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HEALSLUT

It’s hard feeling like an outsider—going through life as a small, thin, geeky boy, never quite fitting in, no luck with girls, struggling to find your place in the world, plain, unnoticed, unexceptional, just another nobody. 

There’s always video games though, my escape into fantasy, the familiar comfort of my favourite hobby. 

There I feel wanted, even needed… playing a  healer for my team, supporting them, appreciated, and I get to play as my favourite character, the sexy angelic healer dressed in her skimpy, sexy demoness costume, mending my team mates as we battle together to win the match.  In those moments I feel…  free. 

Things begin to change though when I’m matched with another player who takes charge of the team, a firm, commanding, almost domineering  Tank who leads us to victory over and over again, ordering me about and complimenting me in a manner that makes me tingle in ways I’ve not felt before.  Afterwards I get a message, telling me I was a good healslut, and he’d love to play with me again. 

That word sparks a curiosity… what is a  healslut?  Why did the way he spoke to me make me feel special, wanted,  desired. 

Unable to deny my blossoming curiosity any longer I accept his offer.  We play again, and the way he talks to me makes me  squirm.  The words he uses— pretty, sexy, good girl, Daddy, submit— make me squirm. 

Soon I am led on a journey of discovery and wonder, shown the joy of being smooth, soft, feminine, serving, the pleasures of being His  good girl, and in the end I cannot deny that I want so desperately to be  Daddy’s HEALSLUT. 

Chapter One

Icollapsed on the sofa after a long, exhausting day, and loaded up the screen in front of me, a selection menu for familiar games loading up, making me smile.  It was my ritual after each day, to help me unwind, to help me de-stress and relax and I really needed it today. 

Classes had been hard, the intensity of my college course really ramping up in the last month or so, the extra challenge as enjoyable as it was tiring, but it was the social scene of college, or rather my lack of, that left me feeling in desperate need of escape.  I’d been a bit of a nerd at high-school, smart and slim, with niche hobbies and not much interest in the usual high-school pursuits of girls and cars and illicit alcohol.  I’d had a few friends, but I’d been far,  far  from popular, but that had never really bothered me, because I knew college would be different. 

In college there’d be more people like me, I’d make friends, I’d get out there, meet people who liked me for me, and hell… maybe I’d even meet a girl I liked who liked me back.  Or so I thought…

Truth was college was just more of the same, only… maybe even worse.  Working hard I’d got into a prestigious course, and I’d expected it to be filled with people like me, smart, geeky, maybe a bit of a social misfit, and though there were a few people like that, people who I got on with, who were like me, there were far too many spoilt rich kids who were more than happy to act like this was just another version of high-school.  They might not have been as immature, or outwardly rude or dismissive of me, but it still felt the same. 

I was an outsider.  I wasn’t into sports, didn’t have a flash car or a wardrobe or the latest fashions, I didn’t have the buff, tall gym body, or a flashy haircut, so what did I matter.  I was short, slim, with a tangle of long auburn curls that were in desperate need of a cut, dressed in a constant uniform of jeans and baggy hoodies.  Though it was true that no one was

cruel or mean, it was also true that most of my class barely even noticed me.  I was the plain, unnoticed nobody in the front row, boring, looked over.  I took a deep breath and sighed, college wasn’t forever.  I just needed to work hard and make the most of this opportunity… but right now I needed to relax and unwind. 

As I flicked through the options of games to play my eyes settled on an old favourite, an online team based shooter I’d spent far too many hours playing.  I clicked  play before I’d even had a chance to properly consider other options, and the screen went black for a moment—I stared at my reflection, a faint smile. 

I wasn’t that bad looking.  My face was symmetrical, though my features were a bit too refined and dainty to be classically handsome, and though my hair had grown too long and too wild the tangle of reddish curls made my green eyes and my freckles seem bright and almost… attractive.  I certainly wasn’t bad looking, though I’d been called cute far too many times by girls in a way that made it seem like it wasn’t a compliment. 

The screen flickered and brightened, and the game’s menu loaded up, row after row of various characters I could choose to play, all arranged by their assigned role.  There were the damage classes, built to take down the health of the enemy players as fast as possible, the control classes, with abilities that would structure the flow of movement across the map, limiting enemy players routes to the objective, the tank classes, burly blocks of muscle that were designed to protect their more vulnerable team-mates and soak up damage, leading the team to victory, and, finally, my personal favourite, the healers. 

Healers didn’t do much damage, had no abilities to control movement through the map, and definitely could not take damage, dying incredibly quickly when coming under direct attack, but they were, in my opinion the most important members of any team, the most powerful. 

Healers kept their team-mates alive, boosting them, empowering them to better kill the enemy team.  They were an essential part of any team, but often worked best when teamed with a tank, a large, powerful defender who protected the team, especially the healer, while the healer served to keep the team, especially the tank, alive. 

I flicked through the various options for healers to play.  I’d long since unlocked all the various heroes, and there were many to choose from, but I was drawn, as always, to my favourite.  In all the time I’d been
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playing this game, I’d sunk easily the most number of hours into one hero, a pretty red haired healer based on an angel design, with flowing white feathered wings in a white gown, with a staff that could ‘bless’ other players with healing.  I’d even unlocked every different skin she had, the various different outfits and appearances I could choose to wear in my games, and though all of them were spectacular, there was only one that I kept returning to—a sexy, flirty design that turned the virginal, innocent angel into a brazen, sexy demoness, her feathered wings becoming large bat wings, her red curls parted with horns, in skimpy body piece, with stockings and suspenders, heels, long gloves, her staff decorated with a hissing serpent. 

A tingle ran along my spine as I looked at her, viewing her almost as my own personal hero, my avatar in the game.  When I played it was almost as though I was her, the sexy, brazen demoness, serving my team by healing them, protected by the big, strong tank, serving him with heals as he led our team forwards.  I smiled, soothed, and clicked select.  The hero selection menu vanished and, as the game began to load, I slipped on my headset. 

“Healer, you’re with me.  I want the one damage with me, the rest flank around the right, if you don’t know the route just say.” 

A voice boomed, stern, authoritative, and in charge.  No one else spoke, but as we waited in the lobby for the map, waiting for the game to begin, I saw the team splitting up, grouping at the various exits, ready to begin our assault. 

“Booty?”  The voice boomed. 

 Booty?  They were talking to me, and I blushed.  I’d have the username  BigBooty since I was a kid, obsessed with pirate games, before I’d understood how most people would take it.  I’d always thought about changing it but… well, after a while it just became a funny joke between me and my friends, and I’d grown to like it. 

I looked up at the icon that was lighting up as the voice was talking, and saw it was the tank, a player name  SirSpanksALot,  playing the surly knight character, a massive, broad bearded knight in battle scarred armour with a massive sword and shield—one of my favourite characters in the game to heal.  I swallowed the lump in my throat, suddenly flustered at the way he was talking to me, blushing. 
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“Yes.  Sure.  I’ll stick with you and heal you,  Sir…”  I said, using his username as he’d used mine. 

There was a chuckle on the end of his mic. 

“Good girl.”  He said. 

I blushed, cheeks hot.  Sure my voice wasn’t super deep or manly, and I was nervous but… I shook my head, realising he was just talking to my character, the sexy demoness healer in heels and stockings, rather than to me, but still, it felt good to be praised by my tank. 

As the match time counted down I moved over to stand with the tank, my cute, sexy healer demoness so tiny next to the burly, muscular knight in armour, with one of the damage dealers standing to the side, the other members of our team following  SirSpanksALot’s  orders, standing by a side door ready to flank.  I felt my my heart fluttering more than usual, as though nervous, though I’d played this game far too many times to be nervous. 

“Don’t let me die  Booty, and stick close.  Don’t worry… I’ll look after my girl.”  He said. 

He sounded so confident and sure, and I could almost hear his smug, sure grin in his tone.  I bit my bottom lip, blushing, squirming, though not sure why. 

“Yes  Sir.”  I said. 

The doors opened, and the match began.  The tank marched out, charging into battle, the damage dealer to his side, swords out and ready to slice into the enemy team, and I followed behind, ready to serve as my team needed, a subtle glow knowing I was supporting my tank, my team. 

The match was over quickly, a decisive victory,  SirSpanksALot leading us to a swift capture of the enemy team’s points, crushing any resistance they put up, his firm leadership and cunning tactics, the way he commanded the whole team as a single unity, making us an elite kill squad. 

After the match I received a group invite to play with them again, and, grinning, pleased they my healing had been good enough, I clicked yes, and we were immediately put into another match, defending this time. 

 SirSpanksALot  again took charge, ordering the team about, the team listening, obeying him. 

“Booty, you be a good girl and stick with me again.  Make sure you behave and keep me nice and healed, understood?” 

I smiled, enjoying being able to relax, the warm glow of the team’s praise for my healing abilities and skill, my tank’s praise at serving him, just following his instructions and orders, not having to think or worry.  It felt good, my cheeks warm from blushing, aching from grinning. 

“Yes  Sir, I’ll be right behind you looking after you.”  I said, grinning. 

There was another chuckle from the end of  SirSpanksALot’s  mic.  I felt suddenly hot and flustered, squirming. 

“Good girl.”  He said again, praising me. 

It should have felt odd, strange, being called a  good girl, but it didn’t.  My character was a pretty, sexy female demoness, so it made sense, and it was just nice to be praised, to be  wanted.  I bit my bottom lip, a subtle buzzing, tingling at the back of my head, in my belly.  As the game started I focussed on the game not wanting to disappoint, eager to earn more praise. 

The second game was more difficult, but we worked hard as a team and fought our way to victory again.  I stuck close to the tank, providing SirSpanksALot  with plenty of heals, serving my best to keep him alive, several times earning another  good girl from him, which made me blush and grin each time, so that I only worked harder to push onward to victory. 

The enemy team adapted quickly to our tactics, but  SirSpanksALot  shifted our strategy, commanding the team to change our defence around, but told me to still stick with him. 

“I need you with me  Booty if I’m going to look after my  good girl.” 

He said. 

I blushed, and giggled down the microphone without even realising it, getting flustered.  We pushed on, and fought the attacking team back until, finally, we won, again. 

“Great job everyone.”  SirSpanksALot  said .  “ And  good  girl  on the heals  Booty, keep playing like that I might have to make you my personal little pocket healer, make you serve me with your healing whenever I’m playing.” 

“Awww… thanks  Sir.”  I responded, blushing. 

I feel almost dizzy, but the praise was addictive, and the thrill of two amazing victories had gone to my head.  We queued for another match as a team, and then another, going on to win a string of five more victories in a

row, some harder, some easier.  Each time  SirSpanksALot  led the team, commanding them, and each time he told me to be sure to follow him. 

“If you’re not behind me, how can you serve me  Booty?  And how can I protect my pretty little healer?”  He said. 

I giggled again down my mic, without even meaning to, blushing, grinning, flustered by the tank’s praise and compliments, enjoying the rush of victory after victory.  Eventually one of our party members had to leave, and we all decided that was sensible place to call it a night.  After our many decisive victories my ranking in the competitive scale had jumped five full points, putting me at an all new personal best. 

“Thanks guys.”  I said.  “And thanks  Sir.  That was a lot of fun.” 

As I signed out of the game and got ready to log off for the night, I saw a new message icon, and a friend request.  Both were from SirSpanksALot.  I clicked accept on the friend request, flattered that such a talented player thought I was a good enough healer to want to friend me, then clicked onto the message. 

 Hi Booty, 

 That was great match, and I had a fun time with you as my personal little healslut.  If you ever feel like serving a big, strong Tank Daddy again, just let me know.  I’m always happy to play with a sexy, flirty, submissive, good girl like you. 

 Sir

I stared at the screen for a moment, blinking, stunned.  What was a healslut?  And… did he think I really was a girl?  I flushed, pink, confused, ashamed, but also, oddly, flattered, almost excited. 

Not wanting to lead him on, wanting to explain myself, I sent a quick reply.  I told him I didn’t even know what a healslut was, and that I wasn’t actually a girl, apologised for giving him the wrong idea, and said I’d enjoyed the games, leaving the possibility of playing together again open, not sure quite what he wanted from me, or what he expected.  Within moments another message appeared. 

 Sorry! 

 I just assumed.  I checked your stats in the lobby and saw you were a healer main, and you favoured all the

 sexy healslut skins, so thought you might be, given your username.  Then when you called me Sir and you obeyed me so willingly, flirting with me when I called you a ‘good girl’… I guess I just got the wrong idea.  Apologies if I offended you. 

 However… the offer is still open.  You’re a great healer and a natural born healslut, and I’d love to play again if you wanted to be a ‘good girl’ for me.  I know we’d both enjoy it…

 Sir

I stared at the screen for a moment, even thought about replying, but I had no idea what I’d say.  I was pleased he’d told me I was a great healer, but… a natural healslut?  What did that even mean?  He’d said he’d love to play again if I wanted to be a ‘ good girl’, but… I’d already corrected him, told him I was a boy. 

I felt an odd mix of emotions that left me confused and also, strangely, excited.  I laughed, blushing, and shut the computer down.  I’d just make sure not to play with him again, it was simple, right?  I wasn’t going to act as his personal healslut, whatever that was, just so he’d call me a ‘ good  girl’ again… was I? 

Chapter Two

The next day my mind kept wandering back to the word, healslut, and the way the tank had referred to me as a good girl for healing them.  I kept grinning, not sure why.  Sure, the matches had been fun, a series of exciting wins, thrilling victories that had pushed me up to my highest personal competitive ranking ever, but… it was weird, really weird. 

I was a boy, a man practically.  Sure I wasn’t the usual definition of masculinity, but it was  weird  to be called a  good girl, right? 

And then there was  healslut.  What did that even mean? 

I sat distracted in lectures, unable to concentrate, squirming, thinking back to the games, the way I’d just followed behind the tank, SirSpanksALot,  calling him  Sir, doing exactly what he told me without question, obeying him… but that was what a good healer did, listen to orders, and a good tank took control, took charge, led the team to victory. 

So why was I blushing in the middle of the day, fidgeting?  Why was there a fluttering in my belly every time my mind drifted back to last night? 

Finally, once my day at college was over, once I was out of the busy campus and on my way home, I gave in to curiosity, did what I’d told myself last night I didn’t need to do.  I pulled my phone out and searched the term  healslut. 

 Healslut

 A vulgar term for a healer (player) who gains sexual gratification from submitting to and serving a

 TankDom or DPSDom.  Commonly found in online multiplayer games. 

 Healsluts are are aroused by the idea and act of submitting to Dominant players.  As a kink it has obvious overlaps with degradation, humiliation, service, D/s, s/m, 

 and may also commonly involve elements of coercion, consensual non-consent, feminization, bimbofication, exposure, free use, and ownership. 

As I read I felt my heart race, skipping, a tight knot in my gut, a tingle running up my spine.  I barely recognised any of the terms and they all seemed so… sexual, dirty, almost sinful.  My head was spinning as I thought back to last night, how the tank, the  TankDom, had thought of me as his  healslut.  He had thought I was submitting to him, obeying him, serving him.  And I suppose in a way I had been, that’s what a good healer did… they served their team, kept them alive, and that was why I enjoyed playing them. 

I thought about how I had called him  Sir, using his name in the way he’d used mine,  Booty, and then realised how that had seemed to him, as though I was submitting to him before the match had even begun, using an honorific title to refer to him, obeying him without question, the pretty red-headed healer, dressed like a sexy demoness, submitting to him. 

