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My name’s Patrick. I just finished high school a few months ago, but it wasn’t the triumphant graduation I’d imagined. Right after the ceremony, my parents decided it was time for me to fend for myself and kicked me out. I had to scramble to find a place to live, and after some frantic searching, I lucked out with a spacious apartment that was surprisingly cheap at the time. I also managed to land a gig as a remote freelance artist, which seemed perfect since I’ve always been pretty good at digital art on my laptop.

The past six months have been a real grind. I’ve been working hard to keep up with rent and bills, so I can’t complain too much—at least I’m getting by. But the one thing that’s been tough is how lonely it’s been. I’ve always struggled a bit with girls, mostly because of my shyness and insecurity. Standing at just 5'5" and feeling embarrassed about having a penis that at best isn’t bigger than 3 inches when fully hard hasn’t exactly helped my confidence, either. I thought maybe things would change once I moved out on my own, but I’ve been so caught up with making money and just surviving that I haven’t had much time to get out there and meet people. It’s been rough, but I’m trying to stay hopeful.

Lately, I’ve been struggling to keep up with rent, and things have gotten tight. To cut down on my living costs, I decided to find a roommate through a Facebook group for local housing. That’s how I came across David, who is basically the total opposite of me in every possible way. He’s 6'3", with arms like tree trunks and biceps bigger than my legs. From the moment we met and shook hands, I felt a wave of inadequacy wash over me. His hand completely swallowed mine, making my pale, skinny fingers feel even more fragile.

David’s also older—probably in his mid-30s—and he gives off this vibe like he’s got his life together, which made me wonder why he needed a roommate in the first place. Maybe he was just looking to save a little money, or maybe there was more to his story that he wasn’t letting on. Despite how much he intimidated me, I was desperate. I didn’t exactly have people lining up to be my roommate, so I ended up accepting his offer, hoping it wouldn’t be a decision I’d regret.


A Few Weeks After David's Move-In

“Let me get that for you, Patty,” David says with a deep, gravelly voice, noticing my struggle to open the door with my hip while trying to balance a stack of heavy art supply boxes. I’d just bought these supplies hoping they might breathe new life into my freelance career, which had been drying up lately. It felt like a last-ditch effort to reignite my passion and get things back on track.

“Oh, thanks, David,” I say, as he easily holds the door open with one hand and takes the box from me with the other. It’s a bit odd that he insists on calling me Patty instead of Patrick or even Pat, but I’m not about to complain about the help he’s been giving me around the apartment. It’s just that when he – ‘No problem, princess,’-es me every single time after my thank you, he grins, clearly enjoying the way it makes me blush. I can’t help turning red at the nickname, even though he’s been calling me Patty and Princess for weeks now.

After a few days of him calling me "princess," I finally asked David why he does that. He just brushed it off and said he simply liked "spoiling me" by opening doors and carrying things for me. It didn’t help when he added that he thinks I’m “small and fragile like a princess” with my long hair. At least he doesn’t call me princess outside the apartment.

Honestly, I’ve come to enjoy being spoiled a bit, even if I’d never admit it to David. I like not having to carry heavy stuff or worry about doors. If it means putting up with a bit of embarrassment, that’s a trade-off I’m willing to make.

The teasing doesn’t stop there, though. One evening, as I was cooking dinner for us—something David suggested we do to save money—he strolled into the kitchen, scrolling through some Instagram models on his phone. Out of nowhere, he gave me a playful slap on the ass. I jumped in shock and let out an involuntary "Aahn!" as he burst into his booming, teasing laugh.

God I really wish I hadn’t reacted so much like a startled girl, but since then, he’s made it a habit to slap my ass whenever I least expect it. Every time he does it, he laughs even harder when I squeak in surprise or protest. It’s become a sort of running joke between us, and while it’s kind of annoying, I’ve got to admit, it’s also one of those things that’s hard to ignore.


Two Months After David Moved In

“Hey Patty, I’ve noticed you’ve been a bit strapped for cash lately. Did you manage to come up with enough for rent this month?” David asks, his voice carrying a genuine note of concern.

I shift uncomfortably in my seat, nervously fidgeting with my hands like a kid caught doing something wrong, and keep my gaze fixed on the floor as if it’s suddenly the most fascinating thing. “Sorry, David. It’s just been really tough with remote work since COVID is winding down, and freelance gigs are always unpredictable. I’m hoping things will get better next month,” I explain, trying to sound more hopeful than I feel.

David sighs deeply and runs a hand through his dark, curly hair, clearly thinking it over. “Listen, I get it,” he says, his tone softening. “It’s been rough out there. So here’s the deal: I’ll cover your share of the rent this month.”

I look up, surprised and relieved. “Really? That would be amazing, David. Thank you.”

He gives me a reassuring smile, but then his expression shifts to one of playful mischief. “But... there is one little catch,” he continues, his eyes twinkling with that familiar glint. “If I’m going to help you out, you’re going to have to wear panties 24/7 until you’ve paid me back. And, just so you know, I’ll be checking to make sure you’re actually wearing them.”

The idea of wearing women’s panties hits me like a ton of bricks, and I feel a flush of embarrassment creeping up my neck. My cheeks heat up as I stammer out a question. “Wha—y-you want me to wear women’s panties?”

Seeing my reaction, David quickly tries to put me at ease. “Hey, there’s nothing sexual about it. Besides, you should be secure enough in your masculinity that wearing some panties won’t change anything, right? It’s just a bit of motivation for you—a reminder to work extra hard to cover the rent. I promise, as soon as you pay me back, no more panties.”

