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Chapter One: The Feed

The sun in L.A. didn’t care how broke Skyler was. It spilled through the blinds like a bitch, lighting up every tacky little corner of his studio apartment—the unwashed mugs, the stack of takeout containers, the closet full of crop tops and knockoff designer scarves. His ring light was already on, buzzing faintly in the background as he adjusted it for the fifth time.

Skyler hadn’t always lived like this. Back in Indiana, he’d been the closeted preacher’s son—polite, well-behaved, and suffocating in a world that worshipped masculinity and shamed anything soft. He wore oversized hoodies to hide the way he moved, practiced deepening his voice in the mirror, and prayed every night that his dad wouldn’t catch him sneaking into his mom’s makeup drawer. He had a high GPA, a fake smile, and bruises he never explained.

Moving to L.A. was supposed to be his rebirth—freedom, glitter, and becoming the version of himself he’d only seen in Tumblr moodboards and stolen fashion zines. He thought once he got out, everything would click. That someone out here would see him and say, Yes, you're the one I've been waiting for.  But freedom was expensive, and glitter didn’t pay rent. All he had were the clothes he brought in a suitcase, a dream with frayed edges, and a body he was still learning how to weaponize.

Now here he was: barely twenty-two, three weeks behind on rent, and relying on his Insta thirst traps to score enough likes to keep his OnlyFans alive. His body had become his currency—tight and slim, all soft curves and pouty attitude. He was five foot seven, no muscle, no fat, just a delicate little frame made for being looked at, touched, used. His skin was pale and smooth, waxed down to the last inch, and his nipples stayed sensitive no matter how many times he rubbed them through fabric.

He sat on the edge of his bed in a sheer white tank top so tight it clung to his chest like plastic wrap. His small, pert chest pressed against the fabric, nipples clearly poking through. He tilted his head, lips slightly parted, gaze low. One leg up on the bed, the other dangling—showing off the smooth, freshly-shaved skin of his thighs, thighs that looked almost too soft to belong to a boy.

Click.

He checked the photo. Not bad. His cheeks looked flushed, the tank barely covered his flat tummy, and the way his pink cotton briefs peeked out under the hem? Slutty. Just slutty enough. The kind of image that might land him a free pair of heels or at least a few more desperate DMs.

He popped open Instagram. Filtered the brightness up, made his skin glow porcelain-pale. Cropped to show the triangle of his thighs and the gentle slope of his waist. Hashtagged the usual mix: #femboyfriday, #softboystyle, #sissyfit. He added one more tag, deliberately and with a throb of hope.

@malcolmrayeluxury tagged front and center.

Skyler stared at the handle for a moment, his finger hovering over the post button. Malcolm Raye wasn’t just a brand. He was an institution. The man behind every iconic boytoy campaign that had gone viral, the man whose parties were invite-only and whose models always looked just a little used in the best way—glossed lips, hollowed cheeks, stretched out and glowing. Malcolm didn’t just sell clothes. He sold a vision.

Skyler had spent years watching from the sidelines, dreaming of being chosen—of being pulled into the spotlight by a man who knew exactly what to do with a boy like him. He’d fantasized about it so many nights, fingers between his legs, imagining the moment a man like Malcolm would tilt his chin up, call him pretty, and ruin him properly.

He remembered one night in particular, lying in bed with his laptop dimmed and his headphones in, watching a leaked stream from one of Malcolm's infamous invite-only afterparties. The camera shook as it moved through the room, catching glimpses of boys on their knees, collars glittering, limbs spread wide and trembling in heels. One sissy was bent over a leather ottoman in front of a fire, lipstick smeared all over his chin, sobbing sweet little moans while a man in a velvet blazer held his leash and whispered something into his ear.

Skyler had stroked himself slow to the rhythm of that leash tug, watching the boy's lingerie clad body jolt every time the man shifted behind him. He couldn’t see Malcolm’s face, but he just knew  it was him—calm, composed, giving that perfect mixture of discipline and devotion that made Skyler ache. That boy had looked so thoroughly used, but so proud to wear it. Skyler came hard that night, hand clamped over his mouth, his eyes wet and blinking at the frozen screen.

He knew Malcolm didn’t go for just anyone. His tastes were particular—flawless boys in sheer ruffled panties, satin crop tops that tied in delicate bows at the chest, thigh-high stockings with little heart clips, pearl chokers, and kitten heels that clicked with every submissive step, walking leashed at afterparties like prized pets. They always looked so empty and fucked, lips swollen, eyes glassy from too much pleasure.

Skyler studied every post, every tagged story, zooming in on their clothes, their poses, the way their thighs spread just enough in each photo. He practiced those looks in the mirror, trying to get the same slutty pout, the same slut-drop arch that screamed: Take me, Daddy, I was made for this.  He knew what Malcolm liked—slim bodies in expensive lingerie, sissies with painted nails and perfect posture who could strut in six-inch stilettos and beg in a whisper without missing a beat.

And Skyler wanted in. Wanted to be bent over a velvet ottoman like that other boy, heels still on, ass up and face buried in designer sheets. He didn’t just want to be noticed. He wanted to be owned. Desperately.

And what if this post got his attention?

Skyler tapped "post" and tossed the phone aside. The likes trickled in slower than usual. He opened his OnlyFans out of habit—his most recent set, taken in a pink thong and white knee socks, had barely cracked a dozen tips. Comments were the usual: "cute," "would ruin you," "sit on my face." All faceless, nameless men who liked the image but never really  saw him.

His chest tightened. He was always too much or not enough. Too femme, too flat. Just slutty enough to jerk off to, but not enough to be remembered. Not special. Not claimed. Not the kind of boy anyone kept.

Not slutty enough for OnlyFans, not edgy enough for fashion week.

Then his phone buzzed.

The sound cut through the silence like a whip crack. Skyler’s heart stuttered, his gaze flicking toward the glowing screen on the bed like it might explode. For a second, he just stared, frozen. It could’ve been another OnlyFans tip, another thirsty DM. But something in his gut told him it wasn’t.

He reached for the phone, hesitant, almost reverent. His fingers hovered like he was scared touching it might ruin the moment. That party stream still burned in his brain—the way the boy had moaned, the leash tug that made him twitch, the glint of spit and mascara down his chin. Skyler could still hear it, the sound of the man’s voice murmuring filth into a trembling ear.

His thighs squeezed together, briefs sticking wet to his skin. He hadn’t even touched himself and he was already soaked. He felt needy, aching, too exposed under the soft cotton tank and the warm weight of the afternoon sun.

The tension didn’t ease. It coiled tighter in his belly, a slow twist of heat and hunger that made it hard to breathe. He forced himself to pick up the phone.

1 New Message Request

From: @malcolmrayeluxury

“You wear it wrong. But I can teach you. If you’re ready to be owned.”

Skyler’s hand froze on the screen, breath caught halfway down his throat. His heart didn’t just beat—it slammed against his ribs like it wanted out, his whole body pulsing with a needy, fluttery heat.

Owned?

The word clung to him like silk, like lube, like a collar he hadn't been allowed to wear yet.

He read it again. And again. His thighs pressed together. His toes curled. His cock twitched beneath the waistband of his pink briefs, already half-hard and leaking from the sheer thrill of being seen. Not liked. Not noticed. Seen.

His mind raced—what would he have to do? What would Malcolm want from him? Control his looks? His wardrobe? His mouth? His whole fucking life? The idea wasn’t terrifying. It was intoxicating for him.

He imagined being stripped, inspected, remade in Malcolm's vision. Standing in front of him on shaking legs, in a too-short skirt, holding his breath while waiting for approval—or punishment.

Fingers trembling, he bit down on his lip, hard, and typed:

“Tell me when and where, Daddy.”




Chapter Two: The Invitation

Skyler didn’t sleep. Not really. He drifted in and out of shallow dreams, tossing beneath the thin throw blanket that barely covered his flushed body. His phone never left his hand, clutched to his chest like a secret. Every time he closed his eyes, that message seared behind his lids— I can teach you. If you’re ready to be owned.

It haunted him in the most delicious ways. His brain fed him flashes of things he hadn’t dared give words to—his throat under Malcolm’s palm, his lips stretched around something thick and unforgiving, the cool snap of a collar locked around his neck while he knelt obediently on polished marble floors.

By 3 a.m., he was rubbing his thighs together, whimpering softly into his pillow. He didn’t even stroke—just rocked, teased by the ghost of the leash he craved. By the time dawn crept through the windows, pale and sticky, Skyler’s briefs were soaked through.

