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Chapter One.

The bus came to a stop and the doors opened.  I lifted up my bag, heavy with college text books and notes, and stepped off, exhaling a heavy sigh.  Today had been awful, but it was almost over, and I was almost home.  The corners of my mouth lifted, a subtle smile, a flicker of joy… almost home.

I hefted my bag up and over my shoulder and set off towards my house, my home, heading along paths littered with autumn leaves, red and gold and faded green.  The air was sweet, a slight chill that was pleasant after the long stifling heat of summer, and I trudged slowly, weighed down by the day’s events.

College was supposed to be better than high-school, a break from the closed minded idiots, the people more accepting, more open minded, but instead it was just more of the same.  The thought of several more years of this made my heart sink—I didn’t want to hurt anyone, didn’t want to offend anyone or upset anyone, I just wanted to be me.  I tried to remind myself that it was just a few people, that most of them had been friendly, kind, sweet even, but still, knowing I’d be around those same cruel morons day in and day out made me feel miserable… and that was without even thinking about the lack prospects in my love life.

I was still young, but, compared to my peers, my complete lack of experience in matters of love and romance and intimacy made me feel inadequate.  Where the other new students were already beginning to flirt and date I was left on the outside, again, the odd one out.  I had never even held a girl’s hand, let alone kissed anyone.  I just wanted someone to hold me, care for me, tell me I was beautiful.  Was that too much to ask?

Apparently.  I laughed, bitterly, and to myself.

I knew I was odd, but was I really that hard to love?  Was I really so strange that I was beyond even noticing?

I thought about the other boys at college, the young men, all of them tall and broad and muscular whereI was short, thin, almost dainty.  I knew it should have bothered me but it… never had.  I’d always been happy with who I was, embracing myself, almost glad for my uniqueness—this was probably helped by the fact I’d been raised in a loving, accepting home where I was allowed to be who I was, without anyone telling me how I was supposed to be.  I was me, soft faced, petite, a mess of red curly hair, big green eyes, pale skin and freckles.  Sure, I wasn’t tan and blonde and ‘built’, but I was thoughtful and kind and caring, and that counted for something, right?

Or maybe it didn’t.  Maybe the fact that I was not like the other boys meant I was destined to be alone.  I took a deep breath and exhaled a heavier sigh.

“I’ve never even been kissed.”  I said.

I laughed again, shook my head.  So much for new beginnings.
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The front door opened before I even had a chance to knock and my heart swelled.  Daddy was standing there, waiting for me, a big smile on his handsome face, a glass of my favourite ‘cocktail’ in hand—it was the same non-alcoholic drink he’d always made me, a mix of fruit juices and ice, decorated with cherries and pineapple and a paper umbrella.  Just the sight of it, the sight of him, made me feel happy and content, almost making me forget my miserable day.

“So, how was it then Tyler?”  Kraig asked.

I looked up at him, waiting for me, smiling.  Though Kraig wasn’t my biological father he had helped raise me since I was barely in my teens, living with me and my mum for years, and now… well now it was just us, and even after all the things my mother put him through he was there for me, never complaining, never less than amazing.

At the start our relationship had been difficult.  I was a petulant brat, a temperamental, difficult teenager, odd and ‘weird’, but where other father figures might have been harsh or cruel or intolerant, Kraig was only patient and accepting and kind, stern and forceful when I deserved it, gentle and tender when I needed it.  As I’d grown up his strength and acceptance and patience had helped me learn to love myself for who I was, and we’d grown close.  He was the father I’d never had.  He was always there for me, no matter what, and today was no exception.  I was lucky and I knew that now, and I didn’t know if I could ever really show him how much he meant to me.

I fixed my smile, already feeling a little more cheerful just for seeing him.

“It was… not awful.”  I said, laughing.

Kraig looked at me, frowned.  He has always been able to read me like a book, seemed almost to know me better than I knew myself sometimes, and he could always tell when something was up.

“Tyler…”  His voice grew just a little forceful, causing a shiver to run a long my spine, the hairs on the back of my neck standing up.

“Tell me… how was it?”  He asked again, using the special stern voice he only used when he wanted me to know he was being serious and I was to listen to him.

I blushed, squirming, biting my bottom lip.  Recently, since my mother had left us both, that voice had begun to make me feel… strange.

“It was fine, mostly.  Just, a few people being rubbish, that’s all.”  I said. 

I looked up at Kraig, wondering not for the first time how my mother could have been so stupid.  She’d run off with an ‘artisan smartphone app designer’ almost half her age, a useless waste of space who had almost nothing to offer, leaving behind me and Kraig… Kraig, a man who was still handsome, tall and lean and muscular, those big kind steely blue eyes. 

He’d changed a little since I’d known him, his dark auburn hair and short beard becoming tinged with grey, a few lines around his eyes, worn by care and laughter, but in my eyes he’d only become more handsome, dashing, and I knew I wasn’t the only one who thought so.  Much to my annoyance the single women in the neighbourhood had recently begun visiting more often, and unannounced, offering their sympathies for the way my mother had treated him, telling him how wonderful he was for looking after me even after she abandoned us, flirting with him, wearing skimpy dresses and skirts and short, provocative heels, trying to gain his attention.

Kraig always pretended not to notice, telling them that looking after me was his privilege, always acting like a polite host, ignoring their blatant and brazen attempts to get his attention and affection.  Still, just thinking about it made me hot and angry, a blazing coal of envy and jealousy, a strong possessive streak that was new and… strange, almost unsettling, and definitely confusing.

Kraig looked at me and sighed, looked sad, perhaps even crushed.  I hadn’t wanted to tell him about my day, knowing that as protective as he was of me it would upset him, but I knew I could not lie to him.

“Sorry.”  He said.  “I know you were hoping this would be better.  We both were.”

I smiled at him.  At least I had him.  I knew I would always have him.

“If it’d make you feel any better you can tell me all about it over dinner.  I made your favourite.  Home-made chips and lasagne with garlic bread.”

I giggled.  He always knew how to make me feel better.

“How can I say no to all the carbs!”  I said.
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Dinner was, as always, delicious.  Kraig had always loved cooking, had always loved nurturing his loved ones, as he put it, and his food was never less than excellent.  Again I was left bewildered by my mother’s decisions.

I ate with enthusiasm.  The heavy medley of chips and pasta and bread helping lift my spirits. I knew I should have eaten more sensibly, but with Kraig’s food is was hard to say no.  It was always hard to say no to him.

Though petite and short, I was, in places, beginning to fill out, thanks in large part to my love of carbs and Kraig’s cooking.  Though still slim and slight, my butt and thighs had become just a little pumper in the last year or so, so that my jeans and shorts that become snug, tight, almost revealing.  Riding my bike as much as I did hadn’t helped, had seemed to make it almost worse, adding muscle and tone to my butt and legs so that I had developed some rather obvious curves to my hips and ass and thighs. 

More than once I stopped to look myself over in the mirror, aware that I should have been aspiring to a bulky, large, masculine frame, but… I liked who I was, liked my subtle curves, my round, full, almost womanly ass.

“So, want to tell me about it?” 

Kraig stared at me, asked me in a gentle tone as I cleaned my plate, mopping up the last of the sauce with a piece of garlic bread.  I popped the bread into my mouth, chewed, and swallowed.  Kraig sat smiling at me, waiting, and I blushed, giggling, awkward under his stern, kind gaze.

“It was nothing, not really.  Just a few jokes about how short and… not masculine I was.  You know how boys can can.  They pick on each other without meaning to be cruel, but… it still stung.  I mean… I know I’m not like them but… they don’t need to keep pointing it out.  I just… I just wanted to make new friends.” 

My voice wavered.  I was aware as I spoke how upset I was, my eyes watering.  Home now, safe, I felt almost raw, tired and exhausted and emotional.

Kraig stood up out of his seat, moved quickly, came round the table to lean over me and hugged me.  He wrapped his big strong arms around me and squeezed me, tight, crushing me in the comforting way that I had come to crave more and more.

“It’s okay.  I know people can be shit sometimes, but not everyone is like that.  You’ll make friends.  You’ll meet people who appreciate you, who see how wonderful you are.”  He said.