“I mean, yeah, of course, like wearing panties would make me less of a man,” I say, trying to sound confident but feeling anything but. “It should be over soon anyway, just until I make rent, right?”

“That’s the spirit,” David says, his eyes gleaming with encouragement. “Let me go grab some from my old flings.” He heads off, returns, and dumps a collection of lacy, frilly panties on the table in front of me. I try to keep my gaze steady, but the sight makes my stomach churn. There are panties adorned with intricate floral lace, delicate bows, and frilly edges that seem to sparkle under the light. The soft pastel colors and satin sheen make them look like they belong in a high-end lingerie store rather than in my wardrobe. “You can take all of these. Pick one out and wear it.”

My heart sinks as I see the assortment of panties in front of me, each one more girly than the last. The delicate lace and frills make me cringe, and my resolve starts to waver. I had agreed to this, but seeing the actual panties makes the whole thing feel a lot more real and uncomfortable.

Trying to keep my composure, I reach out and grab a few of the panties, feeling a mix of anxiety and embarrassment. I tell myself I can’t back out now; I’ve already said yes. With a nervous gulp, I take the panties David handed me and retreat to my room. Inside, I search through the pile, desperately looking for the least frilly and most “neutral” pair I can find. The whole situation is making me feel like a bundle of nerves, but I’m committed now, and I’ve got to see this through.

After going through all of them, I finally found the least terrible option—a simple white cotton pair with just a hint of lace trim around the edges. They’re still pretty girly, but compared to the rest, they’re definitely the most understated. I take a deep breath, trying to steady my nerves and start to slide off my jeans and underwear. I have to shimmy a bit to get them past my rather full hips—something I’ve always been insecure about—and step into the panties.

As I pull them up, I’m surprised by how soft they feel against my skin, gliding smoothly up my legs. The fabric is gentle but snug, and they cup my butt in an almost flattering way. I catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror, my butt sticking out slightly as I adjust them, and for a moment, I just stare, feeling something I can’t quite put into words.

There’s an unexpected thrill to it, a mix of embarrassment and a strange excitement I wasn’t prepared for. I feel the snug fit around my hips and the way the panties completely encase my penis and balls. The material is tight but not uncomfortable, just enough to make me aware of every sensation. I glance down, noticing how the panties make everything look smoother, barely showing a bulge despite their tight, form-fitting nature. It’s different—really different from my usual underwear—but somehow, I don’t hate it as much as I thought I would.

Realizing it had been a while since I’d retreated to my bedroom, I started to worry that David might think I was doing more than just putting on the panties. I didn’t want him to get the wrong idea. With that thought pushing me along, I quickly slipped my jeans back on, feeling the soft cotton of the panties hug my skin underneath, and made my way back to the living room where David was waiting.

As I walked in, I expected to see his usual teasing grin or that mischievous glint in his eyes. But when he looked up, there was none of that. He just looked at me, his face calm and serious, which, to my surprise, made me feel a little more at ease. “Does it fit?” he asked, his voice neutral, almost like he genuinely wanted to know.

“Yeah, it feels—I mean, it fits great. Thanks, David,” I replied, struggling to keep my voice steady. I could feel my cheeks warming up again, but I tried my best to fight the blush.

David nodded, a slight smile forming on his lips, but still nothing teasing. “Glad you like it. I trust you’re wearing it now, so you’re off the hook today. But remember, this isn’t just a one-time thing—you’ve got to keep wearing them. I’ll be checking at least once a day starting tomorrow. Got it?”

I nodded, the words sinking in. The panties were tight against me, every movement reminding me of their snug fit. The lace trim tickled my skin in a way that was oddly distracting. I couldn’t shake the feeling of how they hugged my body differently than my usual underwear—how they seemed to mold to my shape, making me more aware of every part of myself. It was like they were designed to make me feel exposed, even though I was fully dressed. And the soft cotton, while comfortable, also felt like a constant reminder of this strange, new situation.

I stood there, nodding along as David spoke, feeling a mix of embarrassment and a weird thrill that I didn’t quite understand. The idea of him checking to make sure I was wearing them sent a shiver down my spine. I wasn’t sure if it was from fear or something else, but either way, I knew I’d better get used to this feeling. There was no backing out now.

“Yes, I won’t forget, David,” I said, realizing he was waiting for my response. And so, our strange little routine began. Every morning before heading off to work, David would check to see if I was wearing the panties. Then, when he got home, he’d do it again, and sometimes he’d even call for a third inspection in the evening.

At first, it was incredibly awkward. The thought of dropping my pants in front of him and showing off my underwear felt humiliating. My face would turn bright red every single time, and I’d fumble around nervously. But as the days went by, the embarrassment started to fade, just a little. It never completely went away—there was always that initial rush of discomfort—but I got used to it, in a strange way.

On rare occasions, David would even ask for an inspection while he was at work. Those times, he’d tell me to send him a photo instead. Usually, I’d just do the minimum—pulling my pants down a bit and snapping a quick shot from above, making sure not to reveal too much. But every now and then, for reasons I still don’t fully understand, I’d feel a weird burst of confidence and decide to go a step further. I’d strip down to just the panties and pose a little in front of the mirror, trying to make it look cute, even if it was just for the photo. There was something oddly thrilling about it, a mix of embarrassment and excitement that I couldn’t quite put into words.

