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Chapter 1

The foundation goes on first.

That's the rule. Always has been, even back when I was still figuring out what I was doing, still watching YouTube tutorials with the volume turned all the way down at two in the morning so nobody in my parents' house would hear. Foundation first, then concealer, then the rest. You build a face the same way you build anything — start with what holds it together.

I tap the sponge against my jaw and watch Cleo come forward in the mirror.

This is the part I love most and will never fully be able to explain to anyone. Clarence is still there underneath — the same light brown eyes, the same natural blonde hair I keep cut short and unremarkable for the outside world, the same soft jaw that my mother keeps saying makes me look younger than twenty-one. She means it as a complaint. Here, alone in this house that nobody knows exists, I think about Daddy's hand under my chin tilting my face up and the way he looks at me and I understand that the soft jaw is exactly right. Clarence recedes with every step. Foundation. Blush warming the tops of my cheeks, the color of a girl who's been told something she liked. The fine arch of brow pencil following the line I've learned by practice and repetition is mine and not Clarence's. And then Cleo rises up to meet me through the mirror, and the tight thing I carry all week in my father's house goes slack, and I exhale.

Daddy is coming tonight.

The thought moves through me warm and slow, settles somewhere low in my belly, and stays there. I reach for the eye shadow palette without looking — my hands know this vanity the way they know nothing else in my life, better than the keyboard I fake-work on when my mother checks in, better than the Bible verses I grew up reciting, and almost as well as they know their way around his cock.

Warm bronze on the lid, deeper brown in the crease, a flick of liner at the outer corner that makes my eyes look bigger and more obvious. Nothing overdone. Daddy doesn't like overdone. "Pretty," he says, when I get it right, his thumb brushing my cheek, his voice so even and certain it settles into my bones. "That's my pretty girl." And the way he says it — like he's confirming something that was never in question, like I'm something he made and approves of — does more for me than I have ever managed to explain even to myself.

I've been his for two years.

The house is quiet around me. That's one of the first things I noticed about this place — the silence is different here. At my immigrant parents' house in Glenwood Park, silence is always loaded. It means someone is praying or someone is disappointed or Clarence has done something that needs explaining. My father's silences are the heaviest. He is a man of God in the specific way that means everyone around him carries the weight of it. My mother is softer, but she watches. She has always watched Clarence with a careful eye, like she suspects something she hasn't figured out how to name yet.

The silence here is just silence. Twenty minutes from the city in either direction — Daddy from his side, me from mine — and we arrive at this house that sits back from a county road with farmland on three sides and the nearest neighbor far enough that the only lights at night are the ones inside. Nobody knows it exists. It doesn't appear in any name I'd recognize on paper. I have never described it to a single person I grew up with. My online business is doing very well, I tell my mother, when she asks about the nice things. She nods and doesn't push. She has always been better at not asking than I used to give her credit for.

I pick up the mascara wand.

I think about the night I met Dominic Vitale, the way I always do when I'm getting ready for him. The memory runs through my hands while they work. It's become part of the ritual — getting ready for Daddy means remembering the night that made this, means feeling the particular charge of that memory move through me while Cleo takes shape in the mirror.

***

I wasn't supposed to be there.

That's the part I have to say first, even just to myself. I was twenty-two months from twenty-one, still living at home, still going to Sunday church, still being Clarence in every space I occupied and learning to make that feel like enough. It wasn't. I don't think it ever was. But I was careful and I was quiet and I had learned to pack the rest of it away into the back of my closet along with everything else that couldn't exist in my father's house.

And then I saw the ad.

Masquerade Femboy Ball — This Friday — Club Onyx — One Night Only — Private.  A small post on a forum I'd found through six months of careful, browser-history-deleted searching — the particular kind of searching you do in the dark when you still haven't admitted to yourself exactly what you're looking for but your hands keep finding it anyway. I read it three times. Four times. I closed the tab and opened it again. I told my parents I was staying at my friend Derek's place and I didn't sleep for two days, and when the night came I was ready because some part of me had been ready for years and had just been waiting for the specific opportunity to unlock.

I bought the mask at a costume shop across town, paid cash. I did my face in the bathroom of a bar two blocks from Club Onyx, using a bag I'd packed in secret over three weeks — the skirt, the silk top, the heels I'd been practicing in with the bedroom door locked, the makeup I'd bought piece by piece from different drugstores so no single purchase told a story. I'd watched the tutorials. I'd practiced. I'd been, without fully saying it out loud inside my own head, ready.

Club Onyx was dark and loud and warm with bodies, the music low and filthy, the lights deep red and purple. I walked through those doors in my little black skirt and my silk top and my heels, face done, mask in place, and nobody looked at me like something wrong. Nobody looked at me like I owed them an explanation. A man I'd never met brushed my elbow at the bar getting past me and said "excuse me, sweetheart" without even looking, the way you'd say it to any pretty girl in your way, and I stood there for five full seconds after he was gone with my heart going and warmth running from my sternum all the way out to my fingertips.

I had a drink. I danced with a boy in a pink corset who didn't ask my name. I felt — there really is only the one word — free.

Richie Caruso found me two hours in. He was the owner of Club Onyx and he was forty-something, soft around the middle, and he'd been watching me since I came through the door, which I'd noticed and hadn't hated the feeling of. He brought me a drink I hadn't asked for and leaned into my ear over the music and told me I was the prettiest thing he'd seen in months. I believed him because I wanted to. When he offered to show me his upstairs office I said yes because I was twenty years old and full of something with no name and no practice being managed.

His office: leather furniture, low lamp light, a desk the size of a dining table. He sat in his chair and I sat on the edge of that desk and we talked, his hand moving up my thigh by degrees, and I let it happen because every degree of it felt like what I was there for, felt like the specific unlocking I'd been waiting for. And then his hand was in my lap and I was touching him back, my fingers learning the shape and weight of a stranger's cock for the first time, feeling the heat of it, the reality of it, a distant buzzing in my head that was equal parts terror and yes, exactly this, finally this.

I had his full, hard cock in my hand, seconds before taking it in my mouth, when the door opened.

What happened next plays in my memory in still frames rather than motion. Photographs, not video. The door. Three men, none of them the kind you mistake for anything other than what they are. The one in front is not the tallest but he is the one the room reorganizes around — broad and heavy, solid in the specific way of a man who stopped needing to prove anything a long time ago. Dark button-down shirt, open at the collar showing a wedge of chest hair going silver. Heavy gold watch on a thick wrist. Dark hair with silver coming through, cropped short, a neat beard. Dark eyes that make one pass of the room and land on Richie Caruso, and then — just barely, just for a second — come to me.

Richie makes a sound. Not a word.

My hand pulls back. I don't remember deciding to do it.

The man in front says something short and quiet to the other two. They step back and pull the door closed, and then it's just the three of us — me on the edge of the desk, Richie still in his chair, pants open, his once hard cock gone fully limp and shrunken, and this strange and powerful man who takes up all the available air in the room. He walks forward without hurry and sets something on the desk beside my thigh. A baseball bat. Metal. Clean and smooth and cold-looking, the kind of object that doesn't need to be explained. He doesn't pick it up again. Doesn't touch it. Sets it down, steps back, crosses his arms, and looks at Richie the way you'd look at a math problem you already know the answer to.

Richie's face has gone the color of old wax.

"Richie," the man says. Conversational. Almost gentle. "You know why I'm here."

"I can explain —" Richie starts.

"You've been skimming." Not a question. Not raised. Just a fact being laid on a table next to a baseball bat. "My club. My cut. For how long?"

"It wasn't — I wasn't — look, it was a mistake, it was a clerical —"

"Richie." One word. Richie stops talking like a switch flipped. The man tilts his head slightly. "You're embarrassing yourself in front of company."

He means me. My mouth goes dry.

Richie looks at me and then back at the man and something crumples in his face. "Please," he says. The word sounds scraped. "Please. I've got kids. I've got a —"

"Stop squirming." Still that same even voice. Not impatient. Not cruel. The voice of a man who has had this conversation before and knows exactly how it ends. "I've gotta think about whether I want to show mercy tonight. Can't do that with you flapping." A pause. "So I need you to do something for me."

"Anything," Richie says immediately.

The man nods toward the back corner of the office. I follow his gaze — there's a door there, smaller than the main one, the kind that blends into the wall paneling if you're not looking. A utility closet, I'll understand later. Barely enough room for one person to stand without touching the walls on both sides.

"Get yourself in there," the man says. "Nicely."

Richie stares at him.

"Nicely, Richie." The faintest emphasis on the word.

Richie gets up from his chair, still with his pants around his knees; he didn't even realize they were. He walks to the back of the office. He opens the small door, looks inside, looks back once — the man doesn't move, doesn't change expression, just watches — and then Richie steps inside. The door clicks shut. A lock turns. One smooth motion, the man's hand on the latch, and then it's done, and Richie Caruso is in a box in the back of his own office, and this frightening man turns around and looks at me for the first time.

Really looks.

I am twenty years old. I am sitting on the edge of a desk in a short black skirt and a silk top with my mask in my lap and my hand still faintly warm from another man's cock. My face is fully made up. My heels are on the floor where they fell when I startled. I am, by any reasonable measure, caught.

He doesn't look at me like I'm caught.

He looks at me the way you look at something unexpected that turns out to be exactly what you needed. Slow, thorough, starting at my face and moving down and back up again. Taking inventory. I feel it like a physical thing — the weight of being looked at by someone who looks with intention.

"Mask off," he says.

I take it off. I don't examine why I comply without hesitation — I only know that his quiet carries a kind of mass that makes compliance feel like the only sensible response, like anything else would be working against gravity. I hold the mask in my lap and look up at him and wait.

He pulls the side chair close and sits down in it — big, unhurried, completely at ease, elbows on his knees — and studies my face from that closer distance. Big hands, ring on the right, not the left. A faded scar along his left jaw. Deep lines at the corners of his eyes from decades of watching things and deciding what to do about them. He smells clean and expensive, a dark warm smell that I am immediately and deeply ashamed of noticing, sitting there with Richie in the closet and the bat on the desk and my hand still holding the shape of what it had just been holding. None of it should matter. But Dominic Vitale smells like nothing I have ever grown up around and my body registers it like a frequency it was already tuned to.

"How old are you?"

"Twenty," I say. My voice is smaller than I want it to be.

"You from the city?"

"Glenwood Park."

"Family there?"

"Yes."

"They know where you are tonight?"

I don't answer. He nods once, like the silence confirmed what he already suspected.

"What's your name?"

And here is the moment I have turned over more times than I can count. I look up at this large, still man with his gold watch and his locked closet and his baseball bat, and I do not say Clarence. I don't plan it. I don't decide it. It comes from somewhere older than the decision-making part of me, some part that has simply been waiting for the right question.

"Cleo," I say.

Something shifts in his face. Slight. A degree that isn't quite a smile but is the thing that comes before one.

"Cleo," he repeats. Testing the weight of it. Letting it sit.

Then: "You know who I am, Cleo?"

"No."

"That's fine. Doesn't matter tonight." He leans back slightly, studying me. "I know what this place is. I know what you were doing when I walked in." A pause. "First time?"