I blushed, mumbled, my eyes watering.  His arms still held me, squeezing, a tight embrace, and I never wanted him to let go.

“There’ll always be people like that, people to scared to be themselves, too weak to do anything other than run with the herd.  You’re not like that though.  You're strong and brave and you always have been.  It’s why I’ve always admired you.”

I forced a laugh, struggling to hold back a flood of tears.  Kraig giggled, let go of me—I felt a sudden loss, wanted to wrap my arms around him, ask him to keep hold of me and never let me go, but I resisted—and he stood up to look down at me.

“I mean it you know.”  He said.

I blinked back tears, blushing, face hot, heart racing.  His words, the way he looked at me… I felt a fluttering in my belly that was becoming more and more common, an ache I did not understand.

“You don’t have to flatter me to get me to do the dishes you know.”  I said, teasing.

Kraig glared at me.  Pouting, a mock annoyance.

“So, what do I have to do to get you to help with the dishes?”  He said.

I laughed again.  My day might have been horrible and emotional, but being home, with him, with Daddy… I felt safe and happy and… relaxed.  Here I could just be me and I knew I was accepted.

“Just ask nicely.”  I said, teasing.  “And I’ll consider it.”
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I washed as Kraig dried, the pair of us falling into the usual evening post meal routine we’d had since my mother had left.  Even while she was here she’d not helped much about the house, expecting me to earn my keep, despite the fact that Kraig paid all the bills, so that Kraig and I were the only ones who ever did any house work.

As I washed the last dish and handed it to Kraig I stopped and looked up at him.  He was taller than me by quite a lot, the classical definition of manly and masculine, but so much softer and kinder than I had expected when I had first met him, so patient and caring.  As I looked at him I was reminded how much he meant to me, how lost I’d be without him.

After my mother left, taking all her clothes, quite a lot of his savings, running off without even a goodbye or an explanation, sending only a few short texts to tell me where she’d gone and that she wasn’t coming back, I would not have blamed him if he’d kicked me out, but he hadn’t.  He’d never even raised the subject of me leaving or moving out, instead sitting me down and telling me that this was my home, and that I was always welcome here, that he would always be there for me, no matter what my mother did or said.

He did so much for me, was so giving and kind and thoughtful.  I knew I could never thank him enough.  He was so handsome and sweet.  All those other women could see what he was worth, how amazing he was, and in a certain way I felt good knowing that he was mine.  I knew it wouldn’t last forever, that eventually he’d find another woman who could make him happy, but, being with him now, even after my awful day, I felt… blessed, almost excited just be near him.

As Kraig dried the last dish he turned to me, caught me stood still staring at him, and he smiled.  I blushed, becoming suddenly flustered, and turned away.

“What is it?”  He asked.

“N… nothing… it’s… it’s nothing.  Really.”  I said, my freckled cheeks hot and pink.

“Tyler…”  Kraig used his special, stern, serious voice—the one he knew I could not resist.

I turned and looked back at him, looked up into his steely blue eyes.  I bit my bottom lip to keep from whimpering.

“It’s just… I…”  My heart was racing—why?  “I was just thinking, how lucky I am, to have you.  I mean… after everything she put you through, you’re still here for me, still looking after me.  I… I don’t deserve you.  Thank you.”

Kraig looked at me and his expression faltered, something between sad and heart broken and  angry.  He did not speak for a moment and the thought that I had upset him made me quail.

“Tyler… you… your mother hurt me, but you… you… you have become a special bright spot of joy for me.  Without you I do not know how I would have coped.  It should be me thanking you.  I just wish… I just wish that the rest of the world could see what I see in you.  How special you are, how remarkable, how beautiful.”

His words were quiet and sincere, heavy with emotion.  I felt my heart flutter, a tempest of emotions that made me dizzy.  I wanted to cry and laugh at the same time.  Beautiful...

“Now, come here and give me a hug.  I think we could both use one.”  Kraig said.

I did not need to be told twice.  Kraig opened his arms and I almost leapt into them.  Kraig wrapped his arms around me and squeezed, hugging me as I did my best to hug him back, relishing the sensation of being held, safe, cared for, his big, strong, powerful arms, the scent of his musky aftershave, the solid warmth of his embrace.

I looked up, caught Kraig staring down at me, his eyes misty, an odd smile on his lips.  I felt… light, giddy, my belly and heart fluttering, a squirming.  I was warm and cosy, happy.  He really had said Beautiful.  I felt my freckled cheeks blush, hot, a flush of emotion, shame and joy and something brighter, more wonderful.

“You really are so wonderful Tyler.  You really are beautiful.  You’ll meet people who can see that.  You’ll meet people who will appreciate you for who you are.”

I smiled.

“I’m just happy you appreciate me for who I am.”  I said.

I squirmed in Kraig’s arms.  His blue eyes, his handsome face.  I felt small and light headed, giddy.  The way he looked at me, looked down at me.  A strange emotion and need stirred in my belly, a hunger in Kraig’s eyes.  I rose up on my toes towards him, aching, not sure what I was doing.  Kraig leaned down towards me, our lips… his arms opened, so suddenly I almost fell.

We had almost… my cheeks and chest blushed so deeply it almost felt as if I’d been scalded.  Kraig turned away, flustered and embarrassed.

“We… we should finish the dishes, and then I think it’s an early night for me.  Need to be up fresh in the morning, and you shouldn’t be staying up late either.”

His voice was crackled.  I glanced at him but he was keeping his back to me, his movements stiff, awkward.  I had flustered him, I had elicited that reaction… me.  The thought made my belly skip and my cock ache, and I almost giggled.

Without replying, still hot and blushing, I moved to help Kraig finish cleaning up.  Both of us were careful to keep even just a little distance between us, both of us aware that something had changed, something wonderful and terrifying, and that it could never go back to how it was.


Chapter Two.

I lay in bed staring at the ceiling in the dark with the radio playing on low, a slow, melancholic playlist of soft vocals and guitar, sweet and sad at the same time.  My heart was still racing and my mind kept drifting back to that hug, the look in Kraig’s eye, the way it had made me feel, the way I had reacted.

He had called he Beautiful.  The memory made me squirm in bed, happier than I could remember being in months, perhaps years.

Kraig had never called me that before.  I’d never been called that before.  I had always known I wasn’t classicaly handsome, and I was never going to be.  I was too small, and soft and dainty, my features too fine, my body too petite, but… I liked that.  I was different and I knew I wasn’t ‘unattractive’ in the traditional sense of the word.  I was just… not very masculine.

To be called Beautiful though… the memory made me blush all over again, my body growing hot and almost feverish.  I felt cherished and appreciated for who I was, like I was being seen as me for the first time.  I bit my bottom lip and giggled, wiggling on my bed.  It was going to be a while before I could sleep.

Deciding to get a drink and use the toilet before trying again to settle down, I slipped out of bed, and headed out of my room.  The house was dark, and quiet, thought it wasn’t exactly late.  Both Kraig and I had gone to bed early, both of us confused and flustered by our moment in the kitchen. 

I crept along the hall, towards Kraig’s bedroom door, the room he had shared with my mother, and towards the stairs, dressed in my bed shorts and t-shirt, barefoot, shivering.  I knew where the creaky boards were, and so managed to avoid making a sound, but as I approached Kraig’s door there was a noise, and I stopped, frozen.
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It was quiet, soft, a groan, perhaps in pain or sadness.  Kraig’s door was not quite shut, a thin crack, and the noise came again, from his room.  My heart sank at the thought of him crying, sad, alone, and without thinking I tip-toed across the hall towards his door.

The noise repeated, muffled, quiet, hard to decipherer.  It was breathy, ragged.  I slipped up to the crack and listened, peered in, curious, my heart racing at the naughtiness of what was doing, a tingle running up my spine, something in the noise… drawing me in.

There was a moan, quiet, restrained.  Was Kraig crying or angry or…

The room was dark, the heavy curtains drawn, but Kraig’s bed—the bed he had shared with my mother, where they had...—was illuminated by a soft blue light, the glow from the screen of his open laptop.  I could see Kraig, lit, his face turned away from the door, and I froze.

He was naked, his body… his body firm and masculine, muscles earned by hard work, hints of body fat in places that gave him a cuddly softness, his love of food and laughter.

