved.

"Good," he said. Like that answered something.

He didn't touch me. He looked at the window behind me as I lay there beside him with the Italian light coming in through the windows and share you  and Vittorio  and yes  filling up the available air in the room, and I thought: this is what it feels like the morning after a thing is decided. Not the thing itself. Just the fact of its approach, sitting on your chest, already making itself at home.

He got up before I'd decided whether to say anything, removed his watch, and headed to the shower.

I, now alone and still horny, lay on my back and looked at the ceiling and thought about Vittorio.

Oh, and it was not the fantasy version… I'd worn that one out before I fell asleep. This was the version where it was actually happening — where Vittorio was a real man with real hands who had looked at me across a dinner table like I was dessert and had now been told yes.

My clitty pulsed against the thong. I pressed my palm flat over it through the lace and held it there. Not moving. Just feeling the heat and throb of it.

Daddy came back from the bathroom already showered and dressed from the waist up — the dark shirt, the collar open two buttons, and he reached over to the Patek, which caught the morning light as it went around his thick wrist. He went to the chair for his trousers and I watched him step into them and do the belt as I felt my thong go wetter and thought: it's going to be a very long day.

He looked at me on the bed when he was done. The fully turned-on version this time, not the half-asleep one from earlier. I knew I looked like a hot centrefold, still in the babydoll, and whatever he was reading in my face, he read it.

"It’s going to happen tonight, the old bastard won’t be able to wait," the edge of his lip moved up just a tinge. "He'll be here at eight. I’ll let him know."

The words went directly to my clitty without stopping anywhere else first. I felt my thighs press together under the sheet.

"Okay," I said. Not very eloquent. It was all I had.

"He knows what you are." Daddy reached for his jacket on the hook. "And he knows you're mine. That doesn't change tonight." He looked at me once more, the jacket over his arm. "You understand that?"

"Yes, Daddy."

He nodded. Once, final. Then he came to the bed, stood at the edge, and his hand came to my face, jaw, thumb at my chin, the grip that tilted me up. He kissed me like he was reminding me who I belonged to. Wet and slow and unhurried, his tongue in my mouth, his hand tightening at my jaw when I made a sound against him. He pulled back when he decided he was done. Not when I was.

"Be ready," he said. "Wear something to impress, babygirl."

His thumb moved once across my jaw. Then his hand dropped and he was already turning, jacket on, the morning requiring him now, and his footsteps crossed the room and then the hall and then the stairs, and the front door, and then the villa was quiet and it was just me in the bed and eight o'clock  sitting in my chest like a second heartbeat.

I lay there for a while and didn't touch myself, even though my clitty was practically a faucet by now, throbbing needily for some release, and the morning had approximately nothing else planned for me. I didn't touch it because I wanted to save every bit of it for tonight. Because arriving tonight, horny and desperate and obvious about it was not incidental — it was the point. It had always been the point with Daddy. He built things slowly. He wanted the wanting to be visible. He wanted me dripping and on the edge before he'd so much as crooked a finger, and tonight of all nights I was going to give him exactly that.

I pressed my palm flat against my clitty one more time. Felt it throb against my hand.

Then I got up.

***

Today, the villa without Daddy in it was a different kind of quiet as opposed to how it was over the last week.

After my morning rituals which included a thorough cleaning inside out, I padded downstairs in a short satin robe, a barely there thong and nothing else, my bare feet on the cool stone, and made myself an espresso I didn't really want and stood at the kitchen window looking out at the lake and thought about Vittorio's hands. They were big. I'd noticed that at dinner — wide palms, thicker fingers than Daddy’s, it was the kind of hands that looked like they'd done things. Not Daddy's hands exactly but the same category of hands. The kind that knew what they were doing when they got hold of something.

My clitty dripped into my thong.

I put the espresso down.

The morning went like that. Me moving through the villa's pretty rooms in my robe like a rich 80’s housewife, soft satin brushing my thighs with every step, clitty hard and leaking and completely ignored because I'd made myself a promise and I was keeping it. I sat on the terrace for a while with the lake going silver in the morning light and thought about what Vittorio's voice had sounded like up close. Low. Deliberate. A voice that didn't rush because it had never needed to. I thought about the way he'd looked at my mouth when I was talking and then looked away like he was being polite about something he'd already decided.

I crossed my legs and pressed my thighs together and felt the lace of the thong shift against my clitty and made a small embarrassing sound that the lake definitely heard.

This was going to be a problem.

By noon I'd given up pretending I was doing anything other than waiting. I lay on the bed on top of a fresh set of covers and stared at the ceiling and let myself think about it properly. Vittorio's hands on my ass. His mouth. The way Daddy would watch — I kept coming back to that part, the specific sluttiness of being seen by Daddy while someone else had me, Daddy's eyes on my face while I came apart for a man he'd handpicked and gift-wrapped me for. My clitty was so hard and wet the thong had gone translucent. I could feel my own heartbeat in it. I pressed my palm against it through the lace, just enough pressure to feel the throb, not enough to do anything about it, and I held it there and breathed through my nose and thought: eight o'clock eight o'clock eight o'clock.

I was going to be absolutely feral by the time that man walked through the door and honestly? We all knew that. That was the whole point.

I finally got up around two, showered, shaved everything twice, moisturised until my skin felt like something worth touching, and took another round of enema. I stood in front of the bathroom mirror in nothing and looked at myself the way I'd learned to look at myself — the way Daddy had taught me to, which was the way you looked at something you already knew was good. Blonde hair damp on my shoulders. Smooth everywhere. My clitty small and pink and still embarrassingly hard just from the shower spray hitting it. I wrapped myself in the silky robe again and went to find something to eat that wasn't just want.

I managed half a plate of whatever was in the fridge and spent the rest of the afternoon on the terrace watching the shadows move across the lake and not touching myself and feeling increasingly, spectacularly, like the world's most wound-up little slut.

Daddy texted at five. Just: He's confirmed.

My clitty said: obviously.

I put the phone down and went upstairs to get dressed to impress .

***

All Daddy had said was just: wear something to impress.  Which meant the wardrobe was mine to figure out and the bar was Vittorio, and Vittorio had seen a lot of things in his long life and was not going to be impressed by half-measures.

I stood in front of the open wardrobe in my robe and looked at my options and thought about the specific problem of dressing for a man you're about to let fuck you for the first time while your actual man watches.

It took me twenty minutes.

The answer was the pink. It was always going to be the pink.

The lingerie set went on first — the micro thong, barely a triangle of fabric, the 3D floral appliqués sitting at the waistband like icing on a cake. Then the stockings, silky lace-top thigh-highs, the kind that grip without a garter and stay exactly where you put them. I smoothed them up each leg slowly, taking my time, feeling the lace band settle at the top of each thigh. Then the heels — strappy, platformed, and high, it was the kind that made my legs go on for approximately forever.I did my face last. Kept it simple — dewy, glossy, lashes that made my eyes do the thing they do. Pink gloss on my mouth because my mouth was going to be a feature tonight and it might as well look the part. Hair down, freshly blown, blonde and soft on my shoulders. The kind of hair a man wraps his fist in.

Then the outfit, if you could actually call it that. It was an open-front pink mesh maxi, the sheer panels draping to the floor on either side. The chest piece was a lace underwire with the same 3D florals as my thong, clustered at each cup. It fell open from the navel down. That was not incidental.

I stood in front of the full-length mirror and looked at myself for a long moment.

My clitty had been hard since the shower, and now it was hard inside the thong too, the fabric pulled taut, the tiny floral trim at the waistband framing the situation very clearly. The outfit fell away from it on both sides. The stockings gripped my thighs. The heels put me at a height where I felt like something expensive.

I looked like Daddy's girl dressed up for company.

Which was exactly what I was.

I went downstairs at quarter to eight and found Daddy already in the sitting room, jacket off, collar open, a glass of something amber in his hand. He looked up when I came in. His eyes went all the way down and all the way back up and the glass paused on the way to his mouth.

"Good girl," he said.

My clitty dripped into the thong.

I was still standing in the middle of the room basking in that like the well-trained little slut I was when we both heard it — tyres on the gravel drive, slow and deliberate, and then the engine cutting out, and then silence.

It was still ten to Eight.

Of course. Like Daddy said, the old bastard couldn’t wait.


Chapter II

The gravel was still settling under his tyres when I heard the door.

Daddy didn't move. He was still in the chair with the amber glass, one ankle crossed over his knee, and he didn't stand up or put the glass down or do any of the things a man does when he's receiving a guest. He looked at me instead — one slow look that started at my heels and ended at my face — and then he looked at the door.

So I walked to it.

My heels on the stone floor. The pink mesh trailing at my sides, the 3D florals at my chest sitting exactly where I'd positioned them, the thong cutting into my cheeks from behind, which was clearly visible thanks to the barely there outfit, whereas in the front, my clitty was already a wet problem behind the fabric. I was acutely aware of how I looked walking in my heels in this outfit. Every step. The way the sheer panels shifted with my hips, the way the lace-top of each stocking gripped at the tops of my thighs when I moved. I reached the door and put my hand on the handle and took one breath and opened it.

Vittorio was standing at the threshold with a bottle of wine and a big fucking smile plastered on his face.

He was taller than I'd clocked at dinner — or the doorframe made it more obvious, made him fill more of the available space. Dark jacket. White shirt underneath, no tie. His hair was silver in the porch light, swept back from his face, and he was looking at me with the same expression he'd had across the dinner table last night — the one that wasn't surprise, because he'd clearly already decided what he thought of me and this was just confirmation. His eyes went down and came back up and he let them.

"Dominic," he said, past me, to the room. "She's even lovelier than I remembered."

Not to me. About me. To Daddy, like I was something Daddy had acquired and Vittorio was appraising the acquisition. My clitty pulsed so hard against the thong I felt it move the fabric.

Daddy said, from his chair: "Please come in, Zio."

Vittorio stepped inside. He moved through the room like he'd been in it before, or rooms like it — unhurried, taking in the space without needing to look like he was taking it in. He and Daddy exchanged something — a look, the kind that carried a whole conversation in about two seconds — and then Daddy settled back in his chair and Vittorio turned his full attention to me like the room had ceased to exist except for the two of us. He was close enough when he passed me that I could smell his cologne — something dark and expensive. He paused just inside the door and looked at me properly. Not past me this time.

