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DISCLAIMER:

All the characters involved in this fiction are above the legal age of 18 and the story involves only consenting adults. This story contains the concepts Sissification, Feminization, Gentle Domination, Old/Young Relationship, Lingerie Fetish, Group Play, Power Play among other kinks & fetishes associated with the ones listed.


CHAPTER 1:

“Ahhh Baby! Yes… Please don’t stop, I’m so close” I screamed in pleasure as my 4 inch ‘clitty’ (that’s how he wanted me to refer to it as) oozed in the tight red satin panties as my husband was popping my cherry on our wedding night. My eyes went up in pleasure as my whole body shook in the aftermath. In that split moment, I thought about how my Life was so different a month back.

1 Month Ago

“Mr. Patel! The usual?” I asked over to the 40 year old Indian man, who was a regular at the diner.

“Yes Ben!” He replied politely as usual. I punched in the order and the kitchen started preparing it. I usually chat with him while his order gets cooked because the diner is usually empty around 11 when he comes in to get his breakfast. Today I was particularly in a very bad space. He must’ve guessed it. “Is everything alright Ben?” He asked me sincerely. He was the first person  to notice. As soon as he completed that sentence, my eyes grew wet and I was dangerously on the brink of breaking down. He sensed it. “You’ve got a break coming up? We can talk if you’d like to!” He once again said very sincerely. His order came just in. I handed it over to him and said, wiping my eyes “Give me 5 minutes and I’ll meet you by the parking lot?” He nodded with a caring smile and walked out.

5 minutes later I walked through the back door into the parking lot to find him sitting at one of the stone benches. He stood up as I walked to him, without a word he just hugged me, my thin body molded into him and I broke down crying. He patted and soothed me. After a few moments he released me and we both sat down and I started talking. I had just been kicked out from my crappy apartment a couple of days ago as I could no longer afford the rent. I didn’t have any friends or family where I could crash temporarily. My dad had moved to Europe to find work a year back after my mother passed away from a long battle with cancer. He offered to take me with him there, but I had just moved into the second year of my Arts Degree at the local Uni and wanted to stay back and complete it. Also I didn’t really want to leave the country. My only familial tie got cut off when he moved and this was almost 2 years back. After graduating, I couldn’t really find any jobs, the student loans piled up quickly along with my credit card bills and here I was stuck at a minimum wage salary. I have been sleeping in my beat down car here in the parking lot since. That was a first for me and I hated it. Constantly worrying about getting mugged and losing what little I had left. I was at the lowest of lows of my life already and I was just 21. I hated being there. He listened to my ramblings patiently for close to 10mins. The manager opened the back door and screamed to let me know my break was almost over. Mr. Patel didn’t speak a single word all throughout those 10mins. Once the manager went back inside. He spoke

“Ben, why don’t you drop by my house after your shift. I’ll try and find you some work. Trust me, things will become better. They always do in life, all you have to do is to not lose your hope.” And then he took out a tissue from his order bag and jotted down his address, while handing it down to me “When does your shift end?” He asked.

I wiped the last few tears away and got the tissue with the address from him. “It ends at 5!” I said.

“Then I’ll see you at 5:30 this evening.” He said smiling as he got up. I stood up along with him. He gave me another hug and walked towards his car, which was a burly looking shiny black Mercedes G-Class. For the first time after so long I felt hopeful. I folded the tissue and kept it in my jean pocket and walked back into the diner.