Worse than the inspections, though, was the way the panties constantly distracted me. Instead of helping me focus, they seemed to have the opposite effect. The soft, delicate fabric hugging my little dick and balls had a way of turning me on all the time, filling my head with thoughts I couldn’t shake. Every time I moved, the sensation of the panties brushing against my skin sent a shiver down my spine, making it nearly impossible to concentrate on anything else.

I found myself touching myself whenever I got a moment alone, the softness of the panties amplifying every little touch. Sometimes, I’d catch myself drifting into fantasies I didn’t understand—imagining David’s towering presence, the way his dark skin glistened, and the sheer power in his muscles. It felt wrong, thinking of him like that, and I’d quickly try to shove those thoughts out of my head. I told myself it was just the panties messing with me. I wasn’t gay or anything. Sure, I was wearing panties, but I was still a straight man, right? That’s what I kept telling myself, even as my mind wandered back to those forbidden thoughts, again and again.

But eventually, I found myself not even wanting to touch my dick directly. There was something about the feel of my fingers brushing over the soft, delicate fabric of the panties that drove me wild in a way I’d never experienced before. It became a sort of ritual—every day, right after one of David’s inspections, I’d find myself getting lost in the sensation. The fabric against my skin, the gentle pressure of my fingers pressing against my little penis through the panties, it all felt so different, so strangely arousing.

I told myself there was a practical reason for it, of course—just to make sure David wouldn’t catch me with any… evidence if he decided to check again. But deep down, I knew it was more than that. The act of softly caressing myself through the panties, feeling like a delicate, feminine version of myself instead of the awkward attempt at masculinity I usually put on, did something to me. It made me feel sensitive, almost fragile, and that feeling alone sent a rush of heat straight through me.

The more I gave in to it, the more I realized how much I loved that feeling. It was like I was unlocking a part of myself I didn’t know existed, and it consumed me. I could hardly think of anything else when I had those panties on. Every brush of my fingers, every slight adjustment, sent a wave of pleasure through me that I couldn’t ignore. I’d close my eyes and let the sensations take over, imagining myself as this soft, dainty girl, and it would push me over the edge in ways I never expected. It was intoxicating, and I was addicted to that thrill.

Of course, after every session, I’d make sure to toss the cum-soaked panties straight into the laundry and slip on a fresh pair. I couldn’t let David find out how much I was actually enjoying this. I mean, he might have suspected, but I didn’t want to give him any proof. It was a good thing I was in charge of doing laundry for both of us, so he never got a chance to see just how many pairs I was going through each week.

Still, there was always this little worry in the back of my mind. I prayed he didn’t notice how often my panties seemed to change between inspections. Sometimes it felt like he was watching a little too closely, and I’d have to remind myself to play it cool. Every time he looked me up and down with that knowing smirk, I’d wonder if he could tell just how often I was switching them out. I’d do my best to act casual, pretending like everything was totally normal, but inside, my nerves were always on edge, just hoping he wouldn’t catch on.

After a while, the regular vanilla porn I usually watched just didn’t do it for me anymore. The men just didn’t seem big enough or masculine enough to hold my attention. I wanted something more—something that matched the intense, confusing feelings that had been building inside me. Maybe it was all those thoughts about David and how effortlessly manly he was, but I found myself getting drawn into the world of BBC porn.

Suddenly, I was hooked. I couldn’t stop myself from watching, eyes glued to the screen, but not to the women. No, it was the men who had me captivated—their massive cocks, their sculpted dark muscles, the raw power they exuded. There was just something about black men that pulled me in, something I couldn’t resist. I’d tell myself it was just jealousy, that I wanted what they had—their size, their strength, their confidence. But the more I watched, the more I realized it was something deeper. At the time, I couldn’t quite put my finger on it, but I was starting to understand that these feelings were more than just mere envy.


Two Weeks in Panties

I was lying in bed, trying to get some work done on my laptop, but my mind just wouldn’t stay on task. All I could think about was the feeling of my stiff little dick, pressing and rubbing against the soft, silky fabric of my favorite pair of panties. It was this cute pink pair with lace along the edges and the sweetest little bow right at the front. They felt so smooth against my skin, almost too smooth, making it hard to focus on anything else.

"Just one BBC video, and then I'll get back to work," I told myself, trying to justify it. "I won't even masturbate." But I knew it was a weak promise.

I opened up the site that’s known for that kind of content—we all know what it is—and started scrolling through my favorite videos. I landed on a video featuring my go-to actor, Jax Slayher, and a blonde girl I hadn’t seen him with before. My heart started racing a bit as I clicked play, telling myself it was just a quick distraction and nothing more. But deep down, I knew I was already getting sucked in.

I skip over all the boring parts where the woman is just flaunting herself and go straight to the good stuff. Jax steps onto the outdoor deck in just his tight underwear, his dark skin glistening in the sunlight, muscles rippling with every move. His washboard abs are on full display, and there’s that monstrous bulge in his briefs, impossible to ignore. God, even when he's soft, you can see it from a mile away, stretching the fabric in a way that makes it clear just how big he is. Meanwhile, I glance down at my own little erection, barely making a dent in these tiny panties. The smooth, silky fabric stretches across my hips, snug around my waist and feels tight in a way that highlights just how small I am. I can’t help but feel if only I could be like him, then I could get any girl I wanted.

