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Chapter 1

This morning, I wore Daddy’s favorite panties - the peach lace ones that hug my ass like sin.

The sun was barely up, but our bedroom was already warm with that soft, amber morning light. We’d been in this house for two years now… ever since Daddy moved us out of the city and into Silverleaf Hollow, the kind of gated community that looks like a Norman Rockwell painting on the outside, but behind closed doors? Everyone's got a leash, a collar, or a drawer full of plugs. It's discreet, it's luxurious, and it's exactly the kind of place where a man like Daddy belongs. And me? I came with him.

Back in New York, he was still married to a woman. Big house, high-rise views, fancy events. I was just a little twink with too much blush and not enough money, working part-time gigs in the city and flirting for tips. We met at a charity gala he sponsored. I was dressed to tease—tight velvet vest, pants that clung like second skin. He watched me all night, and by morning, he wasn't going home to his wife.

He’s twenty-five years older than me—he's forty-nine now, and I'm twenty-four—and I've never wanted anyone else.

At Silverleaf Hollow, the mailboxes are manicured and the neighbors wave politely. But the real community? It lives in the glances, the discreet jewelry, the unspoken knowledge that behind every perfect hedge is a perfectly filthy home. Ours included.

I stretched slowly across the bed, my smooth legs gliding over our silk sheets, the satin thong riding up perfectly between my cheeks. Daddy had left it on the pillow last night with a little note: "Start your day right, pretty thing."  So, I did.

I slipped out from under the covers and tiptoed to the mirror, admiring the way my ass peeked out in those delicate little frills. My plug was still inside me from last night, he hadn’t let me take it out. I loved that. It made me feel full and wanted, even when he was asleep beside me. I gave it a soft little grind, biting my lip as it nudged that perfect spot. I pressed my palm against the mirror and whispered, "You’re Daddy’s girl," before heading to the bathroom.

Shave. Cleanse. Moisturize. Lip tint. A soft blush over my cheeks. It was my routine, and Daddy expected me to look fresh and fuckable before the first coffee was even brewed. After all, he worked hard. I stayed home and made sure our house—and his sissy wife—looked perfect.

I picked out a cropped white tee with a little pink heart at the chest, no bra, obviously. The lace panties stayed on. I slipped into the soft apron with ruffled edges and tied it tight at the waist, framing my hips like a gift. No shoes, Daddy liked me barefoot in the kitchen.

Downstairs, I got to work. Bacon crackling in the pan, toast popping up, the smell of coffee brewing. I moved around to a slow jazz playlist, swaying my hips just for myself. The plug shifted with every step, teasing me with just enough pressure to keep my thighs tight. Every swing of the apron brushed over my nipples, already stiff under the thin cotton. I didn’t dare touch myself—not without permission.

I was pouring his coffee when I heard his footsteps. Slow, steady. Daddy always walked like he owned the ground under him. And in this house? He absolutely did.

He stepped into the kitchen in his robe, freshly showered, tie in hand, that look in his eyes already claiming me.

"Good morning, baby," he said, voice low and smooth.

I turned, gave him my best smile, and swayed up to him with the mug. "Morning, Daddy," I purred, handing him his coffee with both hands.

His palm landed on my ass with a firm squeeze. "You look fuckable."

"I always do, Daddy."

He set the mug down on the counter and reached for the back of my head, gently pushing me to my knees right there on the kitchen floor.

"Before breakfast," he said.

I opened my mouth for him like it was the most natural thing in the world. My hands caressed his thighs, fingertips dancing up the soft fabric of his robe before sliding inside to feel his warmth directly. The hardwood was cold beneath my knees, but his skin was hot, and I wanted nothing more than to bury my face in that heat.

The apron brushed over my nipples with every movement, teasing me just enough to make me gasp softly. When I leaned in and pressed my lips to the base of his cock, he groaned low in his chest.

"You missed this mouth, didn’t you?" I whispered.

"Always do," he rumbled. "Open wider, sweetheart."

His cock was already thick and heavy, and I took him in slow, dragging my tongue from base to tip, tracing the vein before kissing the crown. I swirled my tongue around it like I was tasting something forbidden, letting spit drip from my lips, making it wet and shiny before sliding him in inch by inch.

He hissed through his teeth. "God, I love that filthy little mouth."

