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	DISCLAIMER:

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

	 


Patrick, twenty-one and fresh into the city for his master's in software engineering, shifted his weight from foot to foot, fingers tightening around the handle of his duffel bag as he stood in front of the sleek black door with the gold 3B on it. The hallway smelled faintly of fresh paint and lemon polish, but he barely noticed. Everything about this move—new school, new city, new roommate—felt too big, too fast, and completely unfamiliar. His stomach churned with nervous energy, and when he finally lifted his hand to knock, it didn't feel real.[image: Image] The door opened before his knuckles touched the wood. And there she was.[image: Image]

	Vivian stood barefoot on the polished hardwood at 5'8", she easily had a few inches over him, and was dressed in a short, pale cream silk camisole top and matching lounge shorts that shimmered softly in the afternoon light, clinging to her in a way that made Patrick forget how to breathe for a moment. The fabric draped sensually across her chest, dipping just enough to tease the top of her full, perfectly round breasts before sliding down the smooth line of her waist and hugging the swell of her hips like it had been poured on. Her figure was devastating—hourglass-shaped with a narrow waist that flared into generous hips and a backside that seemed sculpted to mesmerize, round and lifted, the silk outlining every contour like a secret too tempting not to imagine unwrapping. Her thighs, visible as she shifted her weight, were soft but strong, and her long legs moved with a slow, deliberate grace that oozed confidence and control. Her skin, flushed with golden warmth, looked like it had been lit from within, and her soft blonde hair was swept up in a messy twist that bared the elegant curve of her neck and collarbone. Everything about her presence—the way the fabric moved, the subtle tension in her stance, the way her breasts rose gently with each breath—was designed to unnerve, and Patrick was helpless against it.

	She smiled, amused and knowing, her eyes sweeping over him in a slow, almost imperceptible pass. It wasn't overt or lingering, but deliberate enough to make Patrick feel bare. Her gaze noted the nervous set of his jaw, the way his messy hair fell across his forehead, the subtle tension in his shoulders, the slight blush colouring his cheeks. He was tall, lean in that boyish way that hadn't quite turned into manhood yet, with soft brown eyes that darted away when met directly, and a mouth that looked like it hadn't smiled in days. There was nothing especially striking about him in his mind, but she looked at him like he was exactly what she'd expected—maybe even what she wanted.

	[image: Image][image: Image]"Patrick," she said in that low, smooth voice that very faintly resembled the voice he remembered once, but now it seemed to pour from her lips like honey. "You made it."

	He nodded too quickly, awkward and tongue-tied, his eyes flicking up, then down, then locking somewhere near her collarbone. "Yeah, uh... hi."

	She stepped forward and wrapped her arms around him in a casual hug, pressing her chest lightly to his, and for a long second, she didn't let go. Her perfume, sweet and musky, hit him like a headrush. It wasn't the scent of flowers or powder, but something deeper, more intimate. Familiar. Feminine in a way that made his head swim. With her cheek against his, her voice low and close, she murmured, "God, it's been so long. I didn't realize how much I missed this boy."

	Her fingers gave a gentle squeeze before she pulled back, smiling with something softer now behind her eyes—something that looked like nostalgia and amusement woven into quiet affection. Patrick, still caught in the warmth of her hold, felt his breath catch, his pulse stuttering in his throat as his eyes briefly met hers. There was something disarming about the way she looked at him, as if she was seeing not just who he was now, but who he had always been, and somehow accepting both. He swallowed hard, unsure of whether the warmth spreading through his chest was from her perfume, her [image: Image]touch, or something deeper he wasn't quite ready to name.

	"Don't look so stiff," she teased, pulling back with a grin. "You look like you're walking into an interview. Come in."

	The apartment behind her was open and bright, the kind of place that didn't just look expensive—it felt tastefully made and lived-in, warm in a way that invited you to breathe deeper, like someone had poured love into every texture, every surface, every softly burning candle. The walls were a soft dove grey, the furniture low and minimalist, and everything was softened with plush throws and delicate textures. Candles burned in thick glass holders on the coffee table, the scent of vanilla and something darker—amber, maybe—hanging in the air.

	Patrick followed her in, feeling like he'd stepped into a world too refined, too intimate for a guy who still ate noodles out of the pot back home. She moved ahead of him without waiting, her robe shifting with every step, the fabric teasing glimpses of bare thigh as she turned to look over her shoulder.

	"Shoes off," she said, and he slipped them off without a word, standing barefoot on the cool wooden floor.

	As she walked further in, he took a moment to take her in more clearly. He hadn't seen Vivian in years—not since before she transitioned. Back then, she was Vincent, his almost a decade older sister's closest friend, the quiet one who always tagged along during family holidays and showed him how to cheat at old PS2 games. His sister had always protected them both like a hawk, and even after Vivian began transitioning, she never spoke of it in hushed tones or judgment—only with casual reverence, like she had always known Vivian would turn into something radiant.

	Vivian was in her early thirties now, though she didn't look it—not in the soft, sensual way she carried herself, not in the glow of her skin or the smoothness of her body. She had moved to the city a few years ago and now ran her own company —something sleek and wildly successful from what his sister had said, with enterprise-level clients, tech blogs constantly trying to interview her, and the kind of minimalist office you'd expect to see on startup magazine covers. He wasn't sure what it really meant, just that she worked in tech, led a team, and probably earned more in a month than he ever had in a year.

	It was his now happily married sister, in fact, who had suggested the arrangement. She knew Patrick was moving to the city for his master's—nervous, broke, and completely out of his depth—and she'd texted him out of the blue: "You need a [image: Image]place? Viv's got the space. And she's in your field now. If you're serious about learning, she's the best you could be around." Vivian's startup had grown fast, from a one-woman coding hustle into a polished, client-facing B2B SaaS firm, and his sister had always spoken of her with a kind of fierce admiration, like Vivian was both a best friend and someone she'd bet her life on. Patrick hadn't dared to ask too many questions. He just remembered how casually she'd said it—like it was nothing, like Vivian being who she was now had always been obvious.

	He hadn't known what to say, hadn't understood what he was feeling. And now, standing in the same room as her, grown into this gorgeous, commanding woman whose very presence made him feel like his skin was too tight, he realized that maybe he hadn't stayed away out of indifference, but out of something else—something far more confusing.

	[image: Image][image: Image]She stopped in front of the kitchen and gestured toward the stainless steel fridge, where a piece of heavy ivory paper [image: Image]had been pinned with a gold magnet. Her handwriting was precise, elegant, almost too neat for someone as languid as she [image: Image]appeared to be.

	 


HOUSE RULES

	
		No food left out

		No guests without asking

		No locked doors

		Respect each other's space

		But never ignore what you feel



	 

	Patrick read the list once. Then again. He was here to study, to grow up, to focus—and yet all he could focus on was how that silk clung to her thighs when she turned. His gaze snagged on that last line. He stared at it like it might rearrange itself into something more innocuous if he looked long enough. But it didn't.[image: Image]

	He swallowed, heat crawling up the back of his neck. He didn't know what it meant, not really. But the wording, the implication—it made his skin prickle.

	Vivian's voice, velvet smooth, pulled him from the spiral. “I don't like rules that people forget - including myself. So I post them."

	"Right," he said, barely audible. "Of course."

	She smiled again, and he swore it was sharper this time. Not cruel, but cutting in a way that made him feel seen, like she was peeling him open layer by layer just with her gaze.

	"Come on. I'll show you your room."

	She led him down a short hallway, the hem of her shorts brushing against her thighs as she walked just a little slower than necessary. The hallway was narrow, and when she stopped to open the door at the end, she didn't step aside.

	He brushed past her, and her hip grazed his. Her arm brushed his chest. Heat radiated off her skin. It could've been accidental. It probably wasn't.

	"You'll get used to the lack of boundaries," she murmured, voice close to his ear.

	Patrick gave a strangled laugh and mumbled something about the room being perfect, though he hadn't really looked.

	His heart was hammering, his throat dry.

	It felt like he was fifteen again, awkward and lanky, at a friend's sleepover. The guys were watching a horror movie, yelling at the screen, tossing popcorn, but he had tuned out, distracted by the click of heels down the hallway. The older sister—she wasn't even that pretty, the others said—but she had this way of walking, like she knew every pair of eyes was hers to command. Her red lipstick looked too bright for night, her blouse tucked into a pencil skirt that hugged her in ways Patrick couldn't stop staring at.

	He'd been caught staring. They'd laughed. He laughed with them. But later that night, when the lights were out and the room quiet, he thought about her lipstick and how his heart had thumped when she winked at him.

	[image: Image][image: Image]Now, standing in the doorway of this too-soft, too-sensual apartment, Vivian's perfume still clinging to his hoodie, that same flush settled in his chest.

	He wasn't fifteen anymore. And Vivian wasn't just some fantasy in a hallway.

	She was real. Right here. Half-dressed. Powerful.

	And Patrick didn't know what scared him more—how much he noticed her, or how badly he didn't want to stop noticing.

	Patrick stood at the doorway of his room longer than necessary, hand still resting lightly on the frame, his eyes lingering on the empty space where Vivian had just walked past. The subtle scent she always left behind—some blend of amber, citrus, and something impossibly feminine—still hung in the air, warm and persistent, wrapping around his senses like silk. It wasn't loud, but it lingered the way she did—deliberate, memorable, impossible to ignore.

	It had been almost a couple of weeks now. Time had passed in a strange haze, days marked by class schedules and nights by quiet dinners and casual conversations that never quite felt casual. Patrick had meant to keep his head down, focus on his coursework, and maybe learn a thing or two by being around someone like Vivian. But it hadn't been that simple.

	Nothing about her was simple.

	She was always around, but never predictable. She mostly worked from home, managing her company's operations from the living room, her bedroom, or wherever she pleased, often surrounded by open laptops and half-sipped cups of coffee. Some mornings, she'd float past the kitchen in nothing but a barely-buttoned shirt that clung to her curves like second skin, legs bare, hair loose and tumbling over her shoulder. Other evenings, she would curl up on the couch in a negligee that left little to the imagination—like most of her outfits, even the casual ones, always made of something soft, satin or silk, feminine in cut and colour, just like what he liked but could never admit aloud to the imagination, laptop perched on her thighs, one foot tucked beneath her and the other stretched long across the cushion, painted toes flexing absently with concentration. She wasn't trying to tease. That was the worst part. It was just how she existed—unapologetically in her body, aware of the space she occupied and unconcerned by his discomfort.

	And Patrick? He had never been more aware of his own body in his life. His eyes had skimmed her silhouette more times than he could count, but never once had he caught a single obvious detail—nothing that answered the question he hadn't even meant to ask himself. Did she still have a cock? The thought hit him sharply, and he flinched inwardly, guilt flaring fast and hot. Why was he even wondering? He wasn't into guys. He knew that. He had always known that.

	As days went by, they had started talking more, their conversations slowly peeling away the awkwardness. One evening over takeout, she asked him—so casually it almost startled him—"You dating anyone back home? Or here?"

	Patrick choked a little on his drink. "No," he said too fast, then tried to recover, “I mean, I've been busy. And I guess I'm just... not very good at that stuff."

	Vivian tilted her head, her blonde hair falling into her face as she studied him with that unreadable expression she wore too well. "Not very good, or just inexperienced?"

	He gave her a small, self-deprecating smile and looked down at his food. "Never really had a girlfriend."

	She didn't laugh like he'd expected. She didn't even raise an eyebrow. Instead, she smiled softly, kindly, the kind of smile [image: Image]that didn't feel like pity—it felt like permission.

	"There's no shame in that, Patrick. You're young. It doesn't have to happen on anyone's schedule but your own."

	He nodded slowly, a strange wave of gratitude blooming in his chest. He had expected teasing. Dismissal. Maybe even discomfort. But not this.

	Even though he already knew bits and pieces—whispers from the neighbourhood, vague memories of things left unsaid— Patrick still asked her, carefully, not wanting to pry, about her own family. She didn't flinch. "They were never cruel. Just...[image: Image][image: Image]limited. They wanted me to be someone I'm not. Someone easier to explain." Her voice was quiet, her eyes focused on a [image: Image]spot just beyond his shoulder. "Your parents were better about that kind of thing. That's why I spent so much time at your place back then. I could breathe around them. Around your sister, too. She always made space for me. Protected me. I think she understood more than she let on. And you... even as a kid, you never looked at me the way others did. You just let me exist."

	He remembered. Long drives to beach towns, movie nights on the couch, his mom always making extra because Vivian was staying over. She had been there so often, she was just... part of everything.

	Now she was back, but different. More herself, more everything. And he didn't know how to be around her without noticing every inch of her.

	It was a Friday evening when it happened.

	She had emerged from her bedroom already dressed, makeup subtle but flawless, hair swept back into a sleek, glossy ponytail. Her body was poured into a fitted black dress that hugged her figure with merciless precision, the back dipping low to reveal the smooth line of her spine, her shoulder blades catching the hallway light. She was heading out to a high-profile PR event that evening, something her VCs had invited her to—an industry function meant to be seen at, photographed at, talked about. It wasn't exactly her thing, she had said earlier, but when investors pull strings and expect presence, you dress up and show up.

	She turned slightly, holding a small clutch in one hand, a necklace in the other. "Zip me up?"

	Patrick hesitated, eyes catching on the soft line of her back, the shimmer of skin where the zipper waited. He stepped forward, heart pounding, fingertips trembling as they hovered just above her lower back.

	The dress was snug, the fabric cool against his skin. He slid the zipper up slowly, painfully aware of every inch he covered, of how close he stood behind her, of how her scent wrapped around him again and settled into his chest like heat.

	When the zipper reached the top, she turned her head slightly, lips curved in that soft, dangerous smile.

	"You're sweet."