The shift ended faster than I had expected. It was a busy day and my legs were already sore from standing all day. I got into my car that smelled foul from me sleeping in it for the last two nights. I rolled down my windows as I started for his house. After about 30 mins of navigating through. I was finally at the front of a very large metal gate at the end of a cul-de-sac. I had passed a few such gates on this long street before I ended up in front of his, I pressed the intercom and I heard him from the other side in a second. He opened up the gates and I started driving down the long driveway. The house was well hidden within the big trees all along the driveway. The house finally came into view. It was more like a mansion than a house. Two storeyed building that must’ve been at least 15,000 square feet in spread situated right in the middle of a few acres of well maintained grounds. The edges of the property was compounded around with at least 20 feet high smooth stonewalls, and had greenery everywhere. ‘Why would a person living in such a house, drive down everyday for Waffles and Bacon at that diner’ I thought to myself. I parked the car and got down, and the large doors of the house opened right in time with that. Mr. Patel stood at the door with a warm smile dressed in a pair of T-shirt and shorts. As I walked up to the grand doorway, He hugged me once again “Welcome home Ben!” He said warmly as he guided me into the massive house with a hand on my small back. I was awestruck with the house. It was big yet felt comfy. Tastefully decorated with a minimalist theme. He took me over to the living room and made me sit in a comfy chair and sat opposite to me. He started

“Well Ben, Let’s get straight to business. I do have an offer for you…” I instantly felt a surge of relief combined with happiness hearing those words “you’ll be a contracted worker for me. It pays around $10,000 a month, so that’s around $120K a year, pre-tax.”  My eyes went wide in excitement. I haven’t felt this feeling of joy in the last few years. I could finally feel myself escaping from my pit of despair. He continued “But it’s an odd job! Something that you don’t hear being offered usually.” He finished.

Now it was my turn “Mr.Patel, it doesn’t matter. As long as it doesn’t put my life in danger, I’m up to do anything. Any job! I’ll do anything.”

He raised one of his eyebrows in surprise. And then took out a single piece of paper from the side table and slid it over to me with a pen. “Before I can tell you more about the offer. I’ll need you to sign this NDA. It’s the usual one, go through it. It’s to protect both you and me from any silly trouble that could arise. It’s just to make sure that, Whatever we speak after this point remains confidential and stays between us two.”

I glanced through the paper, it was a boilerplate. And I just signed it, and handed it back to him. He too signed on it, “You’ll receive a copy of it shortly.” He said after putting it aside. I was getting a little nervous now, waiting to hear more about this job offer that could change my life forever. After relaxing himself for a moment he started again.

"The offer is, I want you to be my wife for five years. Dress and live as a woman, you will have to be my wife 24/7." He said without showing any expression. I was dumbfounded. This came out of nowhere. He just sat there and looked at me, like he was reading me. After contemplating and trying to find words for a few minutes. I finally spoke..

"What? Your.. your wife. Are you nuts? How?" I said in confusion with a slight anger.

"Look at this." He took out an iPad from the same side table he took the NDA from and turned the screen towards me. On the screen, an image of a very effeminate looking man appeared. It morphed into a beautiful looking blonde. The pictures kept changing from before and after showing the transformation, after a few seconds of this comparison You could finally see it was the same person.

"That was Bran before and after he became Michele. That was five years ago. You’ll be replacing her!" He said in a simple matter of fact tone.

I felt a chill go through my spine.

"Where is she now? What did you do to her Mr. Patel? Why is she being replaced?"

"What? You think I'm a murderer?” He let out a small laugh “No, she left last month. She's going back to live as a man. It was her choice. She was with me for five good years. Before we started our contract, I agreed after it was over, if she wanted, she could go back. I paid her a couple of million as a thank you. I'm no murderer Ben, I just happened to be gay."

"Well I'm not." I shot back.

"Nor was Bran. I think he was bi when he left though." He said contemplating that back in his head

"Why can't you just find a gay guy then? Why do they need to be dressed as women?"

"I run a big fund. It's still a macho environment, hardly any women in my line of work. If you look at the richest people, there are hardly any gay billionaires. You can count them with your fingers, that's how few there are. I need companionship, sex, and even love. However, the business world still thinks I'm straight. It has to be kept that way."

"Listen, if it's a choice of spending the rest of my life sleeping in my car or getting my bits chopped off to sleep with you for five years, sleeping in the car wins."