The heat in my face is immediate and total. "Yes."

"Thought so." Not cruel. Just certain, the way he seems certain about everything. "You like it?"

I make myself hold his gaze. What feels like a lifetime passes before I say, "Yes."

He's quiet for a moment. The room is very still. Somewhere in the back of the office, behind the small door, I can hear absolutely nothing — Richie standing in his box, not moving, not speaking, all his senses taken away from him in that small dark confine, waiting for a verdict. The man in front of me doesn't seem to be thinking about Richie at all.

"You got somewhere to be tonight?"

"No," I say, and that's the truth. Derek's couch. No curfew. Nowhere I'm expected until Sunday church.

He nods. "Good." Another pause. His eyes on my face, reading something there. "I'm going to ask you something, and I want you to answer honestly. Can you do that?"

"Yes."

"What were you hoping tonight would be?"

The question lands differently than I expected. Not what were you doing  or what did you think would happen  — but what I was hoping.  I open my mouth and close it again. The honest answer feels enormous sitting in my chest.

"I wanted to be —" I stop. Start again. "I wanted to feel like this." I gesture vaguely at myself. At the skirt, the silk, the makeup. "Like this is what I actually am."

He's quiet for a long moment. Looking at me.

"And what are you, Cleo?"

Nobody has ever asked me that question expecting a real answer. I feel the back of my eyes go hot and I blink it down hard, because I am not going to cry in front of this man in this office with a baseball bat on the desk between us.

"I don't know yet," I say.

"I think you do," he says. Even. Not unkind. "I think you've known for a while." He tilts his head slightly. "Pretty little thing like you. Dressed like that, in a place like this, on your knees for a man who didn't deserve it." A pause. "You know exactly what you are. You just haven't had the right person tell you yet."

My heart is slamming. I don't say anything.

"I have a proposition for you." His voice drops half a register, settles into something private. "You want to hear it, you stay. You don't, you put the mask back on and walk out and we never had this conversation." A beat. "But I think you want to hear it."

I want to hear it. I want it so badly I can feel it in my back teeth.

"Yes," I say. "Tell me."

So he does. The house. The allowance — a number that made the breath go out of me, said the same way he'd said everything else, like it was just a fact being placed on a table. The wardrobe, the space, the arrangement: clean, private, his. And in exchange — his words, unhurried: "You be mine when I want you. And you'd be only mine, no more of this funny business." He gestured around to the office and the club. "You be pretty all the time. And you call me Daddy."

The last part. The way he said it. Like it wasn't a request. Like it was simply the thing that would be true between us and he was letting me know.

"Why 'Daddy'?" I asked. My voice came out lower than I intended.

"Because I like it when my girl knows whose she is." His eyes on mine. Not blinking. "And because you're going to like it too. Every time you say it you're going to feel it right here" — he touched two fingers to my pantied crotch that was now sporting a nice little tent, the touch barely a contact, barely anything — "and you're going to know exactly what you are and exactly who you belong to. That's not nothing, Cleo. For a girl like you, that's everything."

I sat with that for a moment. The weight of it. The absolute accuracy of it.

"What do I have to do?" I asked. Even though I already knew. Even though I'd known since he sat down.

He smiled for the first time. Slow. Private. Like something that belonged only to the two of us in that room.

"You keep that pretty mouth open and those soft thighs spread whenever I want them," he said, his eyes moving over me like he already owned every inch. "The rest of the time you just stay pretty for me."

My mouth had gone dry. Something in my lower belly pulled tight and stayed there.

"Yes," I said. No hesitation. No deliberation. The answer came from the same place my name had come from, the part that was done waiting. "Yes, Daddy."

The smile widened. Just slightly. Like that was the exact word he'd been waiting his whole evening to hear.

Behind the small door in the back of the office, I heard Richie Caruso thud against something; he must've put his weight on something.

Neither of us looked that way.

***

The mascara is done.

I set the wand down and look at myself without flinching — the way I've had to learn, the way it used to take effort and now just takes a breath. Cleo looks back at me: twenty-one, natural blonde soft around my face, eyes done warm and deep, lips waiting for the liner and gloss. I'm already in the lingerie, ready for when Daddy arrives — a pale pink lace bralette that sits just right on my smooth, hairless chest, the matching thong with the little satin bow at the front, my clitty already leaking and straining against it, garter straps clipped to sheer white stockings that make my silky, lasered legs look longer than they are. Five-five in bare feet. A whole different creature in heels, still small, still looking up at him, which is exactly where I'm supposed to be.

My phone lights up.

One text. No greeting. Daddy has never once opened with hey  or hi  in two years.

Twenty minutes.

I read it twice. My stomach turns over slow and warm and the warmth stays.

I type back: I'm ready, Daddy.

The three dots appear. Disappear. He never replies to that, and I stopped needing him to a long time ago. The showing up is the answer. The showing up has always been the answer.

I reach for the lip liner.

Twenty minutes.

I think about what he said in that office. Every time you say it you're going to feel it right here.  The two fingers against my clitty. The absolute accuracy of it, the way it landed somewhere true inside me before I'd even decided to let it. I've said it thousands of times since — said it in this house, said it in the dark, said it with my mouth full and my eyes watering — and every single time I feel it exactly where he said I would. Right there. Like a compass needle finding north.

He was right. He's always right. That's part of what makes him Daddy.

I reach for the heels now, a little early, because I like to already be wearing them when he walks through the door. Four inches of nude stiletto that bring me to five-nine — still short against his six-two, still looking up, but right. The particular right of a thing that fits the way it's supposed to. I buckle the ankle strap — because these babies are staying on all night long — stand, and turn to the full-length mirror on the back of the bathroom door one last time.

Cleo looks back at me. Pink lace and white stockings and heels and a mouth waiting to be kissed or put to use — Daddy's choice, always Daddy's choice, which is part of why this works, part of why this has always worked. I look at her and I don't feel any of the things Clarence is supposed to feel. I feel warm. I feel settled. I feel like exactly what I am.

His.

I go to wait by the window.


Chapter 2

He drove a dark sedan. Clean, quiet, the kind of car that didn't announce itself.

I sat in the passenger seat with my mask in my lap and didn't ask where we were going. Daddy had said he'd explain when we got there. I'd nodded and got in because he held the door and waited, and my body moved before I finished deciding.

It was past midnight. I should have been at Derek's. My skirt had ridden up on the leather seat and the party makeup was still on my face and my pulse was doing something it had no business doing.

I kept watching him instead of the window. The way he drove with one hand loose on the wheel, like a man everything waited for. The gold watch in the passing streetlights. His profile in the dark — strong nose, silver in his beard, the open collar and that wedge of chest I'd clocked in the office and was clocking again now with nowhere else to put my eyes. He smelled the same as he had when he sat close to me. Clean and expensive and warm, and in an enclosed space at midnight it was a lot.

He hadn't touched me since the two fingers in the office. I was aware of the six inches of center console between us with my whole body. His hand on the wheel, the other resting on his thigh. I thought about what it would feel like if he reached over and put that hand on my knee, the inside of my thigh, under my skirt. I pressed my thighs together and the lace of my thong caught the pressure just right and I made myself look out the window.

He caught me at some point and didn't say anything. Just let me look. The corner of his mouth moved.

I faced forward after that. My clitty was pushing against the thin fabric and I was very glad it was dark.

We drove for a long time. The city thinned to suburbs and then county roads with dark fields on either side. He turned down a lane I wouldn't have found from the road — no mailbox, no number — and the headlights picked out a stone wall and a gate swinging open as we came. He'd hit something in his pocket without making a show of it. The man didn't fumble.

The house sat back from the lane. Not a mansion, not what I'd pictured when he said house, just solid. Two stories, stone and dark wood, curtained windows, and a closed double garage, it was the kind of building that didn't need to announce itself.

He came around to my door before I'd touched the handle. I stepped out onto gravel and he put a hand at the small of my back walking me to the front door.

Four steps. His hand was large and flat and warm through the thin silk, sitting right at the base of my spine where my back curved into my ass, and I felt it the way you feel something you've been waiting for without knowing. Not pressing or moving, just there, steady, like he was steering something that belonged to him, I guess it did now. My whole body oriented toward it. I walked those four steps very carefully because my knees weren't reliable and I didn't want him to know that yet.

Then we were at the door and his hand was gone and I stood in the automatic light of the entryway and tried to look like a person who was fine.

Inside was warm, smelled of wood. He turned on the lights, and I stood in the middle of the room and looked.

It was a home. Not a showroom — comfortable furniture in dark fabric, a thick rug, bookshelves with actual books. Elegant vases on the low table by the window. Someone had thought to do that.

"Walk around," he said. "Get a feel for it."

I walked. The kitchen was stocked enough — coffee, wine on the counter, things in the refrigerator. The back door opened onto a walled garden with farmland beyond, the nearest light so far off it barely registered beyond the walls. Hot tub in the corner, cover on. I stood in the doorway and looked at it for a while.

I thought about being in it at night, the water hot, the air cool, the wall high enough that nobody could see in. I thought about Daddy on the edge with his shirt off, or in it with me, his big hands pulling me back against him under the water. The dark and the steam and nobody knowing where I was or what I was. I stayed in that thought longer than I meant to. By the time I turned back inside my thong was damp and I was having some trouble concentrating.

Back through the sitting room. A television I knew I'd barely use. All of it quiet, everything placed by someone who'd thought about what I'd need before I knew myself.

The staircase.

"Upstairs," he said from right behind me.

The bedroom was at the end of the hall. Wide bed with soft linen, a long mirror on the far wall I clocked and immediately looked away from. Bathroom off to one side with a lit vanity and a surface big enough to work on and do more. He opened the other door himself and stepped back.

The walk-in wardrobe.

Floor to ceiling, built in, interior lit when he found the switch. I stood in the doorway and stared.

Lingerie organized by color — pinks and whites and blacks and every color on the palette, bralettes and teddies and corsets and silk babydolls. Everything folded or hung by someone who understood the difference between lace and sheer mesh and satin. Drawers below: stockings and thigh-highs in every shade, suspender belts, things I'd only ever seen on screens. A rail for dresses, robes, skirts, none past mid-thigh. Shoes on the floor — heels in every height, mules, a pair of thigh-high boots in soft black leather I'd be thinking about for the next four days.

Eye-level shelf: makeup. Not drugstore. Foundation in what would turn out to be my exact shade, palettes and liners and glosses and setting sprays.

I stood there.

A cold thought moved through the warm one. All of this was already here. Already bought, organized, broken in by someone who wasn't me.

"This is all —" I started, then stopped because I'd been about to say yours and that wasn't right. "Who did this belong to?"

He didn't flinch. "A girl I kept for about a year. French. Had to go back to Paris four months ago — her father got sick, needed her home. It wasn't her choice."

I looked at the wardrobe. The careful organization of it, shoes lined up by height, everything folded just so. Someone had lived in this. Someone had stood exactly where I was standing.

"Is she —" I didn't know how to finish that. Coming back. Okay. Still alive. The last one felt paranoid but I was standing in a mafia man's secret house at one in the morning so.