	She didn't step away immediately. For just a moment, she let the silence stretch, her shoulder brushing his chest, her perfume thick in his breath. Then, without looking back, she stepped into her heels, the click of them sharp and final on the hardwood, and walked away without another word. Her hips swayed with that same effortless grace, the hem of her dress rising just enough to reveal a flash of black lace hugging her upper thighs—stockings. Of course.[image: Image]

	Patrick stood frozen, his palm still tingling from where it had brushed her skin. His cock strained against the fabric of his boxers, painfully hard. He didn't move. Didn't breathe. Just stood there, flushed and trembling, drowning in the shame of how badly he'd wanted that moment to go on.

	Later that night, back in his room, lights off, laptop open, Patrick tried to focus. But the weight in his chest wouldn't let [image: Image]him. His hand hovered above the keyboard as a memory, sharper than usual, slid in uninvited.

	He was nineteen, alone in the campus dorm room with the lights turned down and the volume on his earbuds low, scrolling through site after site like it was routine. He had told himself he liked girls—of course he did—but time and again, his cock only truly stirred when the girl on the screen wore thigh-highs and long nails, her movements laced with deliberate tease, something theatrical and commanding in how she touched herself. It wasn't just the porn that got to him, it was the femininity—the curated, heightened kind that made him ache.

	And every time he came, shame followed like a shadow. He would wipe himself off quickly, slam the browser shut, and whisper promises to himself to stay away from that part of the internet, as if that part of himself could be deleted with enough denial.

	[image: Image]Now, lying in bed years later, the memory of the zipper haunted him more than any clip ever could. Her bare back. The scent of her perfume still lingering in the fibres of his shirt. The way she had looked over her shoulder with that smile. And under that black dress—he remembered it too clearly now—she had worn black lace top thigh-highs that peeked out just enough when she walked, the band hugging the tops of her thighs like a promise. Her long nails, painted in a dark, glossy red, had shimmered as she'd lifted the clutch and adjusted her necklace, their slow, confident movements echoing every fantasy he had tried to bury in shame.

	He clicked through the tabs out of habit—nude girls, straight couples, tight bodies in soft lighting—but nothing stirred.

	Not really. Not until he scrolled and saw one with a woman in black stockings, her fingers adorned in glossy red nails.

	His cock responded instantly, traitorous and eager. And his stomach tightened.

	He closed the laptop with a quiet click, shoved it aside, and stared at the ceiling, heart thudding beneath the silence.

	Why did it always have to be the ones who looked... like her?

	He hated that he didn't hate it.

	Patrick hadn't been the same since that night. Something about the feel of the zipper between his fingers, the shimmer of her perfume, the brush of her shoulder against his chest—all of it had left a warmth in him that refused to fade. He had woken up the next morning exhausted, half-aroused, and unable to meet his own reflection in the mirror without feeling like he'd crossed some invisible line.

	And Vivian? She had gone on like nothing had happened. As if he hadn't touched her bare back. As if he hadn't stood frozen and hard behind her, burning with questions and shame.

	They ate dinner together that night like usual. The TV hummed quietly in the background, some cooking show they both pretended to follow. Vivian sat across from him in a pale satin nightshirt that dipped low at the neckline and clung to her [image: Image]in all the ways that made it impossible not to notice, paired with soft black booty shorts that barely hugged the curve of her ass, her legs crossed lazily beneath the table, smooth and bare, her thigh flexing with every idle movement. Her skin was still dewy from a bath, and the scent of something floral clung to her like a secret.

	Patrick's eyes flicked up for just a second, unthinking, searching her body as she leaned back slightly in her chair. He realized, far too late, that he had been looking for an outline—any sign of something pressing against the soft fabric of her shorts. There was nothing visible, nothing obvious. The absence of it startled him more than if he'd seen something, and shame rushed to his cheeks in a hot, sick wave. Why was he even looking? He forced his eyes back down, stabbing at his rice like it had done something to him, trying to focus on the dull murmur of the TV instead of the storm twisting in his chest.

	She didn't say anything at first. Just watched him. Her expression unreadable.

	Then, in that casual tone she used whenever she was about to say something dangerous, she asked, "Are you ever going to look at me again, or are we just going to live like ghosts in this apartment?"

	Patrick's fork froze halfway to his mouth. “I look at you," he mumbled.

	"Not really. Not since you moved in here. It's like you're afraid I'll bite."

	"I'm not—"

	"You're acting like I spanked you or kissed you in your sleep," she said smoothly, taking a slow sip of water, her tongue tracing the rim of her glass before she set it down.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]His ears went hot. “I haven't been acting like anything."

	"Okay, Patrick. I'll pretend not to notice your cock prints on the hallway mirror.

	His breath caught before he even realized what she meant. The mirror. It had been just last night. After she left for her event, he'd taken a long, aimless shower, needing to cool the heat that still clung to him from zipping her up. He hadn't bothered with a towel, thinking he was alone, the apartment silent. On the way back to his room, he'd paused in the hallway, right in front of the full-length mirror—naked, dripping, aroused. He'd stood there too long, too close, his breath fogging the surface, his cock hanging heavy between his legs, pulsing with thoughts he refused to name.

	He hadn't even noticed what he left behind until after. A faint, foggy imprint at hip height, smeared where his skin had ghosted the glass.

	Now, hearing her call it out with that teasing, measured tone, something cold and hot twisted together in his gut. He hadn't realized she'd noticed. He hadn't thought anyone would. His face flushed so hard it prickled. His hand tightened around the fork. He choked on nothing, eyes darting up to her in shock.

	He wanted to disappear. Not just from the moment, but from his own body—this thing that betrayed him every time she entered the room. She wasn't even doing anything. Just existing. And somehow that was more dangerous than anything else.

	She just smiled, tucking a strand of blonde hair behind her ear like she had just complimented his shirt. "Relax. I'm not judging. I just don't like being ignored in my own home. Especially not by boys who keep sneaking looks when they think I'm not paying attention."

	He stared back down at his plate. His chest felt tight, like the air had thickened around him.

	"You were always like that, even back then," she said, her voice softer now. "Shy. Quiet. Always watching the world from the edge of the room. I used to wonder what went on in that head of yours."

	Vivian didn't wait for him to answer. She rose from her seat and circled the table, moving slowly, deliberately, until she was behind him. Then, without hesitation, she leaned forward, her hand sliding along the curve of his jaw, her thumb brushing the corner of his mouth.

	Patrick went completely still.

	"You keep looking," she murmured near his ear, her voice soft, more curious than accusing. "But you never ask, even when it's written all over your face."

	He swallowed hard, but no words came. Her touch was gentle, but it electrified him.

	Then, just as suddenly, she pulled back. Walked around to her chair, lifted her wineglass, and took a sip.

	When she passed him on the way to the kitchen, she bent and kissed his cheek—soft, slow, deliberately intimate.

	"Goodnight, Patrick."

	He didn't sleep well.

	*******

	Patrick came home early two nights later. The apartment was quiet, except for the low hum of music and the faint hiss of running water. The bathroom door was half open, steam curling from the gap and spilling into the hall like breath from parted lips.

	[image: Image]He paused.

	He didn't mean to look.

	But when he stepped closer, the light from the bathroom glowed against the mist, and through it, he saw her.

	Vivian stood facing away, her arms lifted as she twisted her hair into a bun. Water glistened along the curves of her body, the silhouette of her breasts high and full, her waist tapering into hips that swayed slightly with each shift of her stance. Through the dense steam, he could just barely make out the suggestion of her ass—round, tight, framed in fog like a dream half-remembered—each movement of her shifting weight only deepening the shape, hinting at what was just out of view.

	She was glorious. Powerful. Unbothered.

	He couldn't move. Couldn't breathe. His cock was already hard and pulsing, straining against his jeans with humiliating speed.

	Then her head turned slightly, her gaze sliding toward the door over her shoulder.

	"You're going to need to knock louder if you want to watch properly," she said calmly, not even flinching, her voice like warm honey over ice.

	Patrick's mouth opened and closed, no sound coming out.

	"Relax," she said with a quiet laugh. "We're roommates, not strangers."

	She reached for a towel, slowly, the fabric catching against her glistening skin as she draped it over one shoulder. The motion was languid, deliberate, almost unconcerned with the fact that she knew he was watching. She didn't rush. Didn't flinch. She turned slightly—just enough to let the curve of her breast and hip flash against the fog before she stepped behind the door, her silhouette still visible for a breath longer through the translucent glass.

	Then the door clicked softly shut, steam curling outward as if to follow her.[image: Image]

	Patrick stayed frozen in the hallway, rooted to the spot, his heart thudding against his ribs. He was dizzy with heat, with guilt, with want—every nerve still buzzing with the sight of her, every breath shallow like he'd been caught in the middle of something forbidden and divine.

	*******

	That night, he couldn't sleep. Again.

	He lay in the dark, muscles tight, cock hard, his body aching with the weight of all the things he couldn't admit out loud.

	He wasn't supposed to feel this way. Not about her. Not like this.

	But he couldn't stop thinking about her mouth. Her skin. Her words. Every breath he took seemed to carry a trace of her scent, and the sheets tangled around his legs like a reminder of everything he was trying not to feel.[image: Image]

	Then he heard it.

	At first, it was so faint he thought he imagined it—a low sound, like a sigh or a whisper. But then it came again. Soft, rhythmic, unmistakable. Moans, slow and breathy, drifting from her bedroom just down the hall. They weren't loud, not exactly, but they didn't need to be. He knew it was her.

	He held his breath, eyes wide in the dark. The sound reached him in pulses, muffled but persistent, each one tightening the heat coiling low in his belly.

	She didn't try to hide it. If anything, it felt intentional. Honest. Like she knew what she wanted, and wasn't afraid of wanting it.

	Patrick didn't move. He didn't even blink. Just laid there, painfully hard beneath the sheets, staring at the ceiling like it might offer him some way out of the ache pressing down on him.

	The noises faded eventually, replaced by silence.

	But even then, he didn't sleep. Not for hours.

	The next morning, she passed him in the hallway, a sheen of sweat still clinging to her flushed skin, her breath slightly heavier from whatever workout she had just wrapped up. Her sports bra was damp and clung tightly to her chest, the band stretched snug beneath the swell of her breasts, while her tiny workout skirt rode high up her thighs, leaving little to the imagination with each stride of her hips. A towel was tossed over her shoulders, catching the faint glisten along her collarbone and the curve of her neck. Her blonde hair was pulled up in a loose, messy bun, strands sticking to her temple and the nape of her neck in a way that made her look real, raw, undeniably present.

	Patrick had just stepped out of his room, still bleary from a restless night, but his pulse kicked into gear the moment his eyes caught hers. She didn't speak at first, just walked slowly, every motion languid and loose from exertion, and it was only when she got close enough to pass him that she stopped. Her gaze flicked down him—sizing him up in that quiet, calculating way she had—before her lips curled into a smile.

	"Morning."

	It wasn't teasing. It wasn't innocent, either. Just... knowing.

	He nodded too fast, face burning, and ducked into the kitchen like it would save him.

	He poured himself cereal with shaking hands, the milk splashing over the rim. He could feel her energy behind him, even long after she had passed. When she finally joined him, fresh from a shower and dressed now in something softer, more casual, she sat across from him with the quiet presence of someone watching a subject she already understood.

	He avoided her eyes. Ate too quickly. Every movement felt forced.

	She tilted her head slightly, resting her cheek against her hand, eyes flicking up to him through her lashes. Like she was deciding how honest she wanted to be.

	Then, out of nowhere, she said it.[image: Image]

	"You jerked off to me, didn't you?"

	The spoon froze midway to his mouth. His stomach clenched.

	He looked up sharply. Her voice had been calm, not cruel, just honest. Like she already knew the answer.

	"No. I didn't."

	It was the lie he always reached for. But even as he said it, it felt like he was shrinking into the space around him.

	Vivian tilted her head. Her lips curled, not in mockery but in quiet, collected amusement. The kind of smile that meant [image: Image]she knew more than he did, and was willing to wait for him to catch up.

	"You'll stop lying to yourself eventually."

	She didn't push it further. Didn't gloat. She simply got up, rinsed her cup, and walked out of the room like nothing had happened. But Patrick's hands were trembling.

	That night, he didn't touch himself. He couldn't. His mind was too full of her voice. Her presence. That towel. Those eyes.

	But when he finally drifted into sleep, she was there.

	In the dream, she stood in his doorway, wearing only shadows and a smile, and this time, he didn't run. This time, he reached for her.

	Her skin was impossibly soft, her voice a low hum that curled around his spine. When she touched him, it was with reverence—like she already owned him, like he'd always belonged to her. He moaned beneath her hands, clutched the sheets, felt her mouth at his throat whispering things he'd never let himself imagine while awake.

	And in the dream, he wasn't afraid.

	He woke up hard and aching, but it wasn't the release he craved. It was her voice again. That smile. That terrifying, beautiful knowing.

	He wasn't afraid... but maybe he should have been.[image: Image]

	[image: Image]It was later that same evening, and the apartment was dim, lit only by the glow of the lamp in the living room and the low amber light from Vivian's bedroom, where the door stood slightly ajar. Patrick hadn't meant to wander so close. He'd just meant to walk past, maybe head to the kitchen, maybe get some air, but the quiet pull of her light, the hush inside that room, had its own gravity. He paused. And then, without letting himself overthink it, he stepped in.[image: Image]

	Vivian stood by the window, her body turned halfway, her arms crossed over her chest. She was wearing something loose and black, a satin blouse unbuttoned enough to show the delicate plunge of her collarbone, and a matching skirt that shimmered in the soft lamplight. Sheathed in sheer black stockings that caught the light with the subtlest shimmer, her legs gleamed faintly, and she had kicked off her heels, but they still lay abandoned near the foot of the bed, one tilted sideways, the other on its side like a trail of something undone.[image: Image]

	She turned to look at him, her expression unreadable at first, then slowly curving into something softer, something darker. She didn't speak. Just let the quiet settle between them.