I blushed suddenly as I thought about what the rest of the team must have thought, the way I was acting like a good  healslut without even realising it.  Did they think I was some kind of sexual deviant like SirSpanksALot  had.  None of them had ever ordered me around like he had though, in fact I’d never met another player like him. 

His leadership had led us to many decisive victories, and he was a very good player.  He’d taken good care of me as his pocket  healslut, protecting me from enemy players when they’d attacked me, hoping to separate the two of us so he’d be easier to take down, each time defending me as I healed him, killing those enemy players who’d dared to attack his healslut. 

I recalled the way he’s praised me, calling me his  good  girl, and the way it had made me blush.  Even when I’d corrected him, telling him in my message that I was a boy, he’d said if I ever wanted to be his  good  girl again…

Confused, head spinning, blushing, I set about searching the other terms I didn’t know, wanting to understand as much as I could about being a  healslut.  As I read my heart raced, hands almost shaking, biting my bottom lip as I read about submission, Domination, degradation, sadism, masochism, exposure, feminization, coercion, service.  I was just curious
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that was all.  It wasn’t like I was ever going to send  SirSpanksALot  a message asking to play as his  healslut again, was I? 

By the time I arrived home I could no longer deny my fascination.  I had read so much, learned so much, discovered so much.  There was a whole world out there of kink and fetish I had never known, yet at the same time it all seemed so… familiar. 

As I made my way back to my apartment I had to adjust myself several times to hide my obvious arousal.  The images I’d seen, the things I’d read, seeping into my subconscious, awakening something in me… I was breathing hard, blushing, flustered.  Was I really going to…? 

I loaded up the computer almost as soon as the door was shut, and opened up my messages, stared at my screen for a moment, frozen.  I could always play something else, do something to distract me, but for some reason I felt trapped.  It was just one more time, right?  Just one more time to prove to myself that I wasn’t a  healslut,  that I just enjoyed playing a healer, and being part of a team, that the excitement last night was from winning, for the thrill of a hard won victory.  I was just making sure…

I stared at my screen, the open message, and saw that the tank from last night, S irSpanksALot,  was online.  I took a deep breath, and began to type out a short message. 

 Sir, 

 I was wondering if you’d be willing to play again today.  I’d be happy to heal if you want to tank. 

 Booty

I clicked send before I could have second thoughts.  He’d probably say no any way and, even if he didn’t, there was no harm.  It was all anonymous, he didn’t know me, I didn’t know him.  It was just a game, and I was just doing it to double check after what I read about all those kinks, fetishes, perversions.  I wasn’t actually a  healslut…  the sound of a message notification snapped my from my thoughts.  I clicked open and read. 

 Booty! 
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 I was hoping you’d message me.  I’ve been thinking about you today, remembering yesterday’s games.  I had so much fun with you…

 If you’re happy to submit to me and be my healslut again, to be a ‘good girl’ for me, then I’d love to play. 

 I’ll send you an invite to party with me.  I’ll be taking you accepting the invite as you agreeing to be my healslut for the evening. 

 I look forward to our ‘games’…

 Sir

As I read the message my hands began to shake, a hot flush to my cheeks, throat, head spinning.  He was so forward, so…  Dominant.  I felt almost compelled to just obey, drawn to his take charge tone, the way he assumed my agreement, my willing submission. 

Was I really going to accept his party invitation?  That meant agreeing, willingly, knowingly, to be his  healslut  for the evening, agreeing to submit to him while we played.  Last night, as much fun as it was, was a misunderstanding.  Today was different.  I knew what a  healslut  was, I knew what a  TankDom was.  I knew what  Sir  wanted, what he expected, my obedience, submission, that it was more than a game, that there was a sexual component, a kink, a fetish.  Me being his  healslut would excite him, and he’d assume that I was excited by being his  healslut.  I would be agreeing to behave like a ‘ good girl’ for him. 

A notification popped up, a party invite.  I froze for just a moment, aware of what clicking ‘accept’ meant.  I would be submitting, agreeing to being his  healslut.  I was just curiosity, right?  I wasn’t really like that…

could I really…

Before I knew it I’d clicked to join  Sir’s  party.  I’d done it.  I’d submitted to him, agreed to be his  healslut,  to behave like a  ‘good girl’ for him. 

“Hey Booty, ready to by my personal  healslut?”  The voice said. 

I was  Sir,  speaking out of my headset.  I swallowed the lump in my throat, flustered, blushing, squirming even though he couldn’t see me, almost… excited.  Why was I doing this?  I should just click ‘leave party’

and block him.  This was silly, but then… I was only curious, it wasn’t serious. 

“Yes  Sir.   I’m… I’m ready to be your  healslut.”   I said, my voice soft, quiet, almost… flirty. 

My head was spinning.  Why had I added that?  What was I doing? 

It was like I couldn’t stop myself, almost like another part of my personality had taken control, submitting to this commanding, authoritative  TankDom.  I shifted in my seat, my cock hard in my jeans, my body hot and tingling in my oversized hoody. 

“Good  girl.”    Sir said, a deliberate emphasis in his words that made me tingle and blush, nibbling on by bottom lip.  “Now, you just be sure to stay close to  Daddy  and keep me healed, I’ll protect you and look after you.  You don’t need to worry about thinking either, since I’ll tell you what to do and you just need to obey.  A pretty, sexy  girl like you just needs to do what  Daddy  tells her.  Understood?” 

His words were… I felt hot, head spinning, heart racing, my cock throbbing.  Why was he having this effect on me.  I wasn’t a pervert, wasn’t a  healslut.  I was a boy, not a  good girl...  wasn’t I? 

“Yes…  Daddy.”   I said, my voice soft, breathy, cute and submissive. 

I felt a flush of pleasure at submitting to him, a rush of emotions that felt… right.  I smiled as I heard his happy laugh, and I could tell that he was getting  excited by me.  Daddy  was enjoying this just as much as I was. 

“Good girl.  Now, I’m going to queue us for a match, but I’ll keep us in a private party so it’ll only be us two on voice.  No one can hear what I say to you except you, and no one can hear what you say to me except me.  Understand?” 

I nodded, smiling, blushing. 

“Yes  Daddy.” I said, voice still deliberately cute, a subtle submissive tone. 

I felt… almost giddy, a rush of emotions.  I could not believe how I was acting, how quickly I had caved, how much I craved his praise, the attention, the thrill of submitting, how it made me feel to call him  Daddy, like a  good girl. 

The game loaded and before I knew it we’d both chosen our characters,  Daddy as the big strong knight in battle scarred armour, and me as his personal  healslut, the sexy red-headed demoness with wings, in her
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brazen lingerie, staying close to her  TankDom so she could serve him.  As the countdown to the match starting began I felt a tingle run down my spine, a thrill of excitement.  My cock was hard and throbbing, and I felt…

almost free. 

“You ready to make  Daddy  proud   slut ?”  His voice said. 

I bit my bottom lip, blushing, feeling small and submissive, cute, sexy, like his toy, his  healslut.  Daddy would tell me what to do and I would obey.  He would protect me and I would serve him.  I nodded. 

“Yes  Daddy.”  I said.  “I’m ready to be your  good girl.  Your obedient little  healslut.” 

And the game began. 

We won the first game, though the victory was more hard fought. 

Without  Sir on the mic telling everyone what to do, where to go, how to adjust to the enemies team, we had to rely on them following his leadership through emotes, a series of preset animations meant to convey simple requests and commands, and his obvious manoeuvrers across the map, hoping they would follow us and work together. 

Most did, but not all.  One player, another damage class, insisted on trying to be the lone hero and win the match alone, going in ahead and dying, constantly, though the rest stayed back and followed  Sir’s lead, and under his direction I kept them alive with my heals, serving my  Daddy, keeping the team alive, keeping my  TankDom  alive. 

“Good girl!”  Daddy  said.  “You really such a talented  healslut, I’m surprised you weren’t snapped up ages ago to become some  TankDom’s personal little slut, submitting to them, following them around and serving them  however they want and need.  Being trained to be a better slut by them.” 

His words made me squirm, hot and fluttery.  He praised me when I did well, his words crude and almost degrading, calling me his  slut,  a  good girl, telling me I was such a perfect submissive  toy, a pretty little  whore, an eager  bitch desperate for a  Daddy to protect her, and insulted me when my healing was off, or I failed to follow his orders precisely, his words burning, humiliating, calling me a worthless  cunt, pathetic,  telling me I was a disappointment   to  Daddy,  that he’d have to spank me if I didn’t learn to behave like a  good  girl, if I didn’t make him proud. 

I knew  should have been appalled by the way he spoke to me, the things he said to me but… I wasn’t. 

His praise made me feel warm, excited, wanted,  needed, and his insults made me burn with a shame that left me almost breathless and aching, eager to try harder to please him.  Through it all I could not stop grinning, breathing hard, cheeks blazing, nibbling on my bottom lip, squirming as my cock throbbed in my pants, so hard it was almost painful. 

We played another game, then another.  Win after win, and I learnt just how to serve  Sir  as he liked, learned to read his positioning, know when he was going to charge into battle so I could heal and boost him, when he was going to withdraw into a more defensive position so I would need to retreat with him to stay safe, his shield and sword raised to defend my frail, sexy, demoness healer, sheltering behind his hulking frame in battle scarred armour. 

As we won another match, this one the easiest and most decisive victory yet,  Sir  paused before setting our private group of two to join another game.  There was a moment of quiet and I found myself feeling oddly exposed, despite the complete anonymity of the game.  I didn’t know who he was, and he didn’t know who I was.  It was just a game, a game with an extra,  fun twist. 

I bit my bottom lip, head spinning, not sure what had happened to me, not knowing how to feel.  I could not deny though how much fun I’d had, how  excited  was.  Was I really a  healslut?  This was just a one time thing, wasn’t it, just to see…

“That was fun  Booty,  but I think I’m going to have to call it a night there.  Real life beckons I’m afraid, though I’d love to stay and play with my little  healslut  some more.  You were  so much fun tonight, and I’ll be thinking about you and how you behaved so well for  Daddy.” 

I felt myself flush hotter, biting my bottom lip harder.  I giggled without even meaning to, squirming. 

“I… I’m really glad your little  healslut pleased you and I... I had a lot of fun too  Daddy. ”  I said—my voice was soft, flirtatious, submissive, coy. 

I could barely believe what I was saying, how I was acting.  What was happening to me?  Why was I behaving like this?  It was like I couldn’t stop myself, like I needed to submit to this anonymous man on the other end of my headset.  I felt almost dizzy, a rush of emotions and thoughts I

was struggling to process.  I could not deny though how much fun I’d had, how  excited I was. 

Acting like  Daddy’s pretty little  healslut had been far more addictive and pleasurable than I had expected.  It was meant to be just the one, to satisfy my curiosity, but already I was wondering if doing it once more would hurt, when I might be able to find a way to satisfy this shameful, sinful craving.  Was I ready to admit I was, deep down, a submissive, eager healslut? 

“I’m very glad to hear that!”  Sir  said, his smile obvious in his tone. 

“Because I was hoping we might be able to do this again soon?  Do you think you’d like to submit to me again?” 

I froze.  This was it… was I really going to do this a second time? 

Was I really going to admit this was more than a one off thing to satisfy my curiosity?  Was I going to admit that I  wanted this? 

“Yes  Daddy. ”  I said, voice soft and cute.  “I’d like to be your healslut again, your  good girl,    serve you, submit to you.” 

 Sir  chuckled, obviously pleased.   My blush spread out from my cheeks, my whole face and throat warm with shame and humiliation, my cock throbbing, hard. 

“Good girl.”  Daddy said.  “Now, I have a little idea that would make our game even more fun, for both of us, if you’re willing to be a brave girl?” 

I froze.  Saying yes was one thing, but taking things even further seemed like I’d be admitting something to myself, and to  Sir, that I’d never even acknowledged before. 

My mind spun.  I wanted to please him, obey him, serve him, and…

I was having fun.  It was just harmless fun, right?  It was a game.  That was all, a game with an extra fun twist.  I wasn’t hurting anyone.  I was just… I just… I was a submissive  healslut,  a  good girl… and I wanted to serve, obey, submit.  My body blazed, hot aching, and I smiled, giggling, nibbling my bottom lip, nervous but excited, eager. 

“Well  Booty,  are you willing to make our game even more exciting?” 

I nodded, giggling again. 

“Yes  Daddy.”  I said.  “I’d love to.” 

Chapter Thre

His instructions were simple enough.  Wait until his gift arrived, ordered carefully with a cunning system that let Sir buy me a few things he wanted me to have, but without me having to give him my address, all the while keeping the items a surprise. 

I had been reticent at first to accept, but he had been persuasive, almost forceful, telling me it would make our games more fun, for both of us, that he wanted to spoil his  good girl, his  healslut.  It had felt good, knowing  Sir wanted to spoil me, wanted to play more games with me, wanted to make the games more enjoyable for me, for him, make them more exciting, so, eventually, I had given in, and it had felt  good to submit to him again, let him have his way, let him persuade me to do just as he wanted. 

The waiting though had been harder than I had expected.  After those first matches of me playing as his willing, submissive, obedient healslut,  I found myself distracted, unable to fully settle and focus, my mind drifting back to our games during class or my commute, remembering the things he’d said, the things he’d called me, the way he’d talk to me, imaging scenarios as I fell asleep, picturing myself as my character, slim and petite, healing a big, strong, handsome tank, serving them as they called me  slut, whore, toy, pet, good girl,  the rest of the team watching me, laughing, insulting me when I failed to heal them, calling me  useless, worthless,  a disappointment ,  praised me when I did well, calling me  good girl,  telling me I was  pretty, sexy,  a good  healslut. 

As I waited for the mysterious package to be delivered I avoided the computer, aware that  Sir  had said we would wait for my package to arrive before we played again, knowing that playing the game without him wouldn’t feel quite…  right  now.  It was as though, discovering this new

part of me, discovering this new pleasure, this new, naughty, dirty  need, I had developed an addiction, a craving, a hunger. 

In the quiet moments of my day, and even when I was busy with other things, I kept thinking about how it had felt to submit, to obey, to hear those words, intended for me, the wash of shame and pride and humiliation and arousal that had been completely intoxicating.  I was nervous about what  Sir’s gift might be, but also excited, eager, desperate to see how much more thrilling our games could get. 

When the knock on my door finally came, my package arriving, I almost leapt to the door, barely able to contain myself.  I was shaking as I took it from the delivery man, grinning from ear to ear, blushing—did he know what this package was for, could he tell from looking at me that I was a  healslut, a submissive, obedient,  good girl?  The thought thrilled and terrified me. 

Thanking him I shut the door, and hurried through to my small kitchen nook to open the box, plain, simple, unassuming cardboard with no hint about what might be inside.  I cut the tape with a small knife, and lifted back the flaps, and froze. 

This was… I shook my head, cheeks burning, heart thundering, head spinning.  I felt my belly flutter, the room spinning, and my cock throbbed, hard. 

The box contained many items, and two other, smaller, sealed boxes, labelled DO NOT OPEN, and a note.  There were a range of toiletries, all pink, girly, feminine, a razor, also pink, and… I blinked, making sure I was seeing it right. 

To one side was a range of girl’s underwear, panties, pink, white, black, and some stockings, hold-ups, thigh high socks, black, white, stripy. 

My cock throbbed.  Were they really for… were they really for me? 

I reached out, my hand shaking, and picked up the note, opened it, and began to read. 