The closest I’d ever come to seeing him naked before was in just a towel after a shower, wet and dripping, or in just shorts at the beach on holiday.  Now though, I saw all of him, and I realised just how attractive he was, why all the women in our neighbourhood had been buzzing around him like flies.

Kraig shifted, moaning again, and I realised he was worse than naked.  He was naked, and aroused.

His… his cock.  His cock was hard, stiff, and I could see it, lit by the light of his computer screen.

I knew I should turn and flee, try to forget that I had ever seen it, but I didn’t.  I remained frozen in place, watching, mesmerized.  My heart was racing, belly fluttering.  I was peeping on my step-dad, my Daddy.  I was staring at his cock, hard and thick and long… magnificent… perfect… throbbing... delicious.

It was wrong and naughty and perverse.  I blushed with shame and humiliation, aware of the heat in my cheeks and chest, flustered, excited… I was excited by seeing his cock… I should have run away.  But I didn’t.
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I watched as Kraig ran one hand down to his prick, wrapped his fingers around the shaft, teasing the head with the palm, gentle, and began to stroke, his attention still fixed on the screen of his open laptop.  I watched as he began to masturbate, stroking, rubbing, slow sensual movements, and I squirmed, aware of my cock hardening as though in sympathy, aroused by what I was seeing, excited by it and by the naughtiness, thrilled by how bad I was being.

Kraig’s hand slipped up and down, wanking, and he began to thrust his hips, fucking his hand, his breath becoming gruffer, quiet moans of pleasure that made the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end.

The sight was… hypnotic.

I had masturbated before, and had enjoyed it, it was after-all my only source of sexual relief, but seeing Kraig, now, I realised that what I had done had been nothing compared to what Kraig was doing.  His cock was so much… more.

I’d only ever seen my cock, and a few in porn… but those were the cocks of porn stars… that mine didn’t compare hadn’t bothered me.  That mine was smaller, thinner, less, had never bothered me.  That it fit easily and neatly into one hand was fine, and touching myself had always been pleasant enough, a release.

Seeing Kraig though, now, his cock, his Man’s cock, massive, long, thick, heavy and hard and throbbing, the head bulging, pulsing with need, lust, I felt both humiliated and enthralled.  Watching one hand slip up and down, gliding up and down the sheer length of it, long, slow, pleasing strokes as he thrust up into his grip, his large hand barely wrapping around the girth, I could not help but wonder how it might feel to touch, to hold. 

How heavy was it, how hot, hot utterly thick and long would it be in my small hands?  I stared, unable to look away, as Kraig stroked up and down, wanking his magnificent, stunning prick, the prominent head glistening with precum.

What I had done had been just… playing, a way to gain release.  This, now, this was pleasure, the slow, languid, sensual stroking up and down, the throb, heat, hot, long and thick, the way his belly and legs tensed, muscles rippling, his hips pressing up, his ass taught, his breath heavy, moaning.

I fidgetted, trying to adjust myself, my little cock tight in my shorts.  Without thinking about it I reached down to readjust and I held my cock, cute and almost pretty compared the masculine magnificence of Kraig’s, and I began to stroke.

“Fuck… yes… oh… fuck... what are you doing to me?”  Kriag whispered, his words barely audible.

I frowned, confused, but the sight of his dick, hard, thick, throbbing, his hand slipping up and down, soon put whatever he’d said out of my mind.  It was massive.  I wondered how it would feel, my small hands wrapped around it, gripping, stroking.  It would seem even larger in my hands, hot, throbbing, glistening, aching, hard and long and thick. 

I stroked my cute little cock slowly, aching, head spinning.  I was confused but my body was on fire, my lust drowning out any thought, the naughtiness, the wrongness, the thrill.  I felt… good.  Kriag’s cock was just… perfect.

Kraig shifted, sitting up, still gripping and stroking his long, thick shaft, and as he moved the screen of his laptop became visible.  A video was playing, a small, thin, androgynous girl was alone in a room, dressed in stockings and suspenders, heels, long smooth legs, a full round ass, short red messy hair.  She walked with a sway and a wiggle, her hips and ass shifting sexily.  Kraig moaned as he watched, stroking his cock, long, slow, sensual caresses, fingers wrapped around the thickness of it.

I looked between the woman in the video and Kraig’s cock, touching myself, peeking on him, belly fluttering.  It was wrong, and naughty, but it felt so… good!

“Yes… so sexy… so hot…”  Kraig whispered.

The girl in the video walked towards an older man who was sat in a chair, watching her.  She was so sexy, so hot, her heels and lingerie, her round butt, subtle curves.  She was so different to the generic women of porn, something captivating, hot, sensual, but also… so familiar.

Kraig thrust his hips, slow, powerful, masculine.  He was breathing hard, moaning quietly, grunting.  His cock was throbbing.  My whole body felt light and alive, giddy, dizzy, a buzzing joy as I touched my cute little cock in my shorts.

The woman walked up to the man, shifted, and sat down on his lap.  My eyes went wide.  It was… the woman… she… he… they... had a cock!  The pretty girl, smooth, feminine, was a beautiful, androgynous, sexy young man, dressed in heels and stockings and suspenders, their hips wide, belly and chest flat.  On their face there was a little hint of make-up so that they were pretty, feminine, but between their legs there was a cute, hard, sexy little cock.  A perfect, beautiful, sexy femboy...

“Fuck… yes… I can’t…”

The femboy leaned in to kiss the man on the cheek, reached out to stroke his thick, massive cock.

“I’ve been a bad girl Daddy.  I need to be punished.”  The young, pretty femboy in the video spoke in a soft, alluring voice.

“Gods yes!”  Kraig moaned.

He stroked harder, faster, and his cock seemed to grow larger, harder, then pulsed, hard, throbbing.  I watched as he came, an eruption of thick, sticky, glistening cum.  I couldn’t tear my gaze of his prick, long and thick and throbbing, even as I stoked my own in my shorts, so close to…

“What are you doing to me Tyler…”  Kraig whispered.

I froze.  Had he…

Kraig was looking at the screen, hadn't noticed me.  He was looking at the pretty body on his laptop, his cock slowly softening after his climax, belly sticky with cum.

Then it hit me.  The femboy in the video, why they seemed familiar.  The red hair, the freckles, the slim body.  They looked just a little like… me.

My name.  What are you doing to me Tyler.  He had been thinking about… about me… when he came.

My head spun but I smiled, blushed, oddly happy.  As Kraig shifted I turned and ran back to my room, buzzing, giddy, full of joy.  He’d called me Beautiful.  He just came thinking about me.  I didn’t know what it meant, but I could not deny how happy it made me.

The words the young man had spoken rang in my ear.  I’ve been a bad girl… Daddy.  An idea, a naughty, terrible, bad, wonderful idea began to form, and I could barely contain my excitement at what it might mean.


Chapter Three.

Saturday night was always our night.  Family night.  Before my mother left it was when we’d watch movies—usually the latest romantic comedy that she waned to see, a release with some ‘hunky’ star she liked—but more recently we’d watched silly comedies or action movies, Kraig letting me pick whatever I wanted to see, sometimes even a playing new computer game I liked, or even a board game.  It had become a tradition, a ritual, though not one I’d always savoured.  Recently though, after my mother had left us, it had become something I looked forward to, a way to look after Kraig, spend time with him, let him know I cared, was there for him, as well as a chance to feel cared for, safe and comfortable in his company.

In all the years we’d done it Kraig had never once complained, though I’d always known that he’d rather have been watching sport.  He had his favourite team, and he followed them with a singular passion, yet, every Saturday night for years he’d put aside time he could have watching them to spend time with us.

This Saturday though there was a big game.  He’d talked a little about it, and I could see how excited he was for the result, looking forward to sitting down and watching the recorded game after our Saturday ritual.  I, however, had different plans.

“I was thinking about Saturday.”  I said over breakfast.

Kraig looked up from his phone, scanning the news, crunching on his toast.  He raised one eyebrow in query.

“Hmmm?”  He asked, still chewing, swallowing.  “There a new movie you want to see?”

I shook my head, smiling.  Was I really going to go through with my plan?  I stiffened my resolve.  I wanted to show him what he meant to me, how much I appreciated him, how special he was, how wonderful he was.  The memory of his hard cock and the pretty femboy in the video was still bright in my memory. 