	He stood there, frozen in the doorway.

	She took a step closer.

	Then another.

	And when she was close enough to touch him, she did. Her fingers brushed the side of his neck, a slow, exploratory drag, before she leaned in just a little and whispered against his jaw, "I've been thinking about something over the past few weeks. And you know what it is, don't you? Just like I know what you've been thinking, too." Her words hung there, hot and breathy, curling into his ear and wrapping tight around something buried inside him.

	Then she kissed him—just a press of her lips against his, soft and fleeting, like she was testing something, searching for his hesitation. But he didn't pull away. If anything, he leaned in, lips parting just enough, breath catching in his throat as the silence stretched between them.

	"So this is what you want?" she asked as she pulled back.

	"I'm not... into guys," he stammered.

	"Good," she whispered, eyes glinting with something unspoken. “I'm not one."

	Her mouth returned to his, deeper this time, not with force but with a slow, searching certainty that met him in the middle. The kiss grew deeper on its own, because he leaned into it—because something inside him, buried for too long, was finally rising to the surface. His hands trembled at his sides, his chest tightened with a rush he couldn't name, and when her lips tugged at his, he parted his own in answer. The silence between them was thick with breath and unspoken things, and when his knees gave out beneath him, it wasn't fear or confusion, but release. She caught him gently, arms circling his waist, steadying him even as his body faltered, her kiss anchoring him with a steadiness that made it all feel real—too real to run from anymore.

	When she pulled back, her breath lingered on his lips, warm and minty and intimate, and when he licked at the corner of his mouth a second later, he could taste the faint waxy sweetness of her lipstick, could feel the outline of her kiss left like a brand across his skin.

	She looked him directly in the eye.

	"Strip."

	It wasn't a question. It wasn't loud. It was quiet and absolute, like a key turning in a lock.

	Patrick's breath hitched.

	She didn't move. She didn't help. She simply stepped back, folded her arms again, and waited.

	The room felt warmer all of a sudden. The air heavier.

	His hands fumbled at the hem of his shirt. He peeled it off slowly, his fingers catching against the fabric. His skin was flushed already, his chest rising and falling with uneven breaths. Then came the sweatpants—loose, old, familiar—and when he pushed them down, his cock sprang free, hard and leaking, betraying every thought he couldn't say.

	She tilted her head, gaze trailing down his body like a hand, her eyes drinking him in slowly. His frame was lean, every line subtle but shaped by muscle, the kind of athletic grace that came not from vanity but from discipline. His chest and stomach were smooth, hairless, and taut—evidence of years spent in chlorinated pools, swimming laps until his arms ached and his breath came shallow. She lingered on the soft taper of his waist, the slim cut of his hips, and the quiet tension in his thighs. There was something boyish about him still, but the body was unmistakably adult—and beautiful in a way he'd never dared to see in himself.

	"Kneel," she said softly.

	He did. Without thinking. Without questioning. His knees sank into the soft rug by the bed, and he looked up at her with wide, helpless eyes.

	Vivian stepped closer, the curve of her foot still wrapped in sheer black stockings as she lifted it to brush gently against his thigh. She stroked his cheek with the back of her fingers, her long nails grazing his skin.

	"Sweet," she murmured. "So nervous. My shy little roommate."

	He closed his eyes.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]She moved slowly, deliberately. Her hands gathered the hem of her skirt, lifting it inch by inch to reveal the tops of her black lace stockings and the delicate curve of her panties. They were tight, elegant, and perfectly tucked—so neat it made him ache. With a practiced glide of her fingers, she slid the fabric aside, and her cock spilled free, thick and beautiful, already swelling with arousal as it unfurled from its tucked position—rising heavy and full from between her thighs. And in that moment, it clicked for Patrick. That was why he hadn't seen anything before. No outline, no bulge, nothing to betray what lay hidden beneath those soft skirts and tight shorts. It had been tucked away the whole time, and yet, now that it was in front of him, it felt like it had been looming there all along, like some part of him had known—had hoped—even when he refused to admit it.

	Patrick's eyes widened, his breath catching, his mouth suddenly dry as heat surged through him like a current he couldn't [image: Image]control. The air around her was laced with something heady—faint perfume, sweat, arousal—and it filled his lungs with every shallow breath, leaving him dizzy and dazed, like he was inhaling her.

	His reaction was instant. Awe. Fear. Desire. Shame. A flood of emotion he couldn't begin to sort.

	She saw it all on his face. Her gaze dipped lower, lingering for just a beat on his untouched cock, flushed and twitching with every breath he took. It was a beautiful contrast—lean, swimmer-sculpted body still trembling with tension, and that thick, eager erection bobbing helplessly between his thighs, betraying the truth of his need before he could say a word.

	"You don't have to like cock to crave mine," she whispered.

	He blinked rapidly, as if trying to process it, trying to deny what he was feeling, what he wanted.

	She stepped forward and leaned in, bringing her sultry, composed face over him, her fingers catching his chin, lifting it.

	"You looked when you thought I couldn't see. Now you're going to show me."

	Her cock twitched slightly in front of him, heavy and proud, and the sight made Patrick's throat tighten. The silk of her blouse clung faintly between her breasts, tracing a shadowed line down to her navel, and the faint floral warmth of her perfume seemed soaked into every inch of it. His mouth went dry, lips parting without him even realizing, his breath coming shallower with each second that passed. [image: Image]

	"Touch it."

	The command hit him low, curling heat into the pit of his stomach. His hands, still shaking from everything that had led them here, slowly reached forward. He'd never done this before—never even come close—and yet his hands moved like it had always known how, like his body had just been waiting for hers to teach it. There was reverence in the way he moved, like he was approaching something sacred, forbidden. His fingers curled around her shaft—thick, hot, and velvety under his touch—and the pulse of blood beneath her skin was strong, alive, undeniable. It looked huge in his hand, a size that [image: Image]made him feel both small and breathless, his fingers barely wrapping around its girth. It twitched in his grasp, and he gasped softly at the weight of it, the slickness of precum beading at the tip and smearing across his thumb.

	Something in his chest pulled tight. Something in his belly coiled with anticipation. He was hard, achingly so, untouched and throbbing between his legs, but it was her cock—this new centre of gravity—that held his focus completely.

	Vivian exhaled slowly, her voice a gentle purr that sent chills down his spine.

	"Such a fine boy you are."

	She let one hand slide into his short hair, her nails grazing his scalp before her palm settled at the back of his head. She didn't push, not yet. Just held him there, guiding him with a softness that made his heart hammer against his ribs.[image: Image]

	He leaned in. The head of her cock brushed his lips—slick, warm, a little salty—and his whole body flinched, not from fear but from the dizzying realization that this was real. That he wanted this. His lips trembled as he parted them, his breath washing over her skin, and then—slowly, almost timidly—he pressed his mouth to the tip.[image: Image]

	The taste bloomed across his tongue, strange and human and musky, and he made a faint sound, unsure, overwhelmed. His eyes fluttered shut, rolling back for a moment as the shock of it spread through him like fire, pure sensation flooding his system until he could barely hold still, his breath catching against her skin.

	Vivian's fingers flexed in his hair.

	"Eyes on me," she whispered, voice low and sure.

	His eyes opened and lifted to meet hers, glassy and wide with something between awe and hunger.

	"Let me see how badly you need this."

	And he did. Everything in him was raw, exposed, but he gave her what she asked. Not because she demanded it—but because he needed to.

	She moaned low as his lips sank further down her cock, sloppy and unsure, but eager.

	She stroked his hair with steady, encouraging fingers, her hips only barely rocking forward, keeping the rhythm slow and deliberate as she let him find his way. Her skin smelled faintly of perfume and heat, the scent curling around his senses and settling deep in his chest as he took more of her in. The weight of her cock on his tongue, the silky skin stretched over firmness, made his throat flutter with every hesitant bob, each inch a test of how far he could go.

	She whispered praises when he managed to take her deeper, her voice a low, breathy thread of approval that rolled down his spine like silk. There was something breathtaking in it for her too, the way his inexperienced mouth moved with trembling effort, every uncertain flick of his tongue reminding her this was his first time. It made her ache deeper, more tenderly, the knowledge that he was giving her this—offering himself without artifice, without pride—turning the heat behind her moans into something almost reverent.

	"Mmm... good boy," she moaned, the sound rich and sultry, spilling out in a breath as his mouth worked over her with trembling effort and innocent hunger.

	It made his cock throb harder, dripping freely as he worked. But whenever he slowed or hesitated, unsure of his technique or lost in sensation, she tightened her fingers in his hair, with a possessive certainty, tugging just enough to make his gasp vibrate around her shaft.

	"You're mine tonight," she whispered, the words slipping out between shallow breaths, not just a statement of dominance but a confession of everything she had held back for weeks.[image: Image]

	In that moment, Vivian felt a rush of emotion—a mix of power and longing, satisfaction and wonder. He was new to this, trembling and open, and that made every flick of his tongue, every shaky breath against her skin, feel intimate in a way nothing else ever had.

	Her cock throbbed in his mouth at that, the taste of her slick pre-cum growing saltier, messier, coating his tongue. His jaw ached. His lips were stretched wide and slick with spit, and still, he kept going, drunk on the rhythm, on the scent of her skin, on the soft sounds she made each time his tongue flicked just right.

	His own cock, untouched, leaked in fat beads onto the rug below, every motion sending a helpless jolt through him. His moans were guttural, muffled, desperate, and each one pulled a sharper sound from her.[image: Image]

	She began to guide him more firmly, her hips rolling now in short, controlled thrusts that pushed deeper, her breath becoming ragged.[image: Image]

	"Keep it all in," she said, voice tight with restraint, with the edge of release.

	He tried.

	[image: Image][image: Image]She came in a slow, rolling wave that filled his mouth, thick and warm and undeniably real. His throat worked on instinct, swallowing in messy, frantic gulps, every drop unfamiliar and electric, the salt and heat blooming across his tongue. His body shivered beneath the weight of it, every muscle tight and trembling, his limbs limp, his knees sore against the rug, his skin flushed and damp with sweat and effort and surrender.

	It was the first time he had ever tasted someone else. He had been curious before, even tasted himself once or twice in secret, but nothing could have prepared him for this. The intensity. The raw, shameless closeness. The overwhelming, unexpected way it felt like something sacred. Something terrifyingly good.

	As her cock slid from his lips, softening and glistening, Patrick remained still, his mouth wet, his chest heaving. Something had changed. Something permanent. And as much as his mind tried to sort through it, tried to tell him what it meant or what it didn't, his body already knew. It wanted more. Not just the act—but the way it made him feel. Held. Wanted. Claimed. His cock was still painfully hard, flushed and glistening, twitching with every slow breath he took, still leaking onto the rug in steady, silent confession of how deep this ran. Even if his thoughts were tangled, even if he didn't understand it yet, his body had already decided. This was something he liked. Craved. Needed.[image: Image]

	Vivian cupped his cheeks, her thumbs brushing the spit and tears from beneath his eyes, and looked down at him like he was something exquisite. Not broken. Not weak. Just hers.

	Then she bent and kissed his forehead, her breath warm against his damp skin. But instead of pulling back, she guided his face upward and kissed him again—deeper this time. Her lips moved slowly, possessively, and she tasted herself on his tongue with a quiet moan. He kissed her back without hesitation, lost in it, dazed and obedient.

	She pulled back slowly, her thumb brushing one last time across his cheek as their lips parted, her eyes lingering on his face with something quiet and warm flickering in them.

	"Now you're really home."

	The words melted into him, soft as silk and heavy as stone. He closed his eyes, chest hollowed with the strange ache of being seen, taken, known. And somehow, that was the worst and best part of all.

	The lamp still glowed low and warm in Vivian's room, casting everything in soft amber hues, like the edges of a dream that refused to fade. Patrick remained where he was, on his knees on the thick rug at the foot of her bed, dazed and flushed, his mouth slick and parted, his chest rising and falling with shallow, tremoring breaths. His skin gleamed faintly with sweat. The taste of her still lingered on his tongue, deep and impossible to forget.

	Vivian stood above him, towering, her body a silhouette of sensual dominance framed in gold. Her black satin skirt was still rucked up around her hips, sheer black stockings clinging tightly to her long legs, and two more buttons of her blouse had come undone during the act, revealing a delicious glimpse of deep cleavage. Her cock, thick and still glistening from [image: Image]his mouth, hung heavy and half-hard between her thighs, the weight of it swinging slightly as she moved.

	She didn't speak at first. She simply began walking in a slow, deliberate circle around him, the faint swish of stockinged feet on the rug the only sound. Her gaze raked down over his naked, kneeling form, watching how his cock still stood stiff and leaking, untouched, and how his body trembled in the aftershocks of what they had just shared.

	Finally, her voice came, smooth and low, curling around the space between them like velvet. "You touched it. You sucked it. You even swallowed. But you still haven't gotten a good look , did you?"

	Patrick flinched slightly, a shiver crawling up his spine as he tried not to meet her eyes. He was still too caught in it, his shame and arousal dancing just beneath his skin, impossible to untangle. But then her foot came into view—stockinged and elegant—and with the softest nudge of her toe beneath his chin, she tilted his head up.

	"Be honest," she said, her smile still there, "Don't you want to properly see what you're giving yourself to?"

	He swallowed, his cheeks burning, his cock twitching helplessly in the open air. He gave the smallest nod.

	Vivian stepped back.

	Her hands moved with slow purpose, undoing the rest of the buttons on her blouse one by one, revealing the swell of her full, natural breasts, the soft curve of her stomach, and the subtle strength in her arms. The fabric slid off her shoulders, pooling to the floor like water. Then her fingers slid beneath the straps of her bra, unhooking it and letting it fall, exposing the full weight and curve of her breasts, nipples tight from arousal and the cool air. She pushed her skirt down next, revealing the smooth roundness of her ass, the curve tight and high, her toned legs encased in those perfect black stockings.