"Come here, my dear," he said. Low. Unhurried. "Don't be shy."

I went.

My heels on the stone. Vittorio watching every step of it with that same unhurried expression — patient, appraising, like he had all the time available and intended to use it. When I stopped in front of him he was close enough that I had to look up, which I suspected was not accidental. He was looking at my face first. Then my mouth. Then down at the outfit — the florals at my chest, the sheer panels falling open, my hard clitty inside the thong visible through all of it.

He took his time.

"Turn around, tesoro," he said.

I turned. Slow, because I knew how to do this. The lace of the outfit shifted with me. Behind me I could hear nothing from Daddy's chair, which meant he was watching, which I felt on the back of my neck like a hand.

Vittorio's actual hand came to my hip.

Just one. Just a placement — steady, no grip yet, like he was learning the weight of me. His thumb moved once, tracing the waistband of the thong where it cut across my left hip, and I felt it all the way down to my clitty, which had been waiting for exactly this all day and was now embarrassingly, obviously, making that known through the fabric. One thumb. One thumb on my hip. I was going to be an absolute mess before he'd even gotten started. He stepped into me from behind, close enough that I could feel the warmth of him, and his mouth came to my ear.

"Lovely," he said. Low enough that it almost didn't carry. "Dominic has excellent taste."

About me again. To himself, or to Daddy across the room, or to no one. My clitty dripped.

He turned me back around with the hand on my hip and looked at my face. He nodded once, like something had been confirmed.

He handed the wine to no one in particular — it ended up on the side table, Daddy taking it without standing — and his hands came to my face. Both of them. Wide palms, warm, the way I'd thought about them all day, and he held my face between them and looked at me for a long moment.

"Don't look at him," he said. "Look at me."

I hadn't been looking at Daddy. But I'd been about to, and Vittorio had caught it before I had.

Vittorio's thumb moved along my jaw and then his mouth was on mine and I stopped thinking. He kissed like he fucked, I'd guess — unhurried and thorough. His tongue in my mouth, one hand at my jaw holding me exactly where he wanted me, the other sliding down my throat, and my clitty flooded the thong and I whimpered against him before I'd even caught up with it.

He pulled back.

I'd meant to keep my eyes on Vittorio. They went to Daddy anyway.

"Show him what you can do," Daddy said.

I sank to my knees; that was my cue.

The carpet was softer than the stone would've been but I wouldn't have cared either way. Vittorio was looking down at me with that same patient expression — not surprised, not urgent, just waiting — and I reached for his belt with hands that were steadier than I expected them to be considering my clitty was making a genuine mess between my legs and my whole body was humming like a struck wire.

His cock was already hard when I got him out. Thick, flushed, heavier than I'd expected when I wrapped my hand around the base — and I heard him make a low sound above me that was the first unguarded thing I'd gotten from him all evening. I licked the pre-cum from the tip, slow and deliberate, and looked up at him while I did it.

His expression didn't change. But his jaw moved.

I took my time. The way Daddy had taught me to blow him — not performing, just sucking him like I meant it, slow, thorough, working every inch. I worked his head first, tongue tracing the underside, feeling the specific places that made his thigh go rigid under my other hand. Learning him. He had a tell just below the crown — a slight catch in his breathing when I pressed my tongue there — and I found it inside the first minute and kept going back to it because I could.

He kept his hands off me at first. Just watching, silver-haired and composed, still fully dressed while I knelt at his feet in pink lace with my mouth full of him. Then one hand came to my hair — not gripping, just resting, fingers threading through slowly like he was feeling the texture of it. Which was somehow worse than a grip. A grip would have meant urgency. This meant he was comfortable. It meant he was settling in for exactly as long as he wanted.

"Ah," he said, quietly, to Daddy. "I see why you keep her."

I moaned around him. Couldn't help it. Being talked about like that, mouth full of cock, kneeling in my pink lace as Daddy watched from the chair — my pussy was already aching for what came after this and I took him deeper cause that's what was available for now. He felt it. His fingers tightened fractionally in my hair.

I worked him properly after that. Both hands and mouth, the full catalogue — one hand stroking the base, the other cupping and working his balls while I hollowed my cheeks on the pull back and took him to the throat on the way in. Then I pulled off him entirely, held eye contact, and took one ball into my mouth and sucked slow while my hand kept stroking — felt his whole body go still above me, that careful composure suddenly requiring real effort — then back up, mouth around him again, eyes still on his face, slow enough that he felt every part of it. His breathing changed. Still controlled, still Vittorio, but costing him more to maintain that way. His hips pushed forward once and he didn't apologise for it.

I pulled back and looked up at him.

His eyes were dark. The patience stripped back, just appetite left.

"Exquisite." He smiled at me and then said, "I want to feel that boypussy."

Daddy was already up from the chair.

I hadn't heard him move but he was there — behind me, hands at my hips, lifting me to my feet in one easy motion like I weighed nothing. He turned me toward the couch and pressed me forward over the arm of it, one hand between my shoulder blades, and I went down onto my forearms with the pink mesh pooling around me and my ass in the air and my thong pulled to the side before I'd registered his hand moving.

Daddy reached into his pocket and came out with a small bottle of lube. He uncapped it unhurried, coated two fingers while Vittorio watched from behind me with that smile still on his face, one hand stroking himself slow, waiting. Then Daddy's fingers pressed against my pussy — slick, deliberate — and worked me open one at a time while I gripped the cushion and tried to breathe.

"Good girl," Daddy said, quiet, just for me. He worked me open slow — two fingers, curling, finding the angle he knew got me — and I pushed back against his hand and bit into the cushion and tried very hard not to beg out loud. Behind me I could hear Vittorio — the quiet of a man standing still and watching, the occasional sound of his hand moving on himself. Waiting. Patient, in no rush, content to watch Daddy prep my ‘boypussy’ while I made small desperate sounds into the upholstery. Daddy added a third finger and I gasped and my heels slipped on the carpet and he held me steady with the hand between my shoulder blades without pausing, without comment, just kept working until I was open and slick and pushing back on every stroke. Then he placed a kiss on the top of my head, gentle, like punctuation, and stepped aside.

Vittorio took his place.

He ran both palms over my ass, slow, taking his time the way he'd taken his time with everything tonight, and then his lubed cock — Daddy must've passed on the bottle while he kept me and my hole busy with his fingers — pressed against my pussy and pushed in. I gasped into the cushion and grabbed a fistful of fabric.

Thick. Thicker than I'd mentally prepared for, which was saying something given I'd spent the whole day thinking about it, and he gave me a moment — not out of hesitation, just because he was Vittorio and he did everything on his own timeline — and then he started to move.

He felt different from Daddy. Not better, not worse — different in the specific way that two men who both know what they're doing are still different from each other. Daddy fucked like he owned something. Vittorio fucked like he was appreciating it. Very intentional, thorough, making sure he felt every part of me and I felt every part of him back. The fullness of it was its own thing — that thick stretch on every stroke in, the slow drag pulling almost all the way out, my pussy taking all of it and asking for more.

Long, slow strokes. The full length of him, pulling almost all the way out and pushing back in, and I felt every single inch of every single one. He was thick enough that every push in made me catch my breath, every drag out made me want him back, and he knew it — kept the pace exactly where he wanted it, not where I needed it, which was faster, more, please. I tried rocking back to meet him and his hand came to my hip and held me still. His pace. His terms.

The mesh was bunched at my waist, lace-tops still gripping my thighs, heels still on — Daddy's sissy gumar, bent over a couch in an Italian villa getting used by his godfather while he watched from three feet away. Two years ago, I was just Clarence. Sitting on the edge of a desk at a back office in a gay club, wearing a thrifted miniskirt with my carnival mask in my lap, not yet knowing my own name. The first time Daddy asked me what he should call me and something older than the thinking part of me said Cleo before I'd decided to say anything. The first time his two fingers pressed against my clitty and he said every time you say it you're going to feel it right here — and he was right, he was exactly right, and I'd been feeling it there ever since. Hadn't known what a sissygasm would feel like, hadn't known I had a pussy, hadn't known any of this was something I was capable of wanting this badly. Now I was here, leaking onto the cushion without a finger on my clitty, completely owned by both of them in completely different ways, and the only thing I could think was: good .

Vittorio's free hand slid up my spine, slow, under the mesh, palm flat against my skin. Not gripping. Just feeling. The gesture was so unhurried it made me want to scream.

"Daddy—" I called out, without meaning to.

Daddy was in front of me — I don't know when he'd moved, only that he was there now, seated at the edge of the couch, his hand coming to my hair.

"Eyes up," he said.

I looked up at him. He looked back. Steady, possessive, the look he got when he was watching something that belonged to him. His thumb moved along my cheekbone once.

Vittorio's rhythm changed. Deeper, a little less patient now, and I felt the pressure building low and spreading and I made a sound I had no control over.

"Please—" I managed.

"Please what, babygirl…" Daddy said. Not a question.

Vittorio answered for me by changing the angle — hand at my hip, adjusting, pressing deeper — and the pressure inside went from building to inevitable in about three seconds and I heard myself say Daddy again and then stop saying anything coherent at all.

The sissygasm hit all at once. My whole body clenched around him, my pussy gripping, my clitty leaking completely untouched, and the thought arrived mid-orgasm, clear as anything: he's not Daddy. Someone else just fucked a sissygasm out of me and I came just as hard. I shook through it with Daddy's hand in my hair and Vittorio buried deep and not stopping, riding it out, wringing every last second from me until I was limp over the arm of the couch and breathing like I'd run somewhere far away.

Vittorio finished shortly after — two hard strokes, a low sound, hands gripping my hips hard enough to feel it tomorrow — and then stillness. He pulled out slow. I felt the loss of him immediately, my pussy clenching on nothing, still pulsing from the sissygasm. My legs were shaking. The outfit was a complete wreck, thong pulled aside, mesh bunched at my waist, mascara I could feel on my face without needing a mirror.

Daddy's hand was still in my hair. He stroked once, twice, then let go.

I stayed where I was for a moment, forearms on the cushion, just breathing. Then I slid off the arm of the couch and found my knees on the carpet, automatically, because that was where I went. Between them. Daddy in the chair he'd returned to, Vittorio standing, both looking down at me while I knelt in my ruined pink lace, pussy still wet, clitty still leaking, trying to remember how to hold a thought.