He peeled them down slowly, the fabric clinging to his skin, sticky and warm. He shivered as the cool air hit his damp thighs, breath hitching while he wiped himself off with the edge of the blanket. His cheeks burned, his nipples hard beneath the worn tank top, and still—he wanted more.

He reached for his phone like it could offer relief.

7:04 AM — New Message from @malcolmrayeluxury

“Be at The Glasshouse Hotel. 3 PM. Room 1706. Wear something tight. And pink. I’ll do the rest.”

No emojis. No question marks. No room for negotiation. Just command.

Skyler’s breath hitched. He read it once. Then again. His fingers trembled slightly, hovering over the keyboard as a flush crept up his chest. He wanted to say something clever. Or eager. Or coy.

But all that came out was raw truth.

“Yes, Daddy.”



His body buzzed as he stood in front of his closet—if you could even call it that. It was just a shaky old garment rack overloaded with sin: cheap lace bodysuits, sheer skirts that barely counted as clothing, and enough pink to make a stripper blush. Everything on it had been chosen with one goal in mind—turning heads, dropping jaws, and begging silently to be used.

Pink. Tight. That part was easy.

The real question was: How much did he want Malcolm to take one look at him and bend him over the nearest surface?  Skyler needed something that screamed fuckable but trained,  like a toy Daddy had left out on display—needy, desperate, but still too scared to misbehave.

He tugged out a mesh pink crop top that hugged his chest like a second skin, the kind with tiny rhinestones stitched into the seams, glittering like bait. Beneath it, his nipples poked through, hard and sensitive, just visible under the fabric. The white micro-mini skirt was barely enough to cover the curve of his ass. When he bent over even slightly, it flipped up—by design.

Stockings came next—sheer, thigh-high, trimmed with delicate lace and satin bows. They clung to his freshly shaved legs, framing his thighs like little invitations. No panties, of course. Just a plug—pink, heart-shaped, and humiliatingly snug as he bent over his chair and slid it inside slowly, gasping as it popped in and settled deep.

By the time he painted his lips glossy and curled his lashes, he was trembling. He added a dusting of shimmer to his cheekbones and a dab of perfume behind his ears.

He looked in the mirror and saw exactly what he needed to be: a soft, glossy sissy begging to be ruined.

And that was the point.



The Glasshouse was in downtown L.A.—sleek, upscale, the kind of place where everything gleamed with quiet power. The bellboys didn’t ask questions, and the glass elevators were polished to a mirror shine. Even the air felt expensive.

Skyler took the train, then a rideshare, wrapped tight in a long tan trench coat that buttoned to his collar. Without it, he would've looked like a whore walking the street—barely dressed, flushed and trembling, painted lips and plug-tight. The coat covered him, but only just—it couldn't hide how his heels made his hips sway or how his thighs rubbed with every step.

Beneath it, he was a filthy little secret: his skirt riding higher with each bump, the lace tops of his stockings peeking with every shift of his legs. The plug nestled inside him pulsed with every movement, pressing deeper the tighter he clenched, and it left him dizzy with heat. Every second felt like a tease—every jolt of the road, every glance from the rearview mirror. He imagined the driver knowing. He hoped he didn’t. He hoped he did.

By the time he stepped through the lobby, his knees already felt soft. The floors clicked beneath his heels as he walked—no, floated—through the wide, cold space. Every surface reflected him back: flushed cheeks, bitten lip, lashes curled to perfection. He looked like a doll. A gift. A thing waiting to be unwrapped.

The elevator ride to the seventeenth floor was torture. Each ding of a passing floor ratcheted up the tension in his belly. He couldn’t stop picturing what Malcolm would say when he saw him—if he’d be pleased. If he’d make Skyler wait on his knees while he talked on the phone. If he’d pull him in by the collar and bend him over the foot of the bed without a word.

Room 1706.

He stood there a full minute, staring at the door like it was a gate to another life. The hallway was quiet, carpet muffling the click of his heels as he shifted nervously. Slowly, he unbuttoned his coat. One button at a time, heart pounding, breath shaky. When the last one popped open, he slipped it off his shoulders and folded it over one arm.

Now he was just standing there—mesh crop top sparkling in the hallway light, micro-mini riding dangerously high, thighs gleaming in lace-topped stockings. He could feel the air brushing his exposed skin, the chill teasing over his plug as it shifted with every breath. He was bare, on display, about to knock on the door of a man who already owned him in ways he hadn’t fully admitted.

His hand hovered to knock.

Once.

He barely had time to draw breath before it opened.

Malcolm stood in the doorway like he owned not just the room but the entire fucking hotel. Bigger than he looked online—broad chest straining the fabric of his black button-down, sleeves rolled up to expose thick, veined forearms. Slacks hugging his thighs like a second skin, his body heat rolling out like a wall.

His jaw was sharp, his mouth unreadable. But those eyes—dark, heavy-lidded, and slow as they traveled down Skyler’s frame—were absolutely devouring.

They lingered on the skirt. The thighs. The plug’s faint outline beneath the tight fabric. His glossy lips.

Malcolm exhaled once.

“Good boy,” he said, his voice low, rich, and perfectly dangerous.

Skyler’s knees almost gave out.

He didn’t even realize he was holding his breath until Malcolm stepped aside and said, “Get in. Slowly.”



The room was sleek and minimalist—king bed, clean lines, dark wood, and soft lighting that made Skyler’s skin glow as he stepped inside. But he barely registered it. Malcolm’s hand brushed the small of his back as he passed, and that touch alone felt like a command.

“Take a seat,” Malcolm said, not looking back.

Skyler obeyed without hesitation, perching at the edge of the velvet bench beneath the window, thighs tight together, skirt tugged down nervously—not that it helped. His pulse thumped in his throat. He could smell Malcolm now—something expensive and smoky, wrapped in spice. It clung to the room the way dominance clung to his voice.

Malcolm turned toward him, towering, broad-shouldered and devastating in the golden afternoon light. His presence swallowed the room, heat rolling off him like he radiated control. “I don’t fuck around with amateurs,” he said calmly, voice like honey poured over gravel. “If I take you, it means you’re mine. Fully. No games, no scenes. This isn’t a roleplay. You don’t get to call the shots.”

Skyler’s mouth fell open, eyes wide and dazed. His knees parted without thinking, thighs spreading inch by inch like his body had been waiting for that tone, that promise. A shaky breath escaped him. The plug inside him pressed deeper as he shifted slightly, and he whimpered—quiet, needy.

He wanted to be taken right there, on the king-size bed in the center of the suite room, to be laid down and broken in. He wanted Malcolm to grab him by the hair, shove him to the pillows, make him earn this offer with his mouth. But he didn’t move. He just sat there, legs spread, breathing fast, waiting to be claimed.

Malcolm stepped closer.

“You want exposure? I can give you that. Clothes? Connections? Invitations to events you can’t even dream of? That too. I can make you visible, wanted, get you fans who want you like the filthy, cock-hungry fuckdoll you were born to be for them.” Malcolm paused, letting the weight of his words settle, then added with cool finality, “But it comes at a cost.”

Skyler’s breath hitched. “What cost?”

Malcolm took a slow, deliberate step closer, his eyes locked on Skyler’s flushed face. His voice dropped lower, smooth and filthy, like it was wrapping itself around Skyler’s throat. “You don’t post without my approval. Not a single photo, not a fucking caption unless I’ve seen it first. I decide the angles. I choose how much skin you show. You’ll wear what I tell you to. Pose exactly how I like. Bend however I want.”

Malcolm circled behind him, one hand ghosting over Skyler’s bare shoulder, his breath brushing against the shell of his ear. “Your body, your brand, your little fuckdoll persona—it’s mine now. Mine to parade. Mine to humiliate. Mine to use.”

Skyler’s breath trembled. His thighs pressed tighter together, plug shifting deep inside him. His cock leaked helplessly into the front of his skirt.

Malcolm’s hand didn’t touch, but it hovered just close enough to make Skyler squirm. “You’ll learn to ask permission for everything. When to post. When to strip. When to edge. When to cum—and even that, baby, will be a gift. One I’ll make you beg for.”

Skyler’s whole body lit up. A hot flush climbed his chest and neck. His fingers twisted in the hem of his skirt, knuckles white. He could feel the fabric of the bench heating under him, could feel the plug shift and press harder with every slight shiver of his body.