	Next came the already pulled aside lacey thong.

	She had left the stockings on. She had seen the way his eyes trailed down her legs over the past few weeks, how he paused a little too long when the lace hugged her thighs, the nylon catching light in the right ways.[image: Image]

	Now she stood before him, lit by gold, entirely bare save for those stockings. Full breasts, wide hips, a toned, sculpted ass, long legs, and between them, her cock—thick, heavy, and unapologetically hers—still half-hard, already gleaming, with two still full balls beneath.

	She was breathtaking. Radiant. A vision of control and feminine power that made his pulse skip.

	Patrick's heart pounded in his chest. His mouth fell open slightly. His eyes widened.

	He had known, of course. He had just sucked her off. But still—seeing it like this, revealed fully, claimed as hers without hesitation or apology—it sent another bolt of arousal through him so hard it almost hurt.

	He finally realizes she was bigger than him. Much. And somehow, that made him even harder.[image: Image]

	Vivian tilted her head slightly and smiled at his expression. "Finally... not what you expected?"[image: Image]

	He gave her whole body another look, slow and reverent, his gaze lingering longer this time, more vulnerable now. He shook his head. "It's... it's a lot."

	She watched his eyes drop once more, this time clearly landing on both their cocks, and she'd seen the flicker of realization. The quiet, almost stunned comparison he hadn't made until now.

	Her smile had deepened, more intimate now, and with a kind of knowing softness, she sank to her knees beside him, letting her thigh press lightly into his.

	She reached for him with slow, confident grace, one hand curling gently around his still twitching, smaller cock, the other lifting her own—heavy, slick, unmistakably larger.

	"There's no shame in being smaller," she said, her voice a blend of heat and affection. "You're built to obey. I'm built to take."

	She brought them together—side by side—and made him look.

	"See the difference? That's why you're mine."

	Patrick's face flushed deep, not just from arousal but from something softer and harder to name—a quiet mix of awe, [image: Image]submission, and the raw, tingling awareness of just how much smaller he really was in her hands. His cock throbbed again in her grip, reacting before he could even process it, before the part of him that still wanted to pretend kicked in. But it was too late. His body already knew.

	[image: Image]She leaned in, her hand slipping from her own cock to gently cup his jaw, guiding him into a slow, lingering kiss that [image: Image]tasted of heat and quiet possession. Her other hand remained wrapped around his, and as she pulled away from his lips, her fingers gave one slow, deliberate stroke along his shaft, coaxing a helpless twitch from him. She lingered for just a moment longer, her lips slightly parted, her gaze unreadable and warm as it met his. Then, with a subtle shift of balance, she rose fluidly to her feet, her movements as smooth as the silk she so often wore.

	Without a word, she began to circle him. Her bare skin caught the lamplight in soft glows, casting elegant shadows that played over the length of her body. As she moved behind him, Patrick's eyes followed her—up the curve of her hips, the long lines of her legs, the sway of her walk—until his gaze landed on the tall bedroom mirror—their bodies, exposed and raw, hers strong and statuesque, his lean and submissive, still kneeling. Their eyes met in the reflection, hers calm and steady, his wide and flushed.

	Her cock brushed the side of his cheek. Not roughly. Almost like a caress.

	She whispered, "Good boys don't run from what they want. They kneel for it. They worship it."

	He didn't move. He didn't need to. She wasn't asking him for more right now. She was letting him feel. Letting him sit in this, in everything she was. Everything she had shown him.

	Her hand stroked his hair gently.

	Then she bent down and kissed the top of his head, warm and soft.

	"You'll learn. And you'll love learning."

	She turned and walked to the bathroom, naked and tall and sure, her bare ass swaying with each step.

	Patrick didn't move. He stayed kneeling. Still hard and on the edge. Still confused. But no longer ashamed.

	The air still shimmered faintly in the soft lamplight, golden and low, casting the room in a haze of afterglow. Patrick remained on his knees, dazed, flushed, his breath slowing but still uneven, the taste of her still lingering on his tongue and his cock standing stiff and aching with untouched need. The carpet was soft beneath his knees, but his body was wired, too alive, too sensitive to even think about comfort. He hadn't moved from where she left him.

	When Vivian returned, the light from the bathroom caught the dampness on her bare skin, her curves still dewy and radiant. The stockings were gone now, leaving her entirely nude, and somehow that made her seem even more untouchable, like something elemental. She moved with the same quiet confidence, her hair slightly tousled, a small, warm towel in one hand and a folded cloth in the other.

	She knelt again, this time not like before, not like she was a goddess on display, but with the calm tenderness of someone who had claimed what was hers.

	"You made such a mess, baby," she said softly, her voice like silk across his skin. "Let me take care of you."

	He didn't know what to say. He nodded, breath catching in his throat. He felt the warm cloth against his face first, gently wiping away the streaks at the corners of his lips. Then his jaw, his neck, the sweat slicking his chest. Her hand was steady, her gaze focused. When she reached his thighs, he flinched a little—not in fear, but in hypersensitivity. His cock twitched, already desperate.

	She smiled. Not cruelly. Not even teasing. Just warmly.

	She wiped around the base of his cock, then let the cloth brush, feather-light, across the shaft. She didn't grip. Didn't stroke. Just dragged that damp heat across his skin, enough to make him shudder.

	"Still so hard," she murmured, half to herself. Her fingers grazed his inner thigh. "Poor thing."

	He moaned, quiet and pitiful. His hips shifted forward involuntarily. She leaned in and kissed his forehead.

	Then she rose and held out her hand. He took it without thinking, and she led him gently toward the bed.

	Vivian lay back first, reclining against her pillows like she had been waiting for him there all along. She pulled the covers [image: Image]back with one arm and patted the space in front of her. Patrick climbed in slowly, unsure, but when she curled one leg around his and drew him in against her body, he melted like he belonged there. Like this had always been the destination.

	Her hand stayed resting at his hip, just above his cock, her fingertips brushing lightly over the skin. She guided his hand to rest on her stomach, her skin warm beneath his palm. He left it there, unmoving, like an offering.

	They lay like that in silence for a while.

	Then she whispered, "How are you feeling?"

	He hesitated. His voice was barely audible. “I don't know. Everything's... too much. But not bad. I just... it's all so fast."[image: Image]

	She nodded. Her voice remained soft. "You don't have to understand it all right now. Just stay in it. Feel it."

	He swallowed. "Did you always know I was like this?"

	She chuckled gently, brushing hair from his face. "No. But I always hoped you'd grow into someone who wasn't afraid of what he wanted."

	He blushed.

	Vivian continued, her voice going quieter. "Men I've dated loved the idea of me. The fantasy. But none of them could actually be with me. Not really. They couldn't handle wanting me and still feeling like a man."

	Patrick shifted slightly, his heart squeezing in his chest.

	"But you," she said, trailing her fingers lightly over his chest, down his stomach, "your body doesn't lie. It already knows what it wants."

	She didn't need to say what that was. Her hand was back at his cock now, ghosting along the length of it. He whimpered again. She stroked once, slow, teasing, but never enough.[image: Image]

	And then it happened, not as a sudden declaration, but as a quiet surrender that rose up through the weight of breathless silence between them. Patrick shifted a little closer, his cheek brushing against her collarbone, his voice catching somewhere between fear and want.

	“I think I want to feel you... there. Inside me."

	His words came out uneven, uncertain, but the truth of them hung between them like something sacred.

	Vivian went still, her arms tightening gently around him. Her fingers brushed softly through his hair as she leaned in, resting her lips against his forehead for a long, unhurried moment.

	"That's what I hoped you'd say, baby."

	But she didn't pounce. She didn't roll him over or push into him. She only smiled.

	"We're not doing that tonight. You need to be ready. Your body needs to be prepped. I want to make it good for you, not just hot. I want to open you slowly. Tease you until you're begging for it."

	His breathing was sharp, needy.

	"Please," he whispered. "Can I at least cum?"

	Vivian chuckled, low and warm, like a promise and a denial all at once. She leaned in and kissed him, slow and deep.[image: Image]

	When she pulled back, her hand was still loosely wrapped around his cock.

	"Not tonight," she said gently. "You'll wait for me. You've waited this long. And I promise—it will be worth it."

	She stroked him once more, just enough to leave him squirming again. Then she pulled the blanket over both of them, wrapping him into her arms, holding him against her bare chest.

	Her lips brushed his cheek.

	"Good night, my sweet boy."

	He didn't know when exactly sleep found him, only that he stayed nestled in her arms all night long, her body curled [image: Image]tightly around his as she spooned him from behind, her breath steady and warm against the nape of his neck. His cock never softened, not for a second, trapped between his thighs, aching and pulsing against the tension in his belly. Her arm remained draped over him like a claim, her hand occasionally brushing low across his stomach, a teasing reminder of what she was keeping him waiting for. And the whole time, Patrick could feel the soft, heavy weight of her cock nestled against the curve of his ass, a constant presence that made his skin hum and his breath shallow. It wasn't even hard, but it was there, warm and real and impossibly intimate, and his mind wouldn't stop imagining how it would feel inside him—how full he'd be. He stayed hard through all of it, pulse thick in his cock, the ache not fading, only deepening with each quiet breath she exhaled against his skin. And that for the first time in his life, surrender didn't feel like giving up—it felt like coming home.

	The sunlight had barely spilled through the pale curtains when Patrick stirred, blinking against the golden haze of morning. Vivian was no longer curled around him, but her warmth still lingered across the sheets, along his skin, and in the aching press of his cock that hadn't softened once through the night. He lay there for a moment longer, a nervous weight coiled low in his chest he didn't know how to name, every breath catching as he thought back to the weight of her body behind him and the impossibly soft, heavy press of her cock against his ass.

	He finally rose, wrapping the blanket loosely around his hips as he padded out of the bedroom.

	The apartment was quiet except for the gentle clink of porcelain and the faint gurgle of the coffee maker finishing its brew. He followed the warm, roasted scent of coffee into the kitchen.

	Vivian was standing there, in a short silk kimono that barely touched the tops of her thighs, the sash tied loose around her waist. Her blonde hair was pinned up casually, wisps escaping to frame a face that was all cheekbones and sly elegance, with wide, expressive eyes and lips still faintly tinted from the night before, full and kiss-bitten. Her skin glowed with that effortless softness that made him want to look away and keep looking all at once, like beauty that had wandered out of a dream and never remembered to leave. She glanced over her shoulder when she saw him, her expression completely unreadable.

	"Morning, baby," she said, as if the night before hadn't happened, as if he hadn't knelt between her legs with his mouth full of her cock, as if she hadn't held him all night while he pulsed helplessly against her.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]He swallowed, the knot in his throat tight. "Morning."

	She turned back to pour the coffee, sliding one cup toward him across the counter. Her kimono slipped a little as she moved, exposing more of her ass. He caught himself staring again.

	Vivian noticed. She didn't say anything.

	The fabric slipped lower on his hips when he reached for the coffee, and he didn't miss the way her eyes tracked the movement—calm, unreadable, but aware.

	She took a sip, her gaze still fixed calmly on him. "You're jumpy."

	He blinked, unsure what to say. “I just... I mean, last night..."

	Vivian set her cup down gently and walked to him, closing the space between them without hurry. Her fingers brushed his jaw as she tilted his face toward hers.

	"You wanted it. I made it real. There's no shame in that."

	Her voice was soft but sure, laced with a warmth that made his chest ache. He nodded, too quick again, eyes flickering to the floor.

	She let him go and stepped past him toward the fridge.

	"Come here."

	Patrick followed, barefoot and quiet. She pinned a new sheet of paper to the fridge, smooth and freshly printed.

	She stepped back and looked at him, arms gently crossed. "Read it. Tell me if you agree."

	He moved closer and saw it clearly.

	
		No cumming without permission

		Sleep in my bed on weekends

		Wear what I pick

		Obedience earns rewards. Disobedience earns... attention.

		No lies



	He read each line carefully, heart pounding harder with every rule. There was something terrifyingly easy about letting her decide. It felt like stepping off the edge of something high—and finding out you liked the fall. When he finished, he nodded, blushing as the words tried to form in his throat.

	Vivian watched him. "Say it, baby. Out loud."

	“I agree," he whispered, face flushed.

	Vivian smiled, reached up, and dragged her nail lightly down the centre of his chest, the touch barely there.

	"That's my good boy," she repeated, her voice warm and satisfied.

	The words echoed in Patrick's ears, warm and commanding, and something inside him softened and curled inward like it had just been claimed. And just like that, a memory stirred—uninvited, vivid.

	A few years ago, sitting in the dark in his bedroom with his laptop screen turned low, headphones snug over his ears. He remembered the shaky breath he took when he clicked on a thumbnail of a trans girl, nervously curious. She had thigh-highs, long nails, and a smile that made his stomach twist.

	He remembered watching her undress slowly, the sight of her cock springing free from satin panties, and the hard, immediate pulse that throbbed through his own. He'd finished within minutes.

	And then the panic.

	The browser history wiped. The site blocked. The vows to himself whispered under breath.[image: Image]

	"Never again. That was a mistake."

	But it hadn't been.

	Because now, standing nude save for that bedspread around his hip in a bright kitchen with a rule list on the fridge and coffee cooling beside him, Patrick could still remember that feeling. And now, for the first time, it didn't feel wrong at all.

	Patrick had barely set his bag down by the door, still loosening the collar of his shirt from a long, half-day of lectures, when he heard her voice float out from down the hallway—low, languid, and unmistakably purposeful.

	"Bedroom. Now."

	He froze. His fingers stilled at the button on his collar. The echo of her command rang through the silence of the apartment, curling under his skin. He could tell by her tone that this wasn't a request. It was one of those moments.