I moaned around him, both hands now squeezing his thighs as I bobbed my head with deep, lazy strokes. I let my tongue flick the underside of his shaft every time I pulled up, and Daddy’s fingers slid into my hair, tugging gently.

"Messy," he murmured. "I want you dripping, baby."

I pulled back and let strings of saliva hang from my lips to his cock, then dove back down, choking just a little when he bucked forward. My eyes watered instantly, and I whimpered through the stretch, spit soaking my chin.

"There’s my good cockslut," he said, voice low and approving. "So eager for Daddy’s cum you’re drooling already."

I nodded with my mouth full, moaning as I sucked harder. My hands wandered up to his hips, holding him tight as I took him deeper. He grunted, fingers tightening in my hair, starting to thrust slowly.

"You ready for your cream?"

My eyes fluttered and I hummed around his cock, nodding again. I didn’t stop. I wanted to feel him twitch, to taste it straight from the source. And when it hit my tongue—hot, salty, thick—I nearly came from the taste alone.

He groaned deeply, hips jerking forward as he emptied himself in my throat. I swallowed every drop like the good little wife I was. Even after, I kept sucking, cleaning him, worshiping him.

I stayed there for a moment, cheek resting against his thigh, nuzzling him like a grateful little pet. His hand moved down, brushing my hair gently, fingertips lingering just behind my ear as he let out a satisfied hum. I tilted my face up toward him, lips parted, tongue flicking out to catch anything he might have missed.

He traced my bottom lip with his thumb, slow and possessive. "You look perfect like this. Dripping, blushing, full of me."

My thighs clenched. I loved hearing that—loved knowing I was exactly what he wanted to wake up to, use, and praise. I didn’t need to speak. My lips pressed a kiss to his thumb, then to the inside of his wrist, letting him feel how warm my breath still was from sucking him down.

He finally pulled me up by the chin and kissed my forehead.

"Good boys swallow."

I smiled, flushed and glowing.

"Always, Daddy."

He turned to pick up his coffee, and I followed him to the breakfast nook, the ruffled hem of my apron fluttering behind me. I curled up beside him on the bench, still in my panties and tee, resting my head against his shoulder. Mornings like this were our rhythm now—soft, filthy, quiet. And looking at him now, sipping his coffee, hand casually stroking the side of my thigh, I remembered how far we’d come to get here.

We hadn’t known about Silverleaf Hollow until after he left his old life behind. The divorce wasn’t messy, but it was final. She knew. Maybe not everything, not the way he liked to be called Daddy or how much he craved a boy in lace on his knees every night, but she sensed the distance. And when I came into his life, he didn’t fight it. He wanted something different, something real. He didn’t just leave his wife. He left a version of himself that never really fit—and somehow, he found me in the cracks of all that.

Once the papers were signed, we rented a small place just outside the city. He said it felt like breathing for the first time. No business dinners. No hiding. No pretending to be the perfect straight husband. That’s when he started asking questions—about privacy, about discretion, about finding a place where he could own me fully without pretending it was something else.

"I want a place where we don’t have to hide what we are," he said one night while stroking the back of my neck. And I whispered, "Then let’s find it."

It was another older couple we met at a private gallery event who told us about Silverleaf. They spoke in soft code, but their meaning was clear: it was a place for couples like them. Like us. "The kind of neighborhood where everyone smiles a little too knowingly," one of them said with a wink.

We came to visit the next week. The moment we passed through the gates, I knew. The air was different—like every hedge and porch swing knew a secret. The houses were big, beautifully kept. The lawns perfect. The people friendlier than felt natural. We toured the last house on the corner, a wide, sunlit two-story with a front porch and space to grow.

And then the agent asked, very carefully, "Are you familiar with the community expectations?"

Daddy smiled. "We are. And we’re looking forward to being part of it."

We signed the papers the same day.

Now, two years later, we’re known on our street. The polite waves. The compliments on my flowers. The way some of the husbands look down when Daddy puts his hand on the small of my back. They know. And I love that they know.

Mrs. Pearl across the street always waves a little too sweetly, her husband lingering a step behind her with his eyes lowered. When we first moved in, she brought over muffins and said, "Welcome to Silverleaf. You're going to fit in just fine." I didn't miss the glint in her eyes when she glanced at the charm bracelet on my ankle.