His cock throbbed between his thighs, straining helplessly. He bit his lip to keep from whimpering, but a small sound still escaped—soft, broken, filthy.

The room felt like it was pressing in around him, thick with heat and lust. Every breath Skyler took tasted like Malcolm—dominance and promise and something dangerous. His thighs trembled, barely keeping still, and his hole clenched around the plug, aching for more.

He looked up at Malcolm with wide, glassy eyes. “And if I say yes?” he asked, voice barely above a whisper, barely his own.

Malcolm stared him down, letting silence stretch and coil like a leash tightening. Then, with a slow, knowing smirk, he delivered it:

“Then you belong to me. Completely.”

Skyler’s lips parted, a breathless gasp catching in his throat as a shiver ran down his spine. His whole body felt like it was vibrating, strung tight with need. His cock flexed beneath the flimsy skirt, twitching helplessly against the fabric, trapped and aching. He could feel the smear of slick pre-cum painting the inside of his thigh, warm and filthy, the unmistakable proof of how badly he needed to be used. His stomach fluttered, tight with heat, while his plug pulsed inside him like it knew exactly who he belonged to now.

His hands clenched tighter on the bench, knuckles pale as his body fought to stay still. He nodded once, lips parted, eyes unfocused—then again, slower this time, like he was surrendering inch by inch. It wasn’t just agreement. It was a plea. His entire body bowed under the weight of it, a silent, filthy offering. Each nod was a confession: Use me. Own me. Please don’t stop.

Malcolm’s eyes narrowed, sharp and hungry. “I want to hear you say it.” He took another step forward, voice like a hand around Skyler’s throat. “You think I’m gonna let you just squirm and blush your way through this? No, baby. I want the words. I want you to open that filthy little mouth and give it to me . Out loud. Like you mean it. Like your next breath depends on it.”

Skyler swallowed, eyes fluttering. “Y-Yes, Daddy,” he whispered, breath catching as the words left his lips like a confession.

“Say it again.”

“Yes, Daddy,” he breathed, louder now, shameless, filthy, trembling all over as his plug shifted deep inside him.

“Good little slut.”



The elevator ride back down was silent, thick with charged air and the lingering echo of surrender. Malcolm didn’t release him—not even after the doors opened. His hand stayed firm at the small of Skyler’s back, a quiet, possessive claim. As they stepped into the lobby, Malcolm glanced at him, then down at the coat clutched tight around Skyler’s shoulders.

“You don’t need that anymore,” he murmured. “Not when you're walking beside me.”

Skyler’s breath caught. He hesitated only a second before shrugging the coat off, folding it over one arm like a girl told to undress for inspection. The chill of the lobby air kissed his bare thighs, the thin stretch of mesh and micro-skirt barely a shield from the world’s eyes. But Malcolm’s touch, his voice— his presence —wrapped around Skyler like something warmer. Something stronger.

Malcolm’s hand pressed gently into the base of his spine, guiding him across the marble floor like he was nothing more than a doll in pretty wrapping, dressed to be unwrapped.

The hostess didn’t blink at Skyler’s outfit—not with Malcolm beside him. His presence was the pass, the excuse, the shield. Heads turned, but no one questioned. They were led to a curtained booth near the glass, where the skyline glittered like the world waiting to be owned.

Skyler slid into the seat, the leather cool against his thighs. His skirt rode high. He tried to adjust it discreetly, but Malcolm caught the movement with a glance.

“No. Leave it up,” he said simply, without looking.

Skyler’s heart jumped. His hands froze.

A server arrived, and before Skyler could speak, Malcolm ordered for them both. “Old Fashioned. And a virgin passionfruit spritz for him. And the charcuterie board. Heavy on soft cheese.”

Skyler flushed. The drink was fruity, sweet, childish. The food? Sticky and indulgent. It wasn’t about taste—it was a quiet reminder of who made decisions here. He felt it in the way the server addressed only Malcolm. The way Malcolm didn’t ask—he simply knew.

Malcolm took a sip of his drink like he had nothing else to do but wait for Skyler to crack. “You clean up well,” he said, gaze never leaving him.

Skyler squirmed at the compliment, unsure if it was praise or a warning. His thighs rubbed beneath the table, the plug pressing deeper. He was soaking through again, heat crawling over every inch of him.

They stayed like that for a while—long enough for the drinks to sweat on the table, long enough for the city lights outside to deepen into golds and oranges. Conversation came in small, charged glances. Malcolm would sip, and Skyler would squirm. Malcolm would tilt his head, and Skyler would adjust his posture without thinking, trying to look prettier, filthier, more obedient.

When the food came, Malcolm fed him small bites—picked out the softest cheese, loaded crackers, and held them up to Skyler’s lips. Skyler opened, blushing but silent, licking his gloss-stained lips after each bite, aware of how every motion felt like foreplay.

Malcolm didn’t touch him directly. He didn’t have to.

By the time the sun had dipped low behind the skyline, Skyler was drunk on more than sugar and submission. His thighs ached from clenching. His plug pulsed in rhythm with the dirty thoughts crowding his mind.

Then Malcolm leaned back in his seat, that same calm smirk curling at his lips. “Tonight,” he said smoothly. “You’ll send me a photo.”

Skyler’s lashes fluttered, breath catching in his throat.

“On your knees,” Malcolm continued. “Nothing but that scarf you love tagging me in. You know the one. That cheap knockoff you wore in that desperate little thirst trap.”

Skyler nearly choked on air. That scarf. That post. He remembered the way he’d posed, trying too hard to look casual. He remembered how little attention it got—until Malcolm.

Now it was a command.

His thighs pressed together, cock twitching in its damp trap beneath the table.

He swallowed hard, voice soft and shaky: “Yes, Daddy.”




Chapter Three: The First Outfit

It had been three days since Skyler sat on that velvet bench, knuckles white, body trembling, and offered himself up with a breathless nod that wasn’t enough—Malcolm had made him say it, out loud, voice shaking as he whispered 'Yes, Daddy' again and again until it wasn’t a question anymore, but a promise. Three days since he was told to send that photo—on his knees in nothing but that cheap scarf, the caption reading Daddy picked this—and three days since he hit send with shaking fingers and a cock that hadn’t stopped leaking since.

Since then, things had been... quiet. No texts. No calls. Just silence. Skyler oscillated between obsession and anxiety, checking his phone like it might bite him, replaying every moment of their rooftop encounter. He wanted to touch himself—God, he needed  to—but he didn’t. Not after what Malcolm said: “You’ll learn to ask permission for everything. When to post. When to strip. When to edge. When to cum—and even that, baby, will be a gift.”

Skyler repeated those words in his head like a prayer. He lay under the covers at night, cock aching, plug pulsing, fingers trembling against his thigh—but he never stroked. He didn’t dare. Not without Daddy’s permission. Instead, he whispered Daddy into the dark, body quivering, begging in silence for the chance to be allowed.

Then, on the fourth morning, a knock at the door.

The delivery box was matte black, heavy, and unmarked except for a crisp white card tucked beneath the satin ribbon. His fingers trembled as he undid the bow, breath catching as the satin unfurled. It felt like unwrapping a command.

Inside: a pair of baby-pink patent leather heels—obscenely high, at least six inches, glossy and sharp. White thigh-high socks with delicate pink bows stitched at the top. A dusty-rose lace bodysuit, so sheer it was practically vapor, with floral trim that barely framed his chest and hips. And then—the white oversized mesh hoodie. Soft, pale, and humiliatingly feminine. The kind that would swallow his tiny frame but still let everything show. Loose enough to fall off one shoulder, short enough to leave the lace peeking from beneath.

Skyler touched the fabric like it might burn him. He could already imagine how it would cling to his back when he started to sweat, how it would shift when he walked, teasing his exposed skin beneath. It wasn’t for warmth. It wasn’t for modesty. It was to make him feel owned.

Tucked beneath it all was the note, written in neat, expensive ink:

Wear this to brunch tomorrow. No underwear needed.

—D

Skyler didn’t sleep that night. His whole body buzzed with tension, strung out on anticipation and denial. He showered twice—each time slower, steamier, letting the water run over every inch of smooth, shaved skin. He lathered his thighs until they glowed, fingers grazing his cock just enough to tease, never enough to satisfy. Daddy hadn’t given him permission.