	She had warned him, after all—about what obedience meant in this house, about the shape this new arrangement would [image: Image]take now that he'd agreed to her rules. Tuesdays were lighter. She knew his schedule. She'd been waiting.

	His heart thudded as he made his way to her room, the steps slow, deliberate, like each one peeled away the layers of normalcy that had cloaked his morning. The door was half open, and inside, she stood by the bed in a black lace bralette [image: Image]and a matching high-waisted garter panty set that hugged her curves like it had been made for her, sheer in all the right places and her legs, long and elegant in dark stockings, carried an effortless sensuality, every step elongating the line of her thigh, the garters framing the curve of her hips, her lingerie perfectly clinging to the hourglass lines of her waist. The lace shimmered softly in the light, and when she shifted her weight, the way the sheer fabric outlined her hips and the subtle bounce of her breasts beneath the bralette sent another flush of heat straight through him. Her blonde hair was swept to one side, tousled and sexy, and her eyes lit up when she saw him linger at the doorway.

	"Good. Close it," she said, walking toward him, already holding a long silk tie in her hands.

	He obeyed, closing the door behind him with a quiet click, his throat dry.

	"Come closer."

	He did.

	"Turn around."

	[image: Image]He hesitated, only for a breath, before doing as she asked. She slipped the tie over his head and adjusted it until the soft silk lay over his eyes, plunging him into a thick darkness. The world narrowed to sound and sensation.

	She moved behind him again, and he felt her fingers undoing each button of his shirt with meticulous care, grazing his skin just enough to tease. Her touch was reverent, like she was unwrapping a gift. When she peeled the shirt from his shoulders, she paused to run her nails lightly down his bare back, then leaned in close enough for her breath to kiss the shell of his ear.

	“I wonder if you've been thinking about this as much as I have," she whispered. "All that blushing, all that staring. You think I didn't notice you drooling over my legs every time I wore these stockings?"

	He opened his mouth, but no sound came.

	"No need to be shy now. You're mine to play with. Let's see how much you like being unwrapped."[image: Image]

	Next came his pants. She unfastened them slowly, almost leisurely, letting them fall to the floor before guiding him out of them with one foot, her voice curling around him as she added, “I want to see how much that pretty cock of yours can beg without saying a word."

	Then she took his hand and led him a few steps forward. He could sense her presence lowering behind him before she tugged gently on his wrist, guiding him down across her lap.

	"If you're going to learn from me," she whispered, "you'll learn to obey. And this—" her hand ran along his side in a soothing stroke, "this isn't because you were bad. This is just for fun. Something new. Something your body's going to love, even if it doesn't know it yet."

	The position was humiliating and erotic all at once, his cock already hard again, twitching against her stockinged thighs. He couldn't see her, but he could feel the firmness of her body beneath him, the scent of her perfume filling his nose, floral and musky and dizzying.

	"Count them."

	The first spank landed soft. More a pat than a slap.

	"One," he breathed.

	Another. Harder this time. His cock throbbed.

	"Two."

	Her hand was firm but not cruel, alternating sting with caress. Each strike sent another pulse of heat to his groin, where his cock rubbed against her stockinged thighs, leaving a slick, needy trail.

	"Three... four[image: Image]

	By six, he was panting, and she was murmuring soft praise into his ear, running her fingers down his spine between strikes, keeping him in the moment, never letting his focus stray.

	"Ten," he gasped, voice cracking.

	She laughed softly, pleased.

	"Beg for it."

	He was already trembling, his cock painfully hard, every nerve ending lit up.[image: Image]

	"Please," he whispered. "Please let me cum. Please... Vivian."

	She dragged a nail down his side, her other hand still resting lightly on his thigh. "Not yet."

	He whimpered, thrusting into her leg without even meaning to, and she cooed at the desperation in his voice.

	"Say it again."

	"Please let me cum. Please, I need it."

	She shifted slightly, her thigh pressing firmer against him, and he gasped as the friction became too much.

	"Good boy," she murmured, and gave him just enough.

	He came hard, almost instantly, groaning into the crook of her thigh, unable to hold back after being on edge for so long. Ever since last night, his body had been pulsing with denial, kept tight and needy under her touch, and now it all spilled out in thick, desperate ropes across her stockings. His whole body shook as the orgasm tore through him, his breath hitching in his chest, overwhelmed by the sheer force of finally letting go.

	She let him go limp over her lap for a moment, then reached behind her and slowly pulled the blindfold free. Patrick blinked, dazed, his eyes adjusting to the soft bedroom light.

	What he saw made his breath catch again—thick streaks of white glistening across the dark, sheer fabric of her stockings, his cum painting her in a raw, intimate mess.

	Her hand curled in his hair again, gently this time. "Clean it, baby."

	Patrick hesitated only for a breath, then lowered his head. He started with a kiss, trembling lips brushing the wet silk, and then his tongue followed, slow and reverent. He licked across the tops of her thighs where the cum had landed, his mouth working to clean every drop, the taste of himself mixing with the heat of her skin through the fabric.

	She tilted her head slightly, eyes half-lidded as she watched him work, the soft drag of his tongue against the soaked silk sending tiny pulses up her thighs. It wasn't about the cleanup. It was about the worship, the surrender.

	She reached up and dragged her nail lightly down the centre of his back, the touch barely there as he continued licking.

	"That's my good boy," she said, her voice warm and satisfied.

	He should've been ashamed, licking up his own mess from her thighs, but there was something sacred about it—like every flick of his tongue made him hers a little more.

	She lifted his chin with two fingers once he was done, her gaze steady and hot. "You liked that, didn't you?"

	He nodded slowly, then remembered—she liked him to say it aloud. "Yes," he whispered, voice low, almost reverent, his cheeks flushed with heat and need. "Yes, I liked it."

	She leaned in, her lips brushing his ear. "That was just the beginning. Next, we try something deeper."

	Patrick, still trembling, still aching in the aftermath, let himself sink into her approval, feeling his own arousal begin to [image: Image]twitch again just from the act. He didn't know what was coming next, but he knew now he'd follow her anywhere.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Patrick barely had time to catch his breath before Vivian was taking control again, her tone calm and commanding as she stroked his cheek and rose from the bed. She let her fingers trace down his chest as she moved, a glimmer of anticipation flashing in her eyes.

	"On your back," she said softly, but with a certainty that made his limbs move before he could think.

	He obeyed, lying down across her bed, the soft sheets cool against his flushed skin. She reached for something at the edge of the mattress—a pair of silk ties that matched the blindfold from earlier. With slow, unhurried grace, she took his wrists and raised them above his head, fastening the silk around them and securing them to the beautiful flower-patterned iron grills of the headboard.

	His breath hitched. The sensation of being bound, open, and waiting under her gaze was both terrifying and electrifying.

	Vivian leaned in, her voice a whisper at his ear. “If you want to take me in your ass, we've got to train your hole first, baby.

	This is going to help make things easier for your first time."

	He whimpered, not in fear, but in helpless need.

	She moved across the room slowly, letting him watch her every motion. Her hand dipped into a drawer and came back holding a sleek black latex glove, which she pulled on one finger at a time with deliberate sensuality. The snap of each finger in place made his heart race faster.

	She took a bottle of lube and let him watch as she coated her gloved fingers in a generous amount. The sight was strangely hypnotic. His cock, already half-hard again, pulsed at the visual.

	She crawled back onto the bed between his legs, her hand moving to cup his thigh as she bent forward.

	"Relax for me, baby. Breathe. This isn't a punishment, it's just a new kind of fun."

	He nodded, swallowing hard. The first touch of her finger against his entrance was cold and slick, making him flinch. She didn't push, not right away. Just circled him with her fingertip, letting his body adjust to the sensation.

	"You're so tense," she murmured, rubbing slow circles around his rim. "But you'll open up. I promise."

	She pressed forward gently. The tip slipped in, and his whole body stiffened.

	"There you go," she said, lips brushing his inner thigh as she spoke. "You're doing so good."

	He moaned softly, face twisting as she began to move the finger in and out, slow and careful. His cock throbbed in time with each push.

	"Such a sweet little virgin," she murmured, kissing his hip. "You're going to take me so well one day. But we'll start small."

	After a few minutes, when she could feel his body start to ease around her, she added a second finger. The stretch made him gasp, but she soothed him with a kiss and a hand on his thigh.

	"Breathe and push out, Patrick. Don't fight it. Feel it."

	He did as she asked, trying to sink into the rhythm of her touch, the fullness, the strange rush of being opened.

	Finally, she withdrew her fingers and picked up a small, sleek rubber plug—just wide enough to keep him stretched, but not too much.

	"Ready?"

	He nodded, eyes wide, lips parted.

	"Say thank you when I plug you," she reminded him gently, but firmly.

	She lubed the toy generously, then pressed it against his entrance.[image: Image]

	"Say it."

	"Thank you, Vivian," he breathed.

	She smiled and pushed the toy in slowly. He groaned, hands tugging at the restraints as his hips bucked involuntarily.[image: Image]

	"There we go," she said softly, resting her hand on his stomach to keep him grounded. "'That's what a good boy looks like."

	He was panting now, his cock standing proud and untouched, leaking already.

	"Please... please can I cum?"

	"Not yet," she whispered, licking her lips. "You're going to beg for it, and I want to hear you mean it."

	He squirmed, moaning, desperate.

	"Please. I need it. I'm so close. I've been so horny last night. Please, Vivian. I'll be good. I'll do anything."

	His hands tugged helplessly at the silk ties above him, the tension biting sweetly into his wrists, making the pleasure even more unbearable.

	She slid down between his legs, her mouth warm and wet as she took him in.

	He gasped, a high, broken sound, as her tongue teased the head of his cock, her lips moving slowly down his shaft.

	It was his first real blowjob, and it overwhelmed him. The heat, the suction, the way she moaned around him—it was too much.

	She sucked gently at first, drawing out every twitch, every gasp. Her fingers gripped his thighs, keeping him still.

	"You taste so good," she murmured, mouth returning to him. “I want you to cum like this. Right in my mouth. All of it."

	He cried out, unable to hold back anymore. His whole body arched as he came, hard, pulsing deep inside her mouth. She swallowed around him, not stopping, licking him clean as he whimpered and trembled beneath her.

	She didn't just lick him clean—she savoured it. Like she was claiming more than just his body. Like every drop of his cum was proof that he was becoming hers.

	She tilted her head slightly, eyes half-lidded as she watched him work, the soft drag of his tongue against the soaked silk sending tiny pulses up her thighs. It wasn't about the cleanup. It was about the worship, the surrender.

	[image: Image]He should've been ashamed, licking up his own mess from her thighs, but there was something sacred about it—like every flick of his tongue made him hers a little more.

	She lifted his chin with two fingers once he was done, her gaze steady and hot. "You liked that, didn't you?"

	He nodded, cheeks flushed, and remembered what she liked.

	"Yes, Vivian. I liked it."

	She leaned in, her lips brushing his ear. "That was just the beginning. Over the next few days, I'm going to start stretching you more, training that tight little hole with bigger plugs, bit by bit, until you're finally ready to take my cock properly. You’re not ready yet, baby—but you will be."

	And Patrick, still bound, still trembling from pleasure and restraint, knew he wasn't just learning about sex. He was learning about surrender—and he never wanted to stop.[image: Image]

	It had only been a few days since Vivian had first bound him, plugged him, used his body with the kind of patience and [image: Image]care that made it impossible for Patrick to forget. But in that short time, something subtle had shifted. His plug size had increased, and with it, so had his awareness of his body and its constant ache for her attention. Vivian kept him in it for most of the day now, and he had adapted quickly, taking it out only when he slept. He wore it even during his lectures, walking across campus with that quiet, delicious pressure tucked inside him, every movement a reminder of her control, every step a low, private pulse of submission. He always felt a ghost of its presence when it was gone, as though her hold on him never really left.

	What surprised him most was how naturally the rest followed.[image: Image]

	It started small. One morning, he got up before her and found himself padding around the kitchen barefoot, still plugged, still flushed from the night before. He made the coffee the way she liked, carefully sliced the fruit she usually had for breakfast, and even left a cloth napkin at her spot, folded with a neatness that surprised even him.

	She had emerged in a silk robe that clung to her thighs, glanced at the spread with one lifted brow, and said nothing. But as she passed him, she placed a kiss on his cheek, slow and warm. That was all the encouragement he needed.

	Over the next few days, it became a rhythm. He woke earlier. He learned what days she took calls with clients and which she dedicated to development work for her company. He adjusted her schedule without asking—preparing her tea when [image: Image]she skipped coffee, laying out her bathrobe on days she liked a soak. The control she exercised over him had bled into every corner of his life, and he loved it. More than that, he needed it.

	She hadn't asked him to do any of it. She hadn't needed to. She was more than happy to take care of those things herself, always had been—but he liked doing it for her, liked the way it felt to serve without being told, to anticipate her needs before she ever said a word. It simply felt right. She ran her world with elegance and precision, and he wanted to be part of that rhythm.

	One afternoon, as he folded her delicates in the laundry room, the scent of her perfume still clinging to the lace and silk, he found himself hard again. Not because she'd touched him. She hadn't even been in the room. But because he was doing something for her. Something soft. Something unasked. That made him feel seen. Owned.

	By the end of the week, he was setting out her lingerie for the day, folding her stockings with reverence, polishing her heels until they gleamed, organizing her accessories down to the last pair of earrings, and adjusting the lighting in the bedroom before she came in at night—candles when she seemed tense, soft lamplight when she needed quiet, the room shaped to soothe her moods. She had noticed it all, the care, the anticipation, but she didn't say a word. Instead, she started teasing him more often when he handed her a pair of panties or laid out her favourite black bra, calling him her [image: Image]"little houseboy" with a smirk curling her lips. And every time she said it, his cock throbbed a little harder in his plug-tightened body. There was no need for praise anymore. Her silence, along with those kisses that followed, meant everything.