I couldn’t wait any longer.  If I left it too long, waited until I was more certain or braver, then one of the single women from the neighbourhood might well swoop in and snatch Kraig away from me.  I couldn’t let that happen, wouldn’t let that happen.  They wouldn’t appreciate him, not like I would, wouldn’t treat him as well as I would, wouldn’t care for him how I did.  They couldn’t give him what he really wanted, but I could. 

I wanted him, needed him, and I had to show him just how important and special he was to me.

“No, not a movie… I… I was just thinking, there’s that big game on Saturday isn’t there?”

Kraig frowned, nodded.

“Yeah, but… I’m not forgoing our night together.  I look forward to it every week.  I don’t mind watching it later, afterwards.  Unless… maybe you have other plans?  I mean, if you do that’s great.  You should go do what you want, have fun.  I don’t want you thinking you need to be stuck in with boring old me every Saturday night.  If you’re busy I don’t mind, I can always watch the game and we can do movie night another day.”

My heart swelled.  He was always so kind, so thoughtful, so generous, always putting me first.  But not this time.  This time I was putting him first… and if it also meant I was also getting what I wanted...

“No, nothing like that.  I’m looking forward to Saturday too.  I enjoy our ‘date nights’”  I said, giggling.

Kraig laughed, and I was sure I saw a slight blush to his cheeks beneath his stubble.  His smile made my belly flutter.  Was I really going to…

“I was just thinking that maybe we could watch the game together.  We always watch a movie or play a game that I get to choose.  I just thought… maybe it was your turn to get what you want…”

My smile was subtle.  The thought of what I had planned made my cheeks flush pink and I had to bite my bottom lip to keep from whimpering.  I was almost certain Kraig would realise something was up.

He smiled, laughed, lightly.

“You don’t have to you know.  I like our movies.”

“I want to though.  We’ve never watched a game together.  I thought maybe it would be… fun…”

Kraig stared at me for a moment.  He was suspicious, clearly aware that something was up, but unable to tell exactly what I had in mind—if only he knew!

“Okay then.  A game night.  I’ll get some snacks in.  It’ll be nice.  But you have to promise that if you get bored you’ll say.  I can always set it to record and put a movie on if you aren’t having fun.”

I laughed, my blush deepening.

“Oh, I won’t get bored.”  I said—if things went to plan, I was definitely going to have fun.
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My package arrived on Thursday, and was waiting on my bed for me when I got home from college, put there by Kraig.  I grinned at the thought that he had been so close to knowing, but remained unaware.  This was going to be an unforgettable surprise!

I shut my door, put a chair up against it to make sure I wouldn’t be disturbed, then opened the box.  Everything I had ordered was there and it was… perfect.

There were new soaps and creams, lotions, moisturisers that had been recommended on the articles I had read, and a few choice items of make-up—eyeliner and mascara and a small palette of eye shadow, a single pink lipstick, glossy and bright and feminine, just like the one worn by the femboy in the video I’d seen Kraig watching.

It was the outfit though that really caught my attention.  I had been daring, and bold, and seeing it now I knew I’d made the right choice.  There were white panties, nothing too brazen, more cute and innocent, with long white socks, and a pair of cute white sneakers, and to tie it all together, a cute, sexy, cheer-leaders uniform, skimpy top and short skirt, all of it in the colours of Kraig’s favourite team.

“I’ve been a naughty cheer-leader Daddy.”  I whispered to myself, giggling, blushing.

I could not wait to see Kraig’s reaction.

The outfit looked like the right size but…

“I suppose I should try it on, to make sure.”  I said.  “And if I’m going to do that, then I should do it all, right, just to make sure I know what I’m doing.”

My heart was racing, a fluttering in my belly.  I was excited and eager to see how I would look, to know how it would feel.  I wanted to make sure I was the prettiest cheer-leader possible.
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The instructions were simple enough.  Apply to area, leave for five minutes, rinse off.  Still, I stood for more than a few minutes, unable to move, uncertain, terrified, excited.  After this there’d be no easy way to go back, no simple undo. 

After this I’d be smooth, hairless, soft… feminine.  But I’d be pretty and sexy and… and beautiful.  I wanted to be beautiful.  I wanted to be sexy.  I wanted Daddy to think me sexy.

I pushed aside my doubts, the niggling uncertainties, and opened the tub of hair removal cream.  The scent was strong, astringent, almost overpowering, but I knew it was the best way to get the results I wanted.  A perfect soft, hairless, smooth body.

I applied the cream with the small spatula that came with it, rubbing it up and over my calves, thighs, belly, chest, under my arms.  I paused for a moment, looked back over my shoulder.  I blushed, then applied a layer carefully to each butt cheek.

“Got to get everywhere.”  I said to myself, giggling.

I left my crack and around my cock and balls.  The instructions had said to avoid them and those areas I would need to shave in the shower, to make sure I was smooth everywhere.

I waited.  The time ticked past, and the smell was cloying, but I knew it would be worth it.  When my timer sounded I set the shower running, waited for the water to heat, and then stepped into the flow of water to rinse clean.

The water was a blessing, steam, heavy droplets beating against my flesh.  The hair removal cream sloughed off, running away down the drain, and I emerged as though from a cocoon, changed, having undergone a grand metamorphosis.

I was new, better, prettier.  My legs and belly and butt all smooth and hairless, soft and feminine.  Even under my arms, my chest.  There was no body hair left and looking down at myself I could not help but smile, posing as I stood under the flow of water, wiggling my hips and butt, admiring my body as though seeing it for the first time.  I looked… sexy!

“Just need the finishing touches.”  I whispered.

I picked up my razor and the shaving cream, lathered up around my cock and balls, along my ass crack, my finger slipping, teasing over my hole, a tingle running up my spine at the contact, a rush of naughty, devious, sexy thoughts.  I bit my bottom lip as I blushed, to keep from moaning too loudly. 

Once lathered and soaped, I put the razor to my skin, and worked slowly, carefully to rid my self of any trace of hair.  I wanted nothing to ruin Daddy’s surprise.
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I washed with the soaps I’d bought, the scent of flowers and musk, my skin tingling, so much more sensitive and so much softer.  I felt alive for the first time in a long time, could not stop smiling as my hands caressed over my smooth legs, over my soft butt, my cute, hairless cock hardening, aching, my fingers slipping along my crack, teasing caresses at my entrance, and I was reluctant to get out of the shower.

I had other things to do though, the outfit to try on.  I shut of the flow of water and stepped out of the shower, dripping wet, smooth, soft, pretty.

I towelled myself dry and then applied the moisturiser I’d been recommended.  I rubbed it all over, shuddering in delight and how soft I felt, so smooth and sexy.  The moisturiser smelt heavenly, musk and sweetness, and left me feeling sensitive and tingly all over.  Finally finished in the bathroom I hurried back to my bedroom, barely able to contain my excitement.

The door shut with a quiet click and I barricaded myself in with a chair.  I headed to my bed, looked at the make-up, the outfit, the panties, the hair products.  I bit my bottom lip, decided to do hair and make-up first, for practice, then, finally, try on the outfit before bed, just to see how it looked, to check the fit.

I picked up the various products I’d bought, and headed over to my mirror.  I’d been watching videos over the last few days, so I had an idea of what to do, but I was still nervous, but excited.  I wondered how I might look, what Kraig might think when he saw me.

I sat down in front of my mirror and set to work, adding eyeliner first, a small amount of black to make my green eyes brighter, larger, prettier, then adding mascara to make my eyelashes seem fuller, longer, sexier.  I fluttered my lids and smiled—already I looked so much better, prettier, sexier, and I felt a swell of joy at how cute I seemed.

Next I added eyeshadow, a hint of black and pink, dusky, sensual, making my eyes seem dazzling and heavy lidded, seductive.  My cheeks blushed pink as I looked at myself.  I was… pretty.

Finally I filled in my lips with the pink lipstick, making them seem full and plump, glossy, and I styled my hair, a cute spunky dishevelled long pixie style with wild curls.  Once complete I sat back and stared at myself.  The transformation was nothing short of amazing.