"Who said anything about chopping off anything Ben?” He said quizzically “I'm gay! if you had anything missing, I won’t be into it. I quite fancy you as you are. So no chopping of anything! only a few minor surgeries. Some small work on your face, breast and perhaps some hip implants. All removable and completely reversible." He finished.

“But I'm not gay. I could never sleep with a man.” I said, almost half convinced after hearing his words.

“How do you know? Have you ever tried it before? Listen, five years in a life of luxury as a woman. Doing everything a wife would do for her husband, or the rest of your life on minimum wage and working too hard to make ends meet and failing to do it. With this current job market, you’d probably never get a job and your student loans and credit card debts will be hanging over your head like a knife waiting to drop. Oh, and after five years, if you want to leave, you can, and in addition to your monthly salary, I'll give you three million as a parting gift.”

A lump formed in my throat hearing that and I choked.

“Three million! Three million dollars?!”

“Yes! I’m a billionaire already, Three million won't make a dent in my fortune, but I suspect it would mean the world to you. Head over to the first floor, and open up the first door to your right. Take a shower in the attached bathroom, I left some products for you to use there, once you’re done, I left something sexy for you to wear for me tonight in the closet. I guessed your size and picked it up on my way back from the diner this morning…”

I was annoyed.

"How long have you been planning this for?"

"Ever since the first time I saw you in that diner a month ago… So, What's it going to be?" He asked.

I thought for a moment. This money would change everything for me. I took a long breath, "I'll try, but if I hate it, I’ll want to renegotiate." I said.

"Well, we'll see! Meet me in our bedroom on the end of the first floor when you're ready. I’ll have your contract ready to sign there." He said and stood up and started walking towards the stairs. I followed him meekly.

As I climbed the stairs, I couldn't believe I was actually going to do this. Then I thought, ‘Women go with men all the time for money or power.’ I would only be doing something similar. If I could see it out, I would be having three million plus the $600K I’ll be receiving as a monthly pay by the time I’m 26. I would be set for life.

On the top of the stairs he pointed me towards a door, and walked away to his, no our bedroom. I opened the door to the guest room and headed for the shower. I found some depilatory cream in the bathroom counter, he obviously wanted me smooth everywhere. I covered my whole body in the strong smelling cream and waited for five minutes for it to work. I showered it off, I saw the foamy cream wash down from my thin body and down to the drain with my sparse body hair, I then washed my hair and body with the lavender smelling shower gel. My skin felt so smooth and soft and I smelled so feminine. After drying myself with the fluffy towel I found in the bathroom, I walked back into the bedroom. I found there were some makeup products lined up in front of a vanity mirror with an iPad by the side already loaded with a basic makeup tutorial.

I sat down in front of the vanity and attempted the makeup while watching and following the video tutorial. After almost 30 mins and after multiple tries. I now made a passable woman. My blonde hair was already shoulder length, with it parted at the side I looked more feminine.

I then opened up the small closet doors and found what he wanted me to wear. As I drew the black silk stay up stockings I shivered. I had never experienced sensual feelings like this. The pink ‘fleur de mal’ velvet teddy with black lace trimmings felt amazing on my hairless skin as I slipped it on. The velvet silk made my nipples erect instantly. Next came the matching pink pleated velvet French knickers with matching black lace trimming at the edges . They seemed to hug and caress my bottom as I moved in them. My 4 inch cock grew ridged. Every step I took wearing all of this was a sensory overload.

I found a pair of very sexy looking pink 2-inch heel sandals with silver stone studs along its pointed toes and the thin ankle straps in the closet. I carefully walked around the room to get used to them. I felt so sexy. I was getting turned on by my own feminine image in the mirror.

I put on the final piece for my ensemble. A black and pink silk robe that ended mid thigh showing off my stocking tops, I walked over and knocked on the door of Mr.Patel’s room en femme.

"Come in Trisha."

I opened the doors and saw Mr.Patel naked on the bed showing off his burly dad-bod, except for a pair of royal silk boxers.

"Trisha?"