The neighbors may see a quiet homemaker with a sweet smile and good posture. But if they looked close enough? They’d see what Daddy sees—his sissy, in lace, always ready.




Chapter 2

This morning, I opened my pink drawer.

It’s the second drawer from the top, velvet-lined and always scented faintly like baby powder and Daddy’s cologne. He insists I keep it organized—by shade, by season, by how slutty I feel. Lace on the left. Mesh in the middle. Satin on the right. A few little baskets in the back holds all the extras: garters, cuffs, plug straps, jewelled pasties. Daddy calls it my "inventory of obedience."

I tugged it open and just stood there, naked and freshly showered, deciding what kind of wife I was going to be today. The kind who folds laundry in something soft and pastel? Or the kind who gets fingered over the sink before breakfast because her panties are sheer enough to see through?

My hand hovered over a pale blue thong with ruffled sides before settling on something even more delicate: a lavender mesh bodysuit. High-cut, no crotch, with little stitched hearts along the edges. Daddy bought it for me last week after I sucked him off during a phone call with his accountant. Said it was a gift for "professional behavior."

I stepped into it and pulled the fabric up over my hips, snapping into place like it belonged there. My cock nestled perfectly against the open mesh, half-hard just from dressing. I turned sideways and checked myself in the mirror. It showed everything. My waist looked cinched, my thighs smooth, my nipples clearly visible through the fabric. I looked obscene. Perfect.

Downstairs, I made coffee like that—barefoot, plugged, and trembling with every little vibration. I checked the mirror again and bit my lip. Maybe it was too much. Maybe it wasn’t enough. My cock throbbed lightly in its little mesh cage, and I flexed just to feel it tug. I wanted him to walk in and ruin me.

Daddy wasn’t even home yet—he was just getting back from New York, having taken the red-eye after one of his quarterly board meetings. Even though he took early retirement when we moved here, he still kept his seat. He owns thirty-five percent of the company, so he's not exactly out of the picture. We’re well off now—quietly, comfortably—and days like this? They feel like our reward for surviving everything before.

But I knew he’d walk through that door any minute, and I wanted him to see what he owned.

He always noticed. Always.

The moment he stepped into the kitchen, I heard the soft thud of his briefcase, the sigh of his jacket coming off. He walked in like he still owned the boardroom, but the way his eyes dragged down my body? That was all Daddy. He smelled like hotel cologne and Manhattan stress, and I knew in seconds I'd be tasting every bit of it.

Then his voice, low and thick with heat.

"Is that the new one?"

I turned, slowly, letting the afternoon light hit the curve of my ass through the mesh.

"It is. For you."

He didn’t say anything. Just crossed the kitchen in three long strides, and grabbed me by the throat—soft but firm, grounding. His thumb brushed my jaw.

"You really are the prettiest thing in this house."

I smiled. "The house doesn’t get on its knees for you."

He pushed me down without a word.

And just like that, breakfast waited. Daddy didn’t.

I opened my mouth before my knees even hit the floor. I didn’t need to ask what he wanted. I’m his. He makes sure I never forget it.

His cock was heavy and warm against my tongue as I welcomed him home the only way I knew how. My lips wrapped around him slowly, and he let out a low sigh like the week had finally left his body.

"Your flight okay?" I asked softly, licking up his length before sliding him back between my lips.

"Long," he murmured. "Board meeting was the usual mess. Everyone has opinions, no one has vision."

I hummed around him in sympathy.

"You should’ve seen the new CFO," he added, gripping the back of my head gently. "Fresh out of Wharton, thinks he knows everything."

I bobbed deeper, letting my throat take him inch by inch, my eyes fluttering up to him. He groaned.

"What about you? You behave while I was gone?"

I pulled off for just a second, smiling as I stroked him. "I cleaned. Watered the garden. Masturbated five times. Left the plug in almost all day yesterday."

He smirked. "Almost?"

"Took it out during laundry," I admitted. "But only because it kept hitting the dryer door when I bent over."

He chuckled, brushing my cheek with his thumb. "My filthy little domestic goddess."

I moaned and swallowed him again, faster this time, my fingers digging into his thighs, aching to hear more. All while he told me about stock projections, stupid boardroom arguments, and how he couldn’t stop thinking about bending me over the hotel sink.

It was just normal conversation.

Only I was drooling all over his cock, and my toes curled every time he praised me.