Vittorio looked at Daddy.

"You've done well with her, ragazzo, she's one fine fuck," he said.


Chapter III

The couch was small enough that both men occupied the edges of my peripheral vision without trying. Daddy to my left, Vittorio to my right, and me in the middle with a glass of water I was working through slowly because my body needed it and also because having something to hold gave my hands a job.

The room had settled into that specific quality — suspended, warm, no pressure in it. The kind of quiet that didn't ask anything. Vittorio had refilled his glass. Daddy had his, forearm resting on his knee, not touching me but close enough that I could feel the heat of him along my left side. The villa was doing its thing through the open terrace doors — the warm dark air, the faint sound of the lake in the distance.

I sipped my water and looked at nothing in particular and tried to read the room.

An hour and ten minutes since Vittorio had stepped through the door. Give or take. I'd done the math like I used to back in home every Thursday, I was still doing it now, automatically, the way you track time when you're not sure how much of it you have left. The pink lace I was still wearing was all bunched up and ruined. The night felt like it had reached its natural conclusion — wine down to dregs, everyone composed, the particular stillness of after. Vittorio's jacket was still on. Daddy hadn't moved from his settled position. It had the shape of a pleasant evening approaching its end, which was a thought I was apparently not as neutral about as I wanted to be.

I took a longer sip of water.

Daddy's hand came to my knee. Not moving — just landing there, a placement, warm and easy. My clitty stirred against the inside of my thigh.

That’s when it hit that Daddy still hadn’t gotten his action. Maybe the night is not done, then.

Vittorio set his glass down on the side table. He leaned back, unhurried, and looked across me at Daddy with an expression I couldn't fully read from the middle — something satisfied, something considering.

"I find," Vittorio said, "that I could go for another round."

Well, well, well. Looks like I’m getting more than two loads in me tonight. Daddy said nothing immediately. Vittorio let the silence sit exactly as long as he wanted it to, then looked at me — a glance, brief, the kind that assessed without lingering — and then back at Daddy.

"Dominic." A slight tilt of the head. "Why don't you join in on the fun this time." Not a question. "I'm sure the pretty gumar here is up for it."

The hand on my knee didn't move. Daddy looked at Vittorio for a moment — one of those two-second conversations — and then looked at me, and his mouth curved just slightly at the corner.

"Yeah," he said. "I think we can arrange that."

My clitty went from stirring to fully hard in approximately no time at all.

Daddy's hand lifted from my knee and he nodded once toward the stairs. "Go get freshened up," he said. "Put something else on."

***

The bathroom mirror caught me before I'd even reached the sink.

I stopped in the doorway and looked.

The girl in the mirror looked like exactly what she was. Mascara slightly travelled, gloss long gone, lips still a little swollen, cheeks with that flush that hadn't fully faded since Vittorio's hands went to my face. My hair had held better than expected but there was a quality to the whole picture — something loose, something well-used — that no amount of good pins was going to argue with. I looked like a slut who'd just had a sissygasm over the arm of a couch with her man’s godfather while her man, her Daddy, watched.

Because that was what I was.

I looked at myself for a long moment and thought about what I was going to look like when I came back downstairs. Both of them this time. Vittorio's pace from the front, probably — that deliberate, unhurried thoroughness — and Daddy from behind, which meant Daddy's grip on my hips and Daddy's cock in my pussy and Daddy watching the back of my head while Vittorio watched my face. I was going to be completely wrecked. Not the kind of wrecked I could touch up at the sink. The kind that sat in your skin for a day.

I'd never had two men at the same time. Not once. Two years ago I hadn't had one — hadn't had any of this, hadn't had a name that fit, hadn't known my body could do what it turned out my body could do. Hadn't known I had a pussy. Hadn't known what a sissygasm felt like or that I'd be capable of having one with someone who wasn't Daddy. Hadn't known any of it. And now I was standing in a villa bathroom in Lake Como about to go back downstairs and take both of them, and all I wanted now was to be spitroasted by both of them until I couldn't remember my own name.

My clitty was making a mess against my thigh just standing here thinking about it.

I turned the shower on hot.

Four minutes. I wasn't washing my hair — just the important parts, quick and thorough, the water hot enough to bring the flush out of my face. I pinned the hair up to keep them dry, rinsed fast, stepped out, towelled off, and stood back at the mirror with clean skin and started putting my face back together.

Foundation. Liner, clean. Mascara fresh. I went a shade deeper on the gloss than I'd started the evening with — something closer to berry than pink, something that said second round  rather than first impression . I shook my hair out, smoothed it, left it down. Looked at myself.

Better. Not demure. The softness was still in my eyes and I stopped trying to correct it because there was nothing wrong with it. It was just what I looked like now. What I'd looked like for two years, probably, under the right circumstances — the specific expression of a girl who belonged with a cock inside her and knew it.

I went to the wardrobe.

The white set had been on the rack since the day I'd arrived here, almost a week and a half back. I'd spotted it early and kept walking past it the way you keep walking past something you're saving. The shorts were genuinely no bigger than underwear — white, fitted, contrast red trim along every edge, a tiny red drawstring at the front that was decorative at best. The top was a long-sleeved zip crop, same red stitching, Daddy's Slut  spelled out across the chest in small chenille letters. I'd tried it on once in the afternoon light and taken it off because there'd been no occasion urgent enough yet.

There was now.

Shorts on first. No panties — the shorts were barely bigger than a pair of boyshort-panties themselves, just enough fabric to cover what needed covering and not a centimetre more, so layering anything underneath was pointless and would've shown at every edge anyway. My clitty pressed against the front, half-hard already, obviously. I looked. I left it.

When I turned my back to the full-size mirror and looked at myself from the back, the way the shorts accentuated my plump ass, how they were stretched thin over my backside, almost like second skin, I got a naughty idea, and I was pretty sure the men would enjoy this. I went and opened the vanity drawer.

I found the fat butt-plug — jewelled base, barbie pink stone, faceted, wide enough at the base to keep it honest. This was my regular plug, almost an essential that I wore throughout the week back at home to keep myself stretched and needy for Daddy's cock on Thursdays. I hadn't needed to wear it once over the last week and a half. I almost forgot it existed until now — and I knew what it felt like when it was finally inside me again. The specific, kept fullness of it, not overwhelming, just present, just a constant reminder of exactly what I was getting ready for. I lubed it generously and slipped it in. It went in with one slow breath, easy, and I stood up straight and felt it settle.

The shorts went back over it. Clean line.

Zip crop on. White heels, ankle wrap, the ones with the extra inch. I once more stood at the full-length mirror, with my back facing it, held both my legs together and bent waist down and looked at myself in the reflection. My ass forming a heart and the white fabric stretched thin and the crystal of my fat butt-plug glinting back at me from the bathroom light. I looked absolutely fuckable.

The girl looking back had Daddy's Slut  across her chest in red letters and a fat butt-plug under white micro-shorts and white heels and nothing underneath and lips that said second round  and eyes that said she already knew how tonight was going to end.

I picked up my gloss from the vanity and applied another fresh, juicy coat.

Then I went back downstairs.

***

Both men were exactly where I’d left them, and they looked up the same way they did when I came back into the room.

Vittorio's eyes went to my chest first — the Daddy's Slut  across it — then straight down to the front of the shorts where my clitty was already making itself obvious through the thin white fabric. He looked for long enough that I felt it like a hand. Then back up to my face, and his expression did the thing it had done since yesterday's dinner — didn't change exactly, just settled, the courtly surface dropping one layer to show what was underneath. Pure appetite. He picked up his wine and took a slow sip like he had all the time in the world and my clitty was just something pleasant to look at while he waited.

Daddy said: "There she is."

Two words. Flat, placed, the way he said everything. My clitty flooded the front of the shorts immediately, visibly, the thin white fabric doing absolutely nothing to hide it. I stood there in the Daddy's Slut  crop and the micro-shorts and the white heels and let both of them look, because that was what I was there for and we all knew it.

Vittorio set his glass down.

"Turn around, tesoro," he said.

I turned. Slow. The way I'd done it earlier in the evening in the pink lace, except this time the shorts were stretched over the fat plug seated in my ass and I felt it shift with every degree of the turn and had to keep my breathing even. Behind me — nothing from either of them, just the weight of two men staring at a sissy's plugged ass in shorts that weren't hiding a single thing.

"Dominic." Vittorio's voice, low, almost amused. "Is that what I think it is?"

"Yeah, it is exactly what you think it is," Daddy said.

A beat.

"Oh! What a lovely, good girl she is," Vittorio said. To me, or about me — it hit the same way either direction, straight to my dripping hard clitty.

I finished the turn and faced them again. Vittorio was already standing. He'd shed his jacket at some point while I was showing him my back — white shirt, collar open, sleeves pushed to the forearm — and the shift in him was visible, that careful composure adjusted down one notch toward something less courtly and more direct. He crossed the room to me unhurried, the way he did everything, and his hand came to my jaw and tipped my face up.

"On your knees in a moment," he said quietly, just for me. "But first."

He kissed me. Slower than before, more thorough, his thumb along my cheekbone, and my knees just went. I fisted the front of his shirt and my clitty throbbed against the shorts and I moaned into his mouth like I had no control over it, which I didn't, and his hand tightened at my jaw.

He pulled back and looked at my face. Whatever he found made him nod once.

"You’re a Daddy's slut indeed," he said.

***

Daddy was up from the chair.

He came to stand behind me while Vittorio stayed in front, and I was between them — the plug in my ass, my clitty making a wet mess of the white shorts, both men close enough that I could feel the heat of them on either side of me. Daddy's hands came to my hips from behind. He bent his mouth to my ear.

"You know what's happening next baby," he said.

Not a question. I nodded anyway, because my throat had stopped working correctly.

His hands moved — one sliding up under the crop top, palm flat against my stomach, the other going to the waistband of the shorts. He hooked his thumb in and pulled the front down just enough to let my clitty out, which was already hard and leaking, and I moaned like I knew I’ve never done before.

"Look at that," Vittorio said, looking down at it. Something in his voice — the tone of a man who'd asked for a slutty little sissy and gotten exactly that. "She's been waiting for this."

"All night," Daddy said, from behind me.

Vittorio's hand came to my chin and tipped it up. "On your knees, my dear." His thumb dragged across my bottom lip, slow. "We have all night."