 Booty, 

 Everything in the box is for you, to make you the best, prettiest, sexiest healslut for me.  You want to be pretty and sexy for your Daddy don’t you? 

 Good…

 First, the two sealed boxes are to remain closed. 

 They are for later games, if you decide to continue playing with me…

 Now, the first task is simple enough.  I’m sure by now you’ve seen the soaps and lotions and the sexy underwear.  You are to use them to get ready for our next game. 

 I want you smooth and soft.  Use a combination of the hair removal cream and the razor.  Be sure to get rid of ALL hair below your eyebrows.  Do not skip any part. 

 If you want to be a good girl and a sexy healslut you need to be smooth and soft like one, don’t you? 

 Once you are all smooth and cute for me, you are to dress in the panties and socks I have provided for you. 

 Choose a set that matches and you feel sexy in, then send me a photo, front and back, to show me you have done as instructed.  Once I am satisfied you have obeyed me I will arrange our next game together. 

 Have fun sexy, 

 Sir

At the end of the note was a phone number.  Sir’s phone number.  I was supposed to… shave, dress in panties and cute girly socks, be smooth, make myself sexy for… for  Daddy.  My head was spinning, my emotions a mess, cheeks burning, but my cock was hard, aching, throbbing.  Why was I so excited? 

I looked down in to the box and took a deep breath.  Was I really going to do as I’d been ordered?  Was I really going to obey? 

I giggled, realising there was only one answer.  I’d been waiting days for this box, my gift, waiting to play again with  Sir, perform as his submissive  healslut.  I’d missed his words, the way he flattered me, flirted with me, praised me, his degrading, humiliating words, the way they made me feel.  I wanted to please him, serve him and… it was all harmless fun really, right?  No one was getting hurt, and we were both having fun.  It was just… just a game.  I was already so excited, curious, eager to see how I looked, how it felt, desperate to make  Daddy  proud.  There was no way I could resist. 
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I lined the toiletries out on the side in my bathroom, then stripped until I was naked, taking a moment to look at myself in the mirror.  I had always been thin and short, petite, and I had always felt out of place amongst other boys, but now, seeing myself, I felt a flush of pride. 

I was almost… cute.  I’d never been muscular or hairy, and now, seeing myself, about to make myself smooth, soft, cute, sexy,  pretty, I felt glad for my softer body, my thin arms and narrow shoulders, my round butt, my soft thighs and belly, my dainty features.  I’d make an adorable  healslut for  Daddy.  I’d make him proud! 

As I turned away from the mirror I picked up the hair removal cream, and, after quickly scanning the instructions for a third time, set about applying it.  I smeared it over my calves, shins, knees, thighs, over my belly, under my arm, over my chest and arms.  My body was already soft, any hair slight and wispy, something I’d felt shamed by, trying to hide as much as possible in the showers after gym class, but now I was glad.  It would make this easier, and would make the final results even better. 

My skin tingled, a shiver down my spine, and I felt my dick throb at the thought of being pretty, sexy, dressing in the panties and long socks like a  good healslut.  Finally I smeared the hair removal cream over my ass cheeks, wanting to be perfectly soft and feminine, aware that I was going to have a photo front  and back. 

I stood for a moment, heart racing, and let the cream work for the required amount of time, a strong chemical reek that made me giddy.  Once the time had passed I turned on the shower, waited a brief moment for the water to heat up, the bathroom filling with steam, then stepped under the flow, let the water rinse the hair removal cream off my body, the astringent foam sloughing off to reveal my new, smooth, pretty feminine body. 

As I looked down at myself, my smooth, soft legs, my delicate arms, trim waist, round ass, I could not help but grin.  I looked… good, sexy, girly, cute.  My cock throbbed, and I bit my bottom lip, quashing my arousal, eager to finish my task.  I turned and picked up the shaving foam and razor, set to removing the final traces of hair. 

I foamed along my cock and balls, shivering at the slick, soft touch, then, carefully, ran the razor over skin, my cock hard, the razor a dangerous caress, making me shudder.  I worked carefully, methodically, to get every
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last hair, then moved my slick, foamy hand round to my ass, my crack, to catch the final few hairs. 

My slick flingers eased up and down, slipping over my hole, making me gasp, the touch suddenly so much more meaningful and intense, a lingering pressure that made me ache, a new hunger blossoming, a need that I had never really been aware of before.  I pressed on though, and ran the razor between my pert, soft butt cheeks, making sure I was completely and utterly smooth, perfectly feminine. 

Once finished I picked up the soap I had been sent, a girly shower-gel with a floral, musky, sweet scent, feminine, and I set to washing.  My hands ran over my new body, so soft, so much more sensitive, my skin tingling, cock swelling, throbbing, though it looked cute now almost…

pretty, like a sexy girl-cock. 

The thought made me smile, giggle. I washed, the steam and the scent of the floral soaps helping me relax, and as I ran my hands over my butt, washing, I could not help but gasp.  My butt, always quite large and round, felt so smooth and soft now, so sensitive.  I squeezed without even thinking, the sensation a rush of pleasure, biting my bottom lip, flush, and washed, soft motions, fingers creeping towards my crack, along, slippery with soap. 

A finger tip pressed at my entrance and I whimpered, my finger pausing on instinct.  Without hair I was so slippery, felt so sexy, pretty…

 girly.  I pressed with my finger, gently, felt it just barely enter me, wiggling my hips, my cock so hard it was painful, my mind a mess. 

I pulled my hand away, quickly, not sure what was happening to me, but not wanting to get carried away.  I still had the panties to try on, the long socks, and I was curious now about how they would feel, how they would look and, after that… I had to send a photo to  Daddy. 

Finally washed, I stepped out of the shower and patted myself dry, then applied the moisturiser I had been sent, the lotion leaving my skin soft and delicate, sensitive, tingling, the scent floral and musky, feminine and sexy, making my head spin.  The thought that  Sir had bought all of this for me, had picked all of this for me, that he wanted me to smell like his, look like this, feel like this—a musky, sexy, feminine fragrance, smooth and

delicate, soft, sensitive—made my cock ache and my cheeks blush.  I felt flattered, humiliated and, more than anything, excited. 

Once dry and moisturised, soft, feeling tingly, I turned my attention over to the panties and socks.  The panties were all tiny, made of soft cotton or silk, so much more delicate than my usual underwear, a range of colours, black, white.  I picked a pink pair, the colour bright, decorated with pink lace and with a cute little pink bow on the front. 

They were so soft to the touch, and I pulled them on I shuddered, the material caressing my smooth legs, slipping up, tugging them snug over my hard cock, my round ass, my hips.  I blushed as I realised that, even hard, the tiny panties still managed to contain my dick neatly, my pretty girl-cock looking cute in the panties, a sexy, feminine bulge, smooth and dainty.  Why was this exciting me?  Was there something wrong with me? 

I shook my head, giggling, blushing.  It was just a game.  Just harmless fun.  I wasn’t hurting anyone and I was having fun, and  Daddy was having fun.  Even the feelings of shame and humiliation were fun.  It might be a little odd, and unusual, but there was nothing wrong with me.  I was just… expressing myself, discovering new part of myself.  I was making myself, and others happy, and not hurting anyone in the process.  If me looking pretty, sexy, and feeling good about myself upset anyone, then it was their problem, not mine. 

Resolved, feeling buoyed, invigorated, eager, I turned to pick my socks, choosing a pink and black stripy pair, and then slipped them on, pulling the soft cotton up over my smooth calves, thighs, pulling them as high as I could, loving the way they hugged my legs, defining them, making them seem longer, sexier, prettier. 

With my socks on I looked myself over, feeling almost giddy, unable to stop smiling.  I turned to face the mirror and gave a wiggle, shaking my hips and butt, giggling, my pretty girl-cock still hard in my panties.  The socks ran all the way up to my mid thigh, hugging my legs, and my panties were tight, high cut, skimpy, shaping my butt while exposing lots of leg and cheek, sexy and cute, the flash of skin between the tops of my socks and my panties brazen and sexual, almost wanton, teasing.  Even the cute little bulge of my girl-cock looked sexy. 

“These are… pretty comfortable.  And I look pretty good.  I could probably get used to wearing something like this.”  I said, speaking to myself. 

The idea of wearing panties and long socks, maybe even stockings, under my clothes during the day left me excited and flush, tingling.  Could I really be that daring?  Some new part of me ached at the thought of wearing underwear like this all the time and I could not help but wonder what was happening to me. 

I was wearing nothing except the panties and long socks, my body smooth.  My cheeks ached from smiling.  I had never really liked my body, too small and slim, too petite, but now, dressed like I was, shaved, soft, I looked… good, and I felt happy, for the first time in a long time. 

I blushed, giggling, posing, then, feeling cheerful, cheeky, playful, I reached out for my phone, opening the camera apps.  One from the front, one from the back.  That was all  Daddy had asked for.  I didn’t need to show my face, or anything revealing, just show I’d done as he’d instructed, that I was smooth and dressed pretty for him. 

The thought of him seeing my photos, liking them, admiring me, maybe even being excited by me, thinking me a  good  girl made me blush, squirm, and made my girl-cock throb hard in my panties.  I posed, my butt facing the camera, trying to capture my round, pert, smooth cheeks in my pink panties and my long stripey socks, curving my back and angling my hips to make my ass seem rounder, sexier, my legs longer. 

I took one picture, then changed pose, taking another, then another, each time a different pose.  When I had a good selection I moved the camera round to the front, and posed.  I froze.  There was one,   small, problem.  My girl-cock was hard, the bulge in my tiny pink panties obvious.  I took a deep breath and made my decision— Daddy would get to see how excited I was to be smooth, pretty, and wearing the girly underwear be bought for me, and the thought of him seeing my hard girl-cock aching in my panties made me squirm, a fluttering in my belly. 

I posed, trying to look cute, feminine, pretty, sexy, and took a photo, then another, then another, each time trying a different pose, working my hips, legs, showing off my smooth, cute body, my dainty, girly figure. 

Finished I set about choosing two photos, one front, one back.  It was harder than I had thought it would be, and not because the photos were bad, or because I was worried about how I looked but, surprisingly, because they all looked so…  hot.  As I flicked through the images trying to find the perfect two I nibbled on my bottom lip, blushing, grinning, head spinning. 
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I looked so cute, so pretty, sexy, my round smooth butt, long legs, dainty hips and trim waist, my smooth flat belly, even the dainty bulge of my hard girl-cock.  I’d never liked pictures of me before, even when dressed in baggy clothes, hiding away in jeans and over-sized sweatshirts, but theses… dressed in just panties and long socks, body smooth and soft, posing, looking cute and sexy… these photos made me  happy. 

Smiling, I chose four, three from the back, showing off my ass, hips, legs, and one from the front.  I wondered what  Daddy  would think when he saw them.  Would he think me sexy?  Pretty?  Cute?  Would his cock get hard looking at my pictures, seeing the bulge of my girl-cock? 

I pressed send before I could changed my mind.  Smiling, flustered, a tinge of shame, humiliation, excitement, happy, buzzing, I threw on just my sweatshirt, baggy and loose, falling to just below my butt to barely hide my panties, knowing even the slightest movement would flash my butt, the bulge of my girl-cock, with my long legs, my long socks, still on display, and I headed out into the living room to switch on my computer and wait for S ir’s reply. 

My heart skipped and my belly fluttered when the party invite popped up, and I clicked accept almost immediately, seeing  Sir’s  name, a tingle running down my spine.  It had been almost twenty minutes and I was beginning to wonder if he hadn’t like the photos, if he’d changed his mind about our game after seeing me—just thinking that had left me feeling bereft, sad, alone, the idea that I wasn’t pretty, cute, feminine enough for him crushing me, the idea that my girl-cock had turned him off me making my heart sink. 

“Hello beautiful.”  His familiar voice said. 

 Beautiful?  That was new, but it made me blush, giggle.  Did he really think I was  beautiful, even after seeing my photos? 

“Hi  Daddy. ”  I said, my voice falling into the now easy pattern of soft, breathy, girly, flirty.  “Did you see the pictures I sent you?” 

There was a moment of quiet, a soft laughter on the end of  Sir’s microphone. 

“I did see them, and I liked them very much.  I must say, you are so much prettier and cuter than I was imagining.  If it wasn’t for that cute little

hard dick on your photos I’d have thought you’d stolen pictures of a girl off the internet.” 

I bushed, hot, flattered and shamed by his compliments, that he thought I was so girly and feminine, that he had noticed my hard girl-cock, had called it cute.  I smiled, squirming, my leg tucked under me as I sat on the sofa in just my baggy sweatshirt, panties, and long socks, my smooth thighs and butt on display, my girl-cock throbbing. 

“In fact, seeing you got me quite excited.  I had to take a moment to calm down before our… game.” 

My eyes went wide.  He had become excited seeing me!  Had he…

just imagining him touching himself looking at my photos, cumming, made me hot and achy. 

“Now, what do you say to playing a little.  I assume you’re still wearing what you were in the photos?” 

“Yes  Daddy.”  I said.  “I’m wearing just those panties and those socks, with a baggy hoodie because I was cold.” 

“Perfect.  I have such a lovely mental image of my  healslut now, looking all cute and sexy for her  Daddy.” 

I squirmed, a fluttery feeling in my belly, heart racing, my girl-cock smooth and hard in my panties, pressing my smooth thighs together.  I felt hot, pretty,  wanted, and I could not stop grinning. 

“Now, are you ready to submit to your  Daddy  slut?  Are you ready to obey me, and be a sexy, pretty,  good girl?” 

There was only one answer. 

“Yes  Daddy,  of course.”  I said, voice soft and flirty. 

 Sir  queued us for a match almost immediately, him choosing the big, burly, strong tank, shield and sword, massive battle scarred armour, me picking the sexy, red-headed demoness healer, in her skimpy armour and heels. 

It felt comfortable, safe, and…  hot.  As  Daddy  bossed me about, ordering me like his personal  healslut, praising me for a good heal, telling me off for not doing my best, I felt myself sinking into my role, the submissive, slutty, eager to please  healslut.  I blushed, giggling, as he flattered me, feeling pretty and safe, protected by him, serving him.  Even the sting of shame and humiliation as he chastised me for missing a heal or failing to follow his order to the letter made me tingle, a rush of strange pleasure, a tide of arousal, need, hunger, desperate to serve. 

My girl-cock throbbed in my pretty pink panties, a wet patch of precum as I felt my body flush hot, tingling, so smooth and pretty now.  In my long socks and baggy hoodie I felt cute, sexy, the way  Daddy ordered me about, calling me his  slut, toy, doll, good girl, making me bite my bottom lip and moan. 

I felt… free, liberated, a cute, pretty, sexy  healslut for my  Daddy, desired, wanted, appreciated, safe by his side, submitting to him, doing as he told me, his  good girl.  I flirted, giggling, submitting to  Daddy, and he teased me, his words more brazen now, more demanding, more authoritative, commanding. 

We won match after match, working even better as a team today, and it felt so exciting, more than just a game, something else now, as though just the act of healing  Daddy, serving him, was somehow sexual, each time he protected me from an enemy player feeling safe and wanted, cared for, his  healslut. 

“You did well today.”  Sir  said.  “And knowing you were dressed so cute and sexy while healing me… well, that just made it even more fun.  I couldn’t stop thinking about you and those photos you sent me.  You’ve made  Daddy very proud, and got me  very excited.” 

I blushed, giggled. 

“Thank you  Daddy.”  I said.  “And… I… I enjoy it too.  My smooth little girl-cock is so hard.  I get so excited serving you, the way you… the way you talk to me make gets me so hot.” 