Between thrusts, he kept talking like we were just two husbands catching up over coffee—only I was on my knees, gagging sweetly around his cock.

"Saw Mr. Linley on the flight back," he said with a grunt. "His boy wasn’t with him. Told me he’s grounded for a week. Something about mouthing off at brunch."

I moaned around him, loving the gossip, loving how he still talked business with his cock in my throat.

"Mrs. Pearl asked if we’d host next month's circle."

I blinked up at him, eyes watering, heart racing. Hosting meant preparing. Performing.

"I told her I’d think about it," Daddy muttered, hand tightening at the back of my head. "But seeing you like this? Maybe we should."

I whined against him, desperate and honored.

He growled, low and deep. "You’re gonna take it now, baby. All of it. Keep still."

My lips locked around the base as he pulsed in my throat, the first thick spurts hitting fast and hot. I swallowed greedily, not missing a drop.

He held me there while he emptied himself, his voice soft now, almost fond. "You make coming home worth everything."

I nodded, my mouth still full, my heart even fuller.

Slowly, I pulled back, licking him clean with lazy, lingering swipes of my tongue, making a show of it—swallowing once, then again, like I needed every last drop to settle properly in my throat. I opened my mouth after, just a little, and showed him my empty tongue with a proud little smile. I knew he loved when I swallowed slow—it made him feel in control. And me? It made me feel kept.

His hand slid under my arm and lifted me to my feet like I weighed nothing. And then he kissed me.

Not a peck. Not a goodbye. A deep, slow, possessive kiss. His tongue tasted himself on me, and he groaned into my mouth like he’d missed it. His palm cupped the back of my neck, holding me there as his other hand explored me, wandering slowly down my side, over my hip, then around to cup my ass through the mesh. He squeezed, firm and deliberate, before sliding his fingers up between my thighs to press lightly at the plug still nestled there.

I gasped into his mouth, my knees going weak. He didn't let me fall. Just deepened the kiss, his hand gripping the base of the plug like he was reminding me what belonged to him.

When we pulled apart, I was breathless. Boneless.

Owned.

"I missed this sweet, tight hole," he whispered against my lips, his fingers still teasing between my cheeks, pressing just enough to make me squirm.

I whimpered. "Then come take it, Daddy. It’s yours. It’s always yours."

He smirked, brushing his nose against mine, eyes dark with promise. "Damn right it is. And I’ve been thinking about taking it since I boarded that plane."

My breath hitched, and I leaned into him, needy and wrecked. "Then take me. Right here. Right now. I want you inside me before the coffee even cools."




Chapter 3

This morning, I wore lemon-yellow.

A soft, pastel sundress with thin straps and a bow at the waist, paired with a discreet set of lace-trimmed panties and a matching bra Daddy picked out. My makeup was light, hair brushed until it gleamed, a pair of gold hoops kissing my neck. I looked like any well-kept young wife helping host a community brunch. Only my thighs knew different—I was plugged, wet, and aching before the first guest rang the doorbell.

Daddy liked when I played subtle.

"You look like a pretty little sorbet," he said when I floated past him with the pitcher of iced tea. "They’re gonna love you."

We were hosting our first official Silverleaf brunch, and Daddy had insisted we keep it modest, tasteful. No collars, no leash play. Just eggs, muffins, coffee, and polite conversation—all served with the underlying buzz of knowing glances and hidden dynamics.

I checked my reflection once more in the hall mirror before the doorbell rang. The bow was perfect, the soft shimmer on my lips just enough to catch the light. My heart was fluttery. Hosting made me feel important—especially when Daddy was watching. He adjusted the back of my dress as I passed, smoothing it with a little smack on my ass that made me bite back a moan.

I checked the lemon-yellow bow one last time. Daddy tugged it tighter with a smirk, then kissed the back of my neck. “Perfect. Now go play hostess and pretend you’re not stuffed with a plug.”

The Pearls arrived first.

Mrs. Pearl was graceful as ever, her dark curls pinned up and sunglasses perched delicately on her nose. Her husband trailed just behind her, silent and collared, eyes always down unless spoken to. He blushed the moment I smiled at him.

"What a lovely home," she said, kissing my cheek like we were old friends. "And that dress is darling. Very... obedient."

"Thank you," I replied, lowering my gaze just enough to make her smirk.