I went down.

The carpet under my knees, both men standing over me, the plug pressing deeper from the change in position. I looked up. Daddy to my left. Vittorio in front. Both of them looking down at me like I was exactly what the crop top said I was.

Vittorio unzipped himself first. Daddy's hand came to my hair.

"Open," Daddy said.

I didn't wait to be told twice; I opened instantly.

I knew what I was doing this time. The first round I'd been learning him — finding his tells, mapping what made his thigh go rigid, what made his breathing cost him something. Now I had all of that and I used it. I took him in slow, tongue flat against the underside of his thick shaft, and heard him exhale above me and felt his hand come to my hair immediately, not gripping, just settling there the way it had before. Like he was comfortable. Like he intended to stay.

"I'm going to last a long time this time," he said, to the room, to Daddy, to no one in particular. Conversational. Like he was noting the weather.

Behind me — Daddy's hands at the waistband, the shorts gone in one pull. Then his hand at the base of the plug, slow, working it free while I tried to stay on Vittorio's cock and failed — pulled off with a gasp, both hands on his thighs, just trying to hold on while Daddy took his time pulling it out inch by inch like he wanted to hear every sound I made about it. The empty feeling when it finally came free was its own kind of torture. Then his fingers, lubed, pressing in — one, two — opening me back up slow and thorough, like my pussy was something to be savoured before he used it.

"Daddy—" I managed, pulling off Vittorio just long enough to say it.

"There's your first spitroast, babygirl."

Vittorio's hand in my hair guided me back to his cock. "I was in a hurry the first time," he said, almost to himself. "Couldn't enjoy this properly." His thumb stroked once along my temple. "Worldclass cocksucking and I rushed it. Shameful."

I moaned around him. Daddy added a third finger and I pushed back onto his hand and Vittorio felt it and his grip tightened fractionally.

"Take your time, my dear," Vittorio said. Low, unhurried, that patience back in full. "We've got all night."

And then it officially started. Daddy pressed the head of his cock against my pussy and didn't push in yet. Just held it there. I whimpered around Vittorio and pushed back and Daddy's hands on my hips stopped me — his pace, his terms, same as it always was. Then he pushed in. Unhurried. The stretch building slow, inch by inch, until he was fully inside and my pussy was gripping him and my whole body had gone tight and loose and tight again and I couldn't make a coherent sound around Vittorio's cock. Daddy stayed still. Just let me feel him there. All of him, all the way in, not moving yet — just reminding me whose pussy this was before he used it.

Then he started properly. And for the first time in my life, I was actually being spitroasted by two old men with 'man-sized' cocks. And my god, nothing I'd ever imagined about what this would feel like came close to the reality of it.

His pace was nothing like Vittorio's had been. Where Vittorio fucked like he was appreciating something, Daddy fucked like he owned it — deep, measured strokes, the kind that left no question about whose pussy this was. Every push forward drove me onto Vittorio. Every pull back dragged me off him. I was being moved between them, used by both of them at the same time, and my clitty was hanging completely untouched between my legs and already leaking onto the carpet.

I worked Vittorio as best I could with Daddy setting the rhythm from behind. I had both my hands on Vittorio's thighs, mouth working what I could reach, tongue doing what it knew to do, and Vittorio above me was finally, genuinely coming apart — his breathing audible now, his hand in my hair not just resting but gripping, his hips pushing forward to meet me instead of waiting.

"God," he said, quiet. Not to anyone. Just the word, exhaled.

Daddy's grip tightened on my hips.

The pressure was building low and deep — Daddy's angle, the specific way he was hitting inside me, relentless, and my clitty swinging untouched and the carpet under my knees and both of them using me and I was going to — I was already —

"Daddy—" I pulled off Vittorio, gasping. "Please — I can't—"

"Then let go, babygirl," Daddy said. Didn't slow down. Didn't adjust. Just kept moving.

I put my mouth back on Vittorio and came.

I'd had sissygasms before. I knew what they felt like — the build, the clench, the waves of release for a few seconds. This wasn't that. This started the same way and then didn't stop. My pussy locked around Daddy's cock… the wave hit and I thought: okay, there it is — and then the wave didn't crest, it just kept building, rolling into the next one before I'd finished with the first. Continuous. Relentless. Daddy kept moving. Vittorio kept fucking my face. My pussy kept clenching and releasing around Daddy's cock over and over, gripping him on every stroke, and I couldn't have stopped it if I'd tried. And all throughout, my clitty continued to jerk untouched and was a faucet, leaking cum on the carpet and I sobbed in sissy-bliss around Vittorio, who didn't slow down, neither did Daddy… the waves just kept coming, one into the next, for what felt like forever.

Daddy finished shortly after — three final strokes, his hands pulling my hips back hard onto him, and then: "Mine." Flat. Placed. The single word landing exactly the way everything he said landed, like it had always been true and he was just confirming it out loud.

This whole image had gotten Vittorio over the edge; he pulled back from my mouth right then and finished on my face. Two stripes, warm, across my cheek and my lips, and I stayed where I was on my knees with my mouth open and my eyes up and let him.

He looked down at me.

"Magnificent," he smiled, the widest smile I'd seen on the old man since last night.

I stayed on my knees for a while after.

Not because anyone told me to. Just because my legs weren't ready and the carpet was where I was and moving felt like a chore I'd get to eventually. Daddy's hand came to my hair — not gripping, just resting, the way it did when he was winding down — and I leaned into it slightly and felt my breathing start to slow.

Vittorio was already straightening himself up. Shirt tucked, belt buckled, his appetite for boypussy satiated — hopefully. He picked up his wine glass from the side table, found it empty, set it back down. Then he looked at me — still on my knees, cum on my face, the Daddy's Slut  crop painted with more cum — and something in his expression was warm in a way that was different from appetite. I knew I had satisfied him. He had the expression of a specific satisfaction of a man who'd gotten exactly what he came for and had no complaints. I’ve seen it on Daddy’s face every Thursday night for the last two years.

Daddy's hand dropped from my hair. He reached down and offered me his hand and I took it and he pulled me to my feet in one easy motion. My legs held. Barely, but they held.

I stood between them and didn't say anything because there wasn't anything to say. Vittorio reached out and touched my chin once — just a placement, brief, a punctuation mark — and then let go.

"I should get back," he said, to Daddy. "Maria will have been asleep for hours but she'll know, regardless." A slight smile. "She always knows."

Daddy made a sound that wasn't quite a laugh.

"And I'm going to need a proper breakfast tomorrow," Vittorio continued, reaching for his jacket from the back of the chair. "A real one. I'll have her make the full spread." He shrugged it on, adjusted the collar. "A night like this requires recovery." He looked at me one last time, that same warm, appraising look. "You'll sleep well, tesoro."

It wasn't a plausibility. He said it the way he said everything — like it was already settled.

Daddy walked him to the door. I stayed where I was in the sitting room, legs still uncertain, and listened to the low sound of their voices in the hall — too quiet to make out words, the specific register of two men who'd known each other a long time saying goodnight. Then the door. Then gravel under tyres, fading, and then nothing but the villa and the dark and the sound of the lake.

Daddy came back into the room.

He looked at me for a moment — standing there in the ruined white set, cum drying on my face, heels still on — and then he crossed to me and took my face in both hands and tipped it up and looked at it properly. His thumb moved once across my cheek, slow.

"Go clean up," he said. Quiet. "Then come to bed."

I went.


Chapter IV

The morning after my first ménage à trois, I slept until ten.

Not because Daddy let me — he was up at six, as always, as he was every morning I'd ever woken up beside him — but because he wanted me to get my beauty sleep. I surfaced into the Italian light coming gold through the shutters and reached across the bed and found his side already cool and lay there for a while in the specific quiet of a villa that had held three people last night and now held one.

My pussy ached the way it only ached after Daddy had really used it — that deep, stretched-out throb that lived in the walls of it, the kind that reminded me with every small shift of my hips what I was and what I'd had inside me. My face felt clean. I'd scrubbed it at the sink twice before I came to bed, working Vittorio's cum off my cheek and my lips with a washcloth until the skin went pink, but clean didn't mean I couldn't still feel the warmth of it — the carpet under my knees, two men over me, my clitty hanging untouched and leaking while both of them used me like exactly what I was. The white set was somewhere on the bathroom floor. I was in a satin babydoll. I didn't remember putting it on, which meant Daddy had dressed his slutty little sissy gumar after she'd been thoroughly wrecked, which was its own thing to sit with.

I pressed my thighs together and stared at the ceiling.

Last night had happened. I'd been spitroasted by Daddy and his godfather on the carpet of a Lake Como villa and I'd had a sissygasm that didn't stop and my clitty had been completely untouched the entire time. That was a fact about me now, the same way all of it had become facts about me in increments — the thrifted miniskirt and masquerade mask at Richard's club, the name, every Thursday night for two years, the plane, Vittorio's hands.

My clitty went hard against the babydoll.

I thought: two more days of this.

The last two days at the villa went quietly, which I hadn't expected.

Vittorio didn't come back. No repeat performance, no more of getting spitroasted — just Daddy and me and the lake and two days of ordinary that felt strange after what had preceded it. I woke up. I made espresso. I padded out to the terrace in my little satin robe with nothing underneath, bare feet on the warm stone, clitty soft for once and almost surprised by it, and sat watching the water go silver and felt myself being a girl the way I'd been a girl all the last two weeks — not working at it, not maintaining it, just wearing it the way I wore the robe. Easy. Mine.

Daddy worked. Calls in the study, quiet ones, his voice coming through the door low and indistinct while I curled on the terrace with my coffee and my crossed legs and my little clitty tucked between my thighs like a secret. He came out for lunch around noon and I set his plate across from mine and he sat down and that was when he said it — not looking up from his food, completely conversational, the way he said everything:

"Get under the table."

My clitty went hard so fast it was embarrassing.

I went under. Stone cool on my knees through the thin robe, his legs on either side of me, and I got him out and took him in my mouth while he ate his lunch above me like this was a perfectly normal Tuesday. Because for us, apparently, it was. He kept one hand on my head — not guiding, not gripping, just resting there — and ate and occasionally his hips pushed forward when I did something he liked and that was the only acknowledgment he gave me. I worked him slow because I had nowhere to be and because the specific humiliation of being Daddy's lunchtime blowjob while he ate pasta above me was making my clitty drip onto the terrace stone and I wanted to stay in it.