"She's fine," he said, reading the direction of it without needing to hear the rest. "She went home. That's all." Something in his voice that wasn't quite soft but was as close as he probably got. "I don't hurt what's mine, Cleo."

I turned to look at him. He was in the doorway, arms crossed, reading everything I was doing and most of what I was thinking.

"And we both are the same size, I presume?"

"I don't know for sure, maybe. All of it was hers. It'll be close enough for now." He tilted his head. "We'll replace what doesn't fit. Does it fit? — what you wanted."

I turned back to the wardrobe. The lace, the heels lined up on the floor. My throat tightened and I swallowed it. It would fit. That was the strange thing — this absent French sissy's carefully folded lingerie, this wardrobe organized by someone else for someone else, and it would fit like it had been waiting for me specifically.

"Yes," I said. "It'll fit."

"Good. Get changed."

I turned around. He hadn't moved.

"Here?" I said.

"Here. I want to see."

The heat in my face came up fast. I held his gaze a second and then turned back to the wardrobe and started looking.

The pink bralette was near the front. Pale pink, thin lace straps, a little underwire, matching high-cut briefs with a satin bow. I took them down and knew they were right before I'd thought about it.

I looked back over my shoulder. He was still in the doorway, arms crossed, watching. Not impatiently, not hungrily exactly — just watching the way he did everything, like he had all the time in the world and intended to use it.

I reached for the zip of my skirt.

I'd undressed in front of people before — locker rooms, drunk nights, the clinical shuffle of a doctor's office. This was none of that. This was being watched by someone who'd planned to watch, who'd thought about this moment before I existed in his life. I felt that difference in my hands working the zip down, a small tremble I controlled by slowing down, which was what he'd told me anyway. The skirt dropped. I stepped out of it and folded it and set it on the shoe rack because I needed somewhere to put my hands, aware of his eyes on the backs of my thighs and my ass in the thin cotton thong.

"Slowly," he said.

My breath came out uneven. I was glad my back was to him because my face was doing things I couldn't control.

Silk top over my head, folded, set beside the skirt. And then I was standing in my heels and the plain white cotton bralette and thong I'd put on at home that morning — soft from washing, nothing special, the kind you wear when you're not planning to be seen. I felt how wrong they were in this room. All that lace and silk in the wardrobe, and here was Clarence's underwear. I wanted out of it.

"Leave the heels on."

I left the heels on.

The cotton bralette dropped. Cool air on my chest. I reached for the pink one and worked the clasp with fingers that weren't quite steady, felt the lace settle against my skin — softer than I'd expected, sitting right in a way the cotton never had. Then I stepped out of the cotton briefs and into the lace ones, pulled them up smooth, the satin bow centering at the front.

I straightened and looked down. My clitty was hard inside the lace, and there was a small damp patch at the front of the briefs from the car and the hot tub fantasy and twenty minutes of being watched. He'd see it when I turned around. I turned around anyway.

My eyes stung once and I blinked it away.

I turned to face him.

He looked at me. The weight behind his expression had shifted — gathered, decided. His eyes moved from the heels up: my legs in the sheer thigh-highs, the lace briefs with the wet patch he could see if he was looking, which he was, then the bralette and my chest and my face. Taking inventory. I stood straight and let him because I wanted to, wanted him looking, wanted to be worth it.

"Come here," he said.

I walked to him. Stopped close enough that I had to look up — five-nine in heels to his six-two, still short, still looking up. He reached out and straightened the lace strap on my right shoulder, thumb dragging slow along the curve of my neck, and then his hands settled on my hips and turned me to face the mirror.

I looked at us.

Him behind me: dark shirt open at the collar, large and solid, hands wrapped around my hips like they knew exactly how much space they were dealing with. Me in front: small and blonde, lace and heels, party makeup still holding, a head shorter. My clitty visibly hard inside the briefs. He could see it in the mirror and didn't say anything about it, just held my hips and looked.

A girl who had just understood something she'd been circling for a long time.

"Look," he said.

I looked.

"What do you see?"

"Cleo."

"That's right." His hands tightened on my hips, not rough, just present. Claiming. "That's exactly right." He held my eyes in the mirror. "Pretty girl. My pretty girl." His thumbs moved against my hip bones at the top edge of the lace and the pressure went straight down and I pressed back against him without meaning to — just slightly, my ass against the front of his slacks. And there it was, his throbbing cock, larger than Richie's an hour ago, behind me, beneath his trousers, I can almost feel it.

He let me. Didn't move back, didn't comment.

"You understand what this is now? What I'm giving you?"

"A place to be this." My voice in the mirror was lower than it sounded in my head. "A place to be her."

"And mine. Don't forget that part."

"And yours." I held his eyes in the mirror. "Yes, Daddy."

His thumbs stopped. He looked at me for a moment, something settling in him the way it had in the office — confirmed, decided. I could fully feel him against my ass, the solid weight of him, and I was very aware of what was about to come.

"Good girl."

Two words. The backs of my knees went soft and I locked them and stayed upright.

He stepped back, hands off my hips. I stayed facing the mirror.

"Get familiar with the house tonight," he said, voice back to its usual register. "There are things in the bathroom you'll want to use. Number on the fridge — call it anytime you want a cab back. You're not locked in here."

I turned surprised. He was at the bedroom door, straightening his cuffs, already receding back into the man who walked through the world like nothing touched him.

"I'll be back Thursday," he said.

So we weren't going to do anything tonight? I asked myself, and he read it on my face; I was like an open book right now. Fully exposed, literally .

"Good girls wait… You gotta have time to think with that pretty little head. If you absolutely want this, you'll be here on Thursday. If you'd decided you want this, I'll arrange a pickup–"

"I can drive myself Thursday." I knew I'd already made up my mind.

He smiled and looked at me. "You have a car?"

"I can borrow one."

A small nod. Then: "Give me your phone."

I crossed to where I'd dropped my bag by the wardrobe and found it and handed it over. He took it without looking at me, did something with it — thumbs moving, unhurried, like everything else he did — and handed it back. The screen showed a new app I didn't recognize, green icon, the kind with a padlock in the corner. A conversation already open. His name at the top — just D — and one message sent: Hi.

"Signal-style," he said. "Encrypted. Everything between us goes through that and nothing else. No regular texts, no calls to my number, nothing that leaves a trace." He took his own phone out and a moment later mine buzzed — a location pin, the house, dropping into the chat. "So you can find your way back."

I looked at the screen. D.

"That's it?" I said.

"That's it. You need something, you message. I'll see it." He pocketed his phone. "You won't give that number to anyone. You won't screenshot, forward, save anything outside the app."

"I understand."

"Good." He looked at me one last time then — not the inventory look, something different, something that started at my face and stayed there. His eyes dropped once to the front of my briefs and came back up, and then he smiled. Not the small corner-of-the-mouth thing from the car. A real one, wide and unhurried, the kind that changed his whole face and made him look, just briefly, like a man who was very pleased with how his night had gone.

"Sleep in the pink," he said. "I'll see my girl Thursday."

He left.

Footsteps on the stairs. The front door. Car on the gravel fading out, and then nothing.

I stood in front of the mirror for a while and then went back to the wardrobe.

I don't know what I was looking for. Proof of something maybe. Some evidence of the girl who'd been here before me. I ran my fingers along the folded stockings, opened and closed a few drawers, and in the bottom drawer of the lingerie section, tucked flat beneath a layer of folded knickers, I found it.

A note. Handwritten on cream paper, folded once. On the outside in small careful script: For Daddy's eyes only — not to be read by anyone else. If you are not Daddy, please put this back.

I put it back.

I took it out again.

I unfolded it.

The handwriting was neat and in cursive, the kind you get from private schooling. Mon cher Daddy — and then in English, which she'd clearly been more comfortable in for something like this. I'm writing this the night before I leave because I couldn't say it out loud without crying and I didn't want our last night to be about crying. Thank you for the goodbye. You know I mean the whole year, but also specifically last night, which I will be thinking about on the plane and probably for most of my time in Paris. Thank you for the cash — it's too much and I know you know it's too much and you did it anyway, which is very you. I don't know if I'm coming back. I hope I am. I hope Papa gets better and I can come back and knock on your door again and you'll still want me. If you find someone else in the meantime please make sure she's worthy of the wardrobe. It took me three months to organize it like that. All my love, your Céleste. P.S. I left the black boots. They were always too small. Maybe the next girl will have smaller feet.

I stood with the note for a long time.

She hadn't been disposed of or frightened off. She'd gone home to her sick father and left a love letter tucked under the knickers for a man who probably hadn't found it, and she'd hoped to come back, and she'd thought to wish the next girl well in the specific language of I hope she's worthy of the wardrobe I organized.

I looked at the black boots on the shoe rack. I picked one up and checked the size. My size exactly.

I folded the note and put it back where I'd found it, flat under the folded knickers, because it wasn't mine and it wasn't mine to show him. It was hers. A secret tucked inside a secret, left for a man who kept secrets for a living.

I understood something then about how this worked. The kind of care that could exist inside an arrangement like this, quiet and private and never spoken. What it meant that he'd kept this house for four months without filling it, waiting until he found someone right.

Worthy of the wardrobe.

I put the boot back.

I stood in front of the mirror again.

Cleo looked back: pink lace, heels, eyes wide, mask long gone. My clitty was still hard inside the briefs and there was nobody here and four days to go, and I slid my hand down the front of the briefs and pressed my palm flat against myself and held it there. Not moving. Just feeling — the heat, the ache, the wanting that had built since the car.

I thought about Thursday.

I took my hand away. Left it for him.

I slept in the pink.


Chapter 3

Thursday came the way things come when you've been waiting for them — faster and slower than expected, the four days both endless and gone before I'd finished thinking about them.

I borrowed my cousin Marcus's car with a story about visiting a college friend who was visiting the city, and drove the twenty minutes out of the city around late-noon with my hands careful on the wheel and Clarence's clothes on my body and four days of backed-up cum sitting heavy between my shaved legs in my smooth, hairless balls. I'd used the bathroom products like he'd suggested — all of them, thoroughly, — and I was now smooth everywhere below the eyebrows. I was shaved clean, skin soft in a way it had never been, everything Clarence had left behind. I’ll probably be redoing it before I get ready for today, just in case.

The lane off the county road. The gate opened after I punched the code. He'd sent the code through the app the night before. Four digits, no explanation, just the numbers, and underneath: be ready.  

And then the house, sitting back from the gravel in the dark with the curtains drawn and the lights off and the hot tub cover on in the garden.

I sat with the engine idling and looked at it for a moment.

From the outside it was nothing. Stone and dark wood, closed double garage, a building that gave nothing away. But I knew what was inside now. The wardrobe with its organized rows of lace and silk. The lit vanity. The wide bed with the dark linen. The mirror at the end of the hall. And I thought about myself in it — not Clarence standing in a borrowed car looking at a dark house, but Cleo, in a tiny pink babydoll and white thigh-highs and heels, moving through those rooms like she lived there, because she did now, because this was hers in the only way it needed to be.