	[image: Image][image: Image]One evening, after he'd folded away the last towel and was wiping down the counter, she strolled in wearing only a sheer black chemise, her cock freely swinging beneath and a knowing smile. She paused in the doorway, arms crossed lightly under her breasts.[image: Image]

	"You're getting domestic," she said, her voice low and amused. “I like that."

	He flushed, but couldn't stop the smile from creeping across his face.

	She said nothing else, just walked past him with a soft brush of fingers against his lower back. The quiet praise settled warm in his chest, stronger than any orgasm could have been. It was a reward of its own—her approval, earned without a single command. It made his body light, his heart tight, and the ache in his cock even sharper.

	Lately, every day, he had also begun giving her regular blowjobs—sometimes even waking her up to one, other times in the middle of the afternoon if she took a break from her laptop, or late at night while she unwound on the couch with a glass of wine. He couldn't help himself—he was addicted to the feel of her cock, the taste of her, the way her fingers wound through his hair and held him there, praising him between soft moans. And she never stopped him. She never could. She loved how hungry he was for her, how he worshipped her with his mouth without needing to be told.

	Even though she still made him wait for his own release, still edged him cruelly and sweetly at her whim, she adored keeping him like that—horny, needy, her good boy aching for her. A lot of days now passed with Patrick never getting to cum at all, walking around on edge, so sensitive and swollen that even brushing his cock accidentally made him gasp. And he loved it too. He loved being kept like that, desperate and devoted, craving more every day, knowing his arousal pleased her, knowing the ache was part of how she owned him.

	One morning, he opened the fridge to grab oat milk for her coffee and saw the note stuck to the inside of the door. Her handwriting, fluid and deliberate, made his heart race.

	"Kitchen's spotless. So's your record. I'll ruin both tonight."

	His breath caught. Beneath that was another, written in lipstick red:

	"Touch yourself without asking and you'll sleep plugged. You must've thought I didn't hear you last night, but I did. That needy little gasp in the dark? It was cute. Desperate. But rules are rules, baby."[image: Image]

	He stood there for a moment, holding the cold carton in one hand, his cock stirring in his shorts at just the thought of what she might do to him that night. He imagined her dragging him across her lap, the note still clenched in his fist. Maybe she'd plug him again—tighter, deeper, leave him there untouched while she took calls with investors. Maybe she'd let him beg first.

	Later, when she passed him in the hallway, she whispered, "Did you like my little reminders?"

	He nodded, cheeks hot. "Yes, Vivian."

	She smiled, grazing her hand over the seat of his jeans. "Good. You're learning."

	And he was. Every day that passed, Patrick found he craved the structure she gave him, the way her dominance wasn't just about sex but about shaping his behavior, his days, his habits. He started to look forward to her teasing, her discipline, her rules. Not just because of how they made him feel in his body, but because of what they meant. He mattered to her. He [image: Image]was being moulded, shaped, refined into something worthy of her touch.

	The plug inside him reminded him constantly of her. Of what she was doing to him. Of who he was becoming—for her.

	It started not with the laundry itself, but with the rhythm of the days that had begun to fall into place around it. A few days had passed since Vivian's last note on the fridge, the one that promised to ruin his spotless record. And she had, in the most delicious of ways. Since then, Patrick had been more diligent than ever, balancing school, chores, and her attentions like they were sacred rituals. He found a strange sense of peace in it—this life of submission, service, and being kept on edge.

	So when he bent to pull a warm, soft load of laundry from the dryer late one afternoon, it felt like any other moment of service. But then, he touched it.

	Patrick had always been careful with her things—her wardrobe was something of a shrine, filled with silk, lace, and delicate satins in colours that felt like sin draped in elegance. But as he pulled a soft lavender thong from the dryer, the warmth of the fabric still clinging to it, he froze as usual when handling her delicates. His fingers lingered too long, stroking the lace like it might vanish if he let go. The thong slipped through his hands, brushing across his palm, and the little gasp that escaped his lips betrayed everything.[image: Image]

	Vivian noticed.

	That evening, she watched him a little too closely as he folded the rest. Then, while pouring herself a drink, she spoke casually, her voice like warm honey over ice.

	"Baby, you spend a lot of time with my lingerie."

	Patrick flinched, nearly dropping the robe he was folding. "I—I just want to make sure I fold them properly. I know they're delicate."

	Vivian raised an eyebrow, amused. "That they are. But I meant your hands. They linger." She took a sip and walked toward him. "Do you want to try some on?"

	He opened his mouth, then closed it again, his face crimson and his throat tight. “I don't... I mean, not really. It's not like that."

	Vivian stayed still for a moment, simply watching him. Her voice when it came was low, calm, unpressing. "You can say no, baby. But if it's a yes, you can say that too. I think you'll look beautiful."

	He looked down at the floor, then up again. His voice cracked softly. “I—I don't know. Maybe. I never really thought about it."

	But that wasn't fully true, and they both knew it. There'd been moments—quiet ones—when he lingered too long over certain images on the internet, when his hands had paused on the curve of her folded lace panties a beat longer than necessary. He felt exposed even before he was naked.

	Vivian didn't tease. She only turned with a graceful step to her drawer and pulled out a black mesh thong, one with a delicate pink satin bow stitched at the front and soft lace along the edges. Holding it lightly, she offered it to him.

	"Maybe you'll like it, maybe you won't. But you won't know until you try. Why not try it now and see?"

	Patrick hesitated, staring at the small strip of black mesh and satin dangling from her long finger. It looked impossibly delicate, like something not meant for someone like him, yet everything about it called to a part of him he had only recently begun to understand. His hands trembled as he reached for the waistband of his shorts, easing them down slowly, [image: Image]exposing the already stiff outline in his briefs.

	He paused again, meeting her eyes briefly, searching for hesitation in hers—but all he found was patience, curiosity, and something almost reverent. Swallowing hard, he hooked his thumbs into the elastic of his briefs and, heart pounding, peeled them down inch by inch until they dropped around his ankles.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]He stepped out of them completely, standing there naked from hip down under her gaze, flushed and trembling, his cock standing upright and twitching with each beat of his heart. There was no pretending anymore—he was flushed, fully hard, and completely hairless from neck to toe, a habit born from years of competitive swimming but one he'd grown increasingly meticulous about lately. He shaved every other day now, including his pubes, and standing here, bare and erect in front of her, he realized how much of it had been for this moment.

	She stepped closer, her fingers still holding the thong gently, and knelt down in front of him, the curve of her lips soft, eyes never leaving his face. "Here, let me help you," she murmured, guiding the delicate lace down low, her touch deliberate and careful. She held the thong open for him as he carefully stepped in, one foot, then the other, and her hands moved [image: Image]slowly up his calves, over his thighs, until the lace was snug around his hips. Her fingers smoothed it into place, guiding the fabric gently along his hips before moving behind him. She reached between his cheeks to adjust the back, tugging the narrow strip of lace into place with practiced ease, letting it press snugly over the plug. The thong rode high, snug around his hips, lifting and cradling his cock and balls in a way that made him feel strangely displayed, almost gift-wrapped, as her hands adjusted it until the fit was just right—low in front, higher at the hips, teasingly tight between his cheeks.

	Patrick's breath caught audibly as her fingertips brushed his skin with practiced grace. The heat in her gaze held him [image: Image]frozen in place, and he trembled as the lace settled into place over his bare flesh. The mesh held him like it belonged there, soft and smooth, but firm enough to remind him of every nerve ending it touched. Between his cheeks, the thin strip pressed deeper over the plug, and the tautness of it sent a pulse of sensation straight through him, making him twitch.

	The fabric wasn't just clothing—it was pressure, sensation, and submission all in one, and it showed. His cock throbbed in the mesh, outlined and caged in them, the twitch of it betraying how much he was already lost in the moment.

	He gasped at how sinfully good it felt, his eyes fluttering shut just briefly.

	Vivian stepped forward, brushing her fingers over his cheek, her touch so light it made him tremble while opening his eyes. "You like it."

	“I... I think I do," he said softly, his voice barely above a breath. He shifted his weight, eyes darting away. “It's embarrassing to say out loud. But when I used to watch porn... I'd skip past the rough stuff. I'd scroll for hours, looking for something specific. The girl had to be in stockings. Full lingerie. Long nails, soft voice, slow movements." He swallowed, his cheeks flushed. “It wasn't even the sex that got me off. It was how they looked, how they moved. I think I started craving the look [image: Image]more than the act."

	She didn't interrupt. Just watched him, her gaze soft and steady.

	"I never thought about wearing it myself, not really. Not until I started folding yours. And then... I don't know. It just started feeling like maybe I could want that too."

	"And now?" she asked again, her voice warm and low.

	He looked down at himself, at the lace straining around his cock, the soft fabric hugging his hips, the thong pressing the plug tighter against him. Every part of him was lit up and humming. “I don't want to take it off."

	Her smile deepened, eyes glinting with pleasure. She leaned in and kissed him, slow and soft, her lips pressing into his [image: Image]with the same gentle intensity she'd shown all along. When she pulled away, her voice was barely a whisper, just for him.

	"Then you won't."

	From then on, she began dressing him. He never wore male underwear again. Vivian had even taken to buying lingerie in his size—soft, silky panties, satiny thongs, sheer sleepwear, bralettes, and stockings that matched hers in elegance and variety. His collection now filled a drawer of its own in their shared closet, every piece more delicate than the last. Lacy panties, soft bralettes under oversized sweaters, garter belts on days she wanted to tease him. At first, it was for her. But slowly, he realized it was for him too.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]As he passed the hallway mirror, he caught a glimpse of himself—lace framing his hips, plug nestled tight beneath, thighs smooth and trembling. For a second, he froze, breath hitching. He didn't recognize the boy staring back. But god, did he want to become him.

	Sometimes she held his hips still as she inserted the plug, whispering softly in his ear. Not to tease, but to comfort. It wasn't just about control—it was about preparing him, shaping him, cherishing him in her own way.

	He wasn't just her houseboy or her pet anymore. He was starting to feel like something else—something softer, prettier, his edges smoothing into something new. And it felt right.

	He'd started laying out not just her clothes but her jewellery, even tucking a packet of mints in her purse. It was the kind of care no one asked for, but he loved doing it anyway.

	He was still so desperate to have her cock inside him, yearning for it every time he felt the firm pressure of the plug shift inside his ass or caught sight of her walking nude through their home, beautiful and untouchable. He didn't need to say it anymore—his eyes were full of it, his breath catching, his legs subtly shifting whenever she was near. But each time he dared to whisper how badly he wanted her, how ready he thought he was, she would kiss his temple slowly and whisper sweetly but with a firmness that brooked no argument. Not yet. He wasn't quite ready.[image: Image]

	His training had to be complete. She wanted his body to take her cock willingly, fully, with just a few seconds of stretching, a little shock from her sheer size, and then an overwhelming wave of pleasure. The thought of how thick she was still made him wince, still sent a jolt through him that was equal parts awe and nervousness. That thick, long cock—he'd only ever seen it buried between his lips or slick with lube before she pushed the plug into him. And yet every time, she would [image: Image]promise him gently that the discomfort would be brief. That after the stretch came pleasure he couldn't imagine.

	And god, he believed her. Even when he shrank slightly at the imagined stretch, her warm hands on his hips made it easier. He was constantly horny now, constantly on edge. He couldn't wait. But he would.

	She also loved watching him. Loved how much he craved her now, how the sight of him sauntering around their apartment in soft satins and lace kept her constantly aching with want. His long legs in knee highs or thigh highs, his thong tugged tight across the plug and his cock visibly twitching through the front—it was maddening. She now especially adored seeing him on his knees before her in those pretty little outfits, lips wrapped around her cock as if he was made for [image: Image]it. He did it daily now, unprompted, hungry, needing her. And every time, she kept him just on the edge, rarely letting him cum, keeping him desperate and pliant. She wanted to bend him over and fuck him until he forgot his own name, and god, she was close to doing it. But they would wait. They would do it right.

	One morning, she gave him the largest plug he'd worn yet—slick, polished, and intimidating—and instructed him to keep it in while he did his chores. He nodded, flushed, and obediently slipped into a sheer pair of her panties, the soft lace clinging to him like a second skin. The plug stretched him open just enough to keep him conscious of it with every [image: Image]movement, every step, every breath. As he vacuumed the living room, the subtle shifts in his hips drew moans he barely managed to muffle, and when he bent to pick up the throw pillows or fold towels, the tight curve of the plug was unmistakably visible beneath the delicate fabric.

	His cock pulsed and soaked the lace, trapped and aching, and his body glowed with the dull heat of denial. He didn't touch himself. He knew better now. But his arousal was constant, a deep hum beneath his skin that only she could control.

	Later that week, they went grocery shopping. Vivian tossed him his jeans with a grin, and he slid them on over his usual lace thong and the now-familiar plug. Every step in the store sent friction up his spine, and he walked beside her like someone carrying a secret no one else could guess. But Vivian knew. She leaned into him in the frozen aisle, her breath tickling his ear.

	"You're my pretty little pet. Don't forget that."

	He didn't. Not for a second.

	[image: Image]That night, he sat curled at her feet watching TV while she stroked his hair, his cheek resting against her thigh as she scrolled her iPad with her free hand. Her touch was slow, absent-minded, but possessive. And with every pass of her fingers through his hair, something inside him melted further.

	His mind wandered back to high school—to a different time, a different version of himself. He had tried to confess his feelings to a girl once. She had laughed. Told him he was too sensitive. He had nodded back then, embarrassed, wanting to disappear. He remembered how her words stayed with him, how they shaped what he thought he was allowed to want.

	But now, Vivian's hand was on his head, her warmth grounding him. Now, her presence didn't make him feel too much. It made him feel chosen.

	And that word—sensitive—no longer felt like a flaw.

	It felt like something sacred.

	And it belonged to her.