He finished in my mouth. Didn't warn me, didn't need to — I knew his tells by now. Just his hand tightening once in my hair and then the salt of him on my tongue and then:

"Good girl. Come eat your veggies next."

I climbed back into my chair with cum in my mouth and my clitty making a wet problem in the robe and picked up my fork and we ate lunch together looking out at the lake like nothing had happened. Neither of us needed to say it out loud.

The second afternoon, our last full one, he came and found me on the terrace.

I was curled in the chair with my feet tucked under me, phone in my lap, the sun getting low and warm and orange across the water. He stood at the terrace door and looked at me for a moment — one of his assessments, the kind that started at my face and ended somewhere he didn't name — and then he came and sat across from me.

"Come here," he said.

I uncurled and went to him and he settled me onto his lap, my back to his chest, his arms coming around me from behind. We sat like that watching the lake go gold. His chin rested on the top of my head. My clitty was half-hard in the thong from the simple fact of his arms around me and I didn't do anything about it, just let it be, let it be part of the afternoon.

His hand was flat against my stomach under the robe. Not moving. Just there. The warmth of it went through the thin satin and settled somewhere low and I felt my clitty press harder against the fabric and breathed out through my nose and didn't move toward it, didn't angle myself for more friction, just sat in the heat of his palm and the weight of his arms and the orange light coming off the water.

This was the other thing he did that nobody would have believed. The same hands that held my jaw open and fucked me through the arm of a couch and passed me to his godfather without ceremony — those hands, flat and still against my stomach on a terrace, the thumb occasionally moving once along my ribs, not going anywhere. He was possessive in the explicit version and possessive in this one and they were the same word and the same truth and I didn't have vocabulary for how much I needed both of them.

After a while he said, "You did good here babygirl."

He was talking about the whole trip. The dinner table. Vittorio. The way I'd navigated all of it without being told how.

"Thank you, Daddy."

His arms tightened briefly. Once. Then relaxed.

I pressed back into his chest and felt his heartbeat through the dark shirt and thought: I don't want to go home. I didn't say it. It would have been beside the point. Home was Thursday nights and this was something else, something different in the register, and both things were real and I was smart enough to know that wanting more of a thing wasn't the same as that thing being available in the form you wanted.

The lake went from gold to a flat dark pewter as the sun dropped behind the hills. His hand stayed where it was. My clitty eventually softened and I didn't try to bring it back. I just sat.

I wanted more of this.

I stayed quiet and let the lake do its thing in the last of the afternoon light.

***

We left the villa at seven the next morning.

The bags were by the door before I was properly awake — Daddy's, and mine, which was almost empty. I'd come here with one carry-on and instructions to pack just one set of Clarence's clothes because everything I'd need would already be there. He'd been right. The closet had taken care of me for two full weeks, and now the closet was being packed up and shipped — the lace and satin barely-there's, the remaining fits I didn't get to prance in, the fuck-me-heels, everything that hadn't been wrecked beyond saving — all of it boxed and on its way back to me. Thursdays, he'd said. They'll be waiting.

So I was back in boy. The only civilian clothes left in the closet: plain dark trousers, a grey long-sleeve, trainers. Nothing that would catch an eye in an airport crowd, nothing that said anything about anything. I'd pulled my hair back and looked at myself in the bathroom mirror in the early dark and the girl was still there — she was always there now, I didn't think she went anywhere anymore — but she was underneath. Hidden. The only evidence of her was the soft satin boyshort panty I had on under the trousers, powder blue, the kind that made my clitty aware of itself with every step. Daddy hadn't told me to wear it. I'd set it aside the night before and put it on because taking it off hadn't occurred to me.

I stood in the open doorway while the driver took the last bag and looked back into the villa. The sitting room. The arm of the couch. The carpet. The terrace doors still open a crack onto the lake, pale and silver in the early light. I stood there and looked at it until I had it — then turned and went to the car.

He didn't hold my hand on the drive to the airport. He didn't need to. He sat beside me in the back of the car with his phone and his reading and I sat beside him with my head tipped toward the window, watching northern Italy go past in the early light — the lake still just visible between trees and hill and then gone, the road flattening out, the world becoming generic and direction-giving and unromantic in the way roads always did when they were taking you somewhere with a terminal.

I thought about the villa. The carpet under my knees. The sound of skin clapping on skin. Vittorio's hands. Magnificent. The morning-after quiet. The weight of Daddy's arms on the terrace.

My clitty stirred in my trousers.

I crossed my legs and looked out the window.

The airport was Milan, which meant crowds and signage and the specific impersonality of somewhere that didn't care who you were. Daddy handled everything — check-in already done, cases going away, his hand briefly at the small of my back as we moved through the terminal. A light placement. Gone before it had registered as more than warmth. I followed his lead the way I always did.

We cleared security and found the gate and there was an hour.

Daddy bought an espresso. I got a water and found a seat and sat with my knees together and my hands in my lap and felt the strange specific sadness of leaving somewhere you'd changed in. Not the mournful kind. The other kind — the one that knew something had happened and was just marking the fact of it, not arguing with it. I looked at the departures board. My throat had gone tight in a way that had nothing to do with the recycled terminal air and everything to do with the fact that we were leaving.

Daddy came back and sat beside me.

He didn't say anything for a while. He drank his espresso and looked at the gate and I sat beside him in the airport quiet and listened to the overhead announcements in Italian and then French and then English.

He set the empty cup down.

"You did well," he said. A beat. "In Italy. All of it. Vittorio and I got what we came for." A beat. "So did you."

Four sentences. Same voice he used for everything — no weight added, no performance. Just facts, placed down.

It did what his words always did.

I felt it in my chest first, then lower, my clitty going half-hard in my trousers from nothing but those four sentences and what they meant. Not the Vittorio part specifically — not only that. All of it. The dinner. The way I'd carried myself. The obedience and the wanting and the two weeks of being exactly what he'd needed me to be without being asked to perform it. He'd seen all of it. He was confirming it. Yes. That. You. So did you. My clitty dripped into the satin panty and I picked up my water.

"Thank you, Daddy," I said.

His hand came to my knee and my clitty went tight in the satin and I looked at the departures board and didn't move.

We sat like that until they called the gate.

***

The flight home was eight hours.

He was asleep before the seatbelt sign went off. I sat beside him with my thighs pressed together and the satin warm against my clitty and watched the clouds and didn't sleep at all.

I looked out the window — thank God, and Daddy for the window seat — and I thought about what he'd said at the gate. In Italy. All of it. I thought about what all of it meant — every incremental version of the last two weeks, every morning I'd woken up in his bed and every night he'd put his mouth to mine, Vittorio's hands and his cock and the carpet under my knees and the particular quality of the sissygasm that hadn't stopped and hadn't stopped, and Daddy saying mine with that one flat word into the back of my neck.

He meant the whole two weeks. He meant Vittorio. He meant whatever I'd become since the plane here.

I'd come here his girl and I was going home the same girl, except the same girl had been spitroasted by two men and had a sissygasm that went on for what felt like forever and had sat on a godfather's lap in pink lace before taking him in and navigated all of it without being told how. Same girl. The edges of her just a little more defined. A little more known. I knew what my body felt like when it was full of two men at once. I knew what my face looked like in the mirror after, the specific flush that stayed for an hour, the eyes that had gone somewhere and come back different. I knew the weight of Vittorio's hands the same way I knew Daddy's — part of the permanent memory of what I was and what had been done with me.

My clitty was hard against the inside of my trousers.

I didn't touch it. Just pressed my thighs together in my seat and felt it throb against the panties fabric and breathed. Outside the porthole the sky was that flat white that meant we were crossing altitude, somewhere over nothing in particular, the Atlantic or the beginning of it. I put my head against the window and felt the cold of the glass and thought about Thursday. The house. The way the door opened. The sound of his voice when he'd come to me from his wife: Come down. The specific feeling of his hand in my hair after two years and two weeks and this, all of this, all of it real now. Fact.

I could want more than Thursday and still be grateful for it. Both things were allowed.

I looked at him sleeping beside me. The Patek loose on his wrist. The dark shirt, open two buttons, the collar relaxed the way it only got when he was asleep. The quality of him at rest — still, compact, not soft exactly but somewhere in the neighbourhood of it, the specific version of him I was allowed to look at because he couldn't see me doing it.

I looked at his hands.

I'd been thinking about hands all trip. Vittorio's first, those wide palms and the weight of them when they landed on my hips. And Daddy's. Daddy's were different — thicker at the knuckle, the Patek sliding on his wrist when he moved. The thing they knew how to do that nobody else's did. The way they held my jaw. The exact way they said mine without needing to say it.

I thought about a week of Clarence. Waking up alone at my parents place, the specific absence of a man's weight on the other side of a mattress. Going back to work. My mother talking, and whatever she'd read in my voice without being able to name it. A week of being Clarence to everyone who didn't know better — who had never known better, who would look at the girl I was for the last two years and not recognise her. That gap between Cleo and Clarence had always been there, but it was wider now after this last two weeks, the edges more pronounced, Italy having stretched it in the way that irreversible things stretched things.

And then Thursday.

And then come down, and then his hands and his cock in my pussy and all of it, the only version of this I got outside trips like this one. Which was enough. Which I'd made my peace with a long time ago, two years ago, the night in the back office when I said my name before I'd decided to say it and understood for the first time what it was going to cost me to be this person and decided the cost was nothing, decided that whatever he was asking for I'd give it without needing to know how much more there would be.

There was always more. That was also something I knew now.

I turned back to the window.

England in the clouds below us. We were close.

I breathed out through my nose and felt the last of Italy leave my body in that breath — the lake, the villa, the carpet, the weight of both men, the ache that had been living in my pussy for two weeks and was now just a memory of a shape. I was going home. I was going back to Thursdays and the elevator and the normal version of all of this, and it would be enough, because it always was, because Daddy had always been enough.

The wheels hit the runway with a thud and the engines roared and we were down.

I looked at him. He woke up the moment the wheels touched and his eyes went to the window beyond me and then to me and he blinked once, fully present immediately the way he always was.

"We're Home," he said.

Like a confirmation. Like a thing already settled.

"Yes Daddy," I whispered.