“Really?  Well… I’m pleased to hear it.” 

There was a soft chuckle on  Daddy’s  end of the microphone. 

“In fact, I think you might be ready for the next step in our game. 

You were such a  good girl today you earned it.” 

“Really  Daddy?”  I said, already getting excited to see what else he had in mind for me.  “I… yes!  I’d love to!” 

 Sir  chuckled.  My head was spinning.  I couldn’t believe how I was acting, so flirty and brazen, encouraging him, submitting to him, my body smooth and dressed in panties, long socks, feeling so cute and girly and sexy, but I couldn’t resist.  It felt so good, and we were both having fun.  It was just a game, and it made me feel…  good! 

“Good girl”  Daddy  said.  “Now, the rule is simple.  Wait until tomorrow evening, then open the first of the other boxes I sent you.  It will be clearly labelled.  Follow the instructions inside.” 

“Of course  Daddy.” 

I was grinning, blushing squirming.  I could not wait, and my girl-cock was aching in my panties, so hard, throbbing.  I was so excited after our game, desperate to touch myself and…

“Oh, and one more thing beautiful…”  Daddy said.  “No touching your cute little dick.  No playing with yourself.  No cumming. 

Understand?” 

I froze.  How did he know? 

Just hearing the words, the way he commanded me, ordering me, I felt a shiver of shame, burning, his awareness of my need, my arousal, knowing how excited he had made me, how hot wearing the panties, being smooth, looking cute had made me.  I bit my bottom lip and whimpered, small, dainty, submitting to him, eager to serve him, please him. 

“Yes  Daddy. ”  I said. 

It would be agony, resisting, made worse by the fact that by not touching myself, not touching, not playing with my girl-cock I was serving him, submitting to him—the thought made my whole body throb, desperate, hot, burning.  I would do it though.  I had to.  I had to make my  Daddy proud of me, had to serve him, submit to him. 

“Good girl.”  He said.  “I can’t wait for tomorrow’s games.” 

Chapter Four

The day seemed to crawl by, achingly slowly, taunting me.  I could barely contain myself, my excitement, pent up from the night before, yearning to get home, play, desperate for release after obeying Daddy, my mind wandering constantly, remembering how he talked to me praised me, complimented me, teasing, degrading, calling my his good girl. 

I spent the day squirming, fidgeting, having to readjust myself and my hard little girl-cock constantly.  It didn’t help that my body was so much softer now, so much more sensitive, my skin smooth and delicate, girly, pretty, and I’d only made things worse for myself by wearing the pink panties and the long sock under my clothes. 

At first I’d just wanted to wear them to bed, so that I could feel pretty and sexy as I went to sleep, basking in the glow of being a good healslut for  Sir, but then, when I’d woken up and got ready for the day, I’d been unable to bring myself to take them off and put on my yucky old boy underwear—they were so baggy and gross and the fabric was coarse and itchy.  It had felt liberating, hot, wearing my pretty panties and socks out of the house, a dirty secret under my everyday clothes, and the tingle of shame only made my arousal worse, my cute little girl-cock aching, desperate, so that by the time I got home I was a hot, aching, quivering mess. 

The moment the front door closed I rushed through to my bedroom and opened the second box, eager to begin the game again, to submit to Daddy.     What I found froze me in my tracks. 

There were three items, a small bottle with a clear liquid in, a small silver lump of metal, a rounded bulb at one end, connected to a disc at the other by a thin neck, the disc decorated with a pretty pink gem, and a silver metal cage.  A plug, a butt plug, and a chastity cage, for my girl-cock.  I shivered, but was… smiling.  Why was I smiling.  The thought of wearing

them both for  Sir  made me giggle and blush, a rush of excitement and humiliation that was intoxicating. 

I picked up the plug first, feeling the weight of it, the silver metal cool and heavy, the bulb thinner at the tip, becoming wider before suddenly rounding off to join the thin neck.  That was supposed to go in my… in my ass?  Would it even fit?  How would it feel, being full as I submitted, served as  Daddy’s healslut.  I shuddered, eager to find out, wondering how it would feel to stretch my hole around it, feel it filling me. 

I turned my attention next to the cage, a severe looking metal device meant to contain and imprison my pretty little girl-cock.  Just holding it, examining it, made my girl-cock throb.  It was so small, so harsh.  It would make my girl-dick useless.  On the side was a small lock, but there had been no key in the box.  If I put this on then there’s be no obvious way to release myself without exposing my secret to anyone, I’d be completely at  Daddy’s mercy if I wanted to get out, wanted to play with my girl-cock… just the though made me shudder. 

At the bottom of the box was a note, similar to the first, and I picked it up and began to read. 

 Booty, 

 If you have been told to open this box then you have obviously impressed me.  Well done! 

 Today’s game is simple.  You are to wear the plug and the cage—I’m sure a clever healslut like you can work out how they work, but if you need help you may message me.  Once they are on you should wear something pretty from the first box, panties and stockings or socks. 

 I then want a photo, so I have something to look at while we play our game, and so I know you are following my instructions.  Be sure to clearly show your plug and cage so I know you are wearing them. 

 You might have noticed that the cage has a lock, but no key.  Once you put it on you are agreeing to submit to me, utterly, and you will only be released once you please me, and earn your release.  You are free to reject this
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 offer, of course, but understand that doing so will end our play. 

 I look forward to hearing from you, and seeing you... 

 Enjoy your new toys, 

 Sir

My hands were shaking, my belly fluttering.  If I put the cage on I was submitting to him, to  Daddy,  not just for a game but… until he decided to release me, until I earned release. 

The though made me smile, a buzzing, a craving.  I couldn’t though, could I?  It seemed like madness, giving someone I didn’t know so much power over me.  The cage was solid metal, with no easy escape.  Once I locked the cage on the only way out would be going to the hospital, having a doctor cut it off.  I’d have to show everyone what a pervert, what a healslut I was. 

Was I really ready and willing to take that next step, admit that this was more than a game?  Was I ready to submit my body to  Daddy, to lock my pretty girl-cock away for him, to deny myself until I had earned release. 

Today had been an agony of frustration, aching to come home, play, and then… cum.  Was I really even considering denying myself just to please  Sir?  Was I willing to hand him that power over me, so that I could earn  the right to touch myself, my cute girl-dick, cum, by serving him as his healslut, his  good girl. 

I smiled, giggled, already knowing the answer.  Yes…

I stripped off in the bathroom and showered, making sure I was completely smooth and clean, then patted myself dry and moisturised, my skin tingling, soft, sensitive.  My girl-cock was hard, throbbing at the though of what I was going to do, so I decided to put my cage on first, before the pretty plug made it all but impossible to calm down. 

I took a deep breath and closed my eyes, tried to calm my mind.  It helped, a little, but I was still too  excited to slip the cage on, so I ran a sink full of cold water and soaked a small hand towel.  Girding myself, I

squeezed the excess water from the towel and then pressed the wet, cold bundle of cloth to my smooth girl-dick. 

The sudden cold made me gasp, loudly, and I wanted to pull away, but I refused, aware that I needed to obey  Daddy.  I had to make my girl-cock soft, small, so I could lock it away. 

I held the cold towel in place, eyes closed, taking slow, regular breaths.  The throbbing subsided, and after about five minutes I pulled the towel away, shivering, and smiled, my girl-cock finally limp. 

I moved quickly, fumbling with the cage, my excitement mounting as I thought about putting it on, wearing it, being locked away.  I slipped the cold metal around my limp girl-dick, then  clicked the lock into place, sealing myself away, handing over control to  Sir. 

I shuddered, giggled at the madness of what I was doing, but unable to deny how good it felt, knowing I was his, forced to serve him now, please him, be his good  healslut until I had earned release.  My girl-cock twitched, engorging, but in vain, the cage preventing me from hardening, making my pretty girl-dick useless. 

The agony and ache spread out, like a cruel tormenting pleasure, only feeding my need, lust, arousal, the shame and humiliation making me squirm, head spinning.  I turned my pleasure to the plug, the heavy mass of silver metal with the pretty pink gem, picking it up and weighing it in my hand. 

I was still not sure it would fit, but I had to at least try.  The thought of what might happen to me if I couldn’t slip it into my tight hole made me whimper. 

I put the plug down and picked up the small bottle of lube and poured a generous measure out into my palm, then reached back to work the slippery, thick liquid along my crack, my slick fingers teasing around my entrance, pressing in, lubricating my hole, stretching myself. 

I moaned, pressed my finger deeper, pressing the tip of a second at my hole, teasing, forcing it into me, my hole stretching, opening, tight, hot. 

My caged cock was agony, throbbing in frustration, a cruel, aching torment spreading out, making me feel small and vulnerable and pretty.  I wanted, needed, to cum, but couldn’t, not until I had earned it. 

Not willing to suffer any more frustrations I slipped my fingers out and picked up the plug, lubing the bulb in my palm.  I reached back, and let the cool metal head run along my crack, held the tip at my hole, pressed. 

The plug was slippery, cool, hard, and it stretched me, wider and wider, opening me.  I moaned, loud, the sensation bright and intense, a knot of pleasure in my belly, swelling, blossoming as the pressure built.  My entrance stretched and then suddenly, wonderfully, the plug slipped in, slipped deep, filling me, my hole closing around the thin neck connected to the disc, clenching, the plug buried deep, held in place, the pretty gem decorating my hole like a sexy  healslut. 

I wiggled my hips without even meaning to, acting on instinct, feeling the plug shift, slippery and heavy, pressing on a knot of pleasure inside me.  I moaned, cheeks flush.  I wanted more, wanted to feel  more, but  Daddy was waiting for me. 

I got myself under control, barely, and washed my hands, then set to dressing, choosing a pair of long white socks with a row of three black stripes at the top, and a cute pair of tiny black panties.  I slipped them on, delighting in how they felt, snug, soft, shaping my butt and legs.  I felt so sexy and pretty and I could not stop grinning. 

I paused for a moment to admire myself in the mirror, then picked up my phone, and opened the camera app.  I felt a hot flush and a cold chill at the same time, the though of exposing myself, my caged girl-cock, soft, smooth, useless, locked away, and my hole, plugged, decorated with a pretty pink gem, making me whimper.  I had to show  Daddy that was a good girl though, that I’d done as he told me. 

I took several photos in just my socks and panties, posing, looking cute, feeling pretty and sexy, then pulled my panties to the side.  I took one photo of my caged girl-dick, cheeks burning with shame, heart racing—was Daddy going to get hard seeing these, would my photos excite him, arouse him?  Then I turned round, pulling my panties just barely down, bending at my waist, using one hand to angle the camera and the other to grip an ass cheek, exposing myself, my plugged hole, the pretty pink gem.  I snapped the photo, then another, taking several, the pose lurid and brazen, sinful, shameful, a dirty  healslut  showing off her sexy body, her plugged hole, her caged girl-cock.  I giggled, as I chose several pictures, and I pressed send. 

My heart was thundering as I slipped on my comfy, baggy hoodie, and I stopped to admire myself, grinning.  I loved how I looked in my panties, long socks, smooth legs and butt.  For once my baggy hoodie made me cute, sexy, instead of just… bleurgh.  I couldn’t wait to hear what  Daddy thought of my photos. 
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As the invite popped up my heart skipped, and I clicked accept immediately, not wanting to leave  Daddy waiting.  My caged girl-cock was throbbing, aching, and I was squirming, my hole plugged, smooth thighs pressing against each other as I fidgeted. 

“Hi there  sexy. ”  Daddy said. 

I smiled, blushing, and giggled. 

“Hi  Daddy.” 

“I saw your photos.  I must say, you looked so sexy all dressed up for me, plugged, caged, my sexy  healslut. ” 

I giggled   again, my cheeks burning.  It felt so good to hear him compliment me, call me pretty, sexy. 

“And knowing you’re all locked up and plugged for me is going to make our game so much more fun for me, and I bet you’re going to have a lot  of fun.  Squirming, smooth, dressed up like a naughty, sexy girl, caged, plugged, obeying your  Daddy,  serving me.” 

His words were hot, almost scalding, branding me.  The way he spoke to me made me feel small and dainty, desired, cute, girly,  wanted.  I opened my mouth to speak, but no words came.  My head was a jumbled mess, too many emotions to process, my caged girl-cock an agony of pleasure, my hole clenching around the plug, casing it to shift inside me, my hips and ass wiggling to feel it pressing on the knot of pleasure inside me. 

“I… I… yes  Daddy. ”  I managed to whisper. 

 Sir  chuckled. 

“Perhaps we should just get on with out game, rather than expecting my pretty bimbo  healslut to think too hard.  I mean, it’s unfair expecting such a pretty girl to also be smart.  It’s not your fault you’re just a dumb, submissive toy, is it?” 

I shook my head, cheeks burning.  I was just a dumb, submissive toy, a sexy  healslut, and thinking made my head hurt.  I just wanted  Daddy to tell me what to do, to do my thinking for me, so I could relax, let go, serve him. 

“No  Daddy.”  I whispered, coy and flirty. 

“Good girl.”  He said. 
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The screen in front of me changed, the match screen, and we both chose our character, the pair a familiar duo now, his big, burly tank in battle scarred armour, sword and shield, and my sexy imp healer, in her heels and her skimpy outfit. 

“Now, just do as I say and make sure to keep me healed.  You’re  my

 healslut remember.  You are serving me.  Do well and I might thinking about unlocking that cage… disappoint me and… well… you’ll just have to stay locked up.” 

I moaned, whining, biting my bottom lip, squirming.  Concentrating on the game was going to be hard, but I really,  really wanted to make Daddy proud of his  healslut. 

We played well as a team, me following  Daddy’s  orders, serving him, him ordering me about, protecting me as we pushed forward, and we won game after game.  I struggled to focus, the plug and the cage both taunting me, making me hot and horny, aching, reminding me constantly just what I was,  Daddy’s healslut, that each heal was an act of service, worship, tending to  Sir. 

His words, his praise, his compliments, his teasing, flirting, and his stern admonishments, all left me tingling, desperate to be his  good girl,  my whole body shivering as I focussed on healing him, keeping him alive, serving him and my team, listening to his orders.  I squirmed, feeling pretty and sexy,  desired, and my caged girl-cock drooled precum in my panties, caged and useless, locked away, my plugged hole a constant distraction. 

After five matches of  Daddy’s  teasing I was a mess, struggling to sit still, squirming, fidgeting, my caged girl-cock throbbing in agony, desperate for release, my plug slipping around inside me, teasing me, pressing on a knot of intense, bright pleasure. 

I had never felt anything like this before, my head spinning as I struggled to heal  Sir, trying to focus on the game, serving him, serving my team, obeying, submitting.  My heart was racing and my belly fluttering, smooth legs in long soft socks, the soft panties hugging my ass and hips, my nipples hard beneath my baggy hoodie, the material brushing against them. 

I bit my bottom lip hard, trying to concentrate, and I could hear Daddy  talking into my ear, telling me what to do, but it was as though I

wasn’t fully in my body, floating on a tide of endorphins, the rush of being pretty, being sexy, being  Daddy’s healslut.  I felt hot, fluttery, foggy, and as Daddy rushed in to the battle, me following him, serving him, I went to heal him and… missed. 

Flustered, unable to focus properly, I missed my heal and I could only watch in horror as  Daddy’s  health went down to zero and he died.  My heart sank.  I had failed. 