"Yes, that's what I’ll be going to call you from now. You'll be my wife, and your name is Trisha. When we mould and polish you a little, you will go out with me. You will go to the finest restaurants and exclusive events. Holiday on my yacht in the Mediterranean Sea and fly on my private jet everywhere."

These were things I hadn't considered. A billionaire’s lifestyle, but as a woman. As his personal fuck toy for 5 years. Would it be that bad?

I sat on the bed. My robe slightly opened showing my sexy baby doll underneath. Mr. Patel handed me the contract. I quickly glanced through it without really putting a lot of mind to it. I signed it. He signed it then handed me a copy, he then sat up and wrapped his strong arms around my tiny body. “We’ll be getting married exactly in a month, I'll get Lindsey to come and start teaching you a few things from tomorrow. To prepare you!"

"Who's Lindsey?" I asked in confusion.

"She's a British beautician. She will teach you about makeup, hair care and style. Michele loved her. She knows all about me, and what I exactly like. I pay her very well to keep things discreet, she also has a contract signed. So don't worry about your; our, secret getting out." He kissed

me gently in my neck. “And I’ll be popping your cherry on our marriage night. You’ll be my virgin wife.”

I couldn't help sighing as I tilted my head. Why did I feel so feminine? Why was this turning me on? Was I gay? Or Was I just simply doing all of this for the pot of gold promised at the end?

Mr.Patel’s hands slipped the robe from my shoulders. His hands found my erect sensitive nipples. He gently tweaked and tugged them, taking me to a new high.

"Ohhhh, that feels nice."

"Don't worry Trish. I'll be very gentle. We won't go too far tonight."

His right hand slipped down to my satin knickers. I groaned as Mr.Patel held my cock through the soft silk. Slowly he started to rub me through that sexy material. I grew to my full four inches. I was breathing hard. His left hand continued tweaking my nipple. These silky clothes, touching me all over. I rubbed my silk stockings covered legs together. That sent me over the edge. My legs kept straightening out, my toes were pointed and I came. I felt myself pumping vigorously into my knickers. I almost passed out from the feeling. I’ve never felt this sensual before.

Mr. Patel slowed down and handed me a tissue. One of his hands was still playing with my nipples through the sexy velvet babydoll, and he still held me closely in his arms.

"There you are. Clean up, it's my turn now. "

I wiped up my mess and turned to see Mr.Patel naked. His 9-inch veiny tool standing straight up.

"Just touch it, Trish! Stroke it first and then use your mouth."

With a little fear, and perhaps repulsion. I wrapped my fist around it. It wasn't as bad as I had feared. I could do this. I used one hand to stroke and the other to play with the large straining helmet.

"That feels so good, Trish. Now use that cute mouth."

I got between his knees and stared down at my first cock. Part of me said ‘women do this all the time, just get on with it.’ Another part said. ‘You will be a cocksucker now. You'll never be a real man again.’ The part that finally won said ‘Three million fucking dollars Ben. You will never have to work again in your life.’

I engulfed Mr.Patel’s cock. I could only get half of it into my mouth. Part of my brain screamed no. As my lips and tongue continue to go to work, I thought about it. I would have to do this every day for five years. Five years of sucking a man, and probably quite a lot more. While living the life of a rich beautiful woman. Eating the finest of foods, wearing the finest of clothes.

I felt Mr.Patel spurting into my mouth, it didn’t taste as bad as I had imagined. As I swallowed it down, I thought, ‘Yes! I could put up with it. For the money and the lifestyle. I, Ben could. Or rather Trish could, because in front of her was living for Five Years as Mr.Patel’s Wife.

After they had their first intimate time together. Trish went to brush her teeth. She looked down and saw she was rock hard again in the sexy panties. It had turned her on? She just supposed it was the soft silk underwear.

"Come back to bed, Trish. I want to cuddle my babygirl."

She wasn't sure how she felt about that. She had just got used to the idea of having to have sex with Simon. She had even worked out she would be getting about $300 a day for doing it over five years.