He shaved everything again—his chest, his hole, his legs until they gleamed. Then he laid out the outfit piece by piece like it was sacred. He slipped into the lace bodysuit slowly, fabric clinging to his flushed skin, the chill of it sending a pulse straight through his cock. It stuck to him like sin. The mesh hoodie slid over his arms like a whisper, oversized and soft, but made him feel even smaller, more exposed. When he looked in the mirror, he barely recognized the sissy staring back—doe-eyed, red-cheeked, plug already snug inside him, cock twitching against the lace.

He slipped into the heels next, wobbling as he stood. Every step was an exercise in surrender—hips swaying, thighs brushing, the soft tug of the plug with every shift. He practiced his walk for hours. Walk. Turn. Bend. Pose. Again. He was leaking within minutes, dribbling onto the floor before he even made it back to the mirror.

Every time the lace rubbed just right, his cock jumped. And every time, he whimpered—but never touched. He wasn’t allowed to. Daddy hadn’t said he could cum.



The restaurant was upscale—floral arrangements on every table, crystal-clear glass walls, and the kind of soft lighting meant to flatter the rich. Every patron wore cashmere or linen, quiet fabrics that whispered generational wealth. And then there was Skyler—heels clicking, thighs trembling, every inch of his slim body swaddled in tension and blush-pink lace.

The oversized mesh hoodie hung off one shoulder, the hem swaying around his hips like it didn’t know whether to cover him or tease. It swallowed his frame but did nothing to hide the way his nipples peaked through the fabric, or how the pink lace bodysuit clung to his chest and stomach like a second skin. The air conditioning licked at his thighs. He was cold. Exposed. Every step in those six-inch heels made his hips sway, the plug shifting deeper with every movement. The thigh-high socks slid slightly with each stride, their pink bows bouncing against smooth skin.

And underneath it all: nothing. No panties. No padding. Just his leaking cock tugged back tightly between his legs, tucked and pressed into the lace harness of the bodysuit like it was being punished. The tip throbbed, wet and raw, the lace stained from hours of aching denial. Every step reminded him how exposed he was, how Daddy wanted him hidden but dripping. The weight of Malcolm’s instructions sat heavy between his legs—no underwear needed. That voice echoed in his head with every heartbeat.

Malcolm was already seated when Skyler arrived, sunglasses on, one arm draped along the back of the booth like he owned the whole place—and the trembling sissy walking toward him.

“Sit,” he said, not looking up.

Skyler slid into the booth across from him, eyes cast down. The leather seat was cold against his bare lace covered thighs.

Malcolm finally looked up, gaze dragging slowly across Skyler’s flushed chest, his thighs, the glimmer of the plug’s base barely hidden by the lace.

“Good,” Malcolm said. “You wore it exactly how I imagined.” His voice was calm, but there was a smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth—one that made Skyler’s stomach twist with a mix of pride and humiliation.

The waitress came and went, barely sparing Skyler a glance, but he felt eyes anyway—strangers’ gazes brushing against his bare thighs, the swell of his chest under lace, the obscene outline of the harness he couldn't hide. Every forkful of food felt surreal, his hands trembling around his utensils. He couldn’t taste a thing. But Malcolm didn’t care. He was the picture of ease, sipping his espresso like he hadn’t just sent a sissy to brunch half-naked.

Between bites, Malcolm talked strategy. “You need more reach,” he said casually, cutting into his omelet. “Captions should drip filth but keep your face innocent. We'll tease the followers, make them wonder who’s behind the camera. I'll pick the hashtags from now on. You're not just a pretty toy anymore—you’re my brand.”

Skyler squirmed in his seat, pulse fluttering at every word. His cock throbbed harder just from the idea of being curated—polished and posed by Daddy’s hand.

Midway through the meal, Malcolm leaned forward, his eyes hooded. One hand disappeared beneath the table like it belonged there. Skyler gasped, body jolting as fingers brushed the edge of the harness, then slid up between his thighs.

“Fuck,” Malcolm muttered. “You’re soaked.”

Skyler’s mouth fell open. His cock twitched helplessly under Malcolm’s palm, straining in its tight, tucked trap. The lace was damp, clinging, filthy.

“Of course you are.”

Malcolm withdrew his hand with a slow, deliberate motion and brought his fingers to his lips, licking them clean as if tasting dessert. His gaze never left Skyler. “You need a break,” he said, voice calm, unreadable.

Skyler’s breath hitched. “A break?”

“Go to the restroom.” Malcolm leaned in just slightly, voice dipping lower. “Bend over the sink. Take a photo. I want to see your ass framed in lace and your face humiliated. Caption it: ‘Daddy picked this.’ Then fix your hair, and come back like you’ve got nothing to hide.”

His heart pounded in his ears. His thighs slick, his plug pulsing in time. He nodded, lips parting, but no words came. His body moved before his brain could catch up.

He slid from the booth on shaking legs. The heels made every step feel like a performance, hips swaying involuntarily, socks slipping just a little with each click. His cock, still tucked back tight, was leaking into the lace now, damp and clinging. The hallway to the restroom felt a mile long. He passed a group of brunch-goers and lowered his head, praying they didn’t notice the way the hoodie hung from his shoulder, how bare his legs were, how wrecked his eyes already looked.

Each step made the plug shift deeper. His thighs brushed. His skin tingled. The thought of bending over that sink, of holding the phone steady while his hands trembled and cock throbbed helplessly—it was already too much.

But he didn’t stop.

Luckily, the unisex bathroom was empty—marble counters, pristine mirrors, and silence thick enough to choke on. Skyler locked the door behind him with trembling fingers. His reflection stared back, wide-eyed and flushed, the oversized mesh hoodie slipping from one bare shoulder, lace clinging damply to his hips.

He moved slowly, every motion deliberate and aching. He set his phone on the counter and angled the camera just right. Then, he turned around, bracing both hands on the sink, back arched, ass out. The plug’s base winked between his cheeks, framed perfectly by the pink lace riding high.

He spread his legs wider.

The bodysuit was translucent with wetness, his cock still tucked back but throbbing helplessly, dribbling against the inside of his thigh. His face—reflected in the mirror—was wrecked. Mascara slightly smudged, lips parted, hair tousled from the hoodie’s constant shift.

He took the shot.

The click of the shutter made his hole clench around the plug. He froze, trembling, pulse hammering in his ears. The flash still echoed behind his eyes. He dared a glance at the screen—framed perfectly: his ass exposed, lace soaked, the plug gleaming like an invitation. His expression in the mirror was wrecked—mascara slightly blurred, lips parted in something between guilt and need.

He hesitated. Then typed slowly:

Daddy picked this.

He stared at it for a beat longer before hitting send. The message vanished, and his stomach dropped with it.

Skyler stayed where he was, bent and breathless, fingers gripping the edge of the sink like his untouched cock was teetering on the edge of spilling, the pressure unbearable but forbidden. His thighs were sticky. The lace clung. He whispered, “Good girl,” to his reflection, just once—soft, pathetic, proud.

Then, slowly, he stood upright. Smoothed his hair. Fixed his lip gloss. And reached between his thighs, tucking his slippery, aching cock back in place. The lace was still warm from where it had clung. He adjusted the bodysuit, let the oversized hoodie fall back off his shoulder, and walked back out like nothing had happened.




Chapter Four: Online Training

It had been a couple of weeks since that brunch.

Since the photo in the bathroom mirror. Since the caption that made Skyler feel like he had no secrets left—and didn’t want any.

Everything changed after that.

Malcolm took full control. He installed an app on Skyler’s phone, sleek and locked behind biometric approval, giving him access to every scheduled post, every caption draft, every single image. Nothing could go live without Malcolm’s approval.

Skyler kept checking Malcolm’s Instagram. Daddy hadn’t messaged in two days. But his stories showed him in Milan—sharp suits, fashion week afterparties, models draped over his arm. He looked effortless, in control, untouchable. The distance made Skyler ache harder.

He hadn’t properly cum since the day he met Malcolm at The Glasshouse. Every time he got close, Daddy's voice echoed in his head— When to edge. When to cum.  And he always stopped. Or tried to.

Now, he was having wet dreams. Almost nightly. Waking up with ruined lace and a soaked plug, gasping into his pillow with no memory beyond the word Daddy echoing through him. He wasn’t forgotten—he was owned. Scheduled. Shelved. And still desperate to please.

Malcolm's rules for him were simple:

Post only what Daddy allows. Use only the clothes Daddy picks. Say only what Daddy writes.