The enemy team surged forward, overwhelming me and the rest of the team now our tank was gone, and, buoyed by their sudden success, they pushed on.  I could only watch in horror as the enemy team pushed forward, gaining ground. 

Already in the final moment of the game there was nothing we, or I could do.  I stared at the screen, cold, frozen, mind suddenly clear, as we lost.  For the first time since I had teamed up with  Daddy, playing as his healslut, we had lost, and… it was all my fault. 

The game ended, and I sat silent, remorseful, burning with shame at failing him.  I squirmed, waiting for him to speak. 

“Well  slut, do you want to tell me what happened?  Why did you let me die?” 

His voice was firm, cold, and it sent a shiver a long my spine.  I squirmed, feeling small and meek.  I took a deep breath.  I knew I had to be honest. 

“I… I was distracted  Daddy.”  I said.  “I… the cage, and the plug, and the nice things you were saying to me… I… I couldn’t focus and I missed my heal.  I’m so sorry!” 

I felt awful, like a failure, a disappointment, and it was almost enough to make me cry, a rush of emotion, raw and vulnerable.  I had failed my  Daddy! 

“So, you got all caught up in the pleasure of being my  healslu t, so you became too horny and squirmy to be able to focus on serving me?” 

I nodded, squirming, nibbling on my bottom lip, blushing.  Even though I felt terrible, like an utter disappointment, I was still so horny, aching for release, my caged girl-cock throbbing, hole clenching on my pretty jewelled plug. 

“Yes  Daddy.”  I said.  “I… I just… I’ve never done anything like this before and it… it’s all so overwhelming, and the way you make me feel… it’s… it’s hard to think straight… I don’t know what’s happening to

me and I… I’m just sorry.  I failed you.  I’m sorry.  If you… if you don’t want me to be your  healslut  any more understand and… I’m sorry.” 

There was laughter, a soft chuckle. 

“I’m not letting you go that easily.”  Daddy  said.  “You belong to me now, you’re my  toy, and you’re far too sexy and fun to toss aside because you made one mistake.  Yes, you failed me, failed the team.  You need to do better for me, be a better  healslut for me, but one mistake isn’t going make me give up on such a pretty girl.” 

His words made me smile, my heart skipping.  He called me sexy, pretty, fun.  I could still keep being his  healslut, and just knowing that made me happier than I could understand.  What was happening to me?  Who was I?  What did I want to be? 

My head was spinning, too many emotions, questions, but, overriding it all, was a sense of comfort in knowing that  Daddy  still wanted me despite me failing him.  I giggled. 

“Thank you  Daddy.”  I said. 

“However…”  There was a pause, and I felt a shiver run up my spine.  “You need to learn from your mistakes.  I won’t have my  girl  letting me and the team down like that.  I expect you to be better, so, to help you improve, I’m going to have to punish you.” 

I froze.  That word…  punish.  I felt my caged girl-cock throb, my slippery hole clenching on my plug, causing it to shift inside me.  What was wrong with me?  Why was the idea of being punished exciting me?  I… I wanted to be a  good girl for  Daddy so I… I need to be punished so I could learn to be a better  healslut for him. 

“Yes  Daddy.”  I said.  “I understand.” 

“Now, I was going to let you out of you cage tonight, up until that final mistake, but it was only a small mistake so the punishment won’t be too harsh,  this time…”  Sir  said.  However, you let me down, disappointed me, so you are going to stay locked.  No touching yourself, no playing with yourself, no cumming.  You can stay all frustrated while you think about me stroking my cock while looking at those pictures you sent me, cumming while I think about you all pent up without release.” 

I flushed, a rush of shame, excitement, humiliation and joy.  Daddy was going to cum looking at my pictures, thinking about me… I really did excite him that much.  Just imaging it made me squirm, my girl-cock aching in its tiny cage, frustrated and denied release. 

“I… yes  Daddy.  I understand.” 

“Good girl.  Hopefully this will teach you your lesson, and you’ll behave better tomorrow… since I was hoping, because you did so well for most of our games, that you could open that third and final box.” 

My heart skipped.  I was already wondering what else  Daddy had in store for me. 

“I… I’ll be a  good girl  Daddy.”  I said. 

I giggled, squirming, heart fluttering.  I was already excited, and could not wait to find out what new, exciting twist  Daddy had in mind for our games tomorrow. 

Chapter Five

The box sat in front of me closed, waiting for me.  I was smiling, grinning, beaming, squirming and aching, so excited I had no words to properly describe how I felt. 

I had spent the whole day imagining what new games  Daddy had in mind for me, unable to focus in class, blushing as I daydreamed about our games, the new twists that lay in store for me.  I had again worn the panties and socks I had been wearing the night before, unwilling to go back to my yucky boy underwear, wanting to keep feeling pretty, sexy, feminine, Daddy’s  healslut. 

More than once I had caught myself behaving strangely, more girly, blushing often, a subtle wiggle in my step, my hips and ass swaying, a consequence of my plug and my caged girl-cock, an aching, hot, urgent arousal building in me, scalding me, making it hard for me to think clearly, to act like anything other than a pretty, sexy, flirty  healslut. 

Several times I caught myself eyeing men in a strange new way, wondering if my  Daddy looked like them, and several time I caught men watching me, smiling, watching the sway of my hips, my ass, as though they knew my secret, that I was caged and plugged, in panties and long, girly socks, as though they were admiring me, as though they  wanted me, and each time I blushed, looking away, though not before smiling at them, fluttering my eyelashes, biting my bottom lip, as though encouraging them. 

Was I enjoying having men look at me like that?  Was I enjoying their lustful stares, their hungry glances, undressing me? 

I didn’t know what was happening to me, but I didn’t care any longer.  I was having fun.  I was happy, happier than I could remember being in a long time.  I was enjoying myself and I wanted to embrace this new side of me, this new, pretty, happy, girly, sexy, joyful, flirty side of myself, and opening the box was just the next step. 

My caged girl-dick throbbed as I reached out for it, my panties damp with precum, my hole clenching tight on the thick plug in my ass.  I was going to show  Daddy I was his  good girl. 

I pulled the lid of the box and looked inside, froze.  I had not expected…  that... 

Inside the box was a single, lifelike cock, a dildo, long and fat, made of a material that made it seem almost like it was real.  I reached out with a trembling hands and wrapped my delicate fingers around the shaft, too thick for my fingers to wrap fully around, and picked it up. 

It was heavy, firm, but the surface felt soft, like smooth skin, and it was oddly warm to the touch.  It was so,  so much larger than mine, even before I had locked my pretty girl-cock away in my cage for  Daddy,  but now, holding this thick, heavy, cock while mine was so useless, worthless, it made me ache and squirm in ways I did not understand. 

I nibbled on my bottom lip, holding it with both hands, feeling it, stroking it, my belly fluttering.  There was a suction cup on the base, beneath two life like balls, and the head was slightly flared, the crown prominent, with a subtle ridge running around it—it even had a small slit on the top, where cum might…

I shook my head, snapping myself out of my daze, and put the dildo down.  I looked into the box, saw another, larger bottle of lubricant, and a note.  I picked up the note and unfolded it. 

 Booty, 

 Well done on making it to box three! 

 By now I’m sure you’ve had a chance to admire your new toy.  Do you like how large it is?  How long and fat it is?  Well, perhaps you’d be interested to know that I choose this one specifically for its dimensions, since it is the closest I could find to the dimensions of my own cock. 

 Does that thought excite you?  Knowing that when you touch it, play with it, you might, for all intents and purposes, be handing my cock? 

 Dirty slut... 

 Now, for the extra twist to our game.  I want you to find a table or stool of some kind that you can sit in front of while we play.  You are to stick your toy to the table in
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 front of you.  Ideally my cock will will be just about level with your face. 

 Message me when you are all set up, with a photo of you wearing something cute and sexy to get ready and excited for our play time. 

 I’m looking forward to telling you in person about what you are expected to do… and listening to you do it. 

 Sir

The instructions were simple enough, and fairly straight forward. 

There was a coffee table in front of my sofa that was just about the right height, if I sat on a few cushions on the floor.  First I had to clean up and get changed though. 

I looked at the dildo and, knowing it was similar in size to  Daddy’s, squirmed.  It was so big.  So much bigger than my pretty girl-cock.  So thick and long, wider even than my plug.  The thought of wrapping my hands around it, my lips, of…  fucking it… I whimpered, head spinning. 

I needed to focus though.  Daddy  wanted me wearing something pretty, sexy, and I had just the thing in mind.  I was already aching to start playing, to show him I could be a good  healslut  for him, and I couldn’t wait to find out what I was supposed do with my newest toy. 

I chose an outfit of panties and socks, the panties white and soft pink, with pretty pink bows and lace, snug around my ass, my caged girl-cock fitting neatly, a cute little bulge, with matching socks, white, with soft pink bows at the top, and threw on an old baggy jumper, wool, with overly long sleeves and a wide neck that either dipped low at the front or hung over one shoulder, exposing my neck, my collar bones. 

I checked myself in the mirror and smiled, feeling good, a fluttering in my belly.  I looked cute, girly, feminine, pretty.  I mussed my hair, at attempt at a girly style of ‘bed-head’, and I bit my bottom lip, wondering what I’d look like with a little bit of make-up, properly style hair. 

What would I look like all dressed up in heels and lingerie, or even an outfit, like a school-girl, or a maid, maybe even a sexy nurse or in a pretty summer dress, maybe dressed punk, in a black corset with lots of pink and black, and dark make-up, or in gothic black dress?  I blushed as I

imaged it, excited for it.  I had already come so far, shaved, smooth, pretty, my girl-cock caged, hole plugged, but I wanted to go even further, wanted to be even prettier, even sexier. 

That could wait though, since today I had a game with  Daddy, and I did not want to keep him waiting.  I posed, trying my best to look sexy and alluring, flirting with the camera, and took several photos, my legs and ass, the cute little bulge of my caged girl-dick. 

I normally hated photos of myself, so much so that I avoided the camera whenever possible, but now, taking these revealing, sexy, photos, feeling embarrassed, but excited, I felt… good.  I looked cute, and hot, and Daddy liked my photos.  I wanted to take more for him, posing, looking sexy, wearing cute outfits and underwear for him, maybe even take more revealing photos, like the slutty girls in porn videos.  Just the thought made my head spin but it was a craving that now it had blossomed would not wither. 

Taking photos like this, smooth, soft, in girly underwear, looking cute, feminine, it was liberating, a rush of so many emotions that I could not decipher them all, an addictive euphoria that left me buzzing.  I chose five pictures, a close up of my butt and thighs, one of the cute bulge of my girl cock, two distant shots from the back, sticking my butt out, my long legs in my cute socks, and one from the front, taken from up high, showing off my whole body, flashing my legs and panties, sticking my butt out, with my lips in the shot, pouting as though sending  Daddy  a kiss.  I hit send, and rushed through to the living room to wait for his response. 

I did not have to wait long. 

“Hi sexy.” 

His voice made me giggle, a tingle running up my spine.  I shivered, my caged girl-cock throbbing, hole clenching on my thick plug, causing it to shift inside me, press on the bright spots of my pleasure. 

“Hi  Daddy.”  I replied, my voice soft and fluttery, flirty. 

“I liked the pictures you sent me.  You’re looking utterly delicious, and that last one, with your lips in…  oh my.  You’re becoming quite the flirty little slut aren’t you?” 

I giggled, blushing.  I was so  happy he had liked my photos. 

Knowing he got excited looking at me made me feel hot and floaty, wanted, desired. 

“Maybe you could enjoy those photos like you enjoyed my other ones last night?”  I said teasing. 

“Oh I intend to, and that reminds me, how was it last night, all locked up for me, imagining me stroking my cock thinking about you, cumming while I imaged you  serving  me?” 

My eyes drifted down to my new dildo, the same size as  Daddy’s cock.  I imaged him stroking it, thrusting his hips, cumming, all while thinking about me, looking at the sexy photos I’d sent him.  It made me squirm, ache, a rush of shame and excitement, feeling sexy, pretty,  desired. 

 Daddy wanted me to serve him, and I couldn’t wait to show him I could be a  good girl. 

“It was so hard  Daddy!”  I said.  “I struggled to sleep, I was so frustrated and excited, but I did what you said and I kept the plug in and the cage stayed on.  I haven’t played, or touched myself, or… or cum in days, and it’s so bad I’m struggling to concentrate or even think.” 

 Sir laughed, softly, clearly amused and pleased. 

“That’s just perfect.  You really are just the most wonderful, pretty, slut.” 

I blushed, hot, but unable to deny how good it felt to hear him talk about me that way, as though his words were feeding some new fire inside me. 

“Now, onto today’s game, and after today’s photos I just know you are going to enjoy it, you have the most perfect lips for it after all.”  Daddy said, and my mind spun.  “The rules are simple, we play our game like we did yesterday, with you all locked up and plugged, obeying me, serving me, but… to make it more interesting, I want you to tease your new toy with your mouth...” 

I froze.  My eyes fell immediately to the dildo stuck to the table in front of me, suddenly more massive and imposing, looming, thick and long, and it seemed almost to throb, taunting me, seducing me. 

Knowing it was the same size as  Daddy’s only made it worse.  I was going to have to tease the toy with my mouth while playing, with my lips and tongue, with  Daddy  able to hear any noises I made, trying to concentrate on serving him, healing him, while I used my mouth to…

“… and when I tell you, when you’ve been bad, you are to choke yourself on it, as punishment.  That way I get the pleasure of hearing you gag on  my cock when ever you’ve been bad, and you’ll have an incentive to
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be  better, because every time you disappoint me you’re going to have to choke on my fat, long, cock.  Although knowing you, perhaps you’ll enjoy it.  After all, you seem to be such a talented, naturally gifted  healslut, you might like take a cock deep into you throat, serving it, having you mouth and throat  fucked.” 

 Sir’s words were scalding, stern and authoritative, commanding. 

My cheeks blazed, a rush of emotions, shamed, humiliated, excited, aroused.  The thought of licking, sucking, choking on the fat, ultra-realistic dildo made me hot and horny, my caged girl-cock throbbing, my hole clenching around my plug. 

“Understand?”  Daddy  said. 

I nodded, nibbling on my bottom lip.  I felt small and meek, pretty, Daddy’s sexy healslut, and I ached to serve him. 

“Yes  Daddy.”  I whispered. 

The game started, me as my cute, sexy, demoness healer, ready to serve, and  Daddy as the big strong tank with his sword and shield, ready to protect me, to lead our team to victory.  I felt a shudder of pleasure, a submissive thrill, as he stepped through the doors and the game began, following him, healing and buffing, obeying him as he barked orders. 

“Remember  slut, you need to be teasing your toy while you play.  I can’t hear any slurping or licking.”  Daddy  said. 

I blushed, bit my bottom lip, suddenly shy and timid.  I leaned forward as I focussed on the screen and the game, healing, buffing, obeying, and opened my mouth, extended my tongue. 

I licked, slowly, starting at the balls of the dildo and working up to the tip, drooling, making loud lapping sounds for  Daddy  to hear. 

“That’s better.”  He said, obviously pleased.  “Good girl.” 

I flushed, glad for his praise, and giggled.  It felt good, almost right, and as I struggled to focus on the game I worked harder to tease the cock in front of me, using my lips and tongue to explore it, the sensations radiating out from my lips. 

I kissed the shaft, gently, firmly, licked around the head, slurping, drooling, the shaft wet with my spit, and my mouth felt suddenly full of saliva, watering, hot, aching.  I kept my eyes on the screen, watching as

 Daddy battled the enemy team, struggling to obey his orders and keep him healed as I teased my dildo with my mouth. 