He picked up the Patek from where it had settled on his wrist and checked the face out of habit, then put his arm down and looked at the seat back in front of him while the plane taxied and the overhead bins rattled and the flight attendants moved up the aisle.

I looked at his profile and thought: Thursday.

I could wait.


Chapter V

Home smelled the same, same as it did growing up here. That was the first thing I noticed. Coming back through the front door with my carry-on and my flat hair and my dad standing in the hall asking if my ‘work’ trip had been a success, which I knew was — the house smelled exactly the same it always had. Like it hadn't registered I'd been gone.

I went upstairs and sat on the edge of my bed in the dark and felt Italy sitting on my chest like a second body.

The week went like that. I got up. I had showers that were thorough and finished too fast because there was no reason to linger. I ate meals at the kitchen table where my mum set my plate down and asked questions about the coast, the food, whether the weather had been good, and I answered all of them correctly and none of them at all. I pretended to be back to working from home. I had to continue the facade to explain how I was making more in a week than what my father made in a month. And when I went out of the house, I smiled at people who smiled at me, and nobody noticed anything.

My clitty noticed. It had noticed from the moment we'd landed — the specific restlessness of a body that knew what it wanted and had been told to wait. I kept it in the satin boyshort panties I'd worn off the plane. All week. Fresh pairs but the same cut, in different soft shades, the only thing standing between Clarence at home and the girl who'd been on her knees in a Lake Como villa with two men's cum on her face and pussy. Nobody knew. That was also the point. Cleo wearing secret silk under boy clothes, counting down.

Thursday was four days away. Then three. Then two.

My mother caught me Thursday morning at the kitchen counter, coffee in hand, excitedly staring at nothing.

"You seem different, Clarence," she said.

I looked at her. She had the expression she got when she was deciding whether to push.

"Did something happen on the trip?"

"Nah, Mom, it was a great trip," I said. "I’m just tired and probably still jet-lagged."

She looked at me for a second longer than that answer deserved. Then she nodded and let it go and I took my coffee upstairs and sat on the bed and thought: five more hours.

My clitty was already hard against the satin.

I sat on the edge of my bed and pressed my palm flat over my clitty over the trousers and held it there.

I came downstairs at half five. My mum was in the kitchen.

"See you tomorrow," I said.

She didn't look up from whatever she was doing at the counter. Two years of Thursday nights had trained her out of asking. The first few months I'd had the excuse ready — meeting friends, couple of drinks, crashing at someone's place. She'd nodded then too, the way mothers did when they'd decided not to make it a thing. Eventually she'd just stopped asking altogether and I'd stopped volunteering anything, and now Thursday evenings had this particular texture: me appearing at the kitchen door in my coat, her not turning round, both of us pretending it was completely ordinary for Clarence to go somewhere every Thursday night and come back Friday morning looking like he'd slept somewhere soft. And the times when Daddy kept me the whole weekend, I'd just text her in between when Daddy recovers: taking a little camping trip, back Sunday.  She'd send back a thumbs-up. She'd never once asked which friends, which campsite, or whether I owned a tent.

"Okay love," she said. "Don't be back too late."

"I won't," I said, which was a lie, which we both knew, which neither of us named.

The door closed behind me and the cold air hit my face and I thought: there she is.

The boxes from the villa were already there when I arrived — stacked neatly by the bedroom door, taped and labelled. I hadn't opened them yet. The lace and satin packed up in cardboard felt too much like ripping open the week's thin skin of normal, and I needed my usual Thursday first. I needed his hands and his voice before I could be in the same air as those boxes without losing it.

Céleste's boots were still in the closet somewhere.

I haven’t thought about that in a long time.

I pressed my palm harder, felt the throb of my clitty, and made myself put my hands in my lap and breathe.

Three hours.

I could wait. And it would pass in a jiffy, as I had to get ready for him, to become Cleo. Three hours and I’d be just in time to welcome him home like always.

***

I heard his key in the lock at eight on the dot.

I was at the mirror when it happened — one last look at myself in the red checkered crop and the matching gingham micro skirt with a white lace choker sitting snug at my throat and the white come-fuck-me heels that added four inches and made my legs go on forever. The tiny g-string underneath was a joke. My clitty had been hard and leaking since I'd pulled the skirt on and it had stayed that way, the fabric pulled taut and wet, the head of it escaping the g-string entirely and peeking out from under the hem when I stood still. I'd looked at myself in the mirror and thought: yes, that's her.  Cleo. His. Ready. I pressed two fingers against my clitty through the g-string just to feel the throb of it and made myself stop and put my hands down.

His footsteps moved through the house below me. Unhurried. The specific weight of him — every room going quiet and attentive the moment he was in it.

I got up and went to stand at the bedroom door.

This was the part that had become a thing without us naming it. Me, dressed and ready, positioned at the door in my heels and whatever he'd laid out or whatever I'd chosen from my  wardrobe, waiting. Him, downstairs, taking his time. The silence between the sound of him arriving and his voice coming up the stairs had its own texture — thick, specific, my clitty dripping into the g-string, my whole body already oriented toward him like something pulled on a string.

"Come down."

His voice from the bottom of the stairs. Flat, placed, not loud.

I came out of the bedroom and took the top of the stairs and started down.

Slow. I made it slow because he was watching from the bottom, and I was the first good thing he'd seen since Ital… I knew it, and the knowing of it went straight to my clitty, which was already making a wet mess of the g-string and didn't care. The fuck-me heels on each step. The gingham skirt shifting with my hips. The lace choker at my throat and the red checkered crop leaving my stomach bare. My clitty was visible, obviously, embarrassingly hard and leaking under the skirt's short hem every time I moved. I watched his face come into view as I descended — the dark shirt, two buttons open, the clunky expensive Patek on his wrist, the particular stillness of a man looking at something he owned that had gotten better while he wasn't watching.

His eyes went all the way down and all the way back up.

My clitty dripped, and a long strand of precum was heading down onto the stair carpet.

I reached the bottom and stopped in front of him. Close. His eyes on my face now, reading whatever was in it.

"Missed me, Daddy?"

The corner of his mouth moved. One beat of silence — the kind that meant he'd clocked the brattiness and was deciding what to do with it — and then his hand came to my jaw and he kissed me.

Wet and slow and unhurried, the way he always kissed me when he'd been thinking about it, his thumb at my chin holding me exactly where he wanted, his other hand sliding down my back and under the micro skirt and finding my ass and soon he had both his palms on them, kneading slow, the gingham fabric bunching up at my waist. I made a sound against his mouth and my clitty ground against his trousers and he tightened his grip on my ass and kept going. No urgency. Just Daddy reacquainting himself with what was his, taking his time about it, his mouth making me forget every single thing I'd rehearsed on the way here.

He pulled back when he decided he was done. His hands still on my ass under the skirt, thumbs pressing into the flesh of it.

He looked at my face. "You bet I did,"

I blushed, my cheeks had already turned pink from the attention and the kiss, and now they probably matched the gingham. He led me by the hand still on my ass to the sitting room.

The sitting room was lit low the way he kept it on Thursdays — one lamp, the rest dark, the particular quality of a room that knew what it was for. He settled into his chair and crossed one ankle over his knee and looked at me.

"Fix me a drink, babygirl."

The whiskey was where it always was — the crystal decanter on the side cabinet, the heavy-bottomed glass beside it. I went to it. I was acutely aware of how I looked walking in the heels across the room to pour his drink — the gingham skirt barely covering my ass with every step, the crop leaving my stomach bare, my clitty still hard and making a wet problem in the g-string that the skirt's short hem was doing absolutely nothing to hide from a man sitting at eye level with all of it. I felt his eyes on me the whole way. On my ass. On the backs of my thighs above the heels. On my clitty when I turned to reach for the decanter and the skirt shifted and gave him the full picture.

I poured two fingers. Steady hands, which was an achievement.

I crossed back to him and held the glass out. He didn't take it immediately. He let me stand there in front of him holding his drink while his eyes went over me the way they had at the bottom of the stairs — unhurried, possessive, taking inventory. The choker at my throat. The red checkered crop. The gingham skirt that was more concept than coverage. My clitty, hard and leaking and utterly obvious, the g-string a polite fiction at this point.

He took the glass.

"Good girl," he said.

My clitty dripped.

"Now turn around," he said.

I turned. Slow. The micro skirt shifting with my hips, barely covering anything on the way round. Behind me — nothing, just the weight of his attention, which was its own kind of pressure on the back of my neck. I completed the turn and faced him.

His hand was on his cock over his trousers, just resting there, a loose grip, stroking once, slow, like he hadn't decided to do it so much as his hand had gone there on its own. His eyes came up to my face like he'd been expecting me to notice and wasn't bothered either way.

"Come here." he said,

I went to him. Stopped in front of his chair, close, the heels putting me at a height where I had to look down at him slightly, which he'd never minded and I'd always found made the drop to my knees feel further. His hand came to my hip — one hand, flat, feeling the gingham fabric and what was under it. His thumb hooked the hem of the skirt and lifted it a half inch and looked at what the g-string was failing to contain and made a low sound that wasn't quite a laugh.

"Italy’s agreeing with you," he said. Not a question.

"Yes Daddy," I replied in half-a-moan.

His thumb moved once along my hip bone. Then his eyes came up to my face.

"You're not the same girl who left," he said.

I felt it in my clitty before I felt it anywhere else. The truth of it. The specific way he said things that were already facts and had been for weeks and were only now being confirmed out loud.

"I’m the same girl, Daddy," I fake-pouted.

He looked at me for a long moment. His thumb still at my hip.

"No," he said. He reached up and took my wrist and pulled me down onto his lap in one easy motion, my back to his chest, one of his arms coming around me from behind. His mouth at my ear. "Better."

My clitty flooded the g-string. I felt the wet of it against the fabric and pressed my thighs together and sat very still in his lap in the low light and breathed.

His hands moved.

Not to where I expected.

His right hand moved from my hip to the front of the gingham skirt and just rested there. Flat. Feeling. The heat of my clitty through the fabric was obvious — had been obvious since Italy, since the stairs, since the moment his key hit the lock — and he took his time with it, pressing his palm in slow, letting me feel the pressure before he did anything at all. My clitty pushed back against his hand like it had been waiting just for this.