I thought about the hot tub. The wall high on all sides, nobody for miles. Daddy in the water with his shirt off and me in his lap in some little black lace thing that went transparent the second it got wet, his big hands on my hips pulling me back against him, and that cock — the one I'd felt through his trousers in the mirror, thick and hard against my ass, a cock I still hadn't seen — buried somewhere it had no business being and my whole body saying yes, finally, yes.

Four days without cumming. Four nights of lying in my bed at my parents' house in the room I grew up in, with my hand pressed flat against myself the way I'd done in front of the mirror and not letting it go further because I'd decided to save it. Because it wasn't mine to spend yet. It belonged to whatever was going to happen tonight, and I wanted to arrive full of it, every bit of it still coiled and waiting.

I cut the engine. Got out. Let myself in with the spare key under the fake rock by the side garden like he’d asked me to.

And then it begun, like clockwork, like I’d imagined myself doing for a man for years… I started getting ready, for the first time, without looking at the clock or at the door, with the fear of getting caught. I can finally let Cleo out, freely.

***

I'd been getting ready for two hours by then.

The wardrobe already felt like mine. That surprised me — how quickly the hands learn a space, how fast the eyes stop searching and start knowing. I'd found what I wanted without looking: a white lace bodysuit, high-cut at the hips, snapping at the crotch, deep scoop at the chest. White thigh-highs with a lace band at the top. The nude heels. Simple and clean, the kind of put-together that looked effortless and wasn't.

I did my face at the lit vanity slower than I'd ever done it at home. No one coming to knock. No mother wondering why the bathroom light was on past midnight. Just the mirror and Cleo coming forward in it, unhurried, and the message on my phone: be ready.

Ready by six-thirty. He hadn't said a time.

I sat on the edge of the bed in my virginal white lace and my heels and I waited. I thought about the note in the bottom drawer — I will be thinking about it on the plane  — and I thought about what Daddy's hands felt like at the small of my back and I thought about Thursday for four days and now Thursday was here and I was sitting on the edge of a bed in a French girl's lingerie with my clitty already half-hard and I was not afraid of any of it. That was the thing I kept noticing. I kept waiting for the fear to arrive and it didn't.

He arrived at seven forty-three. I heard the car on the gravel before the door and my whole body responded before I'd decided to let it — a low pull starting below my navel and spreading outward, warmth moving up my thighs. I stood. Smoothed the bodysuit. Looked in the mirror once and went to the top of the stairs.

He came through the front door the way he came through every door, like the room had been waiting for him. Light trousers, a charcoal shirt open at the collar, the gold watch. He looked up at me at the top of the stairs and stopped.

He looked at me the way he'd looked at me in the wardrobe doorway — the full length of it, heels to face, taking his time — and said nothing for a moment. Just looked.

"Come down," he said.

I came down.

Each step was taken deliberately with one hand on the rail. He watched me the whole way and didn't move, didn't reach for me, just watched with that patient unhurried attention that I'd been thinking about for four days. I reached the bottom step and stopped. Close enough that I could smell him — that clean expensive warmth from the office, from the car. His eyes moved over my face.

"Good girl," he said. "You came back."

"I said I would, Daddy."

"You did." The corner of his mouth. "How was the drive?"

"Fine. Easy to find."

He nodded. His hand came up, fingers curling under my chin, tilting my face — not hard, just enough, the way you'd hold something you were examining. His thumb moved along my jaw once, slow.

"You nervous?" he said.

"Yes."

"Good. Nervous means you understand what this is." His thumb stopped at the corner of my mouth. Pressed there, barely. "You understand what this is, Cleo?"

"Yes, Daddy."

"Tell me."

"I'm yours Daddy."

His expression settled — the confirmed-decided look from the office and the mirror. His thumb moved from the corner of my mouth and he stepped back.

"Living room. Get me a drink. You'll find what you need."

A fresh expensive bottle of Bourbon on the kitchen shelf, already set out. I poured two fingers into a glass I fetched from the cabin and carried it through. He was on the sofa, settled back with one arm along the cushions and his legs apart, taking up space the way he took up every space. He'd undone another button on his shirt. Salt and peppered chest hair, the solid weight of his belly, the heavy belt buckle at his waist. A man who ate well and took up room and didn't apologize for either.

I brought him the drink and he took it without looking at it. His eyes stayed on me.

"Stand in front of me."

I stood in front of him. His knees almost touching my stockinged thighs, the lamp low behind him, the house very quiet. Even sitting he was nearly level with me in my heels. The breadth of him from this close — the wide shoulders, the thickness of his forearms, the size of the hands resting on his thighs. I felt twenty years old in the best possible way. In the way that meant I was in the presence of something larger than my experience and I knew it and it didn't frighten me. It pulled.

"You eaten anything today?" he said.

"Yes Daddy. I had a snack while I got ready."

"Good." His hands came to my hips, light. Just resting. He looked up at me. "You been thinking about this?"

"Yes."

"What did you think about?"

My face went warm. "Being on my knees."

His hands tightened slightly. "Yeah?" Low. "Tell me more."

"I thought about being useful." I held his gaze. "Being what you wanted. I thought about your cock."

A beat. His thumbs moved against my hips, that slow arc from the mirror, and I felt it travel straight down.

"Pretty girl," he said. "Pretty little thing standing in her white lace thinking about Daddy's cock for four days." Even, conversational, like he was noting a fact. "That what kept you busy?"

"Yes, Daddy."

"Mm." His eyes moved down my body and back up. "You're wet already, aren't you."

Not a question. I answered it anyway. "Yes."

"Let me see."

My breath caught. I reached down and unsnapped the bodysuit at the crotch and held the fabric aside and let him look — my shaved clitty sprung, throbbing without me even touching it, everything exposed in the lamplight for a man sitting fully clothed on a sofa regarding me with the focused calm of someone assessing something fine.

"Good girl," he said softly. "Put it back."

I snapped the bodysuit closed and tucked back my clitty. My hands were not steady.

He looked up at me. "Get on your knees."

The words landed in my stomach and spread out in every direction. I went down — knees on the rug between his feet, sitting back on my heels, looking up at him. From down here he was immense. Wide shoulders blocking the lamp behind him. The open collar, the belt buckle, the hands resting on his thighs — relaxed, waiting, in no hurry at all. Something about being at this height relative to him, the specific geometry of it — his face above mine, his body filling my whole field of view — felt so right it was almost unbearable. Like a word I'd been trying to remember for years and suddenly could.

"That's it," he said. "Right there." His hand came down and his fingers moved through my hair, not gripping, just touching, and I felt that light contact from my scalp to the backs of my knees. "Look at my pretty girl on her knees."

I was leaking through the bodysuit. I could feel it — the damp heat of it, the specific pulse of wanting that had been building since the car and was now impossible to ignore. I looked up at him and kept looking.

"Daddy," I said.

"Yeah." His hand still in my hair. "Go ahead."

I reached up and undid his belt. My hands were not quite steady and I didn't try to hide it — the slight fumble with the buckle, the tremble in my fingers. I heard him exhale once, slow. The button. The zip. I worked everything down just enough and reached inside.

He was thick. Thicker than I'd expected from the outline against his trousers, and that had already suggested a lot. Heavy in my palm, warm and solid, and I held him and just felt it for a moment — the weight, the reality, the specific knowledge that this was mine to deal with now — before I moved my hand once, slowly, base to tip.

He made a low sound. Just the one, quiet, deep in his chest. A sound that said yes, that, more of that  in a language below words, and my whole body went warmer.

I leaned forward and took the head of him into my mouth. The very first ever cock I’ve had in my mouth. I didn’t know then that it would be the only cock I’ll be going to ever have from now on in me.

It was everything and more that I’d dreamt about up until then, the taste of him — clean, warm, a faint salt — and the stretch of him against my lips, the weight of him on my tongue. I heard myself make a small involuntary sound I couldn't have stopped if I'd tried. I took more of him. Found the angle, tilted my head, worked my hand at the base and my mouth over the rest and felt the way his thighs shifted slightly under my palms, the small involuntary adjustment of a man trying to stay still.

"There you go," he said. His voice had dropped a register, rougher at the edge. "There's my good girl. Look at that cute mouth."

I looked up at him. The eye contact — I'd known it would matter and it did. The way his face changed when I looked up at him from my knees with his cock filling my mouth. The control he kept over everything stripped back by one degree, just enough to see through. He was a man who controlled everything in every room he walked into and right now he was choosing to give a small piece of that control to me, and I could see it on his face, and I wanted to earn it.

"You like that?" he asked.

I answered him around him — a sound that meant yes, yes I do, yes Daddy  — and his hand tightened in my hair.

"Knew you would." His hips shifted forward slightly. "Knew the first time I saw that pretty mouth. Made for this, aren't you. Made to be on your knees for Daddy."

I took him deeper. Felt my eyes water at the back of my throat and didn't stop, swallowed against it, kept my hand moving at the base. The specific focus of it — mouth and hand and attention — was quieting everything else. There was no Clarence here. No Sunday church, no parents' house, no secret being kept. Only the warm weight of him and the sounds he made and the hand in my hair and the wanting.

My clitty was pressing hard against the fabric of the bodysuit and I was so wet the lace was soaked through and I hadn't been touched and I didn't need to be. This was enough. Being useful. Being exactly what he needed and knowing it and doing it on my knees on a Thursday night while the house sat quiet and the world outside had no idea.

"Cleo." Rougher now, the control fraying at the edges in the best possible way. "Look at me."

I looked up.

"Good girl." The hand in my hair tightened. "Take it. That's it — that's my good little cock slut, just like that — keep working that mouth —"

The words went through me like a current. I worked him faster and felt the change in him — hips that stopped staying still, thighs tensing hard under my hands, the low sound that was bigger than all the others —

He came with his hand fisted in my hair and good girl  on his lips, not my name, the name that was better than my name, the one that mattered here. I took everything, swallowed, stayed where I was with his cock in my mouth until the last of it and then I rested my cheek against his thigh.

His hand loosened in my hair and moved to the back of my neck. Just rested there, warm and heavy.

"Good girl," he said again. Quieter. Not dirty talk anymore — just true. A fact being confirmed.

I closed my eyes.

We stayed like that a while. His hand on my neck, my cheek against his thigh, the house quiet. I thought: this is what I am.  Not with shame or the ache of a secret. Just clearly, the way you know your own name.

This is what I am and I'm good at it and it is mine.

Eventually, after I had used my mouth to clean him up, he said, "Up."

I got up. My knees ached from the rug. He tucked himself away without ceremony and looked at me — white lace, heels, lips swollen, eyes bright, the bodysuit damp at the front and obvious about it. He looked at all of it.

"Go get cleaned up," he said. "Then come back down. I'll fire up the grill and throw in a couple of steaks. You’ve only had a snack, and you just fired up my appetite with that pretty mouth,"

"You're staying Daddy?!" I blushed from the compliment, while the surprise about his staying back in my voice was genuine.

"Yeah." He reached out and tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. "You got a problem with that?"

"No," I said. "No, Daddy." A pause. I held his gaze. "I want you to fuck me."

He looked at me. Not surprised — nothing surprised him — but attentive, the way he got when something interested him.