My caged girl-cock throbbed, hard, only adding to my distraction, and my plug felt large inside my slick hole, almost throbbing in time with my caged girl-dick.  I opened my mouth and wrapped my lips around the head of my toy, sucking, slurping, working my mouth down, the noises I was making sounding down the microphone. 

“All those noises are making me hard  slut.   You sound so sexy.  I can’t wait to see you sucking on the real thing.” 

My head was spinning, thoughts, emotions, struggling to concentrate.  I sucked harder, imagining it was  Daddy’s cock, a real flesh and blood cock in my mouth, throbbing, hard, thick, and I sucked it deeper, mouth tingling, drooling, deliberately making wet, sloppy noises to turn Daddy on, to make him hard. 

“Concentrate  slut.  You missed that heal and I almost died.  Take it deep as punishment, choke on it until I say stop.” 

I did as  Daddy  said without even thinking, submitting to him utterly, serving him, wanting to show him I was sorry for being a bad  healslut.  I took the cock deep, lips tight, tongue lapping, jaw wide, drooping, and the fat head pressed at the back of my throat.  I forced myself down even as I struggled to focus on the game, on serving  Daddy.  I choked, suppressing the urge to gag, and I forced the cock deeper, into my throat, unable to breath, spluttering, drooling, a messy, choking  healslut being punished, throat fucked. 

I held the cock in my mouth, my throat, choking, head spinning, buzzing from lack of oxygen and the thrill of obeying.  I was struggling to hold the cock in my throat while I played, served, but I did not want to disappoint  Daddy. 

“That’s enough for now.  Go back to teasing with you mouth.” 

 Daddy  said. 

I could hear his smug smile, his arousal, and it made me shudder.  I let the head of the fat cock slip out of my throat, shuddering, and went back to sucking gently, lapping, licking, kissing, my mouth tingling, head buzzing.  What would it feel like to suck and worship a real cock with my mouth, to serve  Daddy  with my lips and tongue. 

The games continued, more victories, but it was difficult, and I could barely focus, growing more and more aroused.  At times  Daddy had

me choke myself again, my throat aching, raw from fucking the cock deep, unable to breath or even really think as I held it as deep as I could, listening to his praise, his compliments as I gagged on the fat, long cock for him. 

“Good girl.”  He said.  “You’re becoming such a well trained cock slut for me.  I can’t wait to sample that pretty slut mouth of yours.  The way you take that cock so deep, the way you slurp and suck, it has my cock so hard.  I want to fuck between those fat slut lips of yours and cum down your throat.” 

I could not reply, my mouth always working on my toy, unwilling to take my lips and tongue off it, addicted to the pleasure of sucking, serving, but I murmured my arousal, giggling, and  Daddy heard me.  What was happening to me?  Why was I so excited by the way he was talking to me? 

Why did being called a  cock slut arouse me?  Why did the thought of having  Daddy fuck his fat cock into my throat, cumming in my mouth, make my girl-dick ache in its cage? 

I no longer cared about answers though.  I just wanted to serve, wanted to feel good.  I was happy, free, a pretty, sexy  healslut,  and I wanted to be a  good girl for  Daddy. 

We won game after game, though it was hard, the hardest the game had ever been for me, the multiple distractions of my caged girl-cock, my plugged ass, my mouth wrapped around the fat cock,  Daddy’s distracting words in my ear… my head was a fog of lust and need, arousal, desire, and my body was a quivering, aching mess. 

As we pushed forward in the closing moments of another match I felt the knot in my belly swelling, the plug in my ass pressing on a spot of bright, intense joy.  I squirmed, sucking hard on the cock in front of me, slurping, and my eyes closed for just a fraction of a second as I relished the pleasure of being a good  healslut serving. 

“What are you doing?”  A voice boomed. 

 Daddy’s voice.  I opened my eyes to see…  Sir  was dead.  I’d missed another heal.  I’d failed him, again.  Without a tank the enemy team surged forward, killing me, then mopping up the rest of our team.  We’d… lost.  It was my fault.  I’d failed.  I was a miserable, utter disappointment. 

 WHAT THE FUCK BOOTY!!!!   A message from one of the damage classes popped up. 

 USELESS FUCKING SLUT!  THAT MATCH WAS WON, WHY THE

 FUCK DID YOU JUST STOP HEALING??? 

 USELESS, WORTHLESS, PATHETIC LOSER! 

 YOU’RE UTTERLY POINTLESS, WHY EVEN PLAY HEALER IF

 YOU’RE NOT GOING TO HEAL. 

 JUST QUIT THE GAME AND STOP DISAPPOINTING

 EVERYONE YOU FUCKING SLUT. 

 DO YOUR PARENTS KNOW WHAT A PATHETIC LOSER YOU

 ARE??? 

 GARBAGE HEALER WHAT THE FUCK! STUPID BRAIN DEAD

 SLUT IS PROBABLY TOO BUSY SUCKING COCK TO FOCUS ON THE

 GAME!!! 

 TRASH TIER PLAYER.  HOPE I NEVER GET STUCK IN A GAME

 WITH YOU AGAIN, UTTERLY WORTHLESS PATHETIC PIECE OF SHIT. 

The messages popped up one after another, my team mates berating me, telling me what a failure I was, how bad I was, how badly I’d let them down, how worthless and pathetic I was.  They stung but… at the same time I knew they were true.  I’d failed.  I’d let the team down.  I felt worthless and pathetic, worthy of contempt and yet… aroused. 

Their venom and loathing, their disdain, made my smooth little girl-dick throb.  If only they knew the truth, how I was locked away, sucking cock… just the thought of what they might say, what they might think, might do, aroused me.  Would they get hard, mock me, wank off while insulting me—images sprang to mind, me serving my team on my knees, making my failure up to them with my slut mouth, sucking their cocks, letting them cum over me as they berated me, called me loser, pathetic, failure. 

I shuddered and whimpered, moaning in frustration, need, a tempest of emotions and thoughts.  What was happening to me?  Who was I?  I was… a  healslut…  but what did that mean? 

 CALM DOWN EVERYONE.  WE ALL MAKE MISTAKES.  BUT

 DON’T WORRY.  I’LL PERSONALLY SEE THAT OUR NAUGHTY LITTLE

 HEALSLUT GETS HER PUNISHMENT FOR FAILING US. 

Another message popped up.  From…  Daddy.  He told them.  They all knew.  They all knew I was a dirty, slutty, sexy  healslut! 

 OMG I KNEW IT!  A HEALSLUT.  DIRTY SUBMISSIVE SLUT!!! 

 YOU WANT TO SUCK MY COCK BITCH? 

 YEAH! PUNISH THAT WORTHLESS BITCH AND THEN POST

 THE VIDEOS FOR US TO SEE! 

 NASTY! I SAID SHE WAS TOO BUSY SUCKING COCK TO HEAL! 

 NOW SUCK MINE TO MAKE UP FOR LOSING US THAT MATCH! 

I was burning, hot, tingling, my caged girl-dick throbbing, flush, shamed and excited, humiliated, aching with arousal.  They all knew that a dirty, filthy, slutty girl I was. 

“Now apologise to the team”  Daddy  said. 

I pulled my lips off the cock in front of me. 

“Yes  Daddy I whispered meekly.” 

I typed out a message, cheeks burning, nibbling on my bottom lip, aching.  I felt so small and vulnerable, but also… liberated, set free, as though I was embracing a part of myself that I’d neglected for too long—I was smiling, grinning, a fuzzy feeling of joy despite the crushing sense of worthlessness. 

 I’M SORRY EVERYONE.  I’M JUST A SILLY HEALSLUT AND I FAILED YOU ALL.  I’LL TRY HARDER FOR YOU ALL NEXT TIME. 

My message popped up on screen. 

 NOW HOW ABOUT YOU MAKE IT UP TO US SLUT!! 

 I WANT TO SEE YOUR FAT ASS, SHOW US THAT SLUT BODY. 

 COME TO MY HOUSE AND MAKE ME A SAMMICH, THEN

 SUCK MY COCK SLUT. 

I was grinning as I read the message.  I’d been bad, failed my team, my  Daddy, had been too engrossed in the pleasure of sucking cock to focus on serving, but it felt… good... to admit the truth.  I was a  healslut,  a submissive toy, a pretty, sexy plaything eager to serve my team, my  Daddy. 

 DON’T WORRY.  I’M GOING TO PERSONALLY SEE TO IT THAT

 OUR NAUGHTY HEALSLUT GETS PUNISHED FOR DISAPPOINTING

 US ALL.  I’M GOING TO MAKE SURE SHE LEARNS HOW TO BE A GOOD GIRL FOR HER DADDY…

I felt my whole face blaze.  The screen lit up with messages cheering  Sir  on, offering him suggestions on what he should to to me, make me do.  Just reading them made me tingle, a rush of too many emotions to process, my girl-dick aching in its cage, useless, frustrated. 

I heard  Daddy chuckle. 

“I mean it beautiful.”  He said.  “I’m going to  have to punish you, for failing me twice, disappointing me twice.  Tomorrow, you and I are going to meet in person, and I’m going to show you how a  good girl is supposed to behave.” 

In person?  My head spun, and my eyes fell to the dildo in front of me.  The same size as  Daddy’s.  I giggled, and swallowed the lump in my throat. 

“Yes  Daddy.”  I said.  “Of course.” 

Chapter Six

Ipaused outside the door, frozen, aware this was my last chance to turn away, to stop this madness.  I was still anonymous, just a name on a screen, could still go back to my old life, before the games began, before Sir, Daddy, before I became a healslut.  I could go back to just being me, the old me, the boring, unhappy, miserable me, dressing in boring clothes, never quite feeling right. 

The apartment complex was plush and modern, clean, and on the front door was a row of buttons, each connecting to residence within.  I scanned them for a moment, and my eyes settled on one number, the number  Daddy  had given me, his apartment, his home.  He was expecting me, we could finally meet, so he could  punish  me.  I shivered at the thought, grinning, nibbling on my bottom lip. 

I could still turn away, walk on, go home.  No one had seen me.  I could put all of this behind me except… I didn’t want to. 

I had been happier in the last few days than I had been in year. 

Wearing panties, being smooth, feeling pretty, flirting with  Daddy over the microphone, serving, feeling wanted, desired.  I blushed, squirming. 

Even now I was in panties and it felt… comfortable, right.  I had not worn my old, gross boy underwear since that first time, and I… I didn’t want wear them ever again.  I wanted to be this new version of myself, happy, playful, submissive, flirty, feminine and seductive, in panties, cute long socks, and more. 

I imagined wearing stockings, lingerie, corsets, heels, sexy outfits, posing, feeling free and beautiful, being seen.  It made me blush, deep pink, cheeks hot and my heart thundering, but I craved it.  My old life was lonely and sad and I realised now I had been trying to be what I thought I should be.  Now, though, I was being me.  The me I wanted to be.  Daddy had shown me how to be happy, and carefree, and pretty, how to feel happy, and
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safe, and excited.  I wanted that, wanted more of it.  I wanted… I wanted to be  punished by him. 

We were hurting no one, and we were both adults, both having fun. 

It made me happy, made him happy.  It was my life and I was going to live it how I wanted… and to hell with anyone else. 

I reached out and pressed the button to  Sir’s apartment, a quiet buzz reverberating briefly.  There was a moment of silence, then a voice, familiar. 

“Hello?” 

I froze, took a deep breath, stiffened my resolve.  I wanted this, needed this, and my girl-cock throbbed in my cage in anticipation of the unknown. 

“Hi, it’s… it’ me… I’m a little early but…”  I faltered, nervous, excited, my voice soft and quiet. 

“Come up.  I’ve been waiting for you.  Everything is ready so don’t worry about being early.” 

 Daddy’s  voice was calm, soft, reassuring.  I smiled, and the door buzzed, offering me entry. 

“I… I’ll be right up.”  I said. 

I turned away and pushed the door open, entering the building, heading towards my unknown fate, eager to meet it. 

I stopped outside his door and raised my hand to knock, but the door opened before my hand even fell, opened to reveal…

 Sir. 

He was tall, much taller than me, and well build, broad and toned, with wide shoulders.  He was older than me, by perhaps ten years, maybe more, maybe less.  It was hard to tell, his grey eyes stern but kind, thoughtful, mysterious.  He smiled as he looked down at me, a broad chin, a thick beard on his cheeks and jaw, well kept, short, though longer on top. 

He was… he was hot, and I felt a knot in my belly that I’d never felt around anyone before, our connection, our  chemistry, flaring, causing sparks of emotions, nervous and excited, happy, timid, shy, eager, playful. 

“Hi.”  I said finally, giggling, blushing. 

 Daddy’s cheeks were flush too, his eyes wide as he looked me up and down, ginning.  It was obvious from his expression he was taking me

in, and that he  liked what he saw.  Unable to resist I wiggled my hips and ass, a subtle sway, and I nibbled my bottom lip as I waited for him to speak. 

“Your photos do not do you justice.  Just… wow.”  He said. 

I blushed, my girl-dick aching, throbbing, and my hole clenched around my plug.  The way he looked at me, his words, they all combined to make me giddy, making me feel pretty, wanted,  desired. 

“You want to come in?”  He asked. 

I nodded, and he stepped aside.  I took a deep breath and stepped through the door.  He was a perfect gentleman, guiding me in, his hand just gently brushing the small of my back, sending shivers up my spine. 

The door swung closed, the lock clicking into place.  I was alone…

with  Daddy. 

I turned to face him and he was suddenly so close, tall and powerful.  He was so much larger than me, and I felt small, vulnerable, weak, and that  thrilled me.  I bit my bottom lip as he stared down at me, my big eyes blinking. 

“You wore what I told you to?”  He said. 

I nodded, blushing.  He smiled, eyes wide, imagining me in the tiny black panties and the black hold-up stockings he had instructed me to wear, my body smooth and soft, sensitive, my girl-cock caged, my hole plugged, decorated with a pretty pink gem. 

“You know you have the most stunningly beautiful eyes.  Your body, in those photos, was amazing, but in person you really are quite breathtaking.” 

He stood close, moved closer, and I stepped back, away from him, nervous, timid.  I could feel the heat from his body as he kept coming, stepping closer as I retreated, and my back struck a wall—there was no where else to go.  He moved in close, pressed himself gently against me, almost trapping me.  Something thick and hard and hot pressed into my belly. 

“I… thank you.”  I whispered. 

“And those lips.  You have such pretty lips.”  He said. 

I flushed, aching, heart racing. 

“I can’t wait to  punish you.”  He said. 

I bit my bottom lip. 

“I… I can’t either… I… I want to say sorry  Daddy, want to show you I can be a  good girl  for you.”  I said, giggling. 
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He smiled. 

“Then you still want his?”  He asked. 

I nodded.  I  needed  this. 

“I do.”  I said.  “I want this.  I… I want you to punish me, want you to… to… let me  serve you.” 

His grin widened.  He reached up with one hand, running it over my upper arm, stroking, my skin pricking, and his hand roamed over my shoulder up my neck, his face leaning in, body pressing against me. 

His hand gripped my hair, a sharp tug making me gasp, my lips parting, and he kissed me, hard.  My first kiss.  I melted. 

His lips pressed against mine, urgent, hungry, demanding, his tongue teasing, slipping just barely between mine, my tongue moving on instinct to meet his, his teeth nipping at my bottom lip, making me whimper, his breath, his body, his hard  cock. 