Jax grabs the girl and starts kissing her hard, his hands wrapping around her neck in a way that looks both commanding and tender. God, I wish I could be that confident. “Those lips… they’re so kissable,” I think, biting my lower lip, feeling a strange mix of envy and arousal. I can feel a wet spot forming in my panties from the pre-cum, the fabric starting to cling to me even more. The sensation is so intense, that I can’t resist the urge to touch myself, running my fingers over the wet spot, feeling how the soft, delicate material now sticks to my skin, almost like a second layer. As I rub slowly, Jax pulls out his thick, juicy cock, and the girl drops to her knees, eager to please him. I watch, caught in this weird mix of shame and desire, feeling the friction of the panties against me, making everything feel heightened and raw.

"How does she even get her lips around that beast?" I wonder, staring at the screen. "I probably couldn’t even fit my mouth around the head." My thoughts spiral as I keep rubbing myself, the silky smooth fabric of the panties gliding against my dick. It’s driving me crazy, the way it feels—so soft, so feminine, so different from my usual boxers. The friction sends jolts of pleasure up my spine, and I can’t help but let out a soft moan.

It’s almost hotter that I can’t see her whole body, just her face and his massive cock taking up the screen. Her eyes are wide, her lips stretched around him, trying to handle what I know is way too much for her. And somehow, that just makes it all even better—the thought of being in her position, overwhelmed and yet completely captivated by something so much bigger. The way the panties hug me tight, I can feel every little twitch, every little movement, and it’s like my senses are dialed up to eleven. I’m caught between feeling embarrassed and incredibly turned on, unable to stop myself from pushing further.

I can feel myself getting closer, my fingers speeding up, rubbing the wet fabric against my little dick. My breath comes in short, shaky gasps as I lose myself in the sensation. My back arches and my hips thrust up into the air, chasing that feeling, the friction of the panties driving me wild. As I watch the girl’s tongue slowly glide along the underside of Jax's massive, delicious-looking cock, all the way from the base to the tip, I can't hold back any longer. I let out a soft "nnnngh" as I cum, my toes curling, my hips bucking uncontrollably with each pulse of pleasure from my twitching cocklet.

As the orgasm fades, I lie there, catching my breath, but the guilt starts creeping in. Fuck,  I think, I didn’t even last long enough for half a blowjob before I blew a load in my panties like some kind of sissy.  I stare at the ceiling, feeling the warm, sticky mess I’ve made in my panties, and the shame washes over me. What kind of man am I, anyway? Moaning like a bitch in heat, getting off on this while barely even seeing a tit or a pussy—just a big, black cock.  I shake my head, feeling confused and frustrated, trying to push the thoughts away, but they just keep circling back. Why does this turn me on so much? What am I  --

The main door bursts open, yanking me out of my spiraling thoughts.  Shit, David’s back from work!  Panic shoots through me as I scramble to sit up.  I’ve gotta change before he does his inspection!  But before I can even swing my legs over the side of the bed, I hear his deep, commanding voice booming down the hallway.

“Patty, get over here! Time for your inspection!”

My heart leaps into my throat, and all those guilty thoughts evaporate instantly. My face feels hot and flushed with a mix of anxiety and adrenaline.  Oh god, oh god,  I think, heart pounding as I scramble out of bed in a frantic rush. My hands are shaking as I snatch my clothes off the floor, trying to move as quickly as possible. I can’t let him see me like this, not with these cum-stained panties on.

"C-coming!" I call out, my voice was a little higher-pitched than usual, betraying my nerves. I hastily pull my shirt over my head and do a quick hop to get my jeans up over my wide hips and full ass, fumbling as I rush into the hallway to face David. My heart races as I stand in front of him, trying to play it cool even though I can still feel the stickiness in my panties. Fuck, I didn’t have time to change… I hope he doesn’t notice anything.

David’s arms are crossed a stern look on his face, his foot tapping impatiently on the floor. “Well? Get those skinny jeans off, princess,” he commands, his tone leaving no room for hesitation. I swallow hard, fingers nervously hovering at my waistband.

“Y-yeah, sorry to keep you waiting, David,” I stammer, my face burning with embarrassment as I shimmy my jeans down over my hips. The fabric catches on my ass, and I have to wiggle a little to get them past. I stand there, jeans bunched around my ankles, holding the hem of my shirt up with trembling hands—partly to stop myself from instinctively covering my panties, and partly to keep the shirt from hiding them. David hates it when I do that.

My heart thunders in my ears as David’s eyes slowly roam over me, his gaze lingering on the fresh stain in my panties. A smirk curls on his lips, but he doesn’t say a word. Instead, he just stares right into my eyes, and I feel a strange heat pooling in my stomach. I can't help but bite my lower lip, my mind flashing back to the porn I’d just watched, only now it’s David in place of Jax. My cock gives a small twitch, betraying my thoughts. The silence stretches on, heavy and charged, until finally, after what feels like an eternity, David speaks, breaking the tension.

"Someone's been enjoying themselves, huh?" David says, his tone teasing and his grin all-knowing.

"N-no, it's just... well, I mean... I didn’t—it's not like... UGH!" I whine, frustrated with myself and him, and throw a playful punch at his bicep. It feels like hitting a brick wall; he doesn't even flinch. He just laughs it off, that deep, booming laugh of his that always makes me feel small. "Stop teasing me, David," I pout, feeling my cheeks flush with a mix of embarrassment and something I can't quite place.

"Alright, alright," he chuckles, raising his hands in mock surrender. "I'm just glad to see you're getting used to them."

"Getting used to them...?" I repeat in my head. No way, I tell myself. This is just temporary. As soon as I make rent, I’m going back to my regular underwear. But even as I think this, a part of me knows the truth—that the silky, soft feel of the panties against my skin, the way they fit so snugly, is something I’ve come to crave. Normal underwear just feels so... dull now.