"Yeah," he smirked. "I will." He let his hand drop from my ear and leaned back against the sofa cushions, relaxed, like a man who had already worked out the schedule. "But not tonight."

"Why not?" I asked with the same disappointment as the last time I had spent a night in this house. Is he going to leave me horny and denied like that again?

"Because that pussy of yours has never taken a cock before," he said. Simply. Factually. "And I'm not interested in hurting you. I'm interested in you taking every inch and loving it." His eyes on mine. "That takes patience. That takes training. This weekend is for that."

I processed that. "This weekend?!"

"Today's Thursday." The corner of his mouth. "Which means you've got three days, and I intend to use all of them. By Sunday, you'll be taking me properly, and it'll be good for both of us." He tilted his head. "You got somewhere to be this weekend?"

"No Daddy," I blurted in an instant before I thought about Sunday dinner. My father's chair at the head of the table. Church on Sunday morning, and the particular quality of his disappointment when the pew beside him was empty.

"I can sort it," I said.

"Then go sort it. Then get that pretty booty back down."

I went up the stairs and into the bathroom and looked at Cleo in the mirror. Flushed and bright-eyed, hair wrecked from his hand, lips pink and swollen — a freshly face-fucked twenty-year-old in white lace standing in a secret house with three days ahead of her and a cover story to build in the next five minutes.

I grinned at her like an idiot.

Then I picked up my phone and called my mother.

It rang twice. She picked up on the third ring the way she always did, like she'd been waiting but didn't want to seem like it.

"Clarence." Not a question. Just my name, the way she said it, which contained a whole paragraph.

"Hi, Mama." I said in my ‘normal’ voice as I touched up my gloss in the mirror with my free hand, watching my own face while I talked. "I'm going to be staying with Derek this weekend. He's got an Airbnb booked, wants me to show him around some places, he’s never been here, so it's become a whole thing."

A pause. The specific pause that meant she was deciding which disappointment to lead with.

"You didn't ask," she said. "You didn't say anything about a weekend away."

"I'm telling you now."

"That's not the same as asking, Clarence."

I looked at myself in the mirror. Cleo looked back — wrecked lip gloss, hair that needed fixing, the white lace strap visible at my shoulder. The face of someone who had just spent forty minutes on their knees in a mafia man's living room and was now lying to their mother on the phone.

"Mama," I said. "I'm twenty."

A small sound from her end. Half a sigh, half something softer. "You'll always be my baby," she said. "That doesn't change." Another pause, shorter. "You'll be safe? You'll eat properly?"

"Yes."

"And you'll let me know about Sunday dinner. Your father will want to know if you're coming to church. He'll be disappointed, Clarence, if his son misses another—"

"I'll let you know about Sunday," I said. "I promise."

She was quiet for a moment. I could hear the television in the background — the same channel it was always on at this hour, the volume my father preferred which was slightly too loud.

"Be safe," she said finally. "And call me."

"I will. Love you, Mama."

"Love you."

I hung up.

I stood in front of the mirror for a moment, phone in hand. Cleo looked back at me: the wrecked hair, the satisfied mouth, the white lace. My mother's voice still in my ear. You'll always be my baby.  The television in the background of my father's house. His son missing church. His disappointment, quiet and heavy, the kind that lasted through Sunday dinner and into Monday.

Oh, I'm sure I'm going to be seeing God a few times this weekend,  I thought. Just not in a church.

Three days.

What happened over those three days is a story for another time. What matters right now is that I fixed my hair, touched up my gloss, and went back downstairs to have dinner with the man who owned me — and by Sunday I could barely walk, and I was smiling the whole drive home.


Chapter 4

The window faces the lone lane.

Apparently that’s the first thing Daddy noticed about the house when he’d bought this place a few years back — good sightlines from every front-facing room, the lane long enough that you'd see a car a full minute before it reached the gate. Strategic. The way everything he built was strategic. I've been looking out this window for two years, always from the same angle, always in heels, always already dressed and waiting because waiting is part of it. Because being ready is what good girls do.

Tonight I'm in the pink. Not the original pale pink from that first night — that set is still folded in the wardrobe, preserved almost ceremonially, the first piece that ever felt right on my body. Tonight it's the deep rose satin set I found in a delivery package a year into the arrangement: a corset-style bralette with underwire and thin ribbon straps, high-cut briefs with a lace panel at the back that sits flush against my ass. Rose garter clips. A fresh pair of sheer blush stockings, seamless up the back of my thighs. The pink fours inch stilettos I slid on an hour ago… these were one of my very first purchases — Daddy paid for it obviously — as his gumar that was broken in now across two years of Thursday nights and weekends.

The house smells warm. I lit a candle an hour ago and let it burn down to the right depth. The kitchen has what he'll want. The bed has what we'll need. Everything is where it's supposed to be.

I am where I'm supposed to be.

I turn from the window and catch myself in the long mirror on the far wall — same mirror from that second night, the one he stood me in front of with his hands on my hips and said look and I looked and saw what he already saw. I've looked in it ten thousand times since. It still does something to me. Not surprise anymore — I'm past surprise. Just recognition. Just: yes, that's right, that's me.

Two years into this. Two years of the encrypted app and the drive out and the walk-in wardrobe and the weight of his hand. Two years of being Clarence in the outside world — on the phone with my mother, at the family table on Sundays I can actually make it, in my own car now on the county road — and Cleo in here, which is to say: myself. The self that has always been underneath, that was always going to be here waiting when Clarence finally found the right door.

My phone lights up on the vanity.

Already in the lane.

My stomach drops. That particular pull, low and slow, starting right where he said it would, right where it always does. Two years and my body still responds to that text the same way it responded to twenty minutes on the very first night — involuntary, immediate, a compass needle swinging to north.

I type: I'm ready, Daddy.

***

The headlights come down the lane a little after eight, the familiar unhurried pace of a married man who finished his family dinner and told his mobwife he had business to attend to like he did every other weekend, a powerful man who knows his — this — gate will open before he reaches it. Dark sedan, clean, the one I associate with Thursday nights. I watch it come down the lane and my clitty stiffens against the satin front of the briefs, already leaking, already at that particular edge that two years have taught me is just my resting state by the time he arrives. This is what I do in the hours before he gets here. I build it. I don't touch. I get myself right to the edge of unbearable and stay there and think about him and wait, and by the time his key hits the lock I am so ready it is almost a problem.

I hear the engine cut. The car door. His footsteps on the gravel — unhurried, heavy, the specific rhythm of a man who has nowhere to be but here and knows it.

The lock. The door.

As always, I'm at the top of the stairs when he comes through.

He stops. He always stops. I used to think it was theatrical — the pause, the long look up at me — but I've understood for a long time now that it isn't. It's just what he does when he sees me. He stops and looks because I'm worth stopping and looking at, and he's not a man who bothers performing things he doesn't mean. He means the pause. He means all of it.

Dark shirt tonight, open three buttons. Dark trousers with the heavy belt I know the sound of. Gold watch, a Patek this time, catching the lamp. He's heavier than he was two years ago, incrementally, the way men of a certain age go — more solid through the belly, more settled in the chest. I like it. I have always liked it. There is nothing about the mass of him that read as anything other than his.

He looks at me from the base of the stairs: heels to hips to chest to face. The full inventory. Taking his time.

"Come down," he says.

I come down.

I don't hold the rail anymore. I learned the stairs in heels eighteen months ago and I take them now like I was born to it — slow, intentional, one hand loose at my side, watching his face the whole way. He watches me back. His eyes don't move from my face as I descend and stop on the last step, which puts me at the exact right height to look at his mouth without looking up.

"Hi, Daddy."

"Hi, baby." His hand comes up and settles against the side of my face. Palm warm against my jaw, thumb brushing the arch of my cheekbone once. Not a greeting. A check-in. He looks at me the way he always looks at me up close — inventory complete, moving now into something different, the specific attention of a man confirming that what's his is still as it should be. "Good day?"

"Better now."

The corner of his mouth moves. "Yeah."

He doesn't move his hand. His thumb traces the line of my jaw down to my chin, tilts my face up a degree, and then he leans in and presses his mouth to mine. Not urgent — easy, firm, the kiss of a man who knows exactly what he's kissing and has kissed it a thousand times. I open for him immediately and his hand shifts to the back of my neck, fingers curling into the hair at my nape, and I make a sound I don't plan and don't try to stop because two years has done away with my self-consciousness about sound. I make the sounds I make. He likes it when I do.

He pulls back first. His thumb moves across my lower lip.

"Pretty girl," he says. His eyes on mine. "Show me what I've been thinking about all week."

My breath goes short. This is not new — the request is one I've heard in different forms for two years — but it still lands exactly where it always lands. I straighten and take a step back onto the bottom stair so he can see the full length of me: the blush stockings climbing my thighs, the garter straps holding them up, the high cut of the rose briefs at my hips, the satin corset bralette, my clitty pressing visibly hard against the front of the briefs and leaving a small wet mark in the satin that I stopped being embarrassed about fourteen months ago.

He looks at me. Long and thorough and entirely without hurry.

"Turn around."

I turn. Face the stairs. I know what he's looking at — the way the heels make my legs and ass look, the seamless stockings above, the lace back briefs sitting flush against my ass. Two years has made me fluent in his gaze. I can feel where it lands.

"That's mine," he says.

"Yes, Daddy."

"Come here."

I turn back and step into him and his arms go around me properly — one hand broad and flat at my lower back, one in my hair — and pull me against the front of him. I can feel him already: thick and hardening behind his trousers, pressing into my hip where I'm fitted against him. He smells the same as he smelled in the car on night one. Clean and expensive and warm. I've smelled it in this house ten thousand times and my body still registers it the same way — a frequency I was already tuned to, a coming-home.

I press into him and tilt my head up and he kisses me again, deeper this time, his hand fisting in my hair, and I make a sound that's mostly gone by the time it leaves my throat.

He pulls back. Keeps his hand in my hair a moment longer, then lets it drop. "Upstairs," he says.

I go.

***

He sits on the edge of the bed the way he always does: settled back on both palms, watching. He's taken his shirt off — set it over the chair with his watch on top, that neat way he has with things — and I'm on my knees in front of him on the floor because he asked and I went down without hesitating because this is where I go. The heels on the hardwood floor. The stockings on my thighs. My clitty hard and leaking inside the panties, untouched, because he hasn't said I can touch yet, and I've learned to wait.

"You've been good babygirl," he says. Not a question.

"Yes, Daddy."

"Yeah." His eyes on me. "I know… You're always good."

I have his belt undone before he says anything else. I know the belt now — the particular weight of the buckle, which way to pull, the sound it makes sliding through the loops. I've undone it hundreds of times, and I still feel the pull of it low in my stomach every time. The button. The zip. I reach in and take him out carefully, both hands, because I like to hold him a moment before anything else — just the weight of him, the heat, the specific knowledge of what I'm holding. He's already fully hard, like always. Has been since the stairs, probably since the lane.

I look up at him.

"What do you want, Daaaddy?!"

He tilts his head slightly. "What do you think I want?"

I tighten my grip once, slow, base to tip, and watch his jaw set.

"This," I say.

"Then give it to me."

I take him into my mouth.