With my smooth body, my pretty face, fetching hair, I was sexy.  I could finally see what Kraig had meant.  Though I had always been okay being myself, now, for the first time, I was proud, happy.  I was trim and petite and sexy.  I was cute.  I was… I was beautiful.

“Now, time to try on that cheer-leader costume.  Make sure it looks good enough for Daddy.”  I whispered to myself, blushing.


Chapter Four.

I was terrified and excited and my heart was racing.  Saturday night.  It was time…

I didn’t know if I was ready, but I knew that if I backed out now I might never do it.  After all the planning, the preparation, I told myself it was now or never.  I was going to show Kraig how important he was to me.  I was going to make sure he knew how I felt about him.  I was going to make sure none of those women who kept flirting with him stood a chance.  I was going to make Daddy mine.

“Tyler?  You almost ready?  The game is about to start.”  Kraig’s voice was calm and neutral.

He had no idea what I was about to do.  As I looked at myself in the mirror I couldn’t help but smile, blushing, imagining his reaction, his eyes wide with lust, a bulge in his trousers—I only hoped I wasn’t making a terrible, terrible mistake.

“The reward is worth the risk.”  I whispered.

“I’ll be right down!”  I shouted in reply.

I took a moment to look myself over one last time.  I’d been practising my make-up, so my eyes and lips looked almost perfect, dark lashes and eyeliner making my green eyes larger, brighter, a dash of pink and black eyeshadow to make me seem sultry, seductive.

I’d used the hair removal cream and shaved again this afternoon, to make sure I was extra smooth and soft, and I’d used moisturiser, adding a dash of perfume, something musky and heavy, super sexy and feminine.  My hair was styled in cute ruffled curls, swept to one side, making me seem androgynous and foxy.

It was my outfit though, my cheer-leader uniform, that really made me look stunning.  I struck a pose and wiggled provocatively, in the way I’d been rehearsing.  I really wanted Kraig to notice me, to desire me.

The white sneakers and long white socks made my legs seem longer, fuller, my exposed thighs smooth and hairless, alluring.  My skirt was pleated and short, so that any movement at all made it swish and flare out exposing my ass and panties, lots of full, round, soft flesh, making me blush, my heart skipping.

The way the panties fit me, snug, tight, made my ass seem almost rounder, fuller, barely covering my pert cheeks, though neatly containing my cute little cock.  I loved them and I wondered if perhaps I should buy more, so that I could wear them everyday.  Maybe if this evening went well, Daddy and I could go shopping together…

My heart swelled with joy at the thought and I giggled again, blush deepening.  I twirled.  My top was tight around my trim, flat chest, sleeveless, my arms and neck and collarbones exposed, my flat smooth belly on show, my wide hips and round ass in my skirt giving me a slight feminine appearance, but still cute, androgynous and flirty.

I remembered the video Kraig had been watching.  I looked as good as, if not better than them.  How would I look in heels and stocking and suspenders… maybe later I could see, I could show Daddy.  The thought made me grin, my belly fluttering.

“I guess I’m as ready as I’ll ever be.”  I said.  “I just hope you’re ready for your naughty cheer-leader Daddy.”
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I stopped just outside the door, my heart thundering, my belly in knots.  I was both hot and cold at the same time, cheeks and chest flush pink, hands and feet almost numb.  I bit my bottom lip, careful not to smudge my perfectly applied lipstick, and took a deep, slow breath.

“Tyler?  Is that you out in the hall?  What are you doing?”

Kraig had heard my footsteps.  He knew I was out here.

“Do you…”

“Just wait a moment.  I… I have a surprise for you.”  I said—my voice was wavering, quiet, almost girly.

There was a moment of quiet.

“Okay… but, are you sure you’re alright?”

I smiled.  He was worried about me.  That was just like him.  I had no reason to be nervous.  No matter what he wouldn’t hurt me, would care for me, no matter whether he liked his surprise or not, he’d still be there to look after me. 

“Yeah.  I… I just need a moment.  Put the game on and I’ll be in in a second.  Just… just promise not to laugh at me or anything.”

Again a moment of quiet.

“Tyler, I might laugh, but you should know I’d never laugh at you.  You mean the world to me, and I’d never be that cruel.”  Kraig said—he sounded almost hurt.

I took another deep breath.  He was right, and deep down I knew it.  He would never laugh at me, never mock me or be cruel to me.  No matter how he reacted, he would be kind.  I was ready.

I stepped forward, toward the door to the living room, stepped through.

Kraig looked up from the television, smiling at me, then froze, his smile in flux, confused, eyes wide.  He tried to speak, lips moving, but no sounds came.  He stammered, flustered.  Daddy stared at me, almost nervous, blinking, and I felt a rush of emotions, a burst of euphoria.  He was stunned, I had stunned him, the way I looked had him lost for words.  It felt… good.

“Don’t you like your surprise Daddy?”  I asked—my voice was quiet, husky, alluring, feminine, cute.

Kraig blinked at me, squirming, almost as though frightened.  I moved from the door towards the sofa, walking slowly, carefully.

I had been practising this walk, trying to emulate the sexy strut I had seen in the video he’d been watching. I put one foot in front of the other, heel to toe, my hips and ass wiggling in my sexy little cheer-leader skirt, my legs smooth and long, clad in long white socks.  I knew from practising that this walk made my skirt swish with each pop of my hips so that Kraig was getting to see flashes of my white panties, and that only made the fluttering in my belly even more intense.

My cheeks were pink, heart racing, my cute little cock aching.  The way he was looking at me, stunned, flustered, confused, eyes wide, made me bite my bottom lip to keep from whimpering.  Kraig shifted, awkward, fidgeting, and my eyes glanced down to watch as he adjusted the growing bulge in his trousers.  I had done that, I had made that bulge.  Looking me as I strutted in my sexy cheer-leader outfit had made Daddy’s massive cock hard.  He thought I was sexy.

I stopped just in front of Kraig.  I stood with one hand on my hip, sticking my butt out, pouting, a deliberate expression.

“Well Daddy…”  I said, voice saccharine sweet, teasing.

Kraig stammered again, still struggling for words.

“Tyler… what… what are you doing, I mean, I don’t mind what you wear, or how you express yourself.  I’ll always be here for you, no matter what, but… maybe we should talk about this?  I mean… if you want to wear outfits like that that it’s your choice, but for watching the game with me don’t you think it’s a bit… skimpy?”

I grinned.

“Skimpy Daddy?  Does that mean you don’t like it?  I picked it especially for you.”  I said.

Kraig was obviously struggling to seem calm.  His cheeks were pink, and he was having trouble stopping himself from looking me over, battling to keep his gaze on my face and not on my ass.

“It’s… it’s very nice, and you look lovely, I’m just… surprised… I wasn’t expecting this, and… well, it’s quite… quite provocative for just a night in.  Maybe you could go and change?”

I pouted, as though sad and annoyed, a deliberate gesture, crossing my arms across my chest, wiggling my hips to make my skirt swish.

“You want me to go change already Daddy?  But the outfit is your surprise.  I picked the colours of your team and everything.”

Kraig was obviously breathing heavy, struggling to remain outwardly calm.  My act and my outfit was having just the effect I wanted it to have.

“I know Tyler… and, it’s lovely, really sweet… but it’s just… a bit much, a bit too revealing and I’m not used to seeing you like this.  And, maybe you don’t need to call me ‘Daddy’ quite like that.  You don’t normally…”

“But you are my Daddy!  And you’re the best Daddy I could ask for.”  I said, loud and bratty.

I was being brazen, flirty.  I giggled, unable to hide how much I was enjoying myself.  Kraig took a deep breath, trying to remain calm, composed.  I glanced down, at his crotch, saw the obvious outline of his swelling cock, the cock I had made hard.

“How about you let me do one more thing Daddy, then, if you still don’t like my outfit, I’ll go change.”

Kraig looked at me.  He smiled.

“I never said I didn’t like it, but… okay…”

I jumped up and down on the spot, clapping my hands, acting like a giddy, silly cheer-leader.   My skirt swooshed out with each bounce, exposing my legs, ass, panties, and I saw Daddy glance down, eyes wide, cheeks a deep crimson.  He liked what he saw!

“So, you just sit there, I’ve been practising my dance, like a proper cheer-leader, so I can help support your team.”