He peeled the skirt up. Nudged the g-string aside with two fingers. And wrapped his hand around my clitty bare skin on skin, and I stopped breathing entirely.

I made a sound I hadn't planned and grabbed his wrist.

He'd never done this. Two years. Two years of Thursdays and at times whole weekends and his cock in my pussy and his hand in my hair and his voice telling me exactly what I was — and he had never once touched my clitty directly. Not like this. His large thick fingers around something that small, that sensitive, stroking once, slow, base to tip, his thumb pressing into the underside.

"Oh— Daddy—"

"Shh," he said. His mouth at my ear. He stroked again. My whole body had gone rigid and then liquid and I was leaking precum onto his hand before he'd done anything at all.

He kept going. Not trying to get me anywhere fast, just learning the feel of it. His thumb circling the head and I grabbed his forearm with both hands and held on.

"Tell me about Italy," he said.

I blinked. "What?"

"About Vittorio and everything that night." His hand stilled. Just holding. "Tell me what it felt like."

"It felt—" I started, and his hand moved again, one slow stroke, and the sentence dissolved. "It felt like being taken apart. He was so — Daddy his hands were so—"

"Keep going."

"His hands were so big. When he held my face." His thumb pressed into the underside of my clitty and I whimpered. "I didn't — I'd never had anyone look at me like that. Like I was something he'd been thinking about."

"What else?"

"His cock." I felt Daddy's cock hard beneath me through his trousers and pressed down against it. "He was thick. Thicker than I thought. When he first pushed in I—" Daddy's hand tightened and I gasped. "I couldn't think. I could just feel. All of it."

"You came for him."

"Yes Daddy." My clitty was leaking steadily now, his fist slick with it. "Before you even— I came before you were inside me. Just from him."

His hand left my clitty.

I made an embarrassing noise. His fingers went to my nipple through the crop top instead — pinching once, rolling it — and I arched back against his chest and the loss of his hand was its own specific torture.

"Tell me about the spitroast," he said. His mouth at my neck, lips barely touching.

"Daddy—"

"Tell me."

I pressed my thighs together and tried to find the words with his fingers on my nipple and his cock hard beneath my ass. "Being in the middle of both of you. Your cock in my pussy and his in my mouth and I couldn't tell which way I wanted to push. I wanted more of both of you at the same time. I wanted—" His hand left my nipple and went back to my clitty and I cried out. "I wanted to be used by both of you forever. I didn't want it to stop—"

"Did you think about me?" he said. Stroking. Slow. "When he had you the first time. Before I was inside you."

"Yes." No hesitation. "I thought about your face. About you watching."

His hand moved faster. His mouth found the side of my neck and bit down, not hard, just enough, and I felt the build coming — not the deep internal wave, this was sharper, brighter, gathering in the length of my clitty itself, in two years of Thursdays and Italy and his hand on me for the first time like this.

"Daddy I'm going to—"

"I know," he said. Still moving. "Tell me the last thing."

"What—"

"The thing you haven't said." His lips at my ear. "The thing you thought on the plane home."

My clitty was so hard it hurt. His fist moving, slick and warm, his cock a thick ridge beneath me that I was grinding against.

"That I didn't want to go back," I moaned. "That I wanted to stay. That two years ago I was just Clarence sitting in a miniskirt not knowing my own name and now I'm yours and I don't know how to be anything else and I don't want to be. I don't want to be anything else, Daddy. Ever."

He didn't answer. He stroked more instead — hard, fast, base to tip — and pressed his thumb into the head and he kept going.

I cummed still on his lap in the gingham skirt and the come-fuck-me heels with his fist wrapped around my clitty and his cock hard beneath my ass. It hit sharp and bright and I couldn't stop it and didn't try — my clitty pulsing in his hand, cum striping his fingers in short hot spurts, my heels leaving the floor, my whole body shaking and my mouth saying Daddy Daddy Daddy with whatever breath I had left. He kept his hand moving through all of it, slow and steady, milking every last drop out of me until I'd gone completely limp against his chest and the only sound in the room was me trying to remember how to breathe.

His hand was a mess. Cum across his knuckles, down his fingers, pooling at his wrist.

He lifted it in front of my face and waited.

I knew what he wanted. My mouth opened and I took his first two thick fingers in and licked them clean — tasting myself, salt-warm, his skin against my tongue, his other arm solid around my waist keeping me upright while I did it. I worked through every finger. Thorough. His thumb last, pulling it slowly from between my lips when I'd gotten all of it.

He looked at his hand. Clean.

Beneath me his cock shifted — thick and hard and done being patient.

"Get on the chair," he said. "Knees."

I got up on unsteady legs and turned and knelt on the seat with both hands on the chair back, the gingham skirt flipped up over my ass, g-string pulled aside, my pussy open and still pulsing. I heard him behind me — his belt, his zip, the squirt of the lube bottle, one hand at my hip — and then the head of his cock pressing against my pussy and pushing in without ceremony, filling me in one long stroke that made me drop my head and groan into the chair back.

He wasn't going slow.

He'd been hard through all of it — through every word I'd given him, every confession, every stroke of his hand on my clitty — and now he fucked me like a man burning through the last of his patience. Deep, hard, his hands gripping my hips and pulling me back onto him, my ass rippling with every thrust, the short checkered skirt bunched at my waist and the choker still at my throat and the come-fuck-me heels still on my feet.

It didn't take long. His grip tightened, his rhythm stuttered, and he pulled out and came across my ass — across both cheeks, across my gaping pussy, one last spurt catching the small of my back. I stayed on my knees with my ass in the air and felt it cooling on my skin and thought: yes. That. This. Him.

He smoothed his hand once across my ass — not wiping, just touching — and stepped back.

"That pussy's still mine," he said. "All of it."

My pussy clenched on nothing.

"Always Daddy" I moaned as I felt his cum leaking out of my, no, his pussy.


Chapter VI

The hot tub after the delicious fuck was Daddy's idea.

I'd been draped across him on the sitting room couch, his cum already drying on my ass and the back of my thigh, still in the gingham skirt because he hadn't told me to move and I hadn't wanted to, and he'd said: hot tub  the way he said most things — not a question, not an invitation, just a thing that was now happening.

So.

I was upstairs in the en suite, cleaning up, stepping out of the gingham skirt and the ruined g-string, doing a quick wash because I was not getting into Daddy's hot tub with his cum sliding down my leg like that, not if I could help it. Checked my makeup in the mirror. Still good — mostly. I'd cried a little mid-fuck, the way I sometimes did, which had done absolutely nothing to my mascara because I'd learned by now to use the waterproof kind on Thursdays. Touched up my lip gloss. Twisted my hair up, let it fall back down, twisted it again and left it.

The hot pink bikini was in the second drawer, right where I'd put it after laundry one Thursday before the Italy trip.

I'd bought it a few months ago in the same window-shopping spiral that had produced the gingham set and two other things I hadn't worn yet. The ruffle top was obscene in exactly the right way — double-tiered hot pink ruffles at the bust, halterneck tie at the back of my neck, the kind of top that looks sweetly girly until you have it on and then it is just tits , or the suggestion of tits, which on me read as something better because of what I didn't have there and what the ruffle hid and framed at the same time. The bottoms were side-tie string, barely there, sitting low on my hip bones.

I looked at myself in the full-length mirror.

The ruffles sat exactly where they were supposed to. The strings at my hips. The way the hot pink popped against my skin. I looked like something Daddy had ordered and had delivered perfectly. My clitty was already pressing against the fabric before I'd finished tying the strings — a slow throb, insistent, leaking a little at the tip just from looking. I was going to be half-hard in a hot tub with Daddy for the next hour, which was basically just a Thursday.

I found the robe on the hook behind the door — short, silky, prints of tiny cherries, completely see-through in any real light — and wrapped it around myself because the August night had a little bite to it outside and also because walking downstairs with just the bikini on made me feel like I was performing for an audience that wasn't there yet, and I wasn't in the mood to perform for no one.

Daddy was already outside.

He'd pulled the cover off the hot tub and gotten in without ceremony, sitting with one arm along the lip of it and a glass of his whiskey on the tile beside him, not looking at me as I came through the back door and down the two steps to the garden. The water was lit from underneath, blue-white, turning the steam rising off it into something almost visible. His shoulders and chest were above the waterline, the rest of him submerged and loose.

The garden was private. High fence, nothing overlooking it, the house closed in on three sides. This was the point of this house — it was his , end to end, no shared walls, no neighbors with sightlines. I'd understood that in the first ten minutes of the first Thursday here.

I untied the robe and let it drop from my shoulders. Took my time hanging it over the chair. I could feel his eyes on my back, my ass, the string of the bikini bottom disappearing between my cheeks. I didn't rush. I stepped to the edge and got in.

The heat hit me immediately — that full-body immersion that makes you gasp a little on the way down and then just melt . I made a sound that was embarrassingly satisfied. Settled across from him in the curved seat, the water up to my collarbones, my legs floating slightly.

He kept looking at me.

His eyes now went to the bikini top first — just a second, just the way they moved when he clocked something — and then to my face.

"I'm never going to get tired of looking at you. Not dressed like that," he said.

And all I'd done was throw on this bikini. My clitty stirred against the fabric of the bikini bottom as I blushed, pre-cum already dotting the inside of the fabric more than it already had.

It's so easy to turn men on, you just gotta be sexy.

We sat like that for a while. The water moved with little pulses from the jets. The garden was quiet — just the sound of the water and the distant nothing of a street that barely registered as a street. I floated my hands just below the surface and watched the steam rise and felt the particular quality of a Thursday that was winding down. Loose. Warm. Slightly dazed. The specific peace of a body that has been thoroughly used and is now resting in the evidence of it.

My pussy still felt open. That was the word for it, the honest word — not sore exactly, just aware of itself, every small shift of the water a reminder. My clitty was still half-hard against the bikini bottom. Had been since I got in. I'd stopped expecting that to change.

He'd moved at some point. I hadn't registered when, but he was closer — not quite beside me, more diagonal, his arm still along the rim and his leg brushing mine under the water. The heat of his skin came through the water differently than the water's own heat. His leg was just there, not doing anything, making contact. I felt it the whole time.

I turned my head and looked at his profile.

"Daddy."

"Mm."

"Better than Italy."

The corner of his mouth moved. "High praise."

"Don't let it go to your head."