At first, Skyler struggled with the silence. He used to obsess over engagement—timing, hashtags, filters. Now, his job was just to pose, to obey, to look good in whatever Malcolm draped across his skin. It should’ve made him feel powerless.

Instead, he was addicted.

Malcolm curated every detail—from the lace gloves and strappy boots to the fake freckles dotting Skyler’s cheeks. His following exploded. Within days, he was being called an icon. Within a week, people were dubbing him a style savant. And before he knew it, Skyler had become something he never imagined—an overnight twinkfluencer. Stylists reached out. Brands sent gifts. His DMs were flooded with collab offers. Fans begged for tutorials.

No one knew that the flirty captions were written while Skyler was bent over his bed, plug stuffed inside him, lace damp with need, reading Daddy’s words off a script and whispering each line out loud before hitting post.

The punishments were just as precise. Malcolm never needed to yell or scold—his silence alone made Skyler spiral. So when he slipped and broke the rule, the reaction was immediate.

One morning, aching from another sleepless night and needing attention, Skyler posted a mirror selfie. Nothing explicit—just a soft little pout, a freshly glossed lip, and a tight lilac top that hugged his chest. But he didn’t run it through the app.

He hit post anyway.

For a few hours, the likes rolled in. The comments flooded. He almost convinced himself Daddy wouldn’t notice.

The next afternoon, a courier arrived.

The box was velvet, deep crimson, and heavier than it looked. Inside: a vibrating plug, sleek black silicone with a silver remote nestled beside it. And beneath that, a folded note in Malcolm’s crisp handwriting:

Wear it all day. Record your day on camera.

—D

Skyler’s stomach flipped. His cock twitched. And he already knew—he’d wear it.

The first time he slipped the toy in, it was early morning. Cold lube. A trembling sigh. The note sat on the counter while he bent over in front of the mirror, moaning softly as it popped in. It was bigger than he expected. Deeper. Hungrier. He stood there for a moment after, shaking slightly, staring at his own flushed face while his cock twitched untouched.

He dressed slowly—pulled on a sheer blouse that clung to his chest and a soft skirt that barely hid anything. Brushed out his hair. Applied gloss with a trembling hand. Then he hit record.

He spent the day filming clips for Daddy—eating breakfast, pacing his room, brushing his teeth. All with the plug buzzing low inside him, teasing his every movement. It never stopped. It wasn’t violent—it was worse. Constant. A steady hum that dragged across every nerve until he was nearly drooling.

By lunch, he was soaked, lace clinging to his thighs. By midafternoon, he found himself bent over the edge of the bed, one hand gripping the sheets, the other wrapped around his cock. He stroked once, twice—then froze. Malcolm’s voice echoed in his skull: When to edge. When to cum.

He let go immediately, gasping, ashamed and throbbing. He didn’t want to disappoint Daddy. Not again.

By dinner, he was a mess—whining into the mirror, thighs trembling, cock dripping against his own leg as he whispered apologies to a man who wasn’t even there.

He didn’t post for two days after that. The ache in his body never went away. Even the next morning, with the plug no longer inside him, Skyler still felt phantom pulses between his legs—like the vibrations had imprinted on his nerves. Every movement made him twitch. Every brush of fabric teased a memory. It was like his body couldn’t forget how close he’d been, how badly he still wanted to fall apart. He felt like he was walking a tightrope over the edge of release, haunted by ghostly buzzes, with no permission to fall. He kept checking his phone, hoping for a message, a directive, anything.

But Malcolm said nothing.

Just a single message appeared the next evening:

Silence makes them want you more.

Daddy was right. The fans were practically feral—commenting, messaging, begging for a new post, wondering what their favorite twink was up to.

And Skyler? He was too ruined to disagree. The silence didn’t just make them want him more—it made him  want Daddy more.



By the third day, the silence had morphed into something almost erotic. He could still feel the ghost of the plug inside him with every step, every breath. The ache was constant, but the approval that followed was even more addictive. When Malcolm finally greenlit a new post, Skyler dressed twice as slow, posed twice as sweet, and reread Daddy’s caption three times before hitting upload.

That night, he got permission to go live.

It was late on a Thursday, and Skyler was streaming to his OnlyFans subscribers—a paid Q&A with a high tip goal and a lacy two-piece set clinging to his frame. The sheer robe kept slipping from his shoulders, teasing the lines of his collarbones. His thighs were bare beneath the table. The chat was a blur—compliments, hearts, and filth spilling in nonstop: sit on my face , how is that ass real , you’re gonna make me cum in my pants , what plug are you wearing tonight, slut? , bet that cock is leaking already , can you do a spin, baby?  His DMs pinged in the background like an endless chorus of thirst. Fans weren’t just watching—they were obsessed, hungry, and ready to worship him like the plug-stuffed doll Daddy had made him.

He looked calm.

But inside, he was trembling for Daddy.

Then his phone rang.

Daddy.

He picked up, breath catching, eyes darting toward the screen filled with thirsty chaos. “Yes, Daddy?”

Malcolm’s voice slid through the line—calm, firm, and dripping with command. “Lift your skirt.”

Skyler blinked. “But I’m—”

The plug buzzed—Malcolm was controlling it remotely from wherever he was, fingers probably tapping commands into his phone while lounging somewhere in Europe. Skyler had no idea where the next pulse would land, only that Daddy held every ounce of his pleasure in the palm of his hand.

It was set higher now. Not a tease—an order.

Skyler bit his lip hard, eyes fluttering as his whole body jolted. The comments went feral. He’s about to lose it , fuck he’s plugged , that moan was real , you’re so obedient, baby . Hearts rained like confetti. His thighs shook under the table.

“Do it,” Malcolm repeated, slower now, deadlier.

Skyler stood on trembling legs, his chair scraping lightly. The skirt inched up with every breath he took—first the tops of his stockings, then the curve of his thighs, then the edge of lace stretched tight over his ass. He knew every inch of that was visible on stream, and the tips kept coming in.

He kept his face composed, lips twitching, breath shaky. Just barely. His thighs pressed together, knees weak, chest rising and falling in shallow gasps. He looked like a doll at the edge of breaking.

The plug buzzed again—deeper, meaner, pulsing in brutal little waves. His hole clenched around it. His tucked cock throbbed uncontrollably, helplessly, rubbing against soaked panties already ruined from days of denial.

The chat lost its mind. FUCK , he’s gonna cum , look at that face , leak for us, princess , Daddy’s got that toy in DEEP . Tippers flooded the screen like he was performing a sacred ritual. And maybe he was.

He smiled for the camera, but his hands were gripping the desk now. Hard. His body locked, shuddered—then shook.

It started slow.

The buzzing inside him deepened, pushing past the edge of stimulation into something brutal—relentless. He gripped the desk harder, knuckles white, trying to breathe through the pleasure but failing. His legs were spread, trembling, thighs slick where the lace clung to soaked skin. The pressure built, hot and sharp, curling at the base of his spine and flooding every inch of him with need.

He tried to stay still. Tried to keep his eyes open for the camera. But his lip was trembling. His cock—tucked tight and throbbing—rubbed against the drenched fabric of his panties with every shift of his hips. It wasn’t friction—it was torment.

The comments kept pouring in: Is he about to cum? , Look at his face—fucking ruined , Daddy’s got his finger on that remote, huh? , Cum, baby, leak for us, leak for Daddy.

Skyler couldn’t hold it anymore.

His chest arched. His thighs jerked. His mouth opened on a choked moan he couldn’t swallow down in time. The first spurt soaked straight through the lace, warm and sticky. And then another. And another. His cock pulsed helplessly, milked by nothing but vibration and denial and eyes watching.

He doubled over, face buried in his elbow, shoulders shaking as wave after wave rolled through him. The plug never stopped. The camera never looked away.

It wasn’t just an orgasm—it was everything he’d been holding back. A month of whimpers, of ruined dreams, of trembling restraint, all gushing out in front of a screen full of strangers tipping nonstop. They were cheering him on. Telling him he was beautiful. Begging for more.

The panties were soaked. His thighs were a mess. His eyes were glassy.

And still, he smiled—wrecked, blushing, shaking—because Daddy had made him perform for it. And Daddy had watched every second.




Chapter Five: The Fashion Gala

Two months.

That’s how long Malcolm had been slowly, methodically claiming every corner of Skyler’s life.

He hadn’t just stepped in—he’d swept in. A storm in silk, scenting the air with designer cologne and dominance. From the first message to the first whispered command, Malcolm had rewritten the rules. Skyler didn’t just belong to him—he was becoming him.