Kraig was silent.  I stepped back, moving to the middle of the floor and took my starting pose, feet shoulder width apart, back straight, butt out, hands on my hips.

“Ready?”  I said.

Daddy nodded, silent.  I grinned at him, and began my routine.
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I had rehearsed several times, trying to emulate the moves from the most flirtatious, provocative, sexy routine I could find a video of.  It wasn’t perfect, but it was good enough.

My heart thundered, a thrill of humiliation and shame and excitement that made me giddy.  I bounced up and down, my skirt swishing, showing off my legs, ass, panties.  I bent over, wiggling, touching my knees and arching my back to lift my butt, facing it back at Daddy.

I glanced over my shoulder as I danced, posed, flirting, watching his expression.  His gaze was glued on my legs, ass, the bulge of is hardening cock growing larger.

As I jumped up and spun around to face him, I struck a final pose, one leg bent up behind me, hands in the air.  I was breathing heavily, flush, excited, cute little cock aching.  From Daddy’s expression I could tell he had enjoyed it.

“So, do I still need to go and get changed, or should I keep my uniform on Daddy?”

I took slow, deep breaths.  Daddy stayed quiet.  I moved forward, towards him. 

“Don’t you like cheer-leaders Daddy?”  I asked.

Daddy nodded.

“I do, it’s just… I’m not used to seeing you like that.”

“Don’t I make a good cheer-leader Daddy?”  I asked.

Again Daddy nodded.  I smiled, giggling.  I stepped closer.

“Don’t I make a sexy cheer-leader Daddy?”

Daddy smiled.  He looked up at me.

“You’re beautiful Tyler, and very sexy, but that’s the problem.  You’re… very hard to resist.  I really don’t think you should stay dressed like that.  Or…”

Daddy went quiet.  I felt the implication of his words, of his gaze.  He was struggling to control himself.  I didn’t want him to control himself though.  I wanted him to know I was his.

“Well, maybe you don’t need to resist Daddy.”  I said, grinning, bushing, voice soft, sweet, innocent.

I could barely believe what I was saying, what I was doing.  I had never even kissed a girl, yet here I was, propositioning Kraig, my Daddy, seducing him. 

“I… Tyler… I don’t know…”

He was nervous, struggling, I could tell he found me attractive, sexy.  The way he looked at me, like a hungry wolf.  The thrill of it made my belly flutter, a tingle up my spine, my cute little cock aching in my white panties.  I just needed to push him, just a tiny bit further.

I stepped towards him, just within hands reach.  I could see the desire in Daddy’s eyes, his hunger.  He was squirming, aching.  I wanted him to reach out and grasp me, show me how sexy he thought I was.  I wanted him to take me as his, so I could show him that I belonged to him.

“What about if I told you that this cheer-leader doesn’t mind if you touch?  What if I told you that I want you to touch me Daddy, that I was your surprise?”

Daddy stared at me, conflicted, struggling.  I stepped closer, shifted, moving to kneel on the sofa, one leg on each side of Daddy’s legs.  I shifted forward, my skirt riding up to expose my thighs.  I sat, straddling Daddy’s lap and smiled.

Daddy stared at me, as though hypnotised.  I wiggled, giggling, shifted forward, reaching out to wrap my arms around the back of his neck, blushing, hot, belly fluttering.  I squirmed on his lap as I felt the hot, heavy, thick hardness of his cock against my thigh.

“I’m your cheer-leader Daddy, and you can do whatever you want to me.  I’ll do anything you want me to.”  I said.

Daddy’s smile rose.  He laughed, kind, and there was a twinkle in his eyes.

“How on earth could I resist an offer like that, from someone as perfect as you.”  He said.

Before I could speak Daddy moved.  He reached up to grip me by my waist, holding me tight, leaned forward, and kissed me.


Chapter Five.

The kiss was soft at first, gentle, tender, and I felt myself melt, mind blank.  My first kiss, and it was perfect.

I moaned, pressed forward, pressing my soft, slim, petite body against my Daddy, his body firm and hard and large, so much stronger and more powerful than me, his deep masculine musk making me giddy.

Daddy’s grip on my waist tightened, holding me, pulling me into him.  The kiss became more urgent, teeth nipping at my bottom lip, passion, hunger, need, and I let him take what he wanted from me.

His kiss was powerful, urgent, ravenous.  Daddy’s tongue teased into my mouth and I responded, moaning, whimpering, my tongue meting his.  I ran my hands up from his neck, into his hair, gripping him tight.  My cute little cock hardened in my panties and I responded to his kiss, to his lust, to his hunger, letting him know I was his, to claim and take and use in any way he wanted.

I moaned, kissing back.  Daddy’s grip tightened.  He pulled back, pulled his lips away from mine even as I tried to pull him back, wanting more, wanting his mouth on mine, pining.

“Tyler… this… this… we shouldn’t.”

I smiled.

“I want to Daddy, and I know you want to too.  I want to be yours, all of me.  I want to give myself to you.  Just… stop fighting it.  Give in.  Enjoy me.  Enjoy your cheer-leader.  Please?”

Kraig smiled, his eyes sparkling.  He took a deep breath.

“I… you’re sure about this?  If I… if we… then there’s no going back…”

“I’m sure Daddy.  I want to.  I need to.  I don’t want to go back to before.  I just… I want you, all of you, and I want to give myself to you.”

“You really are the most amazing person Tyler.”  Daddy said.  “How could I possibly resist someone as beautiful and sexy as you.”

I giggled.

“You’re not supposed to resist.  You’re supposed to give in and use me…”

Before I could continue Daddy moved, leaning forward to kiss me again, only this time it was different.  This time there was no restraint, no hesitation, no holding back.  Daddy had given in, and his kiss, hard, hot, passionate, made me weak.
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I squirmed in Daddy’s lap, melting into his embrace, his kiss, his lips on mine, his tongue, his teeth.  There was strength, irresistible, and I knew that even if I had tried to stop him, to resist him, I couldn’t have, I was too weak, too small, too pretty to stop him from claiming me, ravishing me.  The thought made my belly skip.

I did not want to resist him though.  I wanted him, all of him, more than I had ever wanted anything.

I ran my hands up into his hair, gripping tight, pulling, kissing back, desperate for him.  He returned my ferocity and force and desire.  His hands slipped off my waist, running down over my back, over my ass and skirt, down to my smooth, soft thighs, squeezing.  I moaned, whimpered, grinding my ass on the hardness in his trousers, his cock, long and thick and throbbing for me.

Daddy’s hands slipped back up, under my skirt, to my ass, gripping, fingers slipping under the fabric of my panties, holding me.  I pressed back into his palms, loving the sensation of him holding me, fondling me, groping me, his grip firm, hard, urgent with desire, almost painful.  He squeezed, hard, and I moaned into the kiss, pressing hard into him, pulling his hair, breathless, giddy, almost drunk on lust.

I was a hot, dizzy, pretty mess.  Daddy’s hands caressed me, my ass, squeezing, fondling, slipping under my panties, over skin, and in, towards my crack, fingers teasing along.

One hand moved out and up, over my thigh, stroking my smooth, soft skin, over my hip, to the small of my hand, feeling every inch of me, savouring the smooth, soft, delicate skin, so sensitive, his touch electric.  I was so alive, bright with joy and pleasure.

The hand on my ass caressed me, fingers slipping into my crack, deeper sliding along, brushing over my entrance, a gentle tickle sending bolts of joy along my spine.  Daddy wanted me, was touching me, his big, thick, hard cock pressing against my ass and thigh inside his trousers.

As the tip of his finger teased, pressing, just barely slipping into me, stretching me, I moaned.  The sensation was more than anything I had thought possible, pleasure, knowing I was his, he wanted me, wanted to fuck me.  I whimpered and kissed him with passion and intensity, urging him not to stop, to do more.

His finger teased me, my cute little cock aching in my panties, throbbing, desperate.  I ground back, wiggling my hips, trying to ease more of his finger into me but he was in control, too strong and powerful.  I was his, to play with as and how he liked and I loved it.