	And yet, as she stroked his hair and whispered praise, he couldn't help but wonder: when she finally took him, what kind of moan would escape his lips? Would it sound like hers?

	It began with a text.[image: Image]

	Short, simple, clear.

	Just hours before, he had been kneeling on the rug, his lips slick with the taste of her, his body thrumming with the ache of denial. Her whisper had followed him all the way through the week—every lecture, every quiet moment in class haunted by the memory of her voice in his ear, the promise in her eyes, and the throb of the plug nestled inside him.[image: Image]

	"Come home straight after class today, baby. We're not leaving the bed this weekend."

	Patrick stared at it longer than he should have, rereading the words, the meaning sinking in with a throb between his legs and a rush of heat that made his skin prickle. He knew what she meant. He'd known this was coming. They'd talked about it in whispers, hinted at it in the way her fingers lingered on his hips, in the plug sizes she'd been easing him into daily, in the way he caught her looking at him as if he were a gift wrapped up just for her.

	But now it was here.[image: Image]

	By the time he stepped into the apartment that evening, his nerves were electric, every part of him tuned to her presence. The air smelled like dinner—rosemary, garlic, something buttery and warm—but what greeted him first was not food.

	It was her.

	Vivian stood at the stove, barefoot, dressed in a loose satin chemise the colour of deep wine, the hem brushing the tops of her thighs, her hair pulled back but strands falling loose in soft waves. She turned to look at him, smiling in that way she did when she already knew what he was feeling.

	"Dinner's in the oven, baby. It'll keep. Come with me."

	She held out her hand, and he took it.

	In the bathroom, the tub was already half full, steam curling into the soft lighting like it belonged there. The water was tinged with rose oil and something floral and creamy, feminine and warm. She didn't say a word as she undressed him, [image: Image]fingers working buttons and zippers until he was bare. His cock twitched, already beginning to swell, but she simply kissed his cheek and helped him into the bath.

	Then she undressed herself.

	He watched her step in after him, the water rising around them, her skin glistening in the soft light. She brought the cloth to his chest, beginning to bathe him slowly, deliberately, like it was sacred. Her touch was soft, patient, the cloth swirling in circles over his nipples, down his stomach, across his thighs. The scent of the bath filled his lungs as he let his head rest back against the tub, eyes fluttering shut.

	Afterward, she helped him out, drying him with a plush towel, pressing kisses to his damp skin. Then she turned him gently toward the counter, her voice low and steady.

	"Bend for me, sweetheart. We need to get you ready."

	Patrick hesitated for a breath, his heart racing at the weight of what was about to happen. The counter was cool beneath his palms as he leaned forward slowly, the anticipation tightening everything inside him. He was trembling, not from fear, but from how real it all felt now—how deeply he craved this, how much he needed to be touched and claimed and remade by her.[image: Image]

	She removed his plug with care, her fingers spreading his cheeks to inspect him, then brought a razor and cream. She shaved his hole delicately, every movement exact, slow, almost reverent, making sure the skin around his most intimate place was perfectly smooth. Once she was satisfied with the result, she reached for the enema bag, filled with warm water.

	"This'll be a little uncomfortable, but it's important, baby."

	He nodded. He'd known this was part of it, had even spent hours reading up on how to prepare properly, researching guides and forums when he couldn't sleep, curious and nervous and impossibly turned on by what he was agreeing to. This wasn't just about sex—it was about readiness, respect, trust. And he wanted to do it right. For her. For himself.

	She gave it to him, holding him as he squirmed, murmuring soft praises as he tried to stay still. When it was time, she [image: Image]let him empty himself, then brought it again. The second round left him clean, inside and out, and by then he was flushed, breathless, and already hard again.

	She lubed up a new jewelled plug next—larger than the ones before, its rose-gold base gleaming under the light with a clear crystal embedded in the end. It was heavier too, with a pronounced taper that promised a fuller stretch. She held it for a moment, letting him see, watching his breath hitch before she pressed it slowly inside him, her hand firm but careful, her lips brushing his shoulder in a kiss just as it slid past the tightest point. He gasped, not from pain, but from the fullness, the delicious weight, and the deep, charged intimacy of the moment.

	Then came the dressing.

	Vivian opened the box she had set aside on the bed—a special order she had placed just for this night. Nestled inside was a matching lingerie set that made Patrick's breath catch: hers in deep, inky black lace threaded with glimmers of silver, the cups structured but soft, framing her breasts in scalloped embroidery, paired with a sheer corset that cinched her waist and led down into satin-topped thigh-high stockings, all fastened by sleek garter straps. A choker of velvet and pearl sat delicately at her throat.

	His set mirrored hers, but in a soft ivory white. The bralette was sheer with tiny satin bows at the straps, delicate against his smooth chest, while the panties were a high-cut thong of translucent white lace, trimmed in soft ruffles that fluttered with the smallest movement. A matching garter belt hugged his hips, connecting to white silk stockings that hugged his legs all the way to the mid-thigh, ending in lace bands. His plug nestled perfectly under the sheer fabric, the crystal end glinting like a secret jewel between his cheeks.

	Vivian knelt before him, guiding his feet into the stockings first, smoothing them up his calves with slow, reverent hands.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]She adjusted the garters with practiced ease, fastening them with soft clicks before rising to slide the bralette over his arms and chest, smoothing it in place over his nipples with an affectionate graze. The panties came last. She held them open for him, watching with a teasing smile as he stepped in, his cock already straining from the friction of lace and heat.

	She tugged the thong up slowly, guiding the fabric to settle around the plug and cup him just right.

	He watched her dress next, saw the same reverence in the way she touched herself, the way she looked at him when she stood fully adorned, a mirror of him but darker, commanding, radiant. She leaned in and brushed a bit of highlighter across his cheekbones, added a dab of gloss to his lips, then stroked her fingers under his jaw.

	"Perfect," she whispered, her voice low. "You look like you were made to be mine."[image: Image]

	Patrick's gaze drifted to the full-length mirror at the far end of the room, and for a long, suspended breath, he just stared. The reflection staring back at him wasn't a costume or a performance—it was something deeper. The lace clinging to his hips, the shimmer of white silk against his thighs, the blush on his cheeks, the subtle pout of gloss on his lips, all of it made him feel utterly exposed and strangely whole. Standing beside her, twin in sensuality but smaller, softer, he looked like her matched set, like her counterpart, like hers. And the longer he stared, the more he wanted to stay that way.

	Dinner was eaten like that.

	The clink of silverware was almost too loud in the quiet between them. Patrick sat with his thighs pressed together, feeling the stretch of the garter straps against his stockings, the way the delicate lace moved every time he shifted. Every [image: Image]time her eyes lingered on him across the table, he felt himself tighten all over, painfully aware of the plug nestled inside him, of the thong digging gently between his cheeks, of the corset cinching him in place like a beautiful secret.

	She poured the wine, the deep red glinting in their glasses as the scent of roasted garlic and warm butter hung in the air.

	They ate slowly, teasingly, between quiet glances and shared sips of wine. Vivian's voice broke the silence, low and fond.

	"You look like dessert tonight, baby. And I haven't even tasted you yet."

	Patrick's blush spread from his ears to his chest, his breath hitching.

	After a sip, he asked, voice soft and hesitant, "Have you been with someone like me before?"

	She tilted her head, her eyes thoughtful. "I've scared off boys like you before. Ones who thought they could handle me but couldn't. Ones who liked the idea, but not the reality. I didn't think you'd stay."[image: Image]

	Patrick reached across the table, lacing his fingers with hers. "But I did."

	She smiled gently, her thumb stroking across his knuckles. "Yes, you did. And that's why tonight is yours. All of it."[image: Image]

	He rose, moved to her side, and kissed her softly.

	Not rushed. Not nervous.

	Just sure.

	Later after dinner, they curled up on the couch, the wine in their hands, her fingers stroking the back of his neck. The lights were dimmed low, soft jazz curling through the apartment like velvet. She turned to him, one leg draped over his lap, and brushed a finger beneath his chin.

	"Why did you stay?" she asked, her voice gentle but laced with something deeper.

	He didn't hesitate. "No one's ever... made me feel like this. Like I belong somewhere."

	She smiled, tracing his jaw with her thumb. "That's because you never gave anyone the chance to really own you."

	[image: Image]His eyes flicked up to hers, and for a beat, they just stared. She leaned in and kissed him again, this time slow, sensual, her lips parting just enough to taste him. He kissed her back, melting into her, hands resting on her bare thigh, feeling the heat of her skin beneath the silk garters.

	Her lips moved to his neck, tongue flicking along the curve as she whispered into his skin. "You've been waiting for this, haven't you? My sweet little pet, walking around all day in lace with a plug inside you, moaning into your pillow, aching for

	He shivered under her mouth. "Yes, Ma'am."

	"Say it again."

	"Yes, Ma'am. I've been waiting for you to take my cherry."

	She shifted, straddling his lap, rolling her hips slowly against his plug, feeling the trembling moan he swallowed against her lips.

	Then she stood, brushing her fingers down his chest, and walked to the drawer. The glide of her stockings, the sway of her hips—all deliberate.

	She turned back holding the lube, her eyes burning into his. "Prep me."

	She placed it in his hands.

	His fingers trembled as he reached out, leaning in to press a soft, reverent kiss to the front of her panties, right where the outline of her cock strained beneath the fabric. She let out a breathy moan, her hand sliding gently over his hair. Then, slowly, he pulled the lace down, freeing her.[image: Image]

	Her cock was already hard, thick, heavy, pulsing under his touch. He opened the bottle, poured a generous amount of lube into his palm, and began to coat her slowly, thoroughly, his breath catching as he felt the heat and weight of her, slicking her until she glistened.

	She moaned, low and pleased.

	"Good boy."[image: Image]

	He turned and crawled onto the couch, getting on all fours, looking back over his shoulder. She kissed his back, whispered something that melted into his skin, then pulled aside his panties, revealing the jewelled plug.

	She toyed with it first, twisting it, pressing it in deeper, watching him squirm. His thighs quivered as she leaned in, breath warm against his back, murmuring praise like a prayer.

	Then she pulled it out, slowly, savouring the way his body clung to the plug, reluctant to let go. He whimpered at the emptiness, the sudden ache of being hollow again.

	She didn't rush. She stroked down his spine, her voice like velvet. "You're about to be opened for real now, baby. This isn't just training anymore. This is me taking you for real."

	Patrick's breath caught. His cheeks were flushed, lips parted, eyes hazy with longing and nerves. His hole fluttered involuntarily, aching to be filled again—this time by her.

	She lined herself up behind him, one hand steady on his hip, the other guiding her cock to the slick, trembling entrance that had been teased and prepared for days.

	"Ready, baby?"

	He looked back over his shoulder, eyes shining. "Please... I want your cock in me..."[image: Image]

	The first press of her tip against his opening made his whole body tense, then tremble. He gasped, the stretch slow and breathtaking as she eased forward. Inch by inch, his virgin ring gave way, hugging her with a needy tightness that made her groan low in her throat.

	Patrick clutched the sheets, face pressed into the bed, eyes wide as the reality of her filled him. "Oh my god," he whispered, voice shaking. “It's so big... I can feel all of you..."

	"That's right, baby," she purred, leaning over him, lips grazing his ear. "You're taking your first cock. My cock. And you're doing so well."[image: Image]

	She paused halfway in, letting him breathe, letting him adjust—her hand rubbing slow circles on his lower back. "You okay?"

	He nodded into the sheets, voice muffled but sure. "Don't stop. I need this. I need you.”

	Their eyes met again as she pushed deeper, her pace unhurried, savouring the feel of his walls yielding to her, of his body learning her shape, his mind surrendering inch by inch.

	When her hips finally pressed flush to his ass, they both stilled.

	She was inside him.

	All of her.

	"There you go," she whispered, kissing the corner of his mouth. "You're mine now."

	Then she began to move.

	Slow. Deep. Exquisite.

	And Patrick fell apart.

	Moaning, gasping, melting into every stroke as his body learned how to be taken.[image: Image]

	How to be hers.

	He surrendered.

	Utterly.

	She fucked him like she meant it.[image: Image]

	Her hips rolled in slow, measured thrusts, pulling halfway out just to sink back in and grind deep, her cock dragging over every nerve inside him until he was a moaning, whimpering mess beneath her. Each stroke made him gasp anew, his body clenching and trembling, laced in sweat and lace, his mind unravelling with every thrust.

	"You're so tight, baby. So good for me," she whispered, lips brushing his ear before dragging her tongue down the shell and along his neck. "You feel me stretching you open? Making you mine?"

	He moaned helplessly, his fingers digging into the cushions. "Yes, Ma'am... I feel you. I'm yours."

	She reached around, cupping the soft weight of his chest through the bralette, her thumbs flicking his nipples through the sheer fabric. He arched into the touch, the double sensation of her cock inside him and her fingers on his sensitive chest making him cry out.

	"Look at you," she murmured, nuzzling into the back of his neck, voice thick with lust. "My pretty little boy. Getting his cherry fucked in lace. Moaning like a needy whore just for me."

	She pinched his nipples, just enough to make him whine, then rolled them between her fingers while thrusting deeper.

	"Say it," she demanded between kisses. "Tell me who you belong to."

	"You, Ma'am," he gasped. "Only you."

	"That's right. My cock's the only one you'll ever need."

	With a low growl, she shifted their position, lifting him gently by the waist and guiding him into her lap.[image: Image]

	As he sank down onto her cock again, Patrick felt a jolt of awareness—this time was different. The initial sting had given way to a craving, a need that pulsed deeper than flesh. Her cock no longer felt like something foreign—it felt necessary. Natural. Like it belonged there, inside him. His body welcomed the stretch now, eager for it, aching for more. He had been trained, softened, opened—and now, finally, he felt claimed. Completed. Each inch he took made him feel more feminine, more submissive, more hers. Patrick whimpered as he felt himself sink onto her again, this time straddling her, chest to [image: Image]chest, her cock buried deep inside him. His legs trembled, straddling her thighs, thighs burning from effort, breath catching from the new angle.