The weight of him on my tongue is something I've never gotten used to — not in the sense of being surprised by it, but in the sense that my body responds to it the same way every time, the same low clench, the same flood of wet against the satin panel of my panties the instant I taste him. I take the head first, lips stretched around him, tongue tracing the underside, and feel his thigh tighten under my palm.

Two years of this. I know him the way I know the house — by feel, in the dark, without looking. I know the pace that makes him stay still and the pace that makes his hips move. I know the angle that opens my throat right, the one I found by accident on the third weekend and have never forgotten. I know the pressure of my hand at the base that makes him exhale through his nose in a specific way that I've been thinking about, in idle moments, for the better part of two years. I work down the length of him slow, hand and mouth, taking more than I need to because I want more, because this is something I do for myself as much as for him, and hold it until my eyes water and my throat pulls and I hear him make a sound he doesn't usually make this early.

I draw back. Do it again. Find the rhythm — long and slow, my jaw working, lips tight, the hand at his base moving with my mouth. He's thick enough that it takes effort to keep up, and I like the effort. Like feeling it in my jaw, in the muscles of my neck, like knowing that by the end of a session like this, I'll be able to feel exactly where I've been for a little over two full years now.

I look up at him.

The thing that happens to his face when I do this — when I look up at him from my knees with his cock buried in my mouth and my eyes wide and wet and steady on his — is the thing I came here for the first time and have come back for every time since. The control he keeps over every room he walks into, showing its one hairline crack. Just the one. Just enough to see through. He is a man who has decided everything in his life and right now I am the one thing he is not deciding. I can see it. I love seeing it.

"That mouth," he says. Rough already, rougher than usual. "Look at you. Look at my good little cock slut."

I hum against him, and his hips shift forward.

"Good girl." His hand comes down into my hair. Not pulling — yet — just holding, warm and heavy on the back of my head, thumb tracing the shell of my ear once. "Two years of that pretty mouth and I still can't —" He stops. Exhales through his nose. Lets his head tip back for one second and then brings it forward again so he's watching me. "Don't stop."

I don't stop.

I take him deeper on the next pass and hold it, swallowing around him, feeling his grip in my hair tighten by degrees. He starts to move — not much, short controlled rolls of his hips that push him further down my throat — and I take it, open for it, my clitty throbbing untouched inside the briefs and so wet I can feel it through the satin. I am on my knees in my boots in a house that doesn't exist on any map and I am full of his cock and I am, in a way I have no better word for, exactly myself.

He lets me work him for a long time. Longer than usual. His hand in my hair not directing, just present, his breathing going shallow and audible in the quiet house. I feel the change when it comes: the particular tension gathering in his thighs under my palms, the way his hand tightens in my hair — not fisted, not pulling me off, just holding on the way you hold something when you're close to the edge.

"Not like that tonight," he says.

I draw back. Look up at him, hand still wrapped around the base, mouth still close enough that I could take him back in without moving.

"On the bed," he says. "On your back."

"Yes Daddy!" I smile, the cheekiest of smiles, as I stand and get on the bed.

***

He does it the way he does everything — without hurry, without performance. He takes my panties down my legs and sets them aside and looks at my clitty, hard and red and leaking against my belly, and doesn't comment on it except to drag one thumb slow up the underside once, which makes my hips lift off the bed. He leaves it alone after that. Turns his attention lower.

"You prepped cupcake?"

"Yes, Daddy."

"Good girl."

I had, of course. What feels like eons ago. This is part of getting ready now, as automatic as the makeup and the lingerie — the bathroom routine he established in that first weekend, the fat plug I'd worn for over an hour before removing it, the ache of empty I've been carrying since I took it out. I've been open and ready since seven before he arrived at eight twenty-three.

He works me open with his fingers and doesn't hurry about it.

One first — pressing in slow, watching my face, feeling my body open around him, because two years of this hasn't made him careless about it. He still watches. He will always watch. His thumb presses to the sensitive skin just beside where his finger works inside me and I make a sound I don't muffle and my hips try to roll toward him and his other hand, flat and heavy on the inside of my stockinged thigh, holds me in place.

"Stay," he says. Quiet. Not a reprimand. Just his preference.

I stay. My hands grip the soft linen on either side of my hips and I stay.

Two fingers. The stretch of it, the specific fullness that is nothing like what's coming but is enough to make my clitty leak against my belly. He curls them once — that angle, the one he found in the first training weekend and has never forgotten — and my whole body goes rigid and I say his name, not Daddy, just the sound of it, shapeless, half-lost.

"Good girl." He does it again. "That's it."

Three fingers and I stop being able to think in sentences. The stretch is right at the border, exactly where I want it, exactly where I've been since seven o'clock when I took the plug out and felt the hollow of it. I've been empty for over an hour and my body has known it and has been telling me about it at length and now his fingers are inside me and I can feel every ridge of his knuckles and I am making sounds that I would be embarrassed about anywhere else on earth.

"Daddy —"

"I know."

"Pleaaassseee —"

"I know, baby." He presses in to the knuckle and holds it and I arch completely off the bed and his other hand keeps my thigh pinned and I come down to the sheets again breathing like I've been running. "Tell me what you want."

"You." No hesitation. Not even close. "I want you inside me. Please, Daddy, please —"

"Yeah?!" He withdraws his fingers — slow, deliberate, watching my face do what it does — and I make a sound of pure protest that he ignores entirely. He looks at what he's leaving behind as he goes to fetch the lube from the bedside table and then he looks at my face. "You've been waiting for me all day?"

"All week, Daddy."

"All week." He sounds like he likes that very much. He positions himself — I feel the lubed blunt head of him pressing there, just the pressure of it, and my whole body goes still in the way it goes still when I'm so close to something I've been wanting that I stop breathing. He looks at my face. He always watches my face.

"Eyes on me," he says.

I keep my eyes on him.

He pushes in.

The first inch of him is always — even two years in, even after a hundred times — a full-body event. The stretch and the pressure and the slow forward slide of him filling me up, my legs wrapping around his hips automatically, the sound I make into the ceiling. He goes slow. He's always gone slow, not because I need him to anymore but because he likes to watch. He likes the moment my expression changes, the moment the fullness tips past manageable into something that requires my full attention.

"Good girl," he says, still moving forward, still watching. "There she is. Just like that."

"Daddy —" Breathless. Not a request. Just his name because there's nothing else.

"I've got you." He bottoms out. Holds still. His hand comes to my hip, thumb pressing into the jut of the bone. "How's that?"

"Fullllll." My voice sounds like it belongs to someone else. "You're so — Daddy, please —"

"Please what?"

"Move. Please move."

He moves.

I'm not embarrassed by what comes out of my mouth when he does. I stopped being embarrassed about that somewhere in the second month. He sets the pace slow, and I feel every inch of it — the drag and push of him, the way my body takes him and closes around him and I can feel his cock the way I can feel my own heartbeat, present and constant and necessary. He's big enough that slow is the only pace that works at first, that even two years in and having myself stretched with a plug, it yet still takes my body a few strokes to fully settle into him, and I've learned to like that. Like the reminder of what I'm taking. Like that, it registers.

"Look at me," he says mid stroke.

I look at him.

"My slutty good muffin." He pushes deep and holds it and I make a sound that is mostly vowel. "That's my girl. Feel that?"

"Yes, Daddy." Barely words. "Yes, I feel — yes —"

"That's right." He pulls back and drives in again and watches my eyes go unfocused and come back. "Every week," he says. Almost to himself. "Every week and you're still —" He doesn't finish. He drives in again.

I wrap my stocking-clad legs higher on his hips. Change the angle. Feel him go even deeper and stop pretending I have anything like composure left. The heels dig into the backs of his thighs. My hands find his shoulders and hold on. With my dripping hard clitty between the both of us, he drops his forehead to mine for a moment, both of us breathing, and then he starts moving properly, and I stop tracking anything that isn't him.

He brings me to the edge the first time by changing angle and pace together, a specific combination he's used on me enough times that my body recognizes it and lurches toward it like a reflex, and just when I get there — clenching around him, his name in my throat — he slows down. Pulls back to long and lazy. I make a sound of genuine suffering.

"Daddyyyy. Please."

"Not yet babygirl."

"Please, I was just right there —"

"I know." He sounds satisfied about that. "And you're gonna get there again."

He builds me again. Slower this time, making me earn it, his hands moving — one at my hip keeping me where he wants me, one sliding up my ribs to press flat against my chest, feeling my nipples and heartbeat through the satin of the corset bralette. I'm still fully dressed (if you can really call my barely-there outfit a dress), and he's still half-dressed and there's something about that, the contrast of his burly rough hands on lace and ribbon while he fucks me into the sheets, that I've loved since the first time and love more now.

The second time he pulls me back from the edge, I actually say please out loud seven times in a row, and he laughs, low and private, his mouth at my temple.

"Seven," he says.

"Please —"

"Eight." He presses his lips to the side of my neck. Keeps the slow pace that is going to kill me. "What do you want, baby?"

"I need to cum." Not asking anymore. Past asking. "I need to cum, Daddy, please, I need —"

"Yeah?!" He shifts — finds the pace, the angle, the specific combination that is everything — and his hand moves from my hip to my clitty and wraps around it, not stroking, just his palm and the weight of his hand and the specific pressure of being held there while he fucks me. I feel it everywhere. The fullness of him and the pressure of his hand and the heels on my legs and his hairy chest coming down against the lace bralette, and I say it — it comes out of somewhere that isn't quite me, or is the most me I've ever been —

"You're everything, Daddy…"

He presses his mouth to my temple. His hand tightens on my clitty, just slightly, just enough. Says it quietly, the same tone he uses for everything he's certain of, which is everything:

"Good girl. Now cum for your Daddy."

I cum so hard my vision whites at the edges. My whole body locks and releases and locks again, clenching around him in waves I feel in my spine and my hands and the backs of my knees. I'm making sounds I won't remember specifically, only the fact of them, the way they moved through the quiet house. His hand on my clitty stays through all of it, firm and present, riding it with me.

He follows not long after — I feel it before I hear it, the way his whole body goes rigid against mine, hips driving deep and stuttering there, buried as far as he goes, and then the pulse of him inside me, thick and unmistakable, filling me up in long hot waves while he makes a sound into my hair that is the most undone I ever hear him. Low and rough and pressed against my scalp like he doesn't want it to exist outside the two of us. His cock kicks again. Again. I feel every one. I clench around him without meaning to and he groans — actually groans, quiet but real — and his hips push forward one last time like he can get deeper, like he wants every last bit of it inside me, and I want that too, I want all of it, I want to feel him finish in me the way I've wanted it every week for two years.

He stays buried in me while it moves through him, not pulling back, not in any hurry to leave. His hand on my still hard and sensitive-from-cumming clitty finally eases, but doesn't leave. His weight comes down against me, and he keeps me, arms bracketing me into the bed, and I am so thoroughly wrecked and so thoroughly myself that I can't tell where one ends and the other begins.

We stay like that for a long time.

I can feel my own pulse everywhere.

"Hey," he says eventually. Quiet. He lifts his head and looks at my face, checking the way he always checks after.