“Whatever, David,” I grumble, trying to sound annoyed, but there's no real bite in my voice. I quickly yank my jeans back up over my hips and head back to my room, trying to shake off the confusing mix of emotions swirling inside me.


The End of My First Month in Panties

“So… I hate to ask, Patty, but did you make rent this month, princess?” David asks, his usual teasing tone softened with genuine concern.

I let out a sigh, feeling my stomach twist. I don’t know if it’s because the panties have been more distracting than motivating, or maybe some part of me secretly doesn’t want to stop wearing them, but it’s no surprise that once again, I didn’t make rent. I shake my head, feeling a wave of guilt wash over me. “I’m really sorry, David. I feel like I’ve tried everything, but nothing seems to work. Business just keeps getting worse…” My voice starts to tremble, and before I can hold it back, tears well up in my eyes.

The floodgates open, and suddenly, I’m crying—really crying—harder than I have in years. It’s like all the stress and frustration I’ve been bottling up just spills out all at once.

Then, I feel it. David’s strong, muscular arms wrap around me, one sliding under my knees and the other around my back, and suddenly I’m lifted off the ground like I weigh nothing. He’s picked me up in a princess carry, and I’m so caught off guard that I stop crying for a second, just blinking up at him in shock.

David sits down on the couch, pulling me into his lap so that my legs are draped over one of his. His arms hold me securely, his chest warm and firm against me, and he gently pulls me closer, my face pressing against his broad shoulder. I can feel his heartbeat, steady and calming, and without even thinking about it, I nuzzle my face into his neck. His fingers start to stroke my hair, softly, soothingly, like he’s comforting a scared child.

“It’s okay, Patty,” he murmurs, his voice low and comforting, vibrating against my cheek. “You don’t have to go through this alone. We’ll figure it out together, alright?”

I just nod, still sniffling, but there’s a strange sense of comfort in his words, in his touch. For the first time in a long while, I feel safe.

“Hey, princess, it’s okay,” David’s soothing voice wraps around me like a lifeline, and for a moment, it drowns out the feeling of failure that’s been gnawing at me.  I feel like such a failure, a 19-year-old virgin who can't even provide for himself, let alone a partner. — this all makes me question everything. Maybe that’s why the panties feel like they suit me better now.

“I just…” I snuffle into his shoulder, the tears still coming, “I just don’t know what to do anymore.” My voice is muffled, and I can barely keep it together. “I feel so lost.”

David’s arms tighten around me, pulling me closer into his embrace, his warmth wrapping around me like a reassuring blanket. “Don’t worry, princess,” he says firmly, his voice steady and confident. “We’ll figure it out together,” he said once again, and just like a few seconds before, his words, hey once again feel like a beacon of hope, cutting through this dense fog of insecurity and stress that’s been clouding my mind.

A few more tears escape, sliding down my cheeks. “I can’t help it. I just get so overwhelmed,” I admit, my voice still shaky. I’m suddenly aware of how damp I’ve made his shirt and pull my face away slightly, resting my head on his shoulder instead. I look up into his deep gray eyes, finding a tenderness there that makes my heart ache with gratitude. Despite the situation, he looks incredibly handsome with that concerned, yet comforting expression.

His gaze meets mine, and for a moment, it feels like he’s the only thing keeping me grounded.

David hesitates for a moment, his lips pressing together as he considers his next words. “I have a technique that might help you,” he says finally. “It doesn’t work for everyone, but for a boy like you, it could be just what you need. Whenever you’re feeling vulnerable, insecure, or just down, and you come to me for comfort, I want you to call me ‘daddy.’ It might help you shift your mindset and make it easier for you to feel comforted.”

His deep gray eyes hold mine, and I’m so entranced by his gaze that his words barely register. The only thing that sinks in is that he wants me to call him ‘daddy.’ Without fully understanding why, I find myself nodding and responding quietly, “Okay… daddy.” The word feels strange on my tongue, but there’s an immediate, unexpected effect.

As soon as I say it, I feel a subtle shift within myself. It’s like calling him that somehow lets me surrender to his care, letting him take on the weight of my worries and burdens. Being in his arms and leaning into his strength, all the tension and stress I’ve been holding onto start to melt away. The tears have stopped, and for the first time in a while, I feel a sense of calm wash over me.

David’s smile widens as he says, “That’s a good princess.” I dab at my wet face with a dry spot on his shirt over his chest, trying to pull myself together. I manage a grateful smile in return. “Thanks for listening to me, Dav—I mean, daddy. It really helped. I feel a lot better.”

He keeps stroking my hair, sending pleasant shivers down my spine. “I’m always happy to help my little princess,” he says warmly. “And of course, I’ll be covering your rent again this month. That’s not even a question.” His gentle touch and kind words make me feel cared for and ease away the last of my stress.

David’s gaze softens as he brushes a strand of hair behind my ear. “I just have two conditions to keep you motivated, just like last month. Is that okay, princess?” With David’s soothing presence and comforting touch, I find it hard to refuse anything he asks.

With a soft, dreamy tone in my voice, I respond to David’s generous offer to cover my rent expenses. "Thank you so much, daddy," I say gratefully.

His next words are commanding but gentle as if he is afraid of scaring me away. "But there is one condition," he says firmly. "You must shave all your body hair except for your eyebrows. And no more boy clothes. From now on, around the apartment, you will only be allowed to wear feminine clothing like thigh-highs, skirts, skinny jeans, and spaghetti tops."