My girl-dick throbbed painfully in my cage, frustration and need and arousal mounting, my hole clenched around my plug, the thick, metal bulb shifting inside of me.  He tugged my hair, pulling me hard into him, pressing me into the wall, trapped by him, and his free hand roamed down my back, to my ass, squeezing it through my jeans. 

I moaned into  Daddy’s  kiss, relishing it, delighting in it, the way he demanded so much from, the way I offered myself up.  His grip on my ass tightened and I wiggled, feeling small and pretty, wanted,  desired, aching to be touched. 

He pulled back, breaking the kiss, and I moaned, wanting more.  He smiled at me, breathing hard, clearly aroused, his cock hard and throbbing, pressing into me. 

“I think it’s time I punished you then, for being a  bad girl, and afterwards, if you’re good, well… maybe I’ll show you how I treat  good girls.” 

I giggled, grinning. 

“Now… into the bedroom, and strip.”  He said. 

I was only too keen to obey him. 

He walked me through to his bedroom, through his large, well furnished, tidy apartment.  It was clean, neat, and masculine, and I felt

oddly calm and comfortable in his presence, alone with him, his arm around my shoulders, a subtle gesture of ownership. 

As we stepped into the bedroom he closed the door behind us.  The blinds on the windows were drawn, and the only light came from two dim lamps on either side of the large bed, the room almost hush, close, intimate. 

It was sparsely furnished, the bed massive, a single wardrobe, a dresser, and a very sturdy looking desk.  In one corner was a door leading to the en-suite bathroom.  Daddy stood by the door, watching me, waiting. 

“Now,  slut.  I’m waiting.”  He said, voice stern, cold, hard like steel. 

I nibbled on my bottom lip, nervous, blushing, and nodded.  Slowly, with shaking hands, I began to undress, baring myself in front of  Daddy, preparing myself to be punished by him.  I slipped my sweatshirt off first, then unbuckled my belt, unbuttoned my jeans.  I let my jeans fall to the floor, exposing my smooth stocking clad legs, the seams running up the back, the lacy tops enclosing my pale, soft thighs, and stepped out of them. 

My t-shirt was long enough to keep my panties, my ass and the cute little bulge of my caged girl-cock, hidden.  Daddy  looked me over, smiling, a lecherous grin, and I giggled, wiggling  my hips, teasing him. 

“And the rest.”  He said.  “I want you in just the panties and stockings I told you to wear for me.  I want to see my sexy  healslut’s pretty body.” 

I flushed, giggling, heart racing, belly fluttering.  A tingle ran up my spine and I watched  Daddy  as I wiggled, slipping my t-shirt off slowly, teasing him, nervous, terrified, but excited, eager. 

I pulled my t-shirt up and over my head, exposing my belly, my waist, my chest, my nipples, then dropped it on the floor by my jeans, and stood, almost naked, in just stockings and panties, as  Daddy stared at me. 

He smiled, laughed, nodding. 

“You are so utterly irresistible.  Such a pretty, sexy little  slut.”  He said. 

His words made my head swim, a rush of emotions and feelings.  I nibbled my bottom lip, wiggling, enjoying the way he watched me, the hard bulge of his cock, so much larger, thicker, longer than mine, my smooth little girl-dick locked away, useless, an aching frustration, rendering me meek, submissive,   desperate. 

“Now, turn around.”  He said.  “I want to see that sexy ass of yours.” 
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I smiled, blushing, and obeyed.  I turned, slowly, wiggling my ass, swaying my hips, and posed with my back slightly curved to make my ass stick out towards  Daddy. 

I turned to look back over my shoulder and saw him staring at me, grinning, ravenous.  He stepped forward, moving towards me slowly, and I froze, my gaze falling to the hard bulge in his trousers—his  cock.  I was making his cock hard.  The thought sent a thrill of fear and excitement through me. 

As  Daddy stepped in close he reached down with both hands and gripped my ass, one round, plump, firm cheek in each hand, squeezing.  I moaned, pressed back into his palms, aching for his touch, my caged girl-dick drooling precum, plug thick and heavy and almost throbbing in my slippery hole. 

 Daddy  leaned closer, his lips brushing my shoulder, neck, moving up to my ear.  His breath was hot, and he pressed the hard thickness of his cock into my crack, grinding, making me moan as he pressed my plug deeper. 

“Now, go bend over the desk.  I’ve been looking forward to spanking you.” 

My eyes went wide.  Spank me?  The thought made me weak, made me whimper.  Why did the idea excite me?  I giggled, wiggling in his grip as I looked back over my shoulder. 

“Just… please be gentle  Daddy.  It’s… this is my first time.”  I whispered, giggling. 

 Daddy smiled. 

“Really?  Well I count myself lucky.”  He said, smiling.  “I won’t be too hard on you beautiful… to start at least, but given how wild you’re driving me, I can’t promise I won’t lose control at some point.” 

I sighed, a soft moan of delight.  I could barely wait. 

The surface of the desk was cold against my bare chest, and I shivered, not just from the chill that crept down my spine—a mix of fear and excitement.  I was about to be punished by  Daddy. 

I stood on tip-toe, legs spread, my arms reaching out in front of me, chest flat, facing the wall, my lower back curved to lift my ass, offering it.  I was trembling, nervous, heart fluttering, my girl-cock throbbing in my cage, 

my tight hole plugged, decorated with the pretty gem, the head just barely visible in my crack, my pert cheeks spread and my panties too skimpy to hide much. 

There were footsteps, heavy and slow, as  Daddy moved closer.  A hand caressed one hip, squeezing, making me gasp, then ran down, running over my ass, groping me, fondling me as  Daddy moved in closer, pressing himself against me. 

The hardness of his cock pressed into the crack of my ass, pressing against my plug, forcing in it further into my hole, and he squeezed harder. 

I moaned, pressed back, unable to control myself, wanting more. 

His hand roamed down, joined by his other, one gripping my hip, roaming my waist, the other stroking down, caressing my thigh, slipping to my inner leg, fingers just barely brushing against my caged girl-dick. 

“Are you ready  slut?”  He asked. 

I took a deep breath, nodded.  I was.  I really was. 

“Yes  Daddy. ”  I said.  “Please… please punish me, make me your good girl,  your obedient, pretty  healslut.” 

He chuckled, laughter warm, and I basked in it, in the glow of his joy.  I wiggled my hips, my butt, feeling his hard cock pressing against me, the way it throbbed, excited by me.  I was pretty, sexy, wanted,  desired.   I aroused him, and that thought made me flutter. 

“And how could I deny such a polite request.”  He said.  “You just be sure to stay still.” 

 Daddy stepped back, and his hands left me.  There was a moment where I was alone, waiting, trembling, a chasm of time as I waited for the first strike, the anticipation an agony. 

 Daddy’s hand fell, suddenly, landing with a sharp crack across my ass, a hot, burning sting radiating out, causing my breath to catch.  My skin seemed suddenly tight, tingling, the pain spreading through me, making my body ache, instantly more sensitive, more alive, but also my mind floating, remote, distant, at peace. 

“Just relax.  Accept your punishment.”  He said. 

I did as he said, breathed out, allowed calm to wash over me.  Hi hand rose and there was a moment, stretching, and his hand fell again, striking my other cheek, harder his time, causing the desk to shift, making my whole body jump. 

The pain swelling, throbbing in time with my heart.  I was sweating, cold, shivering, hot, sensitive, flush.  My mind spun, reeling.  Daddy’s hand caressed me, squeezing the hot sting of his slaps, then tugged, hard, pulling my panties tight into my crack, forcing my plug to shift inside me, exposing the round cheeks of my smooth ass. 

His hand rose, fell again, repeating, with no rhythm.  Some strikes where harder, others softer, some coming fast, others pausing for too long, leaving me trembling in anticipation of the pain that was inevitable.  Over and over he spanked me, squeezing my ass, my skin red, bruised, body flooded with endorphins, giddy, buzzing. 

My caged girl-cock throbbed, drooling precum, and I submitted, utterly, offering myself up to  Daddy,  letting him spank the bad girl out of me.  His hand fell, over and over and then, suddenly, there was nothing…

I floated, waiting for the next blow, aching, burning, almost eager for it.  His hand stroked down my back, gently, fingers teasing, almost tickling.  They ran down my spine, to my ass, sore, spanked, bruised, burning, and squeezed, gently. 

“You were so well behaved I’d almost think you enjoyed being punished by  Daddy. ” 

My cheeks blazed, hot, a tingle of shame, excitement, a thrill.  Had I?  Why was my girl-cock throbbing, aching?  Why was I smiling?  Had I enjoyed  Daddy  hurting me?  Making me his  good girl? 

I giggled, shook my hips, wiggling my ass. 

“Maybe  Daddy.”  I said, voice soft, teasing, flirty. 

“Well in that case…” 

His hand roamed up, teasing along my spine again, over my neck, fingers entangling in my hair, then pulled, tugging my head back, hard, lifting me up off the table by my hair.  My breath caught as he pulled me to my feet, then turned me to face him, forcing me to stare up at him.  I could feel my heart beating, trying to break free from the cage of my ribs, my body floating.  I felt… alive, beautiful, week, pretty.  I was his  healslut, his toy, his  doll, and I wanted to  submit to him. 

“Get on your knees and show me you’ve learnt your lesson.  Show me you know how to be a  good girl for  Daddy.” 

I smiled.  I understood exactly what he wanted and… I wanted it too, wanted to please him, to serve him, be a  good girl for him, be his pretty slut. 
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“Yes  Daddy.”  I whispered. 

There was a gentle pressure on the back of my head and I fell, willingly, to my knees,  Daddy’s hand still gripping my hair.  I looked up at him, nibbling on my bottom lip, excited for what I was about to do, barely able to believe what I was doing, but unable, and unwilling, to stop myself

—with trembling hands I reached up to his belt and began to undo his trousers, the thick, long bugle of his cock a promise of what was to come. 

I pulled his trousers down, slowly, and his cock popped free.  I froze, mesmerized, in awe, heart racing.  It was massive, thick and long, hard and growing harder.  My head spun and my mouth watered. 

“Don’t stop now  slut.”  Daddy said.  “I want to sample the pleasure you have to offer me, want you to serve me, and don’t you want to show me you can be a  good girl?” 

I nodded, and, carefully, pulled his trousers down further, freeing the entirety of his shaft.  With one hand I reached out and, unable to resist, wrapped my fingers around the girth of it, my fingers struggling to enclose it all.  I gripped it tight, stroked, up and down, and  Daddy’s gasp of pleasure, the way he shifted his hips, made me giggle.  He liked it.  I was…

I was pleasuring him.  Serving him. 

I parted my lips, extended my tongue, and leant forward, almost unable to control myself, unable to resist this opportunity.  I felt free, happy, and I wanted  more of this. 

I pressed my lips to the head of  Daddy’s cock, puckered, tight, and sucked, gently, easing forwards.  His cock stretched my mouth and he eased his hips forward, forcing his way in, forcing my lips and my jaw open, my lips wrapped tight, tongue lapping, making his cock wet, and I let him fill my mouth with his prick, still gripping it with one hand, stroking. 

It was hot, smooth, hard, a deep masculine musk, and it felt…

amazing. 

I was on my knees, a pretty slut, a sexy  healslut, a submissive toy, his  good girl.  I pulled my head back, slipping his cock out of my mouth, and let the head tug at my lips, sucking hard, keeping just the tip inside my mouth.  I worked my hand up  Daddy’s  cock, palm wet with spit, then bobbed my head back down, working my hand in sync, taking more, 

lapping with my tongue, letting the head press at the back of my throat, suppressing the urge to gag. 

I worked my lips back up,  Daddy’s  cock slippery now, slick with my spit, then down, my tongue teasing him, and he thrust his hips, gripping my hair.  My mouth was buzzing, tingling, the act of serving him on my knees making my head spin, giddy excited, my caged girl-cock aching, throbbing, hole clenching around his plug.  I was his pretty, sexy, brazen  slut. 

I let my lips part slightly, drooling over his cock to wet it, wet my hand, then sucked, hard, taking more into my mouth, letting him urge my head down, thrust his cock into my mouth.  With my hand I could control his depth, letting the head just barely slip into my tight throat, let him fuck me how he wanted, as deep and as hard as he wanted.  I submitted to him. 

My head worked up and down, lips wrapped around his fat cock, tongue slurping, hand milking, bobbing up and down.  Daddy fucked me, fucked my mouth, his prick pumping in and out, hot, throbbing, and my whole body was shivering from the pleasure of serving, submitting. 

“Fuck… that’s… you are so  good at that… you make me want to fill that pretty  slut  mouth with cum.” 

I moaned in pleasure at his words.  The thought of making him cum with my mouth, my lips and tongue and hand, making me whimper, girl-cock drooling in my cage, the thought of swallowing making me yearn for it.  I sucked harder, more eagerly, trying to make  Daddy  cum, wanting to show him I was a good girl.  The sound of his gasp, the way he thrust his hips, the swelling of his cock told me he was close, and I worked harder, lapping, sucking, lips tight, wet mouth working up and down. 

His grip in my hair tightened, and he pulled, easing his cock out of my mouth.  I whined, wanting more, wanting his cum, wanting to suck his fat prick, show  Daddy I was his  good girl, swallowing, sucking, licking.  As he pulled his cock free I sucked, teasing with my tongue, and it popped free with an audible slurp, making me giggle. 

“So eager.  Perhaps later you can suck me again, even swallow my cum like you seem so eager for.” 

“Yes  Daddy, please… I just… I want to feel you cumming in my pretty mouth, want to swallow it all for you.”  I whisper, teasing. 

Seeing the way his fat cock twitched in response to my words made me giggle, and I fluttered my eye lashes, aching for more.  He smiled, clearly struggling to restrain himself. 
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“However, right now, I want to show you how I treat  good girls. ” 

 Daddy’s  words carried the promise of pleasure, and I felt an eagerness, a happiness, I had not known before.  “Now, up and on the bed, panties off and legs spread for me.  I want to claim you as my personal, sexy, pretty healslut.” 

I smiled, giggled, nervous, but thrilled.  Daddy  was going to claim me.  He was going to  fuck  me, and I couldn’t wait to feel his fat cock stretching my tight, virgin hole. 

I slipped out of my panties and almost threw myself onto the bed, aroused, excited, eager to obey, to submit, to be  claimed.  The way  Daddy watched me, smiling, the hard swell of his thick cock, throbbing, wet with my spit after it had been in my mouth, made me giggled, heart thundering. 

I squirmed on the bed, in just my stockings now, practically naked, smooth and pretty and sexy, my girl-cock caged, my hole plugged with my pretty gem.  I stared as  Daddy  stripped naked, slipping off his shirt and trousers, preparing himself to  claim his  healslut.  He was so tall and muscular compared to me, broad, handsome, his body coarse with hair and muscle, masculine, powerful, commanding, and he wanted…  me… just the thought made my hole clench. 

I’d never even really kissed a girl before yet here I was, prepared and aching for this man who had taken control of me, shown me a truth I had never known before, the joy of being pretty, submitting, serving, being smooth and sexy and feminine.  This was who I was.  This was who I had always been, I had just… never realised it.  All those years of not fitting, not feeling quite right… I had been hiding, and now… well, now I was done hiding. 

“Daddy…   please be gentle with me, this is… this is my first time.” 

I whispered, knowing the effect my words would have on him. 