"Hiii, Daddy."

He brushes my hair back from my forehead. Runs his thumb along my jaw. "There’s my favourite slut."

"Here she is," I say.

He doesn't say anything else. He doesn't need to. His hand stays on my face and I stay full of him — his cum warm inside me, leaking slowly where we're still pressed together, my clitty spent and now softening against my belly, my whole body open and used and exactly right. The corset bralette is still on. The heels are still on. I am Daddy's sissy fucktoy in a house that doesn't exist on any map, and I am more myself than I have ever been anywhere else on earth.

I close my eyes.

His cock slut. His good girl. His.

Still and always his.


Chapter 5

I wake up full of him.

Not literally — he's not inside me anymore, hasn't been for hours — but the fullness is there anyway, that particular weight that lasts the morning after, the one that reminded me every time I shifted in the night exactly what had happened. My thighs ache. The corset bralette is unhooked, lying on the bedside table where he took it off me at some point in the small hours, careful and quiet while I was half asleep. The heels are gone too. I don't remember him doing that. I remember the warmth of his hands and then nothing until now.

The stockings and garters are still on.

The room is bright at the edges of the curtains. Later than I've slept here in two years. The bed beside me is empty but recently: his pillow carries the indent of his head, the sheets on his side pushed back rather than neat, meaning he got up but not long ago. I stretch out one leg and feel the ache travel all the way up my hip and I smile with my eyes still closed.

Then I smell coffee.

I sit up.

The mirror catches me from across the room: one stocking-clad leg, blonde hair everywhere, lips still a little swollen. A bite mark on my collarbone I don't remember getting. I look at myself for a second the way I always look — checking for Cleo, confirming she's still there. She is, same as always, same as every morning in this house. I do my morning routine in the bathroom before I quickly freshen up my makeup, something light but still noticeable.

I find the new silk robe in the wardrobe. Ice blue, kimono-style, mid-thigh. I haven't worn this one before — I gravitate toward the pinks — but this morning I want something cool and clean. I tie it loose at the front and don't put anything on underneath. Daddy's downstairs. What I'm wearing underneath will depend on what he asks for.

I leave just the stockings and garters on.

He's taught me not to hold the rail now and I don't. I take the stairs slowly in my house heels — a pair of three-inch mule heels in white, and I hear him before I see him. The particular quiet sounds of a man moving through a kitchen he knows — a drawer, the coffee maker, something on the hob at low heat.

I reach the bottom, lean against the doorframe and look at him.

He's in his trousers from last night and no shirt. That's the only way I've ever seen him from behind, and I've been looking at this view for two years, and it still does something. The breadth of him, the belt buckle sitting low and loose since it's not properly done. He's at the hob with a pan, something smelling like butter and eggs, and he has no idea I'm here yet.

I watch him and think about Céleste's note. What she said about the year, about specifically her last night in the same bed I spent the night. I think I understand that sentence better now.

"You going to stand there?!" he says, not turning around.

"Probably for a bit," I say.

The corner of his mouth. I see it in profile when he turns to reach for something above the hob. "Robe's nice."

"Haven't worn it before." I push off the doorframe and come into the kitchen. "Felt right for this morning."

He glances over his shoulder. The look is quick but complete — he clocks the bare feet, the stockings, the blue silk tied loose, all of it in the time it takes most men to blink. His eyes go back to the pan. "Eggs?"

"Yes please, Sir."

"Sit down then."

I take the near bar stool and tuck my feet on the rung and watch him cook, which is not something I get often. Daddy at a hob on a quiet morning, same certainty as every other room he walks through, just quieter about it. A man who knows what he's doing and doesn't explain it.

"What time is it?" I ask.

"Past nine."

"You let me sleep…"

"You needed it."

The tone of that. Not pointed, just certain, the way he says things he's decided are true. I press my thighs together on the bar stool and look at my hands.

"How long have you been up?" I ask.

"Couple of hours. Had to make a few business  calls…" He slides the eggs onto a plate, adds something from the small pan beside it that smells like bacon, and sets it on the island in front of me. Then he does his own, takes the stool around the corner — not across from me but beside me, angled so he can see my face — and picks up his coffee.

We eat. The house smells like coffee and morning and him. It's the most ordinary room in a house that doesn't exist for anyone else other than us, and somehow that's not a contradiction. The arrangement doesn't erase the ordinary; it just makes the ordinary feel chosen. Private. Nobody knows this breakfast is happening. That's part of what makes it ours.

"Your robe," he says.

I look down. The tie has shifted while I was eating. It's still knotted, but the front has fallen open — the silk parted just enough that I can see my hairless chest through the V, the tops of my thighs. My clitty is visible if he's looking at the right angle, soft in the gap of the silk, and he is looking at the right angle.

I meet his eyes.

"Yeah," he says, like he's noting something interesting. His eyes move from my chest to my face. He sets his fork down. "Come here."

"I'm eating Daddy."

"You can eat after."

I slide off the bar stool.

He turns on his stool to face the kitchen island and I step into the space between his knees. Standing between his legs while he sits, I'm above him for once — I can look straight at his forehead, the faded scar at his jaw — but that's not how it feels. His eyes are on my face from below and I am somehow still looking up.

His hands come to the belt of the robe. He takes one side of the silk in each hand and opens it further, the front parting completely, and looks at what's underneath. My clitty, still soft from sleep, starting to wake up under his gaze. The lace bands of the stocking on my mid-thigh.

"My girl," he says. Quiet. Not dirty, just possessive. His thumb moves along the inside of my hip, just above the stocking band.

"Daddy," I say.

"Right here, muffin." His other hand presses flat against my lower belly, warm and heavy, and stays there. "How do you feel?!"

"Full," I say. Same answer as last night. Maybe the same meaning too, just from a different angle.

He looks at me. That checking-in look, the one that runs over my face the way his hands run over my body. He doesn't find anything wrong. His thumb keeps its slow drag against my hip.

"You're going to sit up on the counter," he says. "Right here." He pats the edge of the island. "Face me."

My stomach drops. "But we just ate Daddy."

"I know."

"Daddy, the eggs were literally—"

"Cupcake." Very calm. The corner of his mouth. "Counter."

I sit up on the counter.

It puts me level with him. Eye to eye, his face right in front of mine. He pulls the bar stool closer. My legs are hanging off the edge and he sets his hands on my knees — the stockings smooth under his palms — and parts them. Not rough. Just the way you open something that belongs to you.

The robe falls away from my legs. I'm spread on his kitchen island in ice blue silk open to my navel, stockings held by the lacy garter and nothing else, and he's looking at me the way he always looks. Like he made this and approves.

"There she is." His hands run up the outside of my thighs, stopping at the stocking bands. "My girl. Still dressed like mine even in the morning."

"The stockings were already on," I say.

"Mm. That's not an accident."

It isn't. I know it isn't. I left them on because somewhere in my half-asleep body last night, while he was unhooking the corset and taking off the heels, I wanted to stay dressed for him in some small way. Wanted to wake up still marked by the night.

He looks at my clitty — hard now, flushed, untouched — and doesn't reach for it yet. Just looks, the way he looks at everything. Then his eyes come back to my face.

"You know what you are to me?" he says.

Not rhetorical.

"Yours," I say.

"More specific." His thumbs trace the inner seam of the stockings, stopping a half-inch below the lace bands. "Think about it."

I look at him. Two years and I know the answer before he finishes the question. She's the wife. I'm the girl he keeps bent over counters in a house nobody knows exists — the one who takes what she won't, who wants what she can't give him, who says please  and means it every single time.

"I'm what she isn't," I say.

His thumbs stop.

"I'm what she doesn't do," I say. "What she doesn't want to do. Or can't. Or stopped wanting." I hold his gaze. "That's what a gumar is, isn't it? That's the whole—"

"Yes." Simple. No apology, no discomfort. Just the truth placed on the table the same way he places everything. "What she isn't." His hands move up my inner thighs, thumbs along the inside of the stocking bands. "You've always known that."

"From the start."

"And?"

"And I'm here. I've been here every night you’ve wanted me to be, Daddy. I'll be here for the next one too."

Something settles in his face. His hands reach my clitty and wrap around it — not stroking, just holding — and I make a sound I can't contain and my palms go flat on the counter behind me.

"She's a good woman," he says. Even, not unkind. "Good mother. Handles everything she's supposed to handle." His thumbs trace the underside of my clitty, base to tip, once, slow. I grip the edge of the counter. "And that's not nothing. But it's not this." One hand leaves my clitty and moves lower, behind me, his thumb pressing slow against my hole — still tender from last night, still a little sore — just resting there, not pushing in, just making sure I feel it. I make a sound I don't plan. "She doesn't want this." His thumb presses slightly, a reminder of exactly what this  is. "Hasn't for a long time, maybe never." His eyes on mine, not blinking. "And I want this. So I have it. Here. With you." The thumb eases off. "Does that bother you?"

"No Daddy," I say. Without pause. Because it doesn't. I've turned this over plenty — on the drive home, at my parents' table, in the space between his text and his headlights — and it doesn't bother me. What I am to him is real. That it lives inside a secret doesn't make it less real. Céleste understood. I understood it inside the first week.

"Good." His grip on my clitty tightens slightly and I breathe in through my nose. "Because you're not a problem I have to manage. You're not a complication." My breathing is shallower now by the minute. "You're the part of my life that's mine. Just mine. You understand that?"

"Yes, Daddy."

"Say it."

"I'm just yours." My voice has gone low and a little unsteady. "Your secret. Your—" He strokes me, one long pull, and my brain skips. "Daddy, please."

"Please what."

"Please touch me. Please just—"

"I am touching you, cupcake." Perfectly reasonable. His thumb circles the head of my clitty and I tip back on both palms. "What do you want?"

"Your mouth," I say, which surprises even me. "I want your mouth on me."

He looks at me for a moment. Then he leans forward and his lips press to the head of my clitty in a kiss that is somehow entirely chaste and the most explicit thing I've ever experienced, and I make a sound that probably carries through the whole downstairs.

His mouth opens. Takes me in.

I've had his cock in my mouth so many times I know every part of him by feel and rhythm. This is the inverse, — me on his kitchen counter with his mouth wrapped around my clitty, his tongue doing something at the underside that makes my whole leg jerk, and he doesn’t do this a lot, only on special occasions where he feels more generous than he usually is. I realize I'm watching him the way he watches me. His eyes come up once and meet mine from below, and something behind my sternum cracks clean open.

He works his way down with his tongue pressed flat and I feel every nerve in my body reroute. My hands find his head — fingers in his hair, my heels hooking on the counter draw handles for leverage — and he lets me hold him there the way he sometimes lets me hold him when I'm on my knees. Freely given. He takes all of me into his mouth without effort, which is the thing about being small — there's nothing to work up to, no adjustment, he just opens and I'm entirely inside him and it is devastating every single time. He dips lower, between my legs, and I make a sound like something tearing.

"Daddy—" Long vowel, slipping. "Daddy, I'm going to—"

He pulls back.

I say something that may or may not have been a word.

He looks up at me. His mouth is wet and his expression is satisfied in the way that tells me he planned to do exactly that. "Get down and turn around," he says. "Hands on the counter."