The boy who once begged for attention in dim lighting and borrowed lingerie now headlined premium events. Brand deals slid into his inbox daily. His OnlyFans numbers climbed with every drip of leaked lace and moaned caption Malcolm approved. Followers treated his every post like gospel. Stylists begged to pull him. Designers whispered about dressing him. Assistants ran his calendar. He was being called the look  of the year.

All of it—every brand deal, every rising follower count, every thirst-drenched DM—was because of Malcolm, because of the man who had transformed Skyler from an anonymous femboy posting for scraps of attention into a flawless, curated icon dripping with demand. And still, for all the luxury and exposure, Daddy had not yet given him the one thing Skyler craved more than anything.

Malcolm hadn’t fucked him.

Skyler had been allowed to cum—but only on Malcolm’s terms. Never from touch, never from being taken, and certainly never from being held down and filled. His releases came from toys, from remote-controlled pulses, from long nights spent plugged and gagged and trembling until his body gave in and his cock made a mess in lace panties without even being stroked. It was denial, tightly controlled, and entirely orchestrated.

The sissygasms Daddy allowed weren’t orgasms—they were lessons . Brutal, beautiful reminders of control that left Skyler curled up and soaked, his thighs sticky and his lips parted in a ruined pout, sobbing into silk sheets while clutching a pillow that could never compare to what he truly wanted.

He hadn’t felt Daddy’s cock inside him. Not even once. He hadn’t been stretched open, hadn’t been used , hadn’t been claimed .

And it was driving him insane.

After two months of being groomed, polished, owned—but never fucked—Skyler was like a taut wire. His body buzzed with need, primed by every denied climax and whispered command. Every time he woke from another wet dream, lace damp and cock twitching in frustration, he would press his thighs together and pray: Maybe tonight.

So when the invitation arrived—a sleek, black-and-gold envelope delivered by hand, sealed with wax, addressed only to his  name—his heart stuttered. It was for the Renworth Estate Gala, one of the most exclusive events on the fashion calendar, where the guest list included only the industry’s elite. Inside, there was no time, no dress code, no plus-one.

Just two words, handwritten in Malcolm’s slanted, deliberate script:

You’re mine.



He was dressed by noon—styled, painted, perfected.

Every inch of Skyler had been curated by Malcolm himself. The sheer, floor-length gown clung to his slender frame like it had been poured onto him, the soft fabric catching light with embedded crystals that shimmered with every subtle sway. The Swarovski-studded thong, handpicked and custom-fitted, hugged the soft bulge between his thighs—tucked and laced meticulously by Malcolm’s fingers. His hair had been brushed and teased into glossy waves, his lips glossed in Daddy’s preferred pink, his lashes thick and curled just enough to catch every eye in the room.

Inside him, nestled deep, was a pearl anal plug that Malcolm had slid in slowly that morning after his routine enema with two fingers and a filthy smirk, whispering, "Perfect girls stay filled."

Skyler didn’t sit in the limo.

Malcolm pulled him close instead, guiding him to snuggle against his side like the personal toy he’d styled to perfection. One arm draped casually around Skyler’s shoulders, fingers occasionally brushing his thigh, owning him with quiet intimacy as they glided through the city toward the gala.

One hand between Skyler’s thighs, the other on his phone, murmuring to someone about last-minute fittings, couture pull requests, and press placements for some fashion week—discussing lighting schemes and runway cues with effortless authority—while two fingers slid beneath the thong and pushed into him again, slow and steady, just to check he was still open—still his.

Skyler bit the inside of his cheek. He wanted to moan. He wanted to sob. But Malcolm never paused the call.

He just pressed his thumb to the plug and whispered into his ears, “That’s my favorite little investment.”



At the gala, Skyler didn’t speak. Didn’t flinch. He stayed exactly where he was placed—one step behind Malcolm, hand on his thigh while they sat, eyes down while the room watched. He was glittering silence—Malcolm’s arm candy, his elegant ornament, his well-trained boytoy on display.

The room was filled with fashion royalty—editors-in-chief, legendary designers, top stylists, muses and models whose faces adorned magazine covers across the world. The kind of crowd where glances mattered, whispers were currency, and every detail was catalogued.

And Skyler? He was noticed . Not just seen—studied, desired, envied. Malcolm’s masterpiece in motion.

People noticed.

Men looked. Women whispered. Everyone recognized Skyler now—not just from the front rows of fashion week or the tips on his streams, but as Malcolm’s . The man who had taken an unknown femboy and turned him into a polished, panting masterpiece.

One guest, bold and full of champagne, leaned in too close. His hand landed on Skyler’s shoulder. His voice slurred something flirtatious.

Skyler didn’t even lift his head. He didn’t need to.

Because Malcolm stood.

Not in anger. Not in haste. Just calm, deliberate dominance.

He didn’t say a word. Just took Skyler’s wrist and walked him out of the ballroom, heels clicking over marble, breath catching with every step. The hallway was dim, private, a corridor of silence and tension.

Malcolm had loved every second of it—watching his boytoy soak up the room’s attention, glimmering in sheer fabric, flushed from the praise. He saw the way the men looked. He saw Skyler obey, pose, stay soft and still like a trained showpiece. And it thrilled him.

Malcolm then turned.

Skyler gasped as Malcolm guided him gently to his knees.

The carpeted floor was cold against his thighs, a delicious contrast to the heat coiling low in his belly. The hallway was silent—oppressive, sacred—as Malcolm unzipped with that same terrifying calm, one hand brushing through Skyler’s hair, the other casually resting in his pocket like nothing filthy was about to happen.

Then Skyler saw it—his first real look at Malcolm’s cock.

Thick. Heavy. Dark. Bigger than anything he had imagined in all those desperate nights alone. It made his breath catch, made his thighs squeeze together unconsciously, made his mouth water.

His lips trembled. His whole body reacted before his mind could catch up.

That was Daddy’s cock. And he was about to worship it properly.

Skyler whimpered before his lips even parted. His breath hitched, eyes glassy, already moaning under his breath—“Mmmh… mmnhhh… fuck…”—as his mouth opened, tongue flicking out to taste the tip. The head was already wet, already salty. It made his lashes flutter.

“Open wider,” Malcolm murmured, voice steady.

Skyler obeyed instantly. But he didn’t take it in all at once. Not yet.

Instead, he leaned in slowly, eyes wide and reverent, his lips brushing the length, leaving soft kisses along the thick shaft. His tongue dragged along the underside, trembling as he whispered, “Thank you, Daddy…” between worshipful licks. His fingers caressed the base, cradling it like it was sacred, like he’d dreamt of this moment for months—and he had.

He pressed his lips to the tip again, mouthing it like it was holy. “Mmmnnh… so big… s’perfect…” he mumbled, drooling now, spit trailing as he kissed and licked around the head, worshipping it with whimpers and soft gasps.

Only then, when Malcolm's hand gripped tighter in his hair, did Skyler finally let his mouth stretch wide, throat ready, every nerve on fire.

“Glgkk… mmf… mmmgh…” The taste of Daddy on his tongue made him whimper. He choked softly, gagging just a little as Malcolm pushed deeper, hand tightening in his hair.

Malcolm didn’t grunt. Didn’t thrust. He just held Skyler’s head there, one hand steady, the other still in his pocket, as if Skyler’s mouth was nothing more than an extension of his power.

Skyler’s throat opened and adjusted. He began to suck slowly, messy, drool leaking from the corners of his mouth as he moved—“glrk… glk… mmphhh…”—hands pressed to Malcolm’s thighs like he needed the grounding. His mascara smeared, tears rolling freely now.

“Such a good mouth,” Malcolm muttered under his breath—calm, unimpressed, like he was cataloging something that belonged to him.

Skyler moaned around him—“Mmmnhhh… mmmfuck… ahhhgghk…”—slurping obscenely, throat working, tongue desperate. His jaw ached. His nose buried against Malcolm’s groin, taking it deeper, filthier, letting the sound of his submission echo off the hallway walls.

Each time Malcolm twitched, Skyler moaned louder—encouraged, needy. He wanted to be used. He wanted to be ruined.

When Malcolm came, it was a grunt and a forceful grip. His cock pulsed hot against Skyler’s tongue, and the sissy moaned in ecstasy—“Glk—glk—glk—mmmhhhhh…”—swallowing every drop, gulp after gulp, tears streaking down his ruined cheeks.

Skyler stayed on his knees, lips parted, tongue still out, panting softly with cock-drunk eyes.