	She wrapped an arm around his waist, the other trailing down his back to cup his ass, guiding his rhythm.[image: Image]

	"Ride me, baby. Show me how much you need it."[image: Image]

	Patrick obeyed, hips moving in small, shaky circles at first, then bouncing slowly, his eyes fluttering shut at the stretch and the way her cock brushed against his sweet spot with every grind.[image: Image]

	"Good boy... just like that," she praised, licking a wet trail along his jaw. "You're dripping for me."

	Their mouths met in a messy kiss—panting, open, hungry. Her hands roamed his body, tugging at the lace straps, teasing the fabric down to expose more of him, moaning into his mouth as he rode her, raw and flushed and open.

	She guided one hand between them, fingers wrapping around his neglected cock, stroking him in time with each thrust up into him.

	“I want you to cum for me just like this," she breathed. "With my cock deep in your cherry-tight little ass, nipples raw, cock leaking... a perfect little fuckdoll just for me."

	Patrick moaned, almost sobbing. “I can't— I'm gonna—"[image: Image]

	"Let go, baby. Give it to me."

	And with one final thrust, her fingers tight on his cock, Patrick came.

	[image: Image]Hard.

	Body shaking, thighs clenching, mouth open in a silent cry, spilling across both their stomachs as she held him there, buried deep, pulsing inside him.

	She kissed his shoulder, his lips, his flushed cheeks, murmuring praise into his skin as his body went soft against her.

	Still inside him. Still holding him.

	Like she never planned to let go.

	She wasn't done yet.

	Vivian eased him back down onto the couch, her cock still hard inside him, slick and pulsing with need. "You didn't think that was it, did you?" she teased, brushing his damp hair from his face. "Not until I'm emptied inside you."

	Patrick whimpered, already sensitive, already twitching from the aftershocks of his orgasm. But the hunger in her eyes made him moan again, his legs spreading automatically.

	She pulled out slowly, only to lay him onto his back, lifting his legs high and wide as she settled between them. He gasped at the new angle, at the openness, the helplessness, at the view she had now of his gaping hole, swollen and glistening, ready to be taken again.

	"So fucking beautiful like this," she growled, lining herself up and pressing back in with one long, relentless stroke.

	Patrick cried out, hands clutching his thighs, chest heaving, eyes rolling back.

	She fucked him harder now, not brutal, but possessive, purposeful. Her hands wrapped around his thighs as she drove in deep, the wet slap of skin-on-skin echoing through the room, his moans climbing higher.

	She leaned forward, burying her face in his neck, panting into his skin. "You're gonna take every drop of my cum, baby.

	You ready for that?"

	"Yes, Ma'am," he sobbed, legs trembling. "Please... I want it. I want you to finish inside me."[image: Image]

	Her hand found his chest again, playing with his sensitive nipples, pinching and tugging while her cock drove deeper, faster.

	"That's it. Take it all. My good little cum-dump."

	Patrick's cries turned wordless, body clenching with overstimulation and sheer need as she bottomed out again and again, losing herself in the tight, slick heat of his cherry-broken hole.

	And then she came.

	With a loud, broken moan, she thrust deep one final time, holding him down as her cock throbbed and pumped inside him. Warmth bloomed in his belly as she filled him, thick spurts of her release flooding him, stuffing him full until he could feel it dripping from around her.

	He sobbed under her, overwhelmed, adored, claimed.

	She stayed there, buried in him, panting, kissing his neck and cheeks, murmuring filth and sweetness in equal measure.

	"That's my baby," she whispered, breath hot. "My sweet, fucked-open baby."

	And only then did she finally stop moving.

	Spent, but still deep inside.

	Exactly where she belonged.

	Patrick lay trembling beneath her, every nerve alight, every part of him still thrumming from what they'd just shared. His body was stretched, filled, claimed—and he'd never felt more whole. The ache between his thighs was matched only by the fullness inside him, the steady warmth of her seed slowly leaking out around her cock, anchoring the truth in place: he wasn't a virgin anymore.

	He belonged to her now.

	“I don't want anyone else's cock but yours," he whispered, his voice shaky but certain, the final seal to his surrender.

	No more wondering, no more pretending. He had been taken, adored, made beautiful in lace and sweat and moans. He had ridden her cock and begged for her cum, and now he was lying under her, marked by it, glowing with it.

	A boy turned lover. A lover turned pet.

	And she, his stunning, powerful woman—cock still buried deep, lips pressed to his temple—held him like a treasure finally in her arms.

	“I love you," he whispered, raw and breathless.

	She smiled against his cheek. “I know, baby. I felt it every time you moaned my name. I love you too..."

	And they stayed like that, tangled in lace and heat and love—him dripping, her pulsing—until the rest of the world faded away.

	Vivian finally stirred, brushing a damp kiss to his jaw, then gently pulled out of him. The cool air kissed his gaping, used hole as she slipped free, making him shudder and whimper at the sudden emptiness.

	A wet squelch echoed through the quiet room, followed by the soft squish of lace against skin as the panties pressed into the heat between his thighs. The stickiness of their shared release clung to his skin, soaking into the lace, sealing him in the scent and feel of her. Her cum followed, warm and thick, slowly leaking from his stretched hole in slow rivulets. She watched it with a low, satisfied moan.

	"That's where my cum belongs, baby," she murmured, running her fingers gently down his inner thigh. "Deep in my pretty little fuckhole."

	She rose from the couch and returned with a warm cloth, kneeling between his legs as she wiped him gently, scooping up the mess that leaked from him and murmuring praise with every stroke. Then she slid the white lace panties carefully back up his legs, tugging them over his swollen hole, the soaked gusset pressing snugly against the pulsing evidence of his surrender.

	Patrick's eyes were glassy, his lips parted, and in his chest bloomed something deep and soft and irrevocable.

	[image: Image]This wasn't the end of something.

	This was the beginning.

	Of who he really was.

	Of who he was meant to be—with her.

	As she curled beside him, pulling him into her arms and tucking his head under her chin, he whispered against her collarbone, "Will you do it again tomorrow?"

	"Baby, you're going to spend all weekend with my cum inside you." Vivian smirked, kissing the top of his head. She reached down, letting her fingers trace the lace strap cinched around his thigh. Her voice dipped lower, almost reverent.

	"You're never taking this off again. Not unless it's me undressing you."

	She shifted just enough to cradle his face in her palm, and for a moment, she studied him—not as a plaything, but as something precious. She'd had lovers. She'd had pets. But this—this boy who gave her everything, trembling and trusting —he was different. He was hers.

	"Now sleep, baby. I want you rested. Because tomorrow... I'm going to see how many times I can make you cum before [image: Image]breakfast." she kissed him as they both settled into a deep restful sleep, tangled together, still in lingerie, and blissfully worn out from all the glorious fucking.

	It had become part of him now.

	The pearl necklace rested cool against his collarbone, every bead a soft, secret thrill that made him feel claimed in the most beautiful way. Patrick wore it under his shirts, even when he went out, hidden behind buttons and cotton, a private vow wrapped in elegance. It was her idea of a joke, of course—he still remembered her smug little smile when she gifted it to him with the words, "Every pearl deserves a pretty throat," followed by a pause and then, with that wicked glint in her eye, "You know, a real pearl necklace this time." And somehow, between the teasing and tenderness, between the lace and the love, it had become his favourite possession.

	No one needed to know, but he did. It was her way of marking him, a symbol of who he had become—softer, prettier, adored. A boy transformed by the hands of a woman he couldn't believe he was lucky enough to come home to. Some days, he would catch his reflection and smile, thinking, How did I get this lucky?

	It had been two months since that night. The night he'd given himself to her completely. Since then, life had settled into something warm, fluid, and deeply erotic—every day soaked in subtle rituals, in teasing text messages, in the quiet confidence of being hers.

	Her message buzzed onto his phone that morning as he stood by the mirror, brushing his hair. She was still in air, on her way home from a two-day business conference overseas, and even from across an ocean and on a plane, she knew exactly how to keep him in line.

	Panties. Plug. My rules, I'll be home in an hour.

	[image: Image]He smiled, heart already fluttering. There was no need for further instruction. He walked to the dresser, opened the drawer she kept organized just for him, and pulled out the white lace thong with the soft ruffles she liked. He stepped into them, pulling the delicate fabric up over his hips, adjusting it until the waistband kissed the pearl necklace where it dipped down between his shoulder blades. Then came the tail—the fur plug with the sleek black silicone stem that had become part of his weekend uniform. He lubed it generously, bent over the side of the bed, and slid it in slow, feeling the stretch, the fullness, the delicious pressure of being opened again.

	The tail swayed slightly as he walked to the kitchen, completely nude save for the panties and the apron she'd bought him as a joke. Pale pink, frilly, with 'Yes, Ma'am' embroidered across the chest in cursive.

	He tied it tight, humming softly, hips swaying as he moved from the counter to the stove, pouring batter into the hot skillet. The scent of vanilla and butter began to fill the room. He reached up to grab the syrup, standing on tiptoe, apron strings tight around his waist and the tail swaying gently with every motion.

	He never heard the door unlock—just the soft click, then the creak as it swung open.

	She stepped inside, suitcase in hand, and paused in the entryway. What she saw made her drop the bag right there.

	Her boy, nude but for ruffles and a tail, making pancakes with his back arched and his thighs pressed together, syrup in hand like the sweetest little offering.

	She closed the door and crossed the room in slow, deliberate steps.

	Warmth. Body. Lips.

	She slid her hands around his waist from behind, palms cupping his exposed ass, thumbs grazing the base of the tail as if greeting it first.

	"God, you're a dream," she murmured into his neck. "A nude boy in ruffles, cooking in my kitchen. I could eat you up."[image: Image]

	Patrick giggled, pressing back into her. "I'm already serving breakfast, Ma'am."

	Her hands kneaded his cheeks, slow and firm, as she nuzzled behind his ear. "My perfect little love. You make a great [image: Image]houseboy too. Maybe I will hire you. Just not for anything technical."

	He laughed, breathless. "Fair. I'm pretty useless with your backend code."[image: Image]

	"But so very useful in every other way." She turned him gently, pressed a soft kiss to his lips, then one to his chest just above the apron's bow. Her tongue flicked across his nipple through the lace. "Mmm. Might have dessert before breakfast."

	He shivered, but the toast popped up and she smirked. "Another time. Sit. I want to eat with my pretty boy."

	They sat together at the small kitchen table, the plates warm between them. She had tossed her travel clothes aside, slipping into her satin robe with practiced ease, not wanting to waste another moment in anything that didn't feel like home. Her skin still held the faint warmth of the outside world, but her eyes had gone soft, lazy with morning heat and something far more tender. Patrick poured syrup over her pancakes, careful not to drip, taking a bite from his own between glances at her, his tail brushing the chair every time he shifted and his heart still fluttering from the feel of her hands on his body just minutes before.

	After the last forkful, she reached for her phone, but paused, her gaze drifting to the plug and apron still adorning him.

	"We should change," she said softly, brushing his cheek. "They don't need to know all this."

	[image: Image][image: Image]He knew exactly what she meant. He remembered the night before she left, lying in her arms, his head on her chest as she stroked his hair and whispered, "When I'm back, we tell her. No hiding anymore." And he had nodded, trembling with excitement and nerves. They had promised each other they would do this, that once she returned from her conference, they would finally tell the one person who mattered most. This wasn't just a whim or an impulse—it was a quiet milestone they had been building toward for months. It mattered to her. It mattered to him. And he wanted to get it right.

	He blinked, then nodded, rising from his chair as she stood and slipped into the bedroom with him. She chose a simple cotton blouse and linen pants, tying her blonde hair into a soft, loose knot. He wore jeans and a polo tee she had picked out for him weeks ago, something that made him look sweet and boyish, not too polished. The pearl necklace stayed hidden beneath the fabric, cool against his skin, a secret still pulsing with meaning.

	As she adjusted her top in the mirror, she caught his reflection and smiled. “I like playing the woman in the streets and the devil in the sheets. That means, baby, out there I'm just the doting girlfriend. The sexy, smart, accomplished woman everyone thinks you're lucky to be fucking."

	She turned, stepping close, running a hand down his chest. "Which, honestly, isn't a lie. You are in love with me, and you are lucky. They just don't know it's me doing the fucking."

	Patrick flushed, grinning as she kissed him lightly. "Got it, Ma'am. Buttoned-up in public. Bent over in private."

	He meant it as a joke, but they both knew it was more or less his life now—and he loved every second of it.

	She chuckled. "Exactly."

	They returned giggling to the table, this time sitting upright, looking like any normal couple having breakfast—if anyone looked past the subtle glint of satisfaction in both their eyes.

	She tapped the screen and angled the camera, Patrick sliding closer so their shoulders touched.

	His sister appeared on screen a moment later—Vivian's best friend since childhood. The look on her face as she registered the two of them sitting side by side was priceless.

	Vivian grinned. "Hey. We've got news."

	Patrick glanced sideways at her, glowing, full, and utterly himself.

	"We're together," he said softly.

	The squeals, the questions, the teasing—it all blurred together.

	His sister laughed, pointing at the screen. “I knew something was going on. You've been glowing like a little puppy for months."

	Patrick smiled, cheeks burning. She didn't know the half of it. And maybe that was for the best—forever.

	But through it all, Vivian held her hand.

	And she never let go.

	As the call ended and the screen faded to black, Vivian reached for the collar of his shirt, gently tugging it down to reveal the hidden string of pearls around his throat. Her fingers hooked beneath it, tugging playfully.

	"Mine," she said simply, pulling him in for a kiss that was tender at first, then deepened, her fingers still looped in the necklace as if it were a leash only she had the right to hold.

	And that one word told him everything he already knew.
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