I nod quietly, feeling both nervous and excited at the thought of fully embracing my feminine side under his guidance. My mind fills with images of lace and silk, the delicate fabric brushing against my skin as I move. It's a new world that awaits me and I am eager to explore it with him by my side.

"Yes Daddy, I understand," I respond, my voice barely a whisper. Wearing women's clothing feels so foreign, but so enticing. Besides, it's not that much of a step up from wearing panties, right? And if it's only in the apartment, no one will see me besides David, so who cares? And I'd always wanted to try shaving my body hair anyway. I have so little, and I hate it the way it looks on me.

"Good, there's a razor in the bathroom. Now get to it!" I stand up from daddy's lap, and he slaps my ass as I make my way over to the bathroom.

I start running the bath, letting the warm water fill the tub. As I rummage under the sink, I come across a pink razor still sealed in its packaging. "Well, at least Daddy’s got everything covered," I think, pulling the razor out. Holding it in my hands, I start to feel the initial thrill fade, replaced by a twinge of apprehension and regret.

“Am I really going to do this?” I wonder, my mind racing. “I don’t want to get kicked out... but I’ve already come this far. It’s just shaving and wearing women’s clothes. How different can it be? Short shorts are just like men’s shorts, only shorter. And it’s only until I make rent. Once that’s sorted, I can go back to normal.” I try to convince myself, the excitement now mixed with a nagging sense of doubt as I prepare for the changes ahead.

With my doubts set aside, I strip off all my clothes, carefully sliding off my panties last. I gather my hair into a messy bun and step into the bath. The warm water envelops me, easing away the remaining tension that David’s soothing words couldn’t completely erase. I sink into the calming warmth, letting the heat wash over me.

As I relax, any lingering worries fade, replaced by a focused determination. My mind narrows down to one clear goal: making my body as smooth as possible for David. The sensation of the water combined with the razor’s promise of a fresh start fills me with a sense of peace and purpose.

After finishing up in the bath, I step out and grab a towel, patting myself dry. The towel feels strangely luxurious against my newly smooth skin, and I can’t help but notice how much softer and more feminine it feels. As I pull my panties on, the sensation of the silky fabric against my bare, freshly shaved legs is unexpectedly stimulating. It’s way more intense than I’d imagined, and I can feel a rising arousal that’s new and surprising.

I get halfway through pulling on my jeans before I remember David’s rule about wearing only girl clothes around the apartment. “Oh right, silly me,” I mutter to myself, dropping the jeans in a heap on the floor. I pace back and forth in the bathroom, trying to calm the raging boner inside the panties and adjust to this new way of dressing. After a few moments, I take a deep breath and head out, just in my panties when I remind myself “He mentioned he had some clothes for me,”

As I step out of the bathroom, I catch my reflection in the mirror and am taken aback by how different I look. All the tiny body hairs that used to dot my skin are gone, leaving behind a smooth, almost feminine appearance. I can’t help but admire my reflection. “Damn, my ass looks great,” I think, giving it a little wiggle. With my long hair, curvy backside, and sleek, hairless skin, it’s hard not to feel like I’m passing for a girl from behind.

Feeling a surge of confidence from this new look, I stride back into the hallway and head toward the living room where David is waiting. The soft swish of my panties against my smooth skin and the thought of how different I now appear add more than a touch of excitement as I approach him.

David looks me up and down, his smirk widening. "The shaved look really suits you, princess. But where’s the rest of your clothes?"

I blush, feeling a bit self-conscious. "David," I whine, "you told me I couldn’t wear any boy clothes, but I forgot to ask you where the girl's clothes were… Sorry, daddy."

David chuckles, his eyes glinting with amusement. "Hey, I'm not complaining about the view," he says with a teasing smile. "The clothes are on top of my dresser in my room. Go ahead and grab them. Just bring them back here to put them on.

Heart racing, I prance over to his room. "He liked the view... omg, he thinks I'm hot??" I think to myself, feeling a flutter of excitement. I spot the clothes he mentioned neatly laid out on top of his dresser. I grab them and head back to the living room, feeling less nervous about being in just my panties.

Spreading the clothes out on the floor, I see a variety of items: a pair of lace white thigh-high socks - it was more of a stay-up stockings actually, a pale pink pleated tennis skirt, a hot pink lace bralette, and a bright white crop top with the words "daddy's girl" sparkled in the same hot pink as the bra across the front. The sparkle on the top makes my cheeks flush with a mix of embarrassment and excitement.

Wow. This is a lot more feminine than I thought it would be, and a much bigger leap than panties to short shorts like I thought it would be. But I've already gotten this far. I can't just stop and back out right in front of daddy. So I soldier on and grab the thigh highs, the least girly of the bunch (not that that says much!)

Sliding them on, I revel in the snug tightness of the fabric against my soft, freshly shaven legs. I'm usually more of a short-ankle socks kind of guy, so the heavenly sensation feels like a complete game-changer. "Oh thigh highs, where have you been in my life? The support is amazing."

Next up is the skirt. As I pull it on, I can’t help but keep tugging at the hem. It’s so short that I feel like any sudden movement or breeze could completely expose my panties. “What kind of sluts has David been fucking?” I wonder to myself, feeling both embarrassed and intrigued.

Now, onto the bralette. I was hoping to put it off for last, but it needs to go under the crop top. I take a deep breath and slip it on. As it glides over my freshly shaved nipples, I’m struck by an unexpected tingle. Under the pretense of adjusting the bralette, I end up rubbing it lightly, savoring the newfound sensitivity. I quickly stop when I realize I’m getting a bit of a boner in front of daddy.