"You absolute—" I can't finish it. I turn around anyway because my body is ahead of my mouth on this. Hands flat on the counter, silk robe puddled at my hips, stockings still on held by the straps that were stretching to their limits now in this position, and an almost near the edge clitty between my legs now so hard it's almost painful and leaking against the cold stone.

His hands go to my hips — and then they leave. His warmth gone, and I'm standing there with my hands flat on the counter and my clitty throbbing while he does something behind me that takes forty-five seconds. Long enough for my breathing to go from ragged to controlled and back again. When his hands come back they're slick.

He traces me first. The blunt drag of a lubed thumb, slow, right where I'm already open from last night, and my whole body arches back toward him. His other hand presses flat between my shoulder blades.

"Still," he says.

"I'm trying, Daddy."

"Try harder, muffin."

I try harder.

He takes his time — I'm open and willing, and he knows it, which means he has no reason to hurry. That's the other thing his wife doesn't do. Takes his time. Pays attention. Treats this like information worth having. His thumb traces me open in one slow circle, and I have my teeth in my lip and my knuckles white on the counter.

Then he presses in. Just the hard and lubed head of him, just the tip, and I breathe out in one long exhale that still wavers at the end.

"Good girl," he says. His hands on my hips. "Just like that."

He goes slow the way he always goes slow at entry, even now, even when I've been ready since I watched him cook. He goes slow because he likes to feel it — I know this now — and because watching me from behind while I take him, the moment my body opens and my breathing changes, is something he considers worth the time. I press back and he lets it happen this time. Lets me take what I want from that slow press forward.

"There," he says, quiet. Fully in me now. His belly against my ass, the silk robe pooled around my waist, and I am so full I forget what it felt like not to be. "How's that?"

"Perfect." My voice sounds like someone being slowly taken apart. "Daddy, please—"

"Please what, babygirl?" He draws back. Slow. "Use your words."

"Fuck me," I say. "Please fuck me Daddy, please, I need—"

He fucks me...

The pace starts slow and I feel every stroke — the drag and the push, the specific fullness of him, my body taking him and still treating it like an event. My clitty hangs between my legs, untouched, and the friction and the angle of the counter and the stretch of it builds something with nowhere to go. I make sounds I don't muffle because there's no one to muffle them for. The house is empty except for us, and that specific privacy is part of what makes this work. Part of why I keep coming back.

"Tell me what you are," he says. Mid stroke, conversational, barely rough at the edges yet.

"Yours, Daddy."

"More."

"Your—" He changes angle and I lose a word. "Your gumar," I say. "Your slutty little secret." He picks up pace and something dark and good runs up my spine. "The thing she won't—the thing she—Daddy, please—"

"Keep going." His hand reaches around and wraps around my clitty and I make a sound that echoes. "You know what you are. Say it."

"Your cock slut." It comes out raw and real, not a shred of self-consciousness, because this is the house and this is Daddy and this is the only place on earth it's true. "Your favourite kept slut who takes everything you give her because she wants it—" My voice breaks when he strokes my clitty in time with his thrust. "Because I want it, Daddy, I always want it, please—"

"Yeah." His chest comes down against my back, his mouth at my ear. "You do, don't you. That's why you're here. Because my wife doesn't want to be on a kitchen counter at nine in the morning with my cock in her. But you do." A thrust that sends me forward into the counter. "This is what mine looks like. This right here, babygirl. Understand?"

"Yes Daddy, yes—"

"Good girl." His hand moves faster on my clitty and his pace builds and I have the edge of the counter in my hands and my furry mule heels barely touching the floor and I am being taken apart in a cozy house by a man who has never doubted what I am to him, and what I am to him is everything, and it is exactly enough.

"Daddy—" Dissolving. "Daddy, please, I'm—"

"I know," he says. "Cum for me."

I cum with my face pressed into the cool stone and his name in my mouth and him buried as deep as he goes. It moves through me in waves that don't quit — my thighs, my stomach, the backs of my knees, his cock and his hand and his voice saying good girl, good girl, there she is in my ear, and right now that's the only thing true in the world.

He follows. That gathering tension in his hips I know like a second heartbeat — the change in his breathing, his hand stopping and gripping instead — and then he drives in and holds there, and I feel him finish in me in long hot waves while he makes that sound against the back of my ears down to my neck, low and pressed close, the one he doesn't make anywhere else.

He stays in me.

Both hands on my hips, his weight forward, his chest on my back, both of us breathing. The kitchen is quiet. Sun through the curtain. The coffee still warm on the counter. I can feel him softening slowly inside me and I keep him there by staying exactly where I am.

"Hey," he says eventually.

"Hiii, Daddy." My face is in the counter. I turn my cheek against the stone.

He straightens. One broad palm runs slow up my spine beneath the silk and I shiver. He reaches around and ties the robe closed — unhurried, matter-of-fact, returning something to its right state. His kiss lands between my shoulder blades through the silk.

I push up from the counter and turn around. He's already looking at my face — that check-in, same as always. He runs his thumb along my jaw.

"Good?" he says.

"Better than good, Daddy."

The corner of his mouth does the thing it does.

I lean into his chest, my cheek against the warm skin, the silver-dark hair. His arms come around me. His cum is still warm inside me, dripping slow down my inner thigh, and I don't move. I just stay there.

That's the thing about a secret kept properly — kept with care, by someone who understands the value of what's inside it. A secret like that is a home. Céleste understood. She left a note tucked under the knickers for a man she hoped would want her back, and she wished the next girl well in the only language that mattered: I hope she's worthy of the wardrobe. Daddy still doesnt know about that note. I understood something then about what was being offered here, and it wasn't just the wardrobe or the house. It was this. The ritual of being a pretty dressed sissy, the weekend mornings, the specific way he says good girl and means it — warm and filthy at the same time.

He presses his mouth to the top of my head.

"Favourite slut," he says. Easy, like a fact.

"I know," I say.

"Mine." He steps back, hands on my shoulders, looking at my face the way he looks at everything that matters. "Doesn't matter what else happens outside this house. In here you're mine."

"In here I'm yours, Daddy," I agree.

"Not just in here." Steady, certain. "You're mine wherever you are. You know that."

I do know that. I've known it since Richie's office, since the car, since the first text that said twenty minutes. I know it at the Sunday church with my father's silence and my mother watching Clarence with her careful eye and the phone in my pocket with D at the top of the chat. The arrangement is the container — the house, the wardrobe, the encrypted app — but what's inside the container is just true. Has been since I said yes Daddy at twenty years old and felt it land in the part of me that had been waiting to hear it.

"Yeah," I say.

He turns back to his coffee. Lifts the mug, takes a drink. Back to what he does, comfortable in a kitchen that isn't his and is, in all the ways that matter, completely his.

"There's an ice cream cake in the freezer in the garage," he says. "From last week. Wanted to see if you'd find it."

I blink. "What?"

"Chocolate. In a blue box."

"Daddy." I don't know whether to laugh or what. "Why is there an ice cream chocolate cake in the freezer?"

"Because my girl likes chocolate." Like this is obvious. "Go find it."

Two years and this man still manages to produce a feeling in me that has no name. Something between warm and undone. I go find the cake.

He's still in the kitchen when I come back. He's refilled both coffees. Breakfast plates in the sink. He glances over when I come through with the blue box.

"Found it," I say.

"Good girl," he says. The other version — warm and plain and settled. Not dirty talk. Just true.

I set the cake on the counter and slide back onto the bar stool, and pull the box toward me.

His good girl. His favourite slut. His gumar, his weekend morning, his secret worn close to the chest in a house that doesn't appear on any map. The girl who does the things his wife won't and wants to be doing them. His. In here and outside of here and all the quiet space between.

I open the box.

He sits down beside me with his coffee, and we eat cake on a random morning while the world outside goes on without us, and it is exactly enough.
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Prepare to be captivated by a scorching multi-part tale that transcends boundaries and explores the intoxicating depths of desire. In this captivating series, follow the journey of a young white man who makes a daring choice that leads him into the embrace of his older billionaire black best friend. A pact is made for him to become a Blonde Bombshell Trophy Wife, a deal is struck, and an irresistible connection blossoms, igniting a steamy and romantic sissy story unlike any other. 

As these two individuals navigate their way through a world of power dynamics and submission, their relationship evolves into something both profound and provocative. Amidst opulent settings and sensual encounters, the lines between love, dominance, and passion blur in a passionate dance of emotions. 

Witness the blossoming of their unconventional romance, where a once-simple friendship transforms into a complex dance of intimacy, exploration, and devotion. As the young man embraces his role as a sissy trophy wife, he discovers the transformative power of surrendering to his desires to be feminized wife, guided by the experienced touch of his older billionaire black best friend. 

With each installment, the series delves deeper into their journey, unraveling secrets, desires, and the profound connection that binds them. Embrace a world where love knows no boundaries, where the pursuit of pleasure intertwines with the complexities of the heart, and where surrender becomes a pathway to self-discovery. 

Direct Link: https://mybook.to/9OkmT 
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Not every husband is meant to lead. Some are meant to serve. 

The Feminized Cuckold Collection is a steamy collection of Bi-curious cuckold short stories and novellas  featuring sissy training, chastity, husband humiliation, dominant bulls, and wives who love seeing their men transformed.  Each story explores a different couple’s journey into ultimate submission—where the husband doesn’t just watch but is trained, dressed, and molded into the perfect little pet for both his wife and her lover/lovers. 

Expect steamy power shifts, feminization, deep humiliation, and complete submission , all wrapped in sizzling hot encounters where the lines of control are redrawn, and new desires are embraced. 

If you love cuckold, sissy, and stories of husbands learning to obey both. If you enjoy stories where husbands become wives, caged cucks become obedient pets, and bulls take their rightful place, this series is for you. 

Get ready to kneel. The training starts now. 

Direct Link: https://mybook.to/k1V9Y
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Also, check out the 13-part long, steamy, slow-burning feminization series 
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Danielle didn’t know what she was getting into when she stepped into Ms. Samantha’s world, but now, there’s no turning back. Feminized for Luxury follows Danielle’s slow and sensual transformation, as she’s molded into the perfect working girl at an exclusive, high-end sissy escort agency. With fellow sissy Crystal’s playful teasing and Ms. Samantha’s firm guidance, Danielle learns to embrace her femininity and step into her new role. 

But it’s not just the transformation—soon, Danielle’s life is all about pleasing the agency’s elite clients. Wealthy and powerful, they know exactly what they want, and Danielle is learning how to give it to them in style. Each chapter brings her closer to her true self, as she navigates the seductive, luxurious world of high-paying clients, stunning outfits, and irresistible opportunities. 

This slow-burn feminization story is full of teasing, tension, and moments that will leave you hooked. Welcome to Danielle’s new life, where glamour, desire, and indulgence are just the beginning. 

Direct Link: https://mybook.to/PHhAvb 
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Fresh out of high school and kicked out of the house, a petite, young, beautiful blonde named Patrick finds himself looking for a roommate to share the rent on his new apartment. 

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

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

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

Direct Link: https://mybook.to/ngcUrsK
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