Malcolm zipped up, brushed a bit of glitter from his cheek, and murmured, “Fix your makeup.” Malcolm said coolly, adjusting his cufflinks like he hadn’t just used his mouth in a public hallway. “Touch up your gloss. Then go back in there and smile like nothing happened.”

Skyler wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, lips red, eyes still glossy.

And he did.

Because Daddy had finally let him taste it.




Chapter Six: The Claiming

The city was a blur beyond the penthouse windows—glowing, dizzy, distant. Skyler stood in the middle of Malcolm’s living room, still glittering in the remnants of his gala look, still wet between his thighs, still buzzing from the spotlight and the taste of Daddy.

His lips were swollen. His plug was still inside him. His cock, tucked and untouched, ached behind the soaked lace. And Malcolm was watching him.

Malcolm said nothing, his gaze heavy and possessive, dragging over Skyler’s body with slow intensity, devouring every inch of the glittering gown and what lay beneath it like a man silently admiring his own work—because that’s exactly what Skyler was now: his design, his doll, his.

The ride back from the Renworth Gala had been silent, but not empty. Skyler had leaned against Malcolm’s chest in the limo, warm and pliant, Daddy’s hand resting on his bare thigh like a brand. His body thrummed with submission, humiliation, pride, and hunger.

Now they were home. Alone. And Malcolm still hadn’t said a word.

He walked toward Skyler with a deliberate, predatory calm, like he was approaching something fragile and expensive—something he already owned. His gaze didn’t waver, dragging down Skyler’s trembling form, peeling back layers with nothing but the weight of his eyes. One hand lifted, fingers ghosting over the glittering shoulder strap of the gown, crystals catching the dim light like flecks of frozen starlight, and slowly—achingly slowly—he slid the delicate fabric down. It didn’t fall all at once. It clung, then sighed off his body, gliding past his waist, over the subtle swell of his hips, pooling at his ankles like a whisper of permission.

Malcolm didn’t speak. He didn’t need to. The silence between them was thick, loaded with power. His hands drifted next to the thong—soaked, stretched, and clinging to flushed skin like a final barrier of modesty that had no place here. He hooked his fingers into the lace, teasing the waistband, watching Skyler squirm just from the anticipation. Inch by inch, he peeled it down, the damp fabric trailing sticky over Skyler’s inner thighs, making him shudder as the cool air met wet heat.

The plug stayed.

Its smooth white pearl glinted between Skyler’s cheeks, snug and deliberate, a shining reminder of the control he carried even in silence. Skyler’s breath hitched. He was bare, exposed, trembling—and Malcolm was still fully clothed.

Malcolm stepped back a half pace, just enough to look at him—really look at him. Naked but for the pearl plug and those towering heels that still clung to his feet like declarations of who he’d been styled to be. The glossy, six-inch stilettos made his legs look longer, leaner, pushed his ass up just enough to be inviting, obscene, perfect. Flushed pink from cheek to thigh, lips still swollen from earlier, thighs slick, his cock tucked tightly and leaking against the humid air, Skyler looked like a doll teetering between worship and ruin—and Malcolm drank it in with a hunger that needed no words.

“You want to be mine?” Malcolm’s voice broke the silence like silk tearing—low, final, rich with dominance and just the hint of cruelty.

Skyler’s eyes went wide, tears gathering fast. He nodded too quickly, lashes fluttering like he was about to break. “Please, Daddy,” he whispered, voice wrecked and hungry, “please use me… please make me yours…”

Malcolm’s smile was slow, knowing, the kind of grin a man wore when he knew you’d beg just for the chance to kneel.

“You already are, pretty boy.”

Then he reached out, and Skyler didn’t hesitate. He let himself be pulled forward—soft, exposed, vibrating with need—toward the bed where sweetness had no place.

Because what came next wasn’t tender.

It was claiming .

Skyler was already panting, chest rising and falling in soft, trembling waves as he knelt before Malcolm, the carpet rough beneath his knees, heels still strapped to his feet, back arched slightly as he waited—offered. Malcolm’s hand cupped his chin, thumb brushing against his swollen bottom lip, dragging it down until Skyler opened his mouth willingly, eyes wide and glassy.

“You want Daddy’s cock again, don’t you?” Malcolm murmured, already unzipping.

Skyler nodded, whispering, “Please... I need it... I need you.”

Malcolm stroked his cheek, slow and firm. “Then open wide, slut.”

And Skyler did.

Malcolm let the head of his cock rest against Skyler’s lips first, tapping it gently there—one, two, three times—just enough to smear pre-cum across that swollen pout before nudging inside. Skyler whimpered softly, lips wrapping around the tip like a kiss, tongue eager and trembling as he began to suckle.

Malcolm didn’t thrust right away. He fed him more slowly, letting Skyler inch down along the thick shaft with reverence, moaning softly around each stretch. Every inch that disappeared past his lips made Skyler shiver harder, until Malcolm’s cock brushed the back of his throat and lingered there, heat and pressure mounting.

Skyler’s eyes fluttered. His hands pressed flat against Malcolm’s thighs for balance as he adjusted, swallowed, then took a deep breath through his nose and pushed deeper, gagging just slightly but never backing off.

Only when Malcolm felt the full surrender in Skyler’s throat did he begin to move—slow at first, then rougher, deliberate, punishing thrusts that forced Skyler to take the full length over and over, stretching his throat until spit pooled at the corners of his mouth and began to trail down his neck in sticky ribbons.

Skyler gagged, moaned, choked—and still kept going. His mascara ran. His knees burned. His face flushed pink from the pressure.

He didn’t stop. Couldn’t stop. Not when Daddy was using his mouth like it had been trained for this, shaped for this.

And it had.

Malcolm fucked his face until Skyler was a choking, moaning mess—drool everywhere, eyes glazed, the edges of his lips red and swollen—and only then did he finally slow, his hand easing off the back of Skyler’s head as he let him breathe. Skyler sagged forward, panting hard, face resting against Malcolm’s thigh for a moment as his throat pulsed from the use.

Malcolm gripped his arm and pulled him upward, guiding him onto the bed, not roughly, but with a clear purpose. Skyler stumbled a little in his heels, the height making his legs wobble beneath the weight of desire and exhaustion. The bed was cool against his skin as Malcolm bent him forward, one hand pressing between his shoulder blades.

This time, Malcolm didn’t rush.

He reached into the drawer beside the bed and pulled out the lube—a sleek, black bottle Skyler recognized from one of their earlier video chats. The cap clicked, and Skyler shivered at the sound.

“Stay open,” Malcolm murmured, dragging two fingers over the plug before finally gripping it and twisting gently.

Skyler moaned as it slid free, the stretched emptiness sudden and sharp.

A slick finger pressed inside him next—slow, deliberate, cold from the gel but warming quickly with friction. Then another. Malcolm worked him open gradually, murmuring praises under his breath as Skyler writhed against the sheets.

When he was loose and dripping, Malcolm lined himself up and paused, one hand wrapped tightly around Skyler’s hip.

And then he pushed in—slow at first, steady and cruelly unhurried, letting Skyler feel every thick, stretching inch that breached him, the lube-slicked head parting him wide until his body trembled from the pressure. Skyler gasped, the sensation so intense it bordered on unbearable, his breath catching as Malcolm sank deeper with deliberate force, forcing his walls to stretch around the length, pulsing and fluttering in submission. His legs wobbled in their heels, hands clawing at the sheets, eyes wide and glassy as that fullness settled deep inside, overwhelming and perfect.

He screamed—not in pain, but in relief , the kind that made his spine arch and his entire body shake with the sheer, staggering rightness  of it.

Daddy was finally inside him, and everything in his world clicked into place.

The thrusts came brutal and deep, dragging sobs from Skyler’s throat as Malcolm held him down, one hand on his lower back, the other gripping his hips like handles, pulling him back again and again as if he could bury himself deeper than physics would allow.

“Mine,” Malcolm growled, his voice rough with lust and power, each thrust grinding deeper, harder, until Skyler could barely breathe around the sobs spilling from his throat. “Say it.”

Skyler’s back arched, his face twisted in shameless bliss as he gasped, “Yours—yours, Daddy—f-fuck, I’m yours—!”