Eager to wrap up this awkward moment, I finish off the look with the crop top and turn to face David. I instinctively adopt a defensive posture, my left arm hanging at my side while my right hugs my torso, my hand resting on my left arm. His eyes rake up and down my body, and I can almost feel the weight of his gaze pressing on me. Suddenly, I don’t feel so hot and girly anymore. The outfit, which seemed so playful and daring earlier, now feels like a costume, and I start to feel like a fraud. The confidence I had a moment ago evaporates, leaving me exposed and out of place.

"I'll just go back to my room then," I mumble, barely above a whisper, and turn to head back. But before I can retreat, David grabs my hand, halting my escape.

"Wait," he says in a husky tone. "You just look so amazing, I didn't know what to say. Come back, give me a twirl." I look back at him, expecting to see his usual smirk, but instead, his eyes are filled with a hungry, intense look, as if he might devour me whole. The lust in his gaze sends a shiver down my spine.

Swallowing hard, I give him a hesitant twirl, my heart racing as I slowly spin. The short skirt flares out around me, and I can’t help but feel vulnerable under his intense stare.

"Fuck, you're so sexy, princess. And your bubble butt is so fucking hot," David growls, and my breath catches in my throat. "Why don’t you do a little dance for me, baby?"

"Baby?" The term catches me off guard, but before I can fully process it, music starts playing through his speakers. Instinctively, I begin to sway my hips to the rhythm, the beat guiding my movements. I've never been particularly good at dancing, but this feels different. Dancing like—well, like a girl—feels almost effortless, as if it's a part of me that’s been waiting to emerge. For a moment, it’s like I was always meant to be a girl.

I run my hands slowly up and down my body, tracing the curves with a kind of reverence. One hand glides through my hair, giving it a gentle shake, letting it fall messily around my shoulders. Caught in the allure of his hypnotic gray eyes and the seductive rhythm of the music, I advance toward him, swaying my hips with every step. Before I even realize what’s happening, I’m straddling David, my arms wrapped around his neck.

Lost in the depth of his gaze, I bite my lower lip, wrestling with the conflict inside me.

Kiss him

No, I can’t. That’s gay.

Variations of this ping back and forth in my head, but in the end, Daddy beats me to the punch. He places both hands around my neck—not in a harsh grip, but with a firm, possessive hold that sends a shiver through me. His lips press against mine, and I’m immediately swept up in the intensity of his kiss.

I respond instinctively, a soft "mmmmf" escaping my lips as our kiss deepens. The sensation is almost identical to what I saw with Jax, but this time it's David’s warm, commanding presence that's making my head spin. My erection strains against the confines of my panties, and I can feel the now-familiar wet spot forming, creating a noticeable bulge under my skirt.

David’s touch is electric, his lips soft yet commanding, and the way he holds me makes me feel completely owned. Each sensation—the heat of his hands, the press of his mouth, and the way he asserts control—melds together, igniting a deep, almost primal desire in me. The feeling of being controlled and owned by a real man melts me with desire.

Then I feel his lips open and his big tongue against my lips. I acquiesce, opening my mouth up to let his tongue in. His tongue is so big and thick, it invades my mouth and seals my lips around it. He tastes so manly, like peppermint and testosterone. Our tongues swirl together, and I am loving the feeling of the rough upper side and soft, velvety underside of his tongue against my mouth and tongue.

"My first kiss, and it's with a man. A real man." This isn't quite what I'd imagined when I'd prayed to lose my kissless status, but it was better than anything I could have ever hoped for.

As we kiss, my hands explore the hard contours of his back and shoulders, tracing the defined muscles that ripple beneath his shirt. Amid the intense heat of the moment, I feel something against my leg—a subtle, firm twitch.

Could it be his cock? The sensation is unmistakable, a solid presence that presses against me. I can't help but think that if I'm feeling it here, it must be at least 8 inches even while soft. The realization sends a jolt of excitement through me, heightening the intensity of our embrace and making me acutely aware of every touch and movement.

As we continue our passionate make-out session, it becomes clearer. It's his cock. And it's only getting bigger. Now it's pitching a tent under his shorts, and I can feel the heat of the head of his cock through his shorts on my bare stomach, above my belly button.

At this point I'm so horny and desperate for relief, I start to grind my pathetic dick on his massive erection (in my defense, it was the only place I could easily grind on!), moaning like a bitch in heat into his mouth.

I'm getting so wet the precum has soaked through my skirt, and right as I can feel the sweet release of orgasm coming, Daddy breaks off our sloppy kiss and pulls me off his lap, putting me down on my knees in front of him.

"Daddyyyy, I was so close" I whine at him like some needy bimbo. "Why did you stop me..."

Before I can finish my complaint, David interrupts me with a command. "Pull down my shorts."

Unwilling to disobey Daddy's commands, I slowly move my trembling hands past his erection and onto his waistband.

"Underwear too." He commands.

I pull his pants down, my teeth gripping my lower lip in anticipation as his cock gradually comes into view. I had an idea of its size from the tent it was making earlier, but seeing it up close was a whole different experience. My hands tremble slightly as I reveal each veiny inch of his impressive girth, taking in every detail with a mix of awe and nervous excitement. It feels like an endless reveal until, at last, the base of the thick, purple head is exposed. When it springs up, it makes contact with my chin with a soft, meaty "thwack," making me jump a little and drawing a hearty chuckle from Daddy.