Daddy pulled back, eased his finger away, ended the kiss, holding me.  He stared at me, smiling.  I was blushing, biting my bottom lip, wiggling, hot, head fuzzy.  I wanted more and I fluttered my eye lashes to tempt him, lure him, encourage him.

“I’ve been bad Daddy.  I think you need to help me become a good girl.”  I giggled.

Daddy smiled. 

“You’re sure about this Tyler?  You’re sure this is what you want?”

I nodded, certain, no hesitation.  I wanted this more than anything.  I wanted him as mine, now and forever.  My Daddy, my man, my lover.  I wanted him to own me.  I needed him to claim me.”

“Yes Daddy.  I’m sure.”  I said—my voice as sweet and cute and innocent as I could make it.

Daddy took a deep breath, nodded once.

He moved suddenly.  His hands slipped up to my hips and, lifting me, easily, he rose to his feet, placed me standing in front of him.

He had always been taller than me, but now, dressed as his sexy cheer-leader, his lust an almost tangible force, the attention fully on me, his cock hard for me, for the first time, I appreciated the size difference.  He towered over me, tall and broad and strong.  There was no way I could resist him.  The thought thrilled me.  I did not want to resist him, but the idea, the naughtiness of it, Daddy forcing me to be his—I filed the thought away for later.

“So, my Tyler has been a bad girl?”  Daddy asked.

I nodded.  There was a cold, stern, deliberate tone in his voice that made me shudder.

“Very bad Daddy.”  I said, my tone teasing, flirty, brazen.

“Well, I think I need to show you how I treat naughty, bad, slutty girls like you.”

The words stung, thrilling me.  I burned hot, whimpering.  I could only nod, biting my bottom lip, staring up at him with my pretty green eyes.

“Make me your good girl Daddy. Please.”

Daddy grinned.

[image: ]

Before I could react he reached up, his hand gripping my hair, pulling, and he urged me down, onto my knees.  He was firm but gentle, guiding me, and I submitted, kneeling before him, my face level with his crotch, his hard, thick, throbbing cock in his trousers, the bulge ominous, almost threatening, mesmerising.  My mouth watered, lips tingling. 

I knew what he wanted, and I wanted it too.  I needed it, ached for it.

“Show me you can behave like a good girl for me Tyler.  You have to take responsibility.  Dressing like a sexy cheer-leader, looking all pretty for me, teasing me, being so sexy… you’ve got me all hot and bothered.  Undo my trousers and take my cock out.  I want you to see what being a naughty cock tease does to Daddy.”

I nodded.  There were no words.  I looked down, to Daddy’s trousers, reached out, hands shaking, and began to undo his belt, his button, his fly. 

I had never done anything like this before and yet now here I was on my knees, about to touch my first cock, caress it, stroke it… and more.  And it was my Daddy’s cock.  I could only smile and whimper and the naughtiness of it all. 

I pulled Daddy’s trousers down, his pants, and my eyes went wide as his enormous cock popped free.  Up close it was so much larger, thicker, longer.  I was hard and throbbing, pulsing with the heat of his heart, throbbing with his desire for me—I was beautiful, sexy, pretty, and my cheeks blushed deep pink.

I reached out without needing to be told and touched it, unable to resist, wrapping my small hands around it, stroking, the skin like velvet, his prick so warm and hard, thick, long.  My mouth and tongue tingled, belly fluttering, my hole aching, empty.

“My, isn’t someone eager.  I didn’t tell you to start touching my cock did I?”

I looked up at Daddy, my green pretty eyes, and shook my head.  I did not stop though, still held his perfect cock, stroking gently, relishing his expression of pleasure, his soft moans of appreciation as I wanked his prick in my soft, delicate hands.  I was eager.  Eager for Daddy’s cock.

“You’re doing such a good job though.  I might suspect you’ve done this before.  Is my girl more of a dirty slut than I know?”

I shook my head.

“No Daddy.  I’m a good girl.  I’m your good girl.  This is my first time.”  I said—I kept my voice saccharine sweet, pure and innocent and teasing.

Daddy smiled, grinned, moaned as I teased the head of his cock, his slit oozing precum.  I wondered how long it had been for him.  How much cum did he have saved up for me?  I wanted all of it, wanted to show him he didn’t need anyone else.  I was his, and I would take care of all of his needs.

“Really?  Well, you’re very talented.  Now, how about we see just how talented you are.”

Daddy’s hand, still on the back of my head, gripping my hair, urged me forward.  I looked down, saw his cock, knew what he wanted.  I did not resist, could barely wait, heart thundering, eager.

I opened my mouth, extended my tongue out over my bottom lip, and shifted forwards.  Daddy’s cock loomed closer, pressed to my lips, slipped into my mouth.

We both moaned as one, me from the pleasure of having my mouth full of Daddy’s wonderful cock, Daddy from the sensation of my hot, wet, tight, pretty mouth wrapped around his dick. 

I pressed forward, sucking hard, lips tight, working my tongue around the prominent head, tasting his cock, his precum.  I worked his cock into my mouth, still stroking with my hand.  The way Daddy moaned made my head spin.

I worked my mouth down, up, began to find a rhythm, bobbing up and down, Daddy’s cock slipping in and out of my lips.  He pressed my head down, thrust forward, easing more of his massive cock into my mouth, my lips stretched wide.  It was enormous, but wonderful, the way he filled my mouth, making my cute little smooth cock ache in my panties.

As he thrust forward the head of his cock brushed at the back of my throat, and I suppressed the urge to gag.  I wanted to show him I was a good girl for him, wanted to please him.  I eased back, letting almost his entire cock slip from my mouth, lips tight, his cock wet and slick with my spit now, my hands stroking.  I teased the head as I took a deep breath, then shifted forward again.

I stretched my lips wide, mouth open, caressing his cock with my tongue, undulating it, and eased forward until the head of Daddy’s cock pressed at the back of my throat.  I fought the need to gag, opened my throat, mouth wide, pressed forward.

Daddy thrust, and his cock slipped deep, into my throat, deeper and deeper, fucking my open mouth and throat.  I choked, moaning in delight at the thrill of submission, drooling spit, his wet cock slipping in and out, fucking my mouth and throat at his pleasure, gripping my hair, taking me, using me, his toy.

“Tyler… fuck… yes… you are so good, so talented, such a perfect slut.”  Daddy whispered.

His pleasured moans made my head spin and I wanted more even as I tried to swallow, miking his dick, my cute little cock aching, choking and gagging on his thick prick, lips wet with spit, a wet drooling messy cheer-leader.  I worked forward, trying to take all of it.

“Fuck!  That’s… no one has ever taken that much… I’m so close… Tyler… fuck!”

Daddy’s grip in my hair tightened.  He pulled me back, slipping his cock from my mouth.  I whined, wanting more, breathless, wanting to suck and lick and choke on the massive thick length of throbbing cock.

“Enough of that Tyler, I want to see what else my good girl has to offer Daddy.” 

I looked up, knew what Daddy meant.  I nodded, still gasping, smiling, blushing.

“You want to fuck me Daddy?”  I asked, grinning, giggling.

He nodded.

“I want to fuck that perfect, sexy, pert ass of yours Tyler.  I want to fuck you, claim you, breed you, and make you mine.”

My head spun, dizzy on the words.  I nodded.

“Please.”  I whimpered.
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Daddy lay me down on the sofa on my back, my legs spread.  I watched as Daddy stripped off his shirt and trousers, pants, suddenly naked and looming over me.  He was so handsome, so strong, and I blushed as he moved to kneel between my thighs.  His hands ran up over my legs, my soft smooth plump thighs.

“You’re so smooth.  I like it.  You should keep your body this way from now on.”  Daddy said.

I nodded.

“Yes Daddy.  Whatever you want.  I’m yours.  Your pretty fuck toy.” 

I giggled at the brazenness of my words.  Daddy only smiled.

“I like that.  Now, you won’t be needing these.”

Daddy reached up and gripped the waist band of my white skimpy panties, pulled them down, gently easing them off my legs.  I shivered, suddenly bared, exposed, my cute little cock hard and throbbing. 

Daddy ran one hand up, over my smooth legs, to my cock, and wrapped his large hands around it easily, stroking, teasing me.  The pleasure made me jolt, mind blank, body hot, heart racing.