If you added the finest of foods and the expensive drinks money could buy while living a life of luxury. It wasn't a bad deal for a broke, graduate. Does Mr. Patel wants her to love him? Was he for real?

Her knickers were still a little damp when she slipped into the silk sheets next to him. She turned away to her left side. Mr. Patel moved behind her and pulled her waist into his groin. She felt him lift her hair and kiss the back of her neck.

"You really are something special, Trish. Even without training you did a decent job. Lindsey is going to make wonders with you."

Trish felt him growing through the silk layers of their underwear. She tried to pull away.

"Don't worry baby, I won't bother you again tonight. I just want to cuddle." He said pulling her back closely.

The feel of his warm hairy body next to her silk clad body, did feel nice. She just wasn't used to affection.

As she drifted off to sleep, she wondered if she was indeed gay. She was going to be a woman in almost every way apart from what was between her legs. Was that gay?

The next thing she knew Mr. Patel was shaking her.

"Here you are sleepy head. Coffee. From tomorrow I want you to get up and make my breakfast while I shower."

"Oh sorry. Thanks Mr. Patel."

"Lindsey will be here at 10. Make sure you are ready, you have a long day. She is going to start your laser treatment."

"You promised there would be nothing permanent."

"Come on babygirl, you don't want to have to shave every day right? So, you won't be growing a beard for sometime! Who really cares? I like my wife to be smooth and soft. Also I have a few more clothes for you in this closet.” He said pointing towards the walk-in closet of the room “I’ll buy you more later tonight when I get back from work. Use these for now. I’m sure you’ll like my selection."

Mr. Patel rushed out. As she drank her coffee, she could hear the gravel on the huge driveway crunch as he drove off in his Manly SUV.

She took a long shower and explored the closet in their bedroom for clothes. There were so many of them. These designer pieces alone must be worth a small fortune.

Lindsey arrived on time. She was a cheerful, bubbly blond in her late thirties. Lindsey took her up to the room where Trish had changed the previous night, which from now would be her own room. A private safe space in this mansion, Lindsey started an hour-long laser hair removal session. Trish felt a little awkward and  being naked in front of this beautiful blonde, but she also remained thoroughly hard throughout the session. Lindsey didn’t seem to mind it. She would occasionally touch and tease Trish as she continued to work on her. After that they went down to the kitchen and chatted.

"Mr. Patel says you know about the contract?"

"Oh yeah. I looked after Michele too."

"What happened to her? Why did she leave?"

"Nothing bad happened. He just said she could go if she wanted to once the contract ended. She just left. He paid her well I think."

"So it was her idea?"

"Well mostly. I think she was bonkers. I would kill to be you. The lifestyle, the money, the clothes. But I don't have what Patel wants do I? He only wants you cute gay guys."

"I'm not gay." I said in my high femme voice.

Lindsey almost spat out her coffee.

"You're not? Then what the hell are you even doing here wearing all this?" She said pointing at my mid thigh blue sundress and my beige 4 inch strappy heel sandals.

"I was almost homeless, I’d been sleeping in my car. He was a regular at the diner I worked at. He said he would pay me if I stayed on as his wife."

"Wow, that's how he found Michele too. But from a supermarket. He was a gay man though. But how are you going to cope? If you’re being forced, You could go to the police."

"I honestly don't know. I am destitute. What he offers for the five years is amazing. We slept together last night and I didn't find it repulsive. I'm so bloody confused."

Lindsey wrapped her arms around her in a warm hug.

"You are a nice young man, but you’re going to make a stunning woman. It's your choice sweetie. He is a kind man underneath all this macho billionaire bullshit. He will cherish you. You know most guys would have fought him off if they were offered something like this, you are probably just finishing out that you're a bisexual."

"I think you might be right. His smell and being close to him had kept me so hard all night."

"Ha! well I'm sure I'd be wet all night too if it were me in that bed sweetie."

"Am I safe with him, Lindsey? He's not like, odd or anything right?"