The other couples arrived shortly after, each bringing something—fruit salad, a fresh loaf, their own barely hidden tension. Among them were the Whitmores, a newer couple who had just moved into the blue-trimmed house near the cul-de-sac. She was tall, elegant, with a calm, firm voice and the kind of poise that came from money and discipline. Her name was Elizabeth—she used to run a PR firm in Chicago before selling it for a quiet life here. Rumor had it she still consulted high-profile clients, but only remotely now.

Her husband, Daniel, was noticeably younger—early thirties maybe. Quiet, careful. He wore a tight-lipped smile and never sat unless she nodded first. There was a slight flush on his cheeks the entire brunch. I’d heard whispers that he was a former client of hers before becoming her husband, though no one said it aloud.

Their energy was different. Subtler. Controlled. But unmistakable.

At one point, I caught Elizabeth watching me with cool interest, her gaze trailing from my earrings to the hem of my dress. Her fingers lazily stirred the foam of her coffee, but her eyes didn’t blink. When I looked back at her, she didn’t look away.

“Such grace,” she murmured later as I passed her the scones. “You must be very well-trained.”

She leaned in just slightly and added, "Daniel and I like our brunches quiet. But our nights? Not so much."

It was delivered so smoothly I almost thought I imagined it—until she looked me dead in the eye and smiled.

I could only smile and blush. Something about her made me nervous—in a thrilling way. I refilled glasses and kept my posture perfect, knowing Daddy was watching me the whole time. At one point, as I bent slightly to pick up a napkin, I felt the weight of his gaze on the back of my neck. It made me flush hotter. I was already slick around the plug, the soft material of my panties clinging to me like a secret. Every brush of the dress against my skin made me more aware of how I was presenting myself—how careful I had to be not to moan when I bent too far or took a longer stride.

Two years ago, I was folding polos behind a retail counter in Midtown. Now I was slicing fruit for neighbors who’d punish their better halves if they forgot to compliment the muffins. There were still moments where I couldn't believe this life was real—that this beautiful man had chosen me, kept me, made a home around my obedience.

Mrs. Pearl gently adjusted her husband’s collar mid-sentence, making him still like a statue. Elizabeth never raised her voice but made Daniel move with nothing more than the twitch of a brow. It was subtle, seamless, practiced. Everyone looked so poised—but underneath, it was all rope, rings, and rules.

We spoke about garden renovations, the new walking trail, HOA proposals. But under it all, the energy was unmistakable. Every now and then, someone would glance too long at Daddy's hand on my lower back. Mrs. Pearl's husband jumped when she snapped her fingers at him to fetch napkins. Another neighbor leaned close while I poured him coffee and whispered, "You two should come over for dinner sometime... privately."

I flushed and nodded, not trusting my voice.

By the time the last dish was cleared, my panties were soaked through. My plug had kept me needy all afternoon, every subtle clench making me more desperate. I caught Daddy’s eye across the table as he chatted with another guest, and he arched one brow slightly, as if to say, I know.

And he did.

When the door finally closed behind the last guest, I stood by the sink, breathing shallowly, waiting.

"Did you enjoy yourself, sweet thing?" he asked, walking up behind me.

I nodded.

"Good. Because now it’s time you really host me."

And I nearly whimpered with relief.

He didn’t waste a second. His hand slid up the back of my dress and yanked my panties aside, two fingers sliding over my plug, teasing me until I squirmed against the counter.

"You're soaked," he murmured, voice low and pleased. "Like you’ve been waiting for this all morning."

"I have," I gasped, pushing back into his touch. "Please. I need it."

He pulled the plug out slowly, making me moan into the kitchen tile. The sudden emptiness made me ache harder.

"Then bend over the counter," he said. "Present that needy little hole like a good girl."

I obeyed instantly, folding at the waist, resting my cheek against the cold marble. I heard the soft sound of his belt unbuckling, the familiar, beautiful pause right before he took me.

He gripped my hips and teased my entrance first—his cock sliding between my cheeks, slick with need but not yet pressing in. He leaned down, lips brushing my ear, and whispered, "You ready to be filled, sweetheart?"

"Yes, Daddy," I whimpered, my voice trembling. "Please. I've been waiting all day."

He dragged the head of his cock down over my entrance again, circling, teasing, letting the tip kiss just the edge of my hole before pulling back. I arched desperately, trying to take him in.