The words cracked something open in him. Daddy’s voice stayed right there in his ear, low and filthy, every word a stroke across raw nerves—telling him what a perfect little hole he had, how tightly he gripped around Daddy’s cock, how he was born for this— built  for this. Skyler’s cock, untouched and painfully hard, was leaking like a broken tap, precum streaming in helpless, sticky trails that soaked through his lace, smeared against his thighs, and pooled messily onto the sheets. The pressure was unbearable, each thrust from Malcolm wringing more out of him, but Skyler didn’t dare reach for it—didn’t want to. All that mattered was Daddy inside him, filling him, fucking him, reducing him to a moaning, aching mess made entirely for pleasure. He felt soaked from the inside out—his body overwhelmed, owned, and desperate for more.

The sounds grew wetter, filthier. Skin slapping against skin, heels digging into the sheets, the bed frame groaning beneath the force of it all. Malcolm didn’t ease up. He leaned in, wrapped an arm around Skyler’s middle, and kept him steady, rutting into him with sharp, brutal thrusts that made his vision blur.

And then it happened—Skyler’s body locked up, thighs shaking violently, toes curling in his stilettos, breath catching high in his throat.

The orgasm slammed into him, harder than anything he’d ever felt. His cock—untouched and still caged—spurted in helpless, ruined waves, soaking the sheets beneath him, his whole body convulsing with the release. He cried out, sobbed Daddy’s name, voice breaking from the force of it.

His brain felt like it shattered—white noise and stars, the world spinning out from under him. It wasn’t just a climax—it was a surrender, a rewiring of his entire nervous system. He didn’t just cum. He was undone .

And Malcolm didn’t stop.

Because claiming wasn’t a moment.

It was devastation.

And Skyler begged, delirious and dripping, for every second of it.

Malcolm’s rhythm grew uneven, deeper still, his breath hissing between his teeth as he chased his own release. One hand gripped Skyler’s hip so tightly there would be bruises, the other dragging down the curve of his back, fingers splayed possessively.

With a guttural moan, he slammed in one last time and stayed buried to the hilt, cock pulsing deep inside. Skyler felt the first wave of warmth fill him—thick, endless, filthy—and his eyes fluttered closed as his body trembled from the aftershocks of his own orgasm.

Malcolm didn’t pull out right away.

He stayed pressed close, chest to Skyler’s back, breath hot against the nape of his neck as he whispered, "Now you’re really mine, baby."

And Skyler, ruined and slick, could only nod, a shaky, blissed-out mess as Malcolm’s cum slowly leaked from his used hole and down the backs of his trembling thighs.


Morning light spilled into the penthouse in slanted golden ribbons, casting a golden warmth across glass, silk, and skin. The towering windows diffused the city’s usual clamor into something soft and distant, as if even the world beyond had quieted itself in reverence for the aftermath still lingering in the air. Skyler stirred beneath the weight of tangled sheets and discarded throws, his entire body humming with that tender, decadent ache that only came from being used exactly the way he was meant to be.

It wasn’t just the soreness in his hips or the dull stretch deep inside him that reminded him of the night before—it was the way his lips felt bruised and damp, the way his jaw still pulsed faintly from where it had opened so wide around Malcolm’s cock, the way his hole still throbbed with each subtle twitch of his thighs. Every inch of him pulsed with memory. Every breath he took tasted faintly of sweat, sex, and cologne—Daddy’s cologne, still thick in the air like he’d never really left the room at all.

The bed beside him was empty now, but the indentation in the mattress still held Malcolm’s shape, and the scent on the pillow was unmistakably his. Skyler didn’t move. He just let himself soak in it—bare legs shifting slowly beneath the sheets, his cock twitching where it lay against his inner thigh, already sticky and drained yet still aching. He didn’t need to be hard anymore; his body had long ago stopped asking for permission before leaking. It simply obeyed. The cum-soaked sheets beneath him told the story better than words could.

His skin shimmered faintly in the morning light—faint glitter still clinging to the arch of his collarbone, the curve of his jaw, tiny remnants of the night Malcolm stripped him bare and praised him until he broke. His makeup was a mess, mascara hardened at the corners of his lashes, blush streaked with dried tears. His lips were swollen, still painted in the faded pink Malcolm had picked out earlier that evening. He looked destroyed. He looked divine.

And he stayed like that for several long minutes, not because he was too sore to move—though every shift of his hips reminded him how completely he’d been claimed—but because something deeper in him wanted to hold the moment. He wanted to bask in the gravity of what had been done to him, to let the weight of Malcolm’s control settle deeper into his bones, to feel the bruises on his hips as something sacred rather than just physical. The air buzzed around him like static, heavy with the afterglow of being remade.

Eventually—reluctantly—Skyler reached for his phone.

It was exactly where he’d left it: perched on the mirrored nightstand beside a crumpled napkin, a glass smeared with lipstick, and a gold bottle of lube left uncapped, still slick at the rim. The screen lit up with a tap, revealing one notification that pulsed like a heartbeat waiting to be touched.

Draft ready.

Skyler’s breath caught as he opened it—not because he was afraid, but because he already knew what Malcolm had queued up for him. The image filled the screen instantly. It was from earlier in the night—snapped just before Malcolm had dragged him from the marble sink in the gala’s guest bathroom to the dark hallway where Skyler had been fed, praised, and ruined like a prize.

The photo showed him bent at the waist, one palm braced against the vanity, the other gripping the edge like he needed it to stay upright. His mouth was open in a soft gasp, eyes glassy and dazed. The hem of his sheer gown barely covered him, and in the mirror’s reflection, the sparkle of the pearl plug was visible on the sink top.

He looked undone. Drenched in filth. Drenched in need.

And below the photo, the caption already waited, pre-typed in Malcolm’s voice:

I belong to Daddy. Your every like is permission to be filthier.

Skyler stared at it, unmoving, his thumb hovering just above the screen.

He thought of the gown, still lying somewhere in the living room—sweat-streaked, cum-stained, and abandoned like it had served its purpose. He remembered the clink of his Swarovski thong hitting the floor, the push of Malcolm’s fingers into his mouth, the first stretch of being filled and praised and taken with no hesitation. He thought of the heels, one tipped on its side, the other still strapped around his ankle as Malcolm fucked him through the sheets like he was claiming property no one else would ever touch.

And he thought of the voice— his  voice—deep, calm, patient, curling around him in the dark as Skyler sobbed and begged and came untouched. Now you’re really mine, baby.

The ache in his chest twisted into something heavier, something hotter. This wasn’t shame. It wasn’t fear. It was pride—not loud or dramatic, but quiet and holy, the kind of pride that came from belonging entirely to someone who saw you for exactly what you were and made you more of it.

Skyler didn’t just want the world to see him like this.

He needed it.

Not the filtered, posed version they’d been double-tapping on Instagram for months—but this . The truth. The filth. The devotion. The transformation. He needed every follower to see how far he'd come and how far he was willing to go. To show them what it looked like to be owned.

The world didn’t know yet—but they were about to. With one touch, the mask would drop for good, and the sissy beneath would shine like a mirror catching fire.

His thumb paused for a breath—just long enough to feel it.

And then he pressed down.

Post. Sent.

Somewhere in the penthouse, maybe already draped in silk, maybe watching the city wake from behind dark sunglasses, Malcolm’s phone buzzed—and Skyler knew he was smiling. Because his boy had done exactly what was expected.

And he had never looked more beautiful.

***
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His Doll, Her Pet: The Ultimate Bi-Cuckold Affair 

Michael always believed he was Jessica’s devoted husband—until she brought another man, her black boss, into their marriage bed. Now, Marcus isn’t just her lover; he’s the one in charge. And Michael? He’s about to find out exactly where he belongs. 

Stripped, chastised, edged and denied, Michael watches as his wife surrenders to another man, moaning for the pleasure only Marcus can give her. But watching isn’t enough. If he wants to be part of their world, he has to prove himself. He has to obey. Dressed to please. Kneeling when told. Serving in every way they desire. 

With each command, each teasing touch, Michael is pushed deeper into submission. Jessica adores seeing him transformed. Marcus expects nothing less than complete devotion. And as their control tightens, Michael realizes he’s no longer just the cuck. 

He’s their sissy. Their doll. Their perfectly trained pet. 

A spicy and addictive bi-cuckold romance  featuring sissy training, husband humiliation, chastity, and total submission.  Perfect for readers who crave intense power shifts, dominant bulls, and a wife who knows exactly what she wants. 
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Fresh out of high school and kicked out of the house, a petite, young, beautiful blonde named Patrick finds himself looking for a roommate to share the rent on his new apartment. 

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

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

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