"Well Michele had told me he liked to tie her up for sex sometimes. She played it well and had pretended to be upset. He got her a Bvlgari diamond necklace. Was around $30K! She took that with her when she left."

"I don't understand why she left though. From what I hear from you, she had him wrapped around her finger."

"I like you Trish. If you plan on staying I will help you become the best woman you can be. I'll tell you how to get out early though. You may not like it."

"I'm still deciding Lindsey, but please do tell."

"Well, he’s only into men right? But he wants them to look as feminine as possible, they have to pass as women. He doesn't really mind breasts. He's probably going to be getting you some C cups."

"Oh, I never really thought of that. He’s promised me everything would be reversible."

"They are removable and reversible, sweetie. A little amount of collagen for your face too. It can all be changed later. You’ll go back to being your old self"

"Well I suppose if it helps me look the part and not have people find who I really am between the legs. But I still think I like being a man."

"Well I wouldn't know about that! I love being a woman. Just wait until you are sexy and confident. The world will be your oyster. Men would be fighting to open doors for you. They will do it because they think they have a chance to get into your panties. Don't knock it until you try it sweetie."

"I am willing to try Lindsey. To be honest, I am really enjoying the clothes deep down, and partly I actually felt close to him while he held me to sleep last night. I have never felt like that before."

"I can understand that, Trish! I never finished telling you why he split up with Michele. She started on a female hormone therapy. She had started to really develop as a woman. Patel didn't like that. You see he has actresses and supermodels trying to get his attention and find themselves on his bed, but he likes women with-that something extra in between."

"Michele had surgery?"

"No, but she was planning to undergo one. She had started out like you, with an extra special part. But the part that Patel likes stopped working once the hormones started working, well that was really the end."

"You can say cock Lindsey, Afterall I am an adult."

They both laughed and made their way upstairs. Lindsey showed Trish how to use the makeup and style her hair. She told her she would come back every few days to continue her laser treatments and her lessons.

Trish had started feeling an affection for Lindsey. She was around her mother's age. Most importantly she wasn't judging her.

Before she left, she showed Trish a large plastic case. Trish gasped as Lindsey opened the case. It was filled with sex toys. There were dildos, vibrators, jeweled and silicone butt plugs, anal beads, nipple clamps, different types of gags and even silk ropes and handcuffs.

"As I told you, Patel can be a bit kinky at times. If I were in your situation, I'd really practice with some of those dildos before the wedding night. He's going to be wanting a full and varied sex life if he treats you, anything like he did Michele in the last five years."

Trish felt a chill run through her spine. This is all happening so fast. She practically had very little experience with sex. Just a few drunken tumbles once in a while. Now she was going to be transformed into an object of desire. The one that will be lusted after and wanted to be taken to bed. It was all intriguing. She realized it was something she wanted to experience.

When Lindsay said her goodbyes for the day, she looked in the mirror. She was wearing a little sundress, black stockings and 3 inch, beige, high heeled sandals. She looked ravishing. She giggled as she thought "I'd do you."

She had around three hours before Patel came back home from work. She thought she could spare an hour for a little play with her new toys.

She started from some of the smaller dildo's and got used to the feeling of being ‘full’. She was surprised how it stopped hurting after the first few seconds and started feeling really good. She worked the way up the thicknesses of the toys. Some of them vibrated and pumped. Her breath came in short gasps as she played with a remote control on one. Part of the base rotated back and forth, while the top section pumped in and out. This was all happening while the whole thing vibrated.

"How the hell do women even get any work done while they have toys like these?" She said out loud.

She switched it off when she noticed she had just over an hour until Patel was back. She was going to cook some rice and curry for the Indian man to make him feel at home, it would take about half an hour.

In the drawer, there was a deep black and purple corset. She had asked Lindsey how to put something like that on, on your own. She had patiently explained and demonstrated that you put it on and tighten it looking in the mirror.