He chuckled and looked at me then. Full-on, one of those slow looks that started at my face and went down — the ruffles floating at the surface, the hot pink disappearing underwater — and back up.

I thought about how the certainty of Thursdays had become the only thing I looked forward to throughout the week — Thursday , which was his , which had always been his, which he'd handed to me as a gift wrapped in a routine — and my clitty pressed tight against the bikini fabric. I pressed my thighs together under the water and tried not to make it obvious and he watched me try not to make it obvious and said nothing, which was worse and also better.

We'd moved again, somehow. The incremental drift of bodies in warm water that ends with me against his side, his arm around my shoulder, my cheek against the wet skin of his neck. He smelled like the water and the spice soap he used and underneath both of those things just him , which I had completely stopped being able to describe objectively about a year and a half ago. The smell of him had gotten inside some part of my brain that I didn't have voluntary access to. It just happened — I got near him, I smelled it, my body responded before my brain had finished processing.

I nuzzled into his jaw. He tilted his head just enough to give me more of it.

His hand came to my waist under the water. Not gripping. Not leading anywhere. Just resting, his thumb making one slow circle against my hip bone and stopping.

"Daddy—"

"Don't."

"I wasn't going to say anything."

"I know what you weren't going to say."

I smiled against his neck. He pressed his mouth to the top of my head, brief, and then his hand left my hip and came to the back of my neck — just resting there, the weight of his palm at my nape, and that was the thing that got me every single time without fail, that specific placement, the hand that didn't do anything except be exactly there. Something in my body went liquid and quiet simultaneously. Two things at once. I'd given up trying to explain it to myself.

My pre-cum was out at a slow pulsing stream against the bikini fabric. Leaking into the water probably. I didn't care. That was just a Thursday too.

I was floating.

It was a Thursday evening that was mine, specifically mine, and I was warm and held and still faintly aching from the fuck and still faintly buzzing from the orgasm that had come before it, and the week at my parents' place already felt like something that had happened to someone slightly adjacent to me. My mother's eyes across the kitchen table this morning — that long look over her coffee cup, the one where she clocked the something she couldn't name and decided not to ask about it. I'd be back there tomorrow. I'd take the boy trainers out of the closet and put Clarence's clothes back on, do the drive home and make up something about whose place I'd crashed at.

But that was tomorrow.

Right now the water was warm and his hand was at my nape and my clitty was leaking sweetly into the bikini and I was exactly what I was supposed to be, which was his, which was the only thing I'd wanted to be since the night in the back office of a gay club with a borrowed skirt and a mask in my lap and his voice in my ear saying every time you say it you're going to feel it right here .

I'd felt it every time.

I felt it now.

The doorbell rang.

I felt Daddy go still first — that specific quality of stillness that was different from his resting stillness, the one with something underneath it. Not the loose, thinking stillness of a man lying on his back watching the ceiling. The other kind. The kind with weight.

His hand didn't move from my neck.

The bell again.

I lifted my head. His jaw had gone slightly set. His eyes were on the back of the house, somewhere past the garden lights, past the fence. Not alarmed. Not anything I could name immediately. Calculating.

"Go see who that is."

I looked at him.

His eyes came to me. Steady.

"Go on," he said. Not impatient. Not worried. Just the command in its cleanest form — stripped of everything except the fact of it.

I got out of the water. I felt his eyes on me the whole way up — the bikini bottom riding between my cheeks as I climbed out, the ruffle top dark and plastered to my chest from the water.

The cold air hit me the second I cleared the surface — August had gone cool after dark and I felt it all at once on my wet skin, my shoulders, the tops of my thighs, every inch of me the water had been keeping. I grabbed the robe from the chair and pulled it on fast, the thin fabric going instantly transparent where it hit my wet body, plastering to my stomach and the front of the bottoms and the ruffle of the top, so that I was covered in the barest technical sense only.

My clitty had gone soft somewhere in the last thirty seconds. Something about the doorbell at ten o'clock on a Thursday at Daddy's private house, the house that nobody came to, the house with the high fence and no sightlines.

I shoved my feet into the pom-pom slippers that I wear around the house and went through the back door, across the kitchen — lights all low, the house quiet around me, no sound of Daddy behind me yet — down the short hall to the front door.

Stood there with my hand on the handle.

My heart was doing something.

I didn't know what I was about to open the door to. An accident. A wrong address. One of his guys with something that couldn't wait. A problem.

Or something else.

I didn't know why something else  was the thought that had landed the heaviest, but it had, and it sat in my chest with its own specific gravity while I stood in the hall in a see-through robe with my hair still wet and the residue of a Thursday all over me.

The bell rang a third time.

I opened the door.

The woman on the other side was beautiful in a way that hit me somewhere inconvenient at the moment. She was tall — not Daddy-tall but taller than me, which was not hard to achieve — dark hair cut to her jaw, a thin blouse under an open jacket that did nothing to hide the fact that she had a body worth hiding. Jeans. Heels that looked casual from a distance and expensive from this near. She struck as the kind of woman who doesn't have to try and knows it — and knows you know it too.

She looked at me.

Not the look of someone arriving at the wrong house. The look of someone who had been entirely correct about where they were going and had found something they'd been curious about and was now making sense of what they'd found.

Her eyes moved — face, wet hair plastered to my neck, the cherry robe stuck to the wet bikini, the outline of the ruffle top visible through it, the string ties at my hips, bare feet in the pom-poms — slow, deliberate, all the way down and back up. My clitty stirred. I hated that it did. Her mouth curved. Just slightly. Just the leading edge of an expression that she wasn't in a hurry to complete.

"So," she said. Her accent was French, clean and unhurried. "You must be the new girl."

The word new  landed somewhere specific. Not unkind. Just precise, the way a measurement is precise — nothing personal about it, just the fact of the number.

I stood in the doorway in a soaking wet bikini and a see-through robe while the woman whose boots I now know I'd been wearing this whole time stood on Daddy's front step smiling at my feet — and that’s when it finally fully clicked to me. The posture. The way she held herself. The particular patience in her eyes. That's when it hit me — the girl before me was also a girl  like me. She wasn't a woman at all. She was exactly what I was.

Behind me, I heard the back door. Daddy's footsteps, quiet, on the wooden floor. The soft sound of a Glock being set down on the counter.

The woman looked past me. "Hi, Daddy."

I felt him shift behind me — not much, just the quality of the air changing at my back. When he spoke his voice was even.

"Céleste."

Her smile completed itself. Then her eyes came back to me.

Her gaze dropped to my feet in the fur.

"I hope the leather black thigh-high boots I left fit you." A beat. "You have pretty feet."

My clitty stirred against the wet fabric.

She had said you have pretty feet  like it was the most natural thing. Like she knew what it meant to have someone notice them. Like she'd been noticed that way herself.

I was aware of exactly what I looked like — wet robe sheer across the bikini ruffle, hot pink strings visible at my hips, hair curling at my neck, lip gloss long gone. Pre-cum a slow fact in the bikini bottom. I looked like what I was. She looked like she already knew that.

I didn't turn around to look at Daddy. I knew he was just a couple of feet behind me, I could feel the heat of his wet body.

I was standing in the door of the man we had both belonged to, and she was giving me time to catch up. Not the patience of someone waiting to be invited in. The patience of someone who had stood in a doorway like this once and remembered what it felt like from the other side.

My clitty had gone half-hard against the wet bikini bottom and I hated that. I hated that my body was doing that now , in this doorway, looking at her.

She was still looking at me. Patient, unhurried, that half-smile that had been here before — some version of this, some other girl in some other doorway — and knew exactly how it ended.

Behind me Daddy had gone very still. The kind of still that meant this was news to him too.

I didn't know what she wanted. I didn't know what Daddy's face looked like right now and I was too afraid to turn around and find out. I didn't know if she was back for good or back for him or back for something else entirely — something that had nothing to do with me and everything to do with the fact that she had left a pair of boots in his wardrobe three years ago and never stopped being his.

The boots that were on the wardrobe shelf upstairs.

The boots that fit me perfectly.

And I still  hadn't said a word.

***

Loved spending this time with you, reader. If you enjoyed the ride, a quick rating or review goes a long way in helping others find the series. It means everything.

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


Also Read:  

The Feminized Cuckold Collection !

[image: ]

Not every husband is meant to lead. Some are meant to serve. 

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

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

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

Get ready to kneel. The training starts now. 

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

***


Also, check out the 13-part long, steamy, slow-burning feminization series 

Feminized for Luxury: Danielle’s Sissy Escort Life 

[image: ]

Danielle didn’t know what she was getting into when she stepped into Ms. Samantha’s world, but now, there’s no turning back. Feminized for Luxury follows Danielle’s slow and sensual transformation, as she’s molded into the perfect working girl at an exclusive, high-end sissy escort agency. With fellow sissy Crystal’s playful teasing and Ms. Samantha’s firm guidance, Danielle learns to embrace her femininity and step into her new role. 

But it’s not just the transformation—soon, Danielle’s life is all about pleasing the agency’s elite clients. Wealthy and powerful, they know exactly what they want, and Danielle is learning how to give it to them in style. Each chapter brings her closer to her true self, as she navigates the seductive, luxurious world of high-paying clients, stunning outfits, and irresistible opportunities. 

This slow-burn feminization story is full of teasing, tension, and moments that will leave you hooked. Welcome to Danielle’s new life, where glamour, desire, and indulgence are just the beginning. 

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


Also checkout the tasty BBC Daddy and his Sissy series:  

Feminized by a BBC Daddy/Roommate !”

[image: ]

Fresh out of high school and kicked out of the house, a petite, young, beautiful blonde named Patrick finds himself looking for a roommate to share the rent on his new apartment. 

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

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

Read the first step in her steamy feminization tale, told in almost 10K words now. 

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

*** 


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Sissy Joey is a talented and captivating author whose passion lies in the realm of feminization erotica. With a unique perspective and personal experiences, she brings a refreshing and authentic voice to the world of sissy and feminization literature. Whether you are a longtime lover of feminization erotica or a curious newcomer to the genre, Sissy Joey welcomes you into a world of tantalizing exploration, where secrets are revealed, boundaries are pushed, and authentic desires are celebrated. Step into the pages of  Sissy Joey's works and

embark on a hot and sexy journey.

Connect With Sissy Joey via Reddit .
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