I just stare at it in awe, mesmerized. This is a real cock. It's as long as my forearm and just as thick. Comparing it to my pathetic dicklet is useless, it's at least more than 3 times the size of mine. How could someone even get their lips around that monster, let alone take it all the way into their throat?

"Like what you see baby?"

I just nod, unable to tear my eyes away even for a bit.

"Give it a kiss princess," Daddy says encouragingly.

Hesitating, I look up at him and give it a chaste kiss on the tip, the heat of his monster burning at my lips. His cock twitches, and a bead of precum forms.

Without thinking for another second, my tongue instinctively darts out and licks the head even without being told to, savoring the soft, velvety texture and the salty yet subtly sweet flavor of his pre-cum. I knew I’ve gotten myself in too deeply when the taste instantly became irresistible, and I found myself craving more, overwhelmed by its addictiveness. As I look up at Daddy, I silently seek his permission,

"Suck on it," he growls.

Opening my mouth wide, I immediately get started, as if I'd been waiting for this my whole life. I wrap my lips around the base of the head of his cock, and swirl my tongue around, savoring his salty musk as I moan onto his cock. "Mmmmmm"

"Yeah, you like how it tastes, princess?" he grunts, voice laden with desire.

"Mhmmmm" I nod, voice muffled by his cock in my mouth. I try to go deeper past his head, but I don't get very far before he hits the back of my throat and I start to gag. So instead, I wrap both hands around his cock (one isn't enough to go all the way around), spreading my saliva from the head further down to lube his cock, and start stroking the rest of his shaft.

My efforts are rewarded with more precum, which I eagerly lick up with my tongue. Still frustrated by my lack of release earlier, I move one hand down towards my panties, intending to rub one out over my panties, but Daddy slaps my hand away.

"Bad sissy. Good girls don't touch their clitties," he admonishes me. "Aren’t you a good girl?"

"Sissy? Girl?? CLITTY???" It's almost too much for me, but then it all clicks into place, like a puzzle piece that's been missing my whole life. My whole life I've tried and failed to act like a real man, because I'm not. This is what I was always meant to be. A sissy girl for a dominant daddy. Someone who will take care of and provide for little me. And as for my pathetic little dick? Well, it's so small, it might as well be a clitty. Something about calling it a clitty feels so much more sexy and feminine and right.

I briefly take my mouth off of Daddy's cock, a string of saliva still connecting us, to respond. "Sorry Daddy, I just want to be your good girl. I won't touch my clitty again." I promise and immediately get back to work sucking his cock and stroking his shaft like it's my favorite thing to do in the world.

"That's a good girl." He moans at me. "Fuck your mouth is so good baby."

It feels like a warm glow deep inside of me from his praise and the thought that I'm the one making him feel so good adds to it. But I want to make him feel even better. I want him to go wild with desire for me.

Looking up into his eyes to see what feels best, I start to experiment with my tongue and hands, and I find out that the frenulum on the underside of his cock, just where the shaft meets the head, is more sensitive. Every time I give it a rough lick with my flattened tongue like a kitten might clean its fur, I'm rewarded with another dollop of precum and a deep groan of satisfaction from Daddy above.

After what feels like forever, but also too little time, I feel it. Daddy's cock somehow gets even bigger in my mouth, and he grabs my hair to keep my head on his cock, as he yells "fuck baby, I'm gonna cum, take it all." My hands speed up and with a grunt, his cock kicks in my mouth, and I feel the first spurt of his cum hit the back of my throat like a cannon. In a surprise, I try to move my head off out of instinct, but Daddy's hands keep me in place. Spurt after spurt fills my mouth, and the thick, salty yet tangy flavor fills my mouth. It's like his precum but on steroids. I thought there couldn't be anything better than the taste of Daddy's precum, but this is like his precum on steroids.

My cheeks start to swell from the sheer volume, and I realize I have to start swallowing if I'm to keep up. The thick viscosity makes it difficult to keep up, and with nowhere to go, some of his precious cum leaks out of my mouth and dribbles onto my chin and his cock.

Eventually, the deluge stops, and I manage to swallow everything in my mouth. Not satisfied, I wipe the cum off my chin with my fingers and lick it off, and then suck off the last bits off of Daddy's still semi-hard cock. Every little lick on his slowly softening cock causes Daddy to shudder, which pleases me to no end. The thought that a sissy like me can make a powerful man like Daddy shudder in uncontrollable pleasure like that makes me feel so fucking powerful even while being on my knees.

"Fuck, you're a natural cock sucker baby, you did a really good job for your first time, and you made me cum so much. I don’t know when was the last time I came so much" Daddy sighs once I've finished cleaning his cock.

"Thank you daddy, I just want to make you feel good." I beam at him. I feel so proud of myself!!

"Well, time for bed then princess," Daddy gets up and walks past me, his now soft weapon swaying with each step.

Disappointed, expecting more, and with my clitty straining in my panties, I sigh disappointedly and go back to my bedroom. Laying in bed, all I could think of was David's Big Black Cock, and the feeling of him cumming in my mouth. It's too much, and my clitty has been trapped in my panties, begging for release for hours, so I touch myself a little, rubbing two fingers on my stiff little clitty over my panties.

Almost immediately, waves of pleasure flood me, and I feel a powerful orgasm come over me. Overwhelmed by the pleasure, I convulse on the bed, hips jerking as I bite my pillow to dampen my moans, and then I drift off to sleep like a baby.

***
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