Trish fiddled with it and managed to get it on. She couldn't believe the result. As her waist looked thinner, it made her hip look larger. The small amount of puppy fat she had was pushed up to form small breasts. It gave her an almost hourglass figure. She felt herself harden again. Sitting on the bed rolling up a new pair of silk black stockings didn't help at all.

She chose a pair of purple satin knickers. They had black lace trimmings around the legs and waist. Next came a Ralph Lauren dark purple velvet dress that fell just a little below her stocking tops. Lastly she put on a pair of 4 inch black louboutins.

She sat down at her vanity and touched up her makeup and brushed her hair. Lindsey had done wonders with her makeup. She could just make out Ben underneath Trish. Was this what Patel wanted? Or was he only interested in what was sitting in a semi-rigid state down in her satin knickers? She was determined to find it out eventually.

These past two days had surprised her. She never thought she would be enjoying all of this. She initially just thought she would suffer it all for the money. But after last night though, she thought it may prove fun.

One final check in the mirror. She looked stunning. She would’ve been way out of Ben’s league. She was about to make her way down to the kitchen when she had a naughty idea. She pulled out the "toy box" and selected a 4-inch butt plug. It was fairly wide but wasn’t even close to Patel’s actual size, she internally thanked for the 1 month she had before she’d be taking him down there. The gold plated butt plug had a Pink jewel in the base. It slid in with a little lube and effort. Then she pulled up her knickers, checked her stockings seams like Lindsey had thought her to and made her way to the kitchen.

As she stepped carefully down the oak staircase, the sensation of the plug and the satin underwear proved a mighty distraction. All these new sensations were bombarding her. Just two days ago she had been a small, thin, normal guy. Now all these physical and mental feelings were overwhelming her. At the foot of the stairs she took a deep breath to compose herself. She closed her eyes and noticed her Dior J’Adore perfume.

She raised the front of her dress, bent and tucked herself as well as she could between her smooth thighs, and went through to the kitchen. The act of preparing the food distracted her enough to ignore how she felt. She had almost finished her cooking when she heard the door open.

"Hi, baby, how's my baby girl doing?"

"Oh Daddy, you're early."

"Perks of being the boss Trish. And I love the way you call me daddy baby girl, just remember to use it only when we’re alon-” And then he paused right in his tracks “Wow Lindsey has outdone herself. You look absolutely fantastic."

Trish’s heart fluttered. She stood back and gave Patel a slow twirl. She didn't know why she was acting like this. It may have been the fact that as a man, she had never gotten the attention. Patel whistled.

"I love your outfit, who styled it?"

"I did. Do you like it?"

"Yes, but listen, if you need anything I will set you up with an Amex. You don't have to rely only on the stuff I picked out for you."

"Thanks daddy. There are enough clothes in that closet to hold a designer fashion show."

My own credit card, she thought. She had never been credit worthy before. She was going to have fun when that came.

Patel went and changed while she served the food. As they sat opposite each other she felt his foot stroking her stocking clad calf. She was already hard from the plug being driven deeper into her as she sat on the chair. She slipped off her right heel and aimed her foot gently toward his crotch. She found he was rock hard.

"Fuck the food. "

Patel stood quickly, almost knocking over his chair. He pulled Trish up, held her to his chest and kissed her. She tasted the delicious curry for a moment, then his probing tongue made her forget it. Her knees started to buckle as she breathed in his musky aftershave. What was happening to her. Her head swam in the conflicting emotions.

Patel pushed her to the floor and struggled with his belt. Trish helped, and soon she was facing his bulging boxers. Her mouth watered involuntarily, In almost a  dreamlike state she saw both her hands, with their red painted nails, pull down the waistband. His cock sprang out, barely missing her face. It looked even more impressive to her than the previous night. With her right hand around the base, and her left slowly playing with his balls, she gently licked the underside of his throbbing member.

"Oh my sexy babygirl, suck me."