"Patience," he growled. "I want you to feel every inch."

When he finally pushed in, it was achingly slow—firm, deliberate, a stretch that made my whole body tense. Inch by inch, he sank deeper, my walls fluttering around him, desperate to pull him in faster.

By the time he bottomed out, I was sobbing into the counter, completely overwhelmed by the fullness, the heat, the pure possession of it.

"This is how a proper brunch should end," he growled, gripping my hips. "Me inside my wife while the neighbors walk their dogs."

Every thrust pushed the air out of my lungs, his cock stretching me in the best, most perfect way. I didn’t care if anyone heard.

"More, Daddy," I cried. "Please, more. Use me."

He did.

Hard. Deep. Possessive.

Until my legs shook and his hands held me steady, and everything melted into wet, ragged cries.

"Ahhhhh—Daddy, f-fuck!"

"So deep—oh God—deeper, please!"

"Yes, yes, yes! Don’t stop—don’t ever stop!"

Each moan came out as a desperate, whimpering plea, my voice high and broken, every word dragged out of me with every slap of his hips against mine, the sound of skin on skin echoing through the kitchen. I was nothing but a bundle of raw nerves, and I gave him every sound he loved.

"I missed this hole," he groaned against my ear, slamming into me harder. "No mouth, no hand, no toy—nothing compares. You were made for this cock."

"Then take it," I moaned, voice breaking into a sobby whimper. "Stretch me open, Daddy. Ruin me. Fuck me like I’m just your little hole again—like you own every inch of me."

My words came out broken, messy between the moans and gasps. Each thrust shoved another shameless cry from me, my body quivering, drooling around his cock, loving every inch of him inside me like it was the only thing I was made for.

He growled, low and sharp, pounding into me as his fingers curled tight around my hips. "You think those neighbors knew? While they ate their muffins, you were dripping through your panties like a filthy little wife. I'm pretty sure they knew."

"I was soaked for you," I moaned. "Still am. You own me. Use me however you want."

"Oh, I will," he hissed. "You're gonna feel me for days."

And he came deep inside me with a grunt, staying buried as I gasped against the counter, skin flushed, muscles trembling, every inch of me his.

He didn’t pull out right away. Just leaned in, still inside me, and kissed the back of my neck. He stayed there, unmoving for a moment, his palm slowly smoothing down my back, then up again in a quiet rhythm. I stayed bent, letting him hold me in the silence. Every time I blinked, I felt the weight of his cock pulsing gently inside me, as if he was telling my body not to forget.

"You’re everything, baby. Everything."

I smiled, wrecked and filled. "I know. And I love it."

Daddy finally pulled out slowly, his cum trailing down my thighs as I stood upright with a shiver. My knees nearly buckled, but he caught me, guiding me gently to the stool at the counter. He wet a cloth with warm water and crouched down to clean me carefully, dabbing around the edges of my hole with the same hand that had spanked me last night just for the fun of it. I stayed still, legs open, breathing shallow and slow.

"My good girl," he murmured as he worked. "So messy. So perfect."

I knew he loved when I swallowed slow—it made him feel in control. And me? It made me feel kept.

"They’re all doing the same thing right now," he said softly, voice amused. "Mrs. Pearl has her husband bent over the ottoman, probably punishing him for pouring the cream too slow. Elizabeth’s got Daniel tied up in their sunroom again, I bet."

I giggled, leaning back into his chest, still dripping.

"And what do you think the guy who invited us for dinner is doing?"

Daddy chuckled. "Miller?! If his boy’s smart? Watching him stroke it alone, because he opened his mouth without permission."

We both laughed, and I felt his arm wrap around my waist tighter.

"Silverleaf is such a nice place to live," I whispered, turning my head to kiss his jaw.

"It really is," he said, nuzzling into my neck. "And it’s ours."

I’ll reheat the quiche," Daddy murmured, tossing the used cloth in the sink. "You’ve earned brunch, too."

The kitchen still smelled like cinnamon scones and sex. My bow was crooked now. The sink was full. There were dishes and glasses and napkins to be sorted. But all I felt was full. Loved. Kept.

And ready to do it all again.




Chapter 4

This morning, I wore tight jeans and a jeweled pink plug.