I giggled, nibbling on my bottom lip, as his cock swelled, throbbing, slit trickling precum.  He grinned, and his eyes were practically molesting me, roaming my smooth, pretty body, lingering on my hips, my caged girl-dick, my plug, my stocking clad legs. 

“I consider myself privileged then, being the first to sample you pretty body, and don’t worry. I’ll ease in slowly, and won’t fuck you  hard until you beg me.” 

His words lit a fire in me, making me shudder.  My head was spinning.  Who was I?  What was I doing?  Did this make me… but I didn’t care for the answers.  I didn’t care about anything in that moment except for my pleasure,  Daddy’s  pleasure, serving him, submitting to him, being fucked by him. 

“Now, slip your plug out for me, and show me that tight, sexy fuck hole you’ve been training for me.” 

I froze, paled, giggled.  The idea of showing off for him, displaying myself for him, that I’d been training my hole for him, transforming into a fuck hole for his pleasure… it was all too much.  I smiled, head spinning, emotions racing, and nodded. 

“Yes  Daddy.”  I whispered. 

I squirmed, wiggling, enticing  Daddy, and roamed my hands down my body, stroking, caressing, caged girl-cock aching, drooling precum.  I felt so alive, so smooth, so pretty, so  desired. 

My hands stroked down, over my bare, smooth thighs, and slipped between my legs, reaching the head of my plug, playing with it, teasing Daddy, getting him excited to fuck me. 

“That’s it.  Good girl.”  He said. 

I watched him as I played with my plug, pressing it into me, pulling it barely out, and as he stood there, staring at me, admiring me, hard for me, I saw him take a small bottle of clear, viscous liquid, and pour a generous dollop of it over his cock and into his palm. 

I gasped, moaning, wiggling my hips, and began to ease the plug out of my  fuck hole.  My entrance stretched, splitting wide, wider, and the plug slipped slowly out.  I moaned, the sensation intense, pleasure, need, lust, arousal.  I pulled, gently, firmly, and watched as  Daddy  began to stroke his cock, lubing it, preparing it to fill me, fuck me,  claim me. 

I shifted my hips, moaning in need and pleasure, drunk on the sensations, and the plug stretched me, then suddenly, slipped free, leaving my hole empty, gaping, desperate to be full.  I put the plug to the side and spread my legs wide, holding a thigh in either hand to offer myself up to Daddy. 

“Please… I’m so empty… please… put your cock inside me…

make me your pretty  healslut Daddy, use my tight, virgin fuck hole… fuck me, fill me up, make me your  slut.”  I whispered, fluttering my eyelashes, flirting, urging him on. 

My heart was racing, belly fluttering, my caged girl-cock throbbing hard at the thrill of what I was doing.  I wanted, needed, to be  fucked by his big, fat, hard, throbbing cock. 

 Daddy smiled, stepped forward, stroking his throbbing, slippery cock.  He moved in between my spread legs, towering over me, and shifted, bending, kneeling on the bed, his weight shifting the mattress beneath me.  I felt his hot body press against mine. 

“Are you ready for me to make you my  good girl?”  He asked. 

I nodded, whimpering, too aroused to speak or even think clearly. 

He grinned, leaned over me, and I felt something hard, thick, slippery, run up my crack—his  cock. 

I shuddered, pressing down, wiggling, desperate to be filled, but the head of his cock slipped away, running up, teasing me.  His weight pinned me down and his hands ran over my body, caressing me, gripping my thighs, hips, ass, chest, fingertips stroking my hard nipples. 

“Please...” I   whined . 

 Daddy smiled.  He shifted, and the head of his fat cock pressed again at my entrance, my gaping, trained, virgin, eager hole.  He pressed, and pressure built.  He was so much thicker than my plug, a real, flesh and blood cock stretching my hole, pressing into my virgin ass.  I was about to be fucked, and I… I wanted it, more than I wanted anything else in that moment. 

I spread my legs wider, lifting my hips, ass, offering my hole up, my body his to use, serving as his  healslut, his  fuck toy.  The pressure at my entrance mounted, stretching me, making me moan, my caged cock agony, so hot, heart racing.  Daddy  eased forward, his fat prick pressing deeper and then, suddenly, wonderfully, my hole opened, that fat head of his cock popping past my outer ring, and he slipped deep, filling me, fucking me, claiming me.  I was… I was no longer a virgin.  I was a  slut, Daddy’s healslut and I was so happy I could have burst. 

“Fuck, you are so tight...”  Daddy  whispered. 

He slipped his cock slowly out, letting the head tug at my entrance, then thrust slowly forward, deeper, moving carefully, letting me adjust to the massive size of his hot, hard cock, filling me, fucking my hole, training me as his slut,  claiming my tight, pretty ass.  I moaned, gasping, unable to speak, lost on a tide of pleasure—each time he pulled out I felt the loss, 

wanting more, grinding my hips, and each time he thrust into me, slipping deeper and deeper, I thrust back, the ache of being split open, fucked, used. 

We moved together, careful and slow, my fuck hole tight around his fat cock, my body trembling,  Daddy’s  hands gripping my hips, holding me and I held my smooth, stocking clad legs open, wide, lifting my ass up, offering it to him so that he could fuck me deeper, thrust into me. 

“I… yes… so good...”  I moaned. 

 Daddy leaned in, pressing me down into the bed, and thrust, slowly, filling me, his whole cock slipping into my tight ass, his balls slapping my butt.  He looked down at me, then closed the distance between us, kissed me again, lips meeting, his tongue pressing into my mouth, urgent, demanding, hungry.  I melted, wrapped my legs around his waist and wiggled beneath him, kissing him back as I savoured the sensation of being full, being his  slut. 

He moved, slowly, easing his cock out, fucking it back in, thrusting in and out, slowly and gentle, letting me get used to his size, the length and thickness.  As he fucked me I felt a bright swell of pleasure inside, unravelling, my caged girl-cock aching, drooling precum, a fluttering, heart racing.  I… I wanted  more. 

“Harder  Daddy.”  I whispered. 

 Daddy  ignored, me, continued to move slow, steady, a gentle fucking that fed the fires of my lust, my pleasure.  My whole body was trembling, my hips moving on their own, wiggling, squirming, desperate to feel more of him, more of the pleasure his fat prick provided. 

“Fuck me harder… please...”  I whispered. 

 Daddy eased his cock in and out, looked down at me, hands roaming my body.  He smiled. 

“Beg me… beg me like the  slut  you are.”  He said. 

His words send a shiver through me, and I smiled, nodded. 

“Please  Daddy, I’m… I’m begging you, please, fuck me hard, make me your  slut, use me, fuck me hard and fast,  claim me, cum inside me.  I need it… I need it so badly.” 

That was all he needed.  He pulled back, pulling his cock almost entirely out of me, the head tugging at my entrance, hands roaming down to grip my hips.  He paused, and I felt empty, aching for him to fill me. 

 Daddy thrust, suddenly, deep, hard, fast, filling me utterly, knocking the breath from my lungs, and I felt my pretty little girl-cock throb.  He

gripped me tighter, his prick stretching my fuck hole, and began to truly fuck me. 

His cock worked in and out, faster, harder, his balls and hips slapping against me.  I squirmed beneath him, thrusting back, legs wrapped around him, hole clenching, urging him on, his hands gripping my hips tight, controlling me, using me for his pleasure. 

“Fuck… you feel so good, such a pretty little  slut,  such a tight fuck hole… you’re driving me wild…” 

His words blazed through me.  I wanted this, wanted more, wanted to feel him fill me, claim me, breed me, cum in me.  I wanted to be his pretty, sexy, willing  healslut, serving him however he wanted. 

“Fuck me harder  Daddy,  use me, fuck me hard, cum in me, train my tight little fuck hole, use my pretty body.  I’m your willing  slut, fuck me hard and fill me up with your cum, fill my tight virgin fuck hole with your cum.” 

The words tumbled out, breathy moans, and I let him use me, thrusting faster, harder, slamming his cock into my tight hole, thrusting back to feel more, the knot of pleasure in my belly tight and bright and overwhelming, my whole body alive with pleasure. 

“I’m close… fuck you feel good… such a pretty toy, I’m going to have to use my  good girl more often” 

The idea of being his  good girl, letting him use me whenever he wanted, his fuck toy, his doll, made me shudder, bright joy, and my hole clenched right around his cock.  Daddy thrust deep, and his prick swelled, throbbing, and he held it deep inside my ass, my hips grinding, riding him as he pulled me down onto his fat prick. 

“Fuck… yes...” 

The sounds of his delight made me squirm and I felt his cock engorge, then suddenly, he was cumming, cumming inside me, filling my ass with his hot, thick, creamy spunk, filling my fuck hole with his cum. 

He gripped my hips and held his cock deep, claiming me, breeding me, and I was his  healslut. 

The sensation and knowledge, being fucked, bred, claimed, filled with cum,  Daddy  enjoying my tight fuck hole, sent me spiralling over the edge.  Before I knew it I was cumming, my smooth little girl-cock twitching in its cage, drooling cum, my whole body racked with pleasure, my ass hole clenching tight around  Daddy’s fat prick. 

“Yes… oh god… yes  Daddy… fuck!” 

We moaned together, cumming together, delighting in our shared climax.  Me squirming,  Daddy  thrusting, gripping me tight.  I was his  slut, his  healslut, full of his cum, my ass full of his fat cock, and I was buzzing with joy and pleasure. 

 Daddy collapsed onto me and took a deep breath, his cock softening inside me, his cum dribbling out my used hole.  The sensation was perfect, and my heart was still racing. 

“Was I… was I a  good girl Daddy?”  I asked. 

He looked at me and smiled, laughed, kindly. 

“The best.”  He said.  “I’m going to look forward more training with you.” 

I giggled, blushing. 

“More punishments.” 

I blushed, aching, ass sore from my spanking. 

“More serving.” 

I bit my bottom lip, hole clenching on his cock. 

“More rewards for being a  good girl. ” 

I moaned in pleasure at just the thought. 

“Perhaps next time… you could… I mean, if you want… you could… cum… in my… in my mouth.  So I could taste you?  So I could swallow it, feel it in my belly?” 

 Daddy  smiled, leaned forward, kissed me once, briefly, on my lips. 

My belly fluttered, heart skipping.  I was his  healslut. 

“I think we’d both like that.”  He said. 

THE END

A Thank You From Keary

Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then  please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 

Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then I can be found on Twitter @Keary_Writes—you’ll also get to

read my occasional ramblings and grumblings, as well as what new ideas I might be working on. 

Stay safe, and keep being amazing! 

Keary xx

Also By Keary Hayes…
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Femboy Reform School: Book One

There is a special, exclusive Reform School, hidden away from prying eyes, for boys who have become lost, who are drifting unhappily through life. Here these boys are given purpose, and are helped to uncover their true potential—here they are transformed, remade, and they become the good girls they were always meant to be. 

When Aaron wakes, alone, in a car being driven to an unknown location, he knows that he is in trouble. Aaron was a good student who worked hard, got good grades, but recently, that’s begun to change—he’s been drifting, purposeless, lost, and his grades have begun to slip. His parents have decided to help him, and so he’s been sent to the Reform School. 

There he meets his room-mates, Cameron, the star athlete whose star is falling, and Julian, the wayward delinquent. All of them have been sent to the Reform School for the same reason—they are lost, adrift, and they just need a little help to become the happy, pretty girls they are all destined to become. 

Their journey will not be easy, but under the tutelage of Ms Lewis, their stern Domineering teacher, and the senior girls of the school, the three boys and their class-mates will all come to see who they really are, and will come to understand the path that lies ahead for them. There are many lessons, and many transformations ahead, but for Aaron and his class-mates, their journey begins here, now, at the Femboy Reform School. 
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Brainwashed: Her Sissy Maid

Kieran loves his new job, but, unfortunately for him, his performance has been found to be lacking. Luckily the beautiful and Domineering Ms Cwen sees potential in him, so he is given one more chance to impress her, and show that he can meet her very specific, demanding standards. 

To help him improve Ms Cwen instructs Kieran to listen to a series of hypnosis self-help files, to help him correct his unwanted behaviours, help him reach the potential she sees in him, and train him to better satisfy her needs. Kieran agrees, reluctantly, and soon finds himself learning how to really impress a woman like Ms Cwen. 

Its all so simple… he just needs to be pretty, to obey, to serve. Soon enough Kieran finds himself submitting to Ms Cwen’s will, obeying and

serving her without question as she trains him to be the kind of good girl she wants. As Kieran's training progresses he finds he has a special talent for submitting to the sexy, assertive, controlling woman, but how far will he go to please her, and is he willing to follow every command she gives him when it finally becomes clear that Ms Cwen has been training Kieran to become her personal, pretty, sexy, sissy maid? 

 Advisory note: this book features themes of feminisation, sissification, corruption, and mind control, as well as the use of language and repeated phrases that some suggestible readers might find to be irresistible…
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Blackmailed: Claimed as Daddy’s Femboy Doll

Ryan is much like any boy his age, though maybe a little smaller, a little more petite, a little cuter. He’s a popular, charming college boy with friends, a loving mother and step-father, a girlfriend, and just one tiny, dirty, shameful secret—Ryan likes to wear panties. 

It all started with simple curiosity, wondering what they felt like, how they looked, but when Ryan discovered how good it felt, how pretty he looked, it soon became an addiction, and he began to wear more than just panties. Now, finally, he’s finally managed to get a full set of sexy matching lingerie, and he just can’t wait to try it on! 

Ryan’s excitement soon turns to terror though when his step-father comes home early to find him all dressed up like a pretty, sexy, irresistible femboy. When his step-father makes it clear he is willing to keep Ryan’s

dressing-up between the two of them, for a price, Ryan realises the predicament he is in. Desperate to keep his secret shame from being exposed to his mother, his friends, his girlfriend, Ryan has no choice, and he submits to his step-father’s demands. Soon enough Ryan finds himself being feminized, controlled, and, maybe even worse… he realises he is beginning to like the way his Daddy looks at him, the way his Daddy treats him. 

As Ryan is taught the pleasure of being pretty, sexy, submitting to his Daddy’s will, discovering new joys and sensations, he is left wondering… is he ready to embrace being Daddy’s Femboy Doll? 
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Confessions: Caught by my Step-Brother

Nathan has missed his big step-brother, Warren, far more than he’d thought he would... 

Since Warren left to go to college they’ve not seen much of each other. At first they’d chat and play games online, almost like before, but when Emily, the girl who stole Warren’s heart, came along, that all began to change. Nathan tried to be happy for his big brother, but things were only made worse by the fact that he’d never really settled at his college, never really fit in despite making friends and “getting out there”. He’d never even really kissed a girl, let alone met his Emily. 

Now though, things are different. After Warren discovered Emily cheating on him Nathan was there for his big brother, helping to mend his broken heart, and, now that Nathan has graduated, the two have plans to

spend some time together, just the two of them, alone, renewing their special bond. 

When Nathan sees a photo of Emily for the first time though his plans begin to go off course. The girl Warren called beautiful, stunning, sexy looks… almost like… him, and he’s left confused by the sense of joy that gives him. Does Warren think he’s beautiful? Why does that idea make his cheeks ache from smiling? 

When Nathan discovers a cupboard full of Emily’s old clothes he is unable to resist the niggling sense of curiosity. He has to know, and soon the siblings are set on a path that will change their relationship forever. 

Confronting not only how they feel about each other, but who they are, who they want to be, and together the two share a special awakening as Nathan is Caught by their Step-Brother... 

About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy. 

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting. 

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica. 

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature. 
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