She obliged. As she worked her mouth down the veiny shaft she saw it slowly turn red from her glossy lipstick. She was painting his member with her lips. She thought about the fillers Lindsey said she’d be giving her lips tomorrow to make them look fuller. Lindsey called it Dick Sucking Lips. The thought of her new lips being wrapped around this thick cock made her own lithe cock twitch in its satin prison below her dress. She looked up to him as she worked her mouth on his cock. Patel looked down with a face of ecstasy. She was causing this in him. She was the cause of his pleasure.

Suddenly he reached down and pulled her up. She stumbled, as she tried to stand in her single high heeled shoe. Patel caught her, and supported her as she removed her heels. She looked up into Patel’s smiling face.

"I want to have you in my mouth as you work mine in yours, babygirl!"

He roughly span her around as he got down on the table, while forcing her face onto his crotch. She felt her dress flip over her back.

"Owww, Daddy no!"

He had slapped her hard. It felt like her left buttock was on fire.

"Sorry, I'm just so fucking turned on by you baby girl."

She felt the air on her cheeks as he pulled down her knickers.

"Oh you're a naughty girl! I see you found the toy box."

As he slowly eased out the plug, there was a popping sound. She suddenly felt empty. It never lasted long though. She felt a couple of his fingers on her entrance. Then with a grunt from him, and high pitched yelp from her, his fingers were inside her.

"So damn tight, you feel wonderful my love. I cannot wait to feel this around my cock in a month."

She had never been called my love. She felt her own small cock grow stiff. He wanted her, he needed to have her. She was the object of lust, of desire. That had never happened to Ben. Trish just had it immediately. Perhaps she should always have been Trish?

He took her 4 inch hard cock in his mouth as he continued to finger fuck her back entrance. His two fat fingers were much larger and thicker than any of the toys she used earlier. Slowly he started pumping into her. She felt the pain of being stretched, and the pleasure of his mouth around her cock. She went back to working on his much bigger cock as he continued doing his magic.

Soon he couldn't control himself. As he started finger fucking her fast.

"Please Daddy, I need more lube. Even your fingers are so big."

Patel pulled out his fingers, eyes wild with lust. He looked around, still lying down on top of the table. He grabbed the bottle of olive oil from the kitchen counter without even getting up. He poured some onto his hand and coated his burly fingers. Then he pushed them into Trish’s tight holes. Her legs spasmed on top of the table and the plates finally crashed to the floor. He lifted her nylon covered legs over his shoulder, she paused her oral administration and turned to look down into his eyes.

"I really need you Trish. I cannot wait to give my wife a proper seeing to."

She gasped as he slipped a third finger inside her. Looking down she saw his lust filled face, framed by her sexy bottoms.

It felt incredible now, with him pistoning his fingers in and out. Suddenly he used his other oiled hand on her cock. She thought she would explode with pleasure as the combination of being stimulated in two places once hit her. She continued sucking him now vigorously as she knew she too was getting close. She wanted the both of them to cum at the same time.

She felt her orgasm build from deep inside her. It wasn't like Ben’s orgasm, that was like relief after scratching an itch. This felt like her whole body was involved. She could feel it build deep down in her gut and spread throughout her body. When it hit her, it was like a tuna out of the water. Her whole body vibrated and spasmed. She clenched her mouth around his cock and he started shooting his thick load in her throat.

"Oh god yes" Patel came inside her mouth as she was still clenching his fingers.She was too wrapped up in her own pleasure to notice. As he pulled his fingers out of her he saw she was trembling.

"That was intense, daddy." She sat up and then stood down from the table on unsteady legs. She pulled her knickers up, then realized his cum was slowly dripping down the inside of her thighs. She was a mess; the kitchen was a mess.

"What takeaway do you fancy babygirl? Thai, Pizza or maybe Chinese?"

"I hope this doesn't become a habit, daddy! We'll soon run out of plates."

-End of Part 1-

In Part 2, Trish starts her training with Lindsey, she slowly starts to get into the lifestyle of living as a woman 24/7 while servicing her future husband Mr.Patel and getting prepared for the wedding with him.
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