It was Daddy’s idea. He’d gotten in late last night, looking deliciously tired and a little mean from his gym. He'd barely unpacked, barely kissed me, before announcing it was time for our weekend ritual: groceries, plug, and a very patient walk through the aisles of the only upscale market in this town.

“Let’s show this town what real domesticity looks like,” he’d said this morning, after pulling the covers off and sliding his hand over my ass. “Get plugged. Get dressed. I want the peach yogurt you like, and I want you leaking into those jeans while we buy it.”

So here I was, his good little wife, stepping carefully into my skinny jeans while the heart-shaped end of the plug pressed perfectly between my cheeks. I chose a tight white ribbed tee and tucked it in—just tight enough to hint at the outline of what I wore underneath. Daddy wore his usual: crisp polo, khakis, sunglasses, the look of a man who knew this town adored him.

“You’re the best accessory this town’s ever seen,” he murmured as he opened the passenger door for me. “Every man here wants to fuck you, and every woman wants to know how I trained you.”

I beamed, cheeks hot. The plug shifted with every step, each bump in the road reminding me I was owned. Daddy kept one hand on my thigh as he drove, thumb stroking little circles while he recapped last night’s game—how the quarterback lost his cool, how the rookie begged his way back onto the field after fucking up a play. He always got animated talking sports, but my mind was elsewhere, tuned to the ache growing between my legs. But I was only half-listening, focused more on the ache building inside me.

At the store, Silverleaf residents usual market was quiet but full of familiar faces. Smiles, waves, subtle glances.

"Good morning, you two! Early errand run?"

"Had a hard workout last night," Daddy replied, rolling his shoulders with a smirk. "Had to work up an appetite before spoiling my boy here. He’s been craving strawberries all week."

I giggled politely, clutching the basket tighter. My cheeks burned. If they only knew.

The store had gentle music, spotless aisles, little potted herbs for sale near the bakery. We moved slowly. Daddy walked behind me, watching. Once, when no one was looking, he leaned in at the frozen foods aisle and whispered, “You’re clenching around it like a pro.”

I bit my lip. “It’s hard not to, Daddy.”

He smirked. “Good.”

By the time we checked out, my head was swimming. I was soaked through, needy, humiliated in the best way. It was a high only Daddy knew how to give me—this mix of shame and pride, of being seen and hidden all at once. I prayed he’d make me wait until we got home. I prayed he wouldn’t.

He didn’t.

The moment the trunk was closed, he tugged open the backseat door and said, “In.”

I obeyed.

The air was warm, tinted windows giving us just enough privacy for what came next. Anyone walking by would only see tinted glass and a fogged window. But inside, I was already sinking to my knees, cock-hungry and plugged, praying no one noticed how badly I needed to be used. Daddy unbuckled, and before he could even unzip, I whispered, “Please, Daddy,” fingers already tugging at his zipper. “I need it. I’ve been aching all morning.” He smirked, unzipped, and I was on my knees between his legs., the plug pressing deliciously against me as I lowered my mouth onto his cock.

“God, you’re hungry,” he grunted, fingers tangling in my hair. “Already missing this cock? You just had it last night.“

I moaned around him.

My lips wrapped around the head, tongue circling, teasing. He was already hard, already pulsing, and I took him deeper, feeling the familiar stretch, the weight, the fullness that made me melt. My hands clung to his thighs, my moans muffled but constant. "Mmmph... Daddy, I love how you taste—fuck, I did miss this cock. Give me more..."

“Eyes on me,” he ordered.

I looked up. His jaw clenched, head thrown back against the leather headrest. My tongue lapped and licked, spit dripping down as I bobbed lower.

“Good little cockslut. Fuck—look at you.”

I sucked harder, swirling my tongue beneath the crown, pulling back with a wet pop just to tease him.

“You gonna make me cum right here in the parking lot?” he hissed.

I nodded, eyes wide.

“Then fucking take it baby. Daddy's got a lot to give you.”

He came with a growl, thick and hot in my mouth. I swallowed it all, slow, just the way he liked. My tongue licked him clean as he shuddered.

I looked up again, lips sticky, eyes shining.

He grabbed my chin, pulled me into a deep, possessive kiss. His hand slid down my back, over the curve of my plugged ass. He tucked himself back in, started the car again. “Let’s get those strawberries home before you make a mess of yourself again.”




Chapter 5

This morning, I dusted the windowsills in nothing but my bodysuit, blush-pink heels and a feathered duster. - Oooh I forgot, a collar with a leash too was added as a finishing touch.