“Someone is an eager girl, all hot and horny from sucking my cock.  So excited at the thought of Daddy fucking them in their tight, virgin ass.”

I could only nod.  The words were a new bliss, a cocktail of shame and excitement.

“Please.”  I whispered.

Daddy smiled, and his other hand slipped lower, to my ass fingers running along my crack.  He caressed, teasing, and his finger tip pressed at my virgin entrance.  I shivered, moaned out loud, and pressed down, grinding my hips, wanting more, the pleasure intense and overwhelming.

“Yes!  There… more…”  I whimpered.

Daddy leaned forward, lowered his face to my cock, and before I could react he had engulfed my cute little hard prick in his mouth, hot and wet, easily swallowing my dick.  I thrust up, the twin sensation of his finger and mouth beyond words or thought.

Daddy opened his lips, lapping with his tongue, let his spit run down, hot and wet over my balls, down my crack, wetting his finger, my hole becoming slick, and he pressed, gently but firmly.  His finger eased in, stretching me, entering me.  I shifted, wanting more, his tongue and lips working my cute little cock, finger sliding in and out of my virgin hole, slowly, stretching me, lubricating me, making me wet and ready for him.

A second finger slipped along my crack, to my hole, teasing, and as Daddy slipped his finger out the second joined it, pressing, stretching me wider, almost painful, but so good, slipping in, fucking me with slow, gentle, firm strokes, caressing my inner walls, a bright knot of pleasure forming in my belly, making my cock throb harder. 

Daddy slipped his mouth off, spit running down to lubricate me, wet and slick and ready, and he looked up at me.  I smiled I him, drunk on pleasure, legs spread, aching for him.

“You ready for me Tyler?  Are you ready for Daddy to fuck you?”

I could only nod.  There were no words.

Daddy slipped his fingers out of me, slowly, leaving me empty and pining, desperate to be filled.  I watched in awe as he reached down to grip his thick, long, throbbing cock.  It was so big.  The thought of it slipping into me, fucking me, made my head spin.  Would it even fit?

My heart skipped as he shifted forwards, gripping his cock aiming it at my crack, my hole.  I  shifted my hips to offer him easier access, spread my legs wider, readying myself for my Daddy.

Daddy shifted forward, his cock slipping along my wet, slick crack.  It ran over my hole, my entrance, pressing, then slipped away.  I whimpered as he teased me, time and again running the massive throbbing head of his cock over my stretched, waiting, eager hole, pressing, stretching me, slipping away.  I moaned, grinding my hips, trying to trap him, force him to enter me, fuck me, take me.  Daddy ran his free hand up over my leg, up to my hip, gripping me, holding me.

“Please… please Daddy… fuck me!”

He smiled, cock running up, pausing at my hole.  He shifted, eased forward, the head pressing, gently, firmly, easing me open, stretching me impossibly wide.  I opened my legs as wide as I could, desperate to be fucked, to be filled, and I lifted my ass my, grinding down with my hips, aching for it.

Daddy’s cock pressed at my entrance, slipping just in, stretching me.  The pressure built and then, suddenly, my hole gaped wide, and Daddy’s cock popped past my outer entrance, slipped deep.

“Fuck!”  My voice was hush and eager, lusty, a moaned exclamation of sheer bliss.

Daddy smiled at me.  He eased out, head tugging at my entrance, then slipped in again, deeper this time.  I was split wide, stretched almost to breaking, the sensation wonderful, heavenly, bliss.  He fucked in, out, slipping slowly deeper, easing me open, training me to be his fuck toy.

He shifted his hand off his cock, slipped it up to my other hip, gripping me on both sides now, holding me, tight, and the pulled me into him, pulling me down onto his massive, thick, long throbbing cock as he thrust in.  Daddy buried his perfect cock in my no longer virgin hole, claiming me as his good girl and I moaned in utter surrender.

“Fuck Tyler… you are so utterly perfect.  So sexy, so beautiful… I can’t believe I finally get to fuck you, make you mine.”

Daddy’s voice was an awed whisper, full of lust and affection.  I blushed, squirmed, wanting him to fuck me hard, fast, deep, wanting him to fill me with his cum, mark me as his slut.

“I’m yours Daddy.  All of me.  Use me.  However and whenever you want.”  I whispered, fluttering my eyelashes.

Daddy grinned.

“I don’t need to be told twice.  Not with that tight, slick, perfect hole wrapped around my cock.”

His grip tightened.  He pulled me, lifting me, fucking into me.  He thrust in and out, harder now, still slow and steady, building pace slowly.  I was his toy to use and I let him take me however he wanted.

Daddy fucked in and out of my slick hole, stretching me, claiming me, holding me.  I wrapped my legs around his waist, ground my hips down on his thick, throbbing shaft.  As he fucked me the swollen head of his magnificent prick caressed my inner walls, the knot of pleasure in my belly blossoming, filling me, my cute little cock aching, drooling precum.

“Yes… yes… more… please Daddy… fuck me harder… it’s… it’s so good!”  My voice was a breathy moan.

Daddy obliged, fucking harder, faster, pulling me hard down onto his cock as he thrust into me, pulling his massive, thick cock almost entirely out of me before burying all of it inside my ass, stretching me, filling me.  He lifted me, pulling me onto him, lifting me so I was sitting on his cock, my face close to his.

I reached out and wrapped my arms around his neck, leaned in, kissed him, hard, and he kissed me back as he fucked his thick, throbbing cock in and out of my slick, tight hole.  I rode up and down, filled with Daddy’s cock, riding him as he fucked me, filled me, stretched me, his balls and thighs slapping against my ass.  The knot of pleasure in my belly swelled, my cute little cock twitching, swelling, aching.

“Fuck Tyler… I’m close… so close…”

The thought of Daddy cumming inside me, filling me, breeding me, made me moan.  I kissed Daddy, hard, urging him on, wanting him to claim me.  I ground down on his cock, squeezing, fucking him as he fucked me.

His cock swelled, throbbing hard, stretching me wider, and he thrust deep.  I felt his cock pulse hard inside me and he roared, cumming, cumming inside me, inside my tight, slick, hot ass.  I held him tight, kissing him, milking him, squeezing, letting him thrust deep inside me, breeding me, his slut, his fuck toy.

The sensation, being fucked, filled, Daddy cumming inside my hole, made the knot of pleasure in my belly unravel.  I fucked down and, suddenly, I was cumming, my cute little cock pressed between us, leaking cum over my belly, Daddy’s belly, my hole clenching tight, desperate to milk the last of Daddy’s cum from his perfect cock.

I held on tight as our shared climaxes subsided, Daddy’s cock still buried deep, throbbing, my ass full of hot, thick, sticky cum, my cum cooling, smeared over us both, my cute little cock tingling, softening.  I looked up into Daddy’s eyes and smiled, basking in the joy of the experience.  I was his now, to use and take as he wanted, his fuck toy, and he was mine. 

“That… that was amazing Tyler.”

“Thank you Daddy.”

Daddy laughed. 

“You know, as much as I like you calling me that, you can’t keep using it all the time.”

I smiled up at him, my handsome, strong, caring Daddy.  He was my man now, and I was his good girl, his beautiful fuck toy.

“Of course not Daddy.  I’ll only use it when it’s just us.  It’ll be our naughty little game.”

“Our naughty game?”  He said.

I nodded.

“Mmm… I have lots of naughty games I want to play with you Daddy.”  I said, voice soft and flirty.

Daddy grinned at me.

“I like the sound of that.”

Daddy shifted, grinding his cock inside me, his cum hot and wonderful, marking me.  I was his, now and forever.

“I think before any more games though I’d like to spend some with just you as Tyler.  The two of us, so I can show you just how special you are to me.”

I blushed, deep pink, giggling.

“You’re special to me too, more than I could ever say, so… I’d really like that.”

My grin shifted.

“How does twenty minutes sound?”  I said, laughing.  “Think you’ll be ready to go again?”

Daddy smirked.

“Given how you look right now Tyler, how beautiful and sexy you look filled with my cum, I think it’ll be more like five.”

I bushed a deeper shade of crimson and bit my bottom lip.  I couldn’t wait.  I was Daddy’s girl, Daddy’s femboy,  Daddy was mine, and I was happier than I had ever been.




THE END
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