Daddy had told me to keep the apron off today. Said he wanted to see every sway of my hips, every bounce of the bows tied at my hips, every tremble of my thighs when I bent over. So, I obeyed. Of course I did.

The mesh bodysuit I wore was new—white, sheer, covered in tiny pink ribbons. My nipples showed faintly through it, hardened from the soft morning chill and Daddy’s gaze as he sipped his coffee in the kitchen. Over it, I wore those  panties—the pale lavender lace ones from our first night together. The fabric had worn a little over the years, but the way they hugged me still made me feel treasured, owned.

The jeweled plug inside me shifted with every stretch, and the leash attached to my collar dragged lightly across the hardwood floor as I cleaned.

He didn’t say much, just watched. The kind of watching that made my skin hot. Every now and then, he’d slap my ass with the paper he was pretending to read. Or graze a hand down my back and murmur, “Don’t miss a spot, sweetheart.”

“I won’t, Daddy,” I’d whisper. I was breathless. Plugged. Leashed. Soaked.

He made a rule today: no touching myself. Not even a brush. Not even through the lace.

So I dusted. I scrubbed. I bent over until my plug pressed tight and cruel, until my cock throbbed untouched. Daddy brushed past me constantly—one kiss to the neck here, one swat there—and every moment was torture. Delicious, needy torture.

“Hands behind your back,” he said while I was wiping the coffee table. I obeyed.

He crouched beside me, kissed my cheek, then slipped two fingers between my thighs. He didn’t touch my cock—just cupped my plug and gave it a twist.

I whimpered. “Please...”

“You’re not allowed to cum today,” he said.

“I know, Daddy. But please...”

He just smiled, licked his thumb, and tapped it to my lips. “Be good.”

As I resumed dusting, I found myself drifting—mentally—back in time. Back to a moment that still made my chest flutter.

Our first real date. He’d taken me out for drinks—some swanky rooftop place with live jazz and white linen napkins. I remember feeling so small next to him, even in my tightest jeans and new boots. He was all salt-and-pepper control, patient glances, firm hands.

When we got back to his apartment, I remember perching nervously at the edge of his bed. He smiled, reached into the pocket of his coat, and pulled out a soft bundle.

"Try these for me?" he asked, unwrapping a pair of lace panties in pale lavender.

My breath caught. No one had ever asked me that. No one had ever seen  me like that.

I slipped them on. And something just…clicked.

I bent over at his quiet command. The lace tugged across my thighs. I felt humiliated. I felt wanted. I felt like I belonged.

“You look so pretty,” he’d murmured, running a hand down my back. “Prettier than anyone I’ve ever undressed.”

That night, I didn’t just lose my shame. I found a name for what I craved. And somehow, in his arms, I felt like someone worth keeping. Like maybe I'd finally stumbled into the life I’d been aching for, one whispered praise at a time.

Now, two years later, I was back in lace— those  same panties, worn over my sheer mesh bodysuit, hugged by heels, my skin flushed from cleaning like a good little housewife.

Later, when I was on my knees folding laundry, Daddy came in and picked the leash in hand. “Time for a break.”

He led me to the living room rug, spread a pillow on the floor, and told me to straddle it.

“Don’t hump until I say,” he whispered, kneeling behind me, hands on my waist.

I nodded, trembling.

He leaned down, kissed the back of my neck. "You’ve been such a good little housewife lately. You deserve something."

Then he gave the order.

I started grinding.

The plug kept everything tight. My cock throbbed, untouched, as I humped into the pillow like a bitch in heat. Daddy held my leash, guiding me gently, whispering filth in my ear—about how perfect my body was, how pretty I looked begging like this, how proud he was to keep me like this.

"That's it, baby," he murmured. "Show me how desperate you are. Fuck that pillow like it's the only thing keeping you sane."

His hand wandered, sliding along my waist, over the slope of my back, and down to cup my ass. He thumbed the base of the plug and gave it a sharp little tug.

"Ahnn—Daddy!" I moaned, biting down hard on my bottom lip. "Please... I need—please, I need to cum."

He leaned closer, nipped at my shoulder, and ran his tongue slowly along my nape. "You don't get to cum just because you're drooling on a pillow, princess. You cum when I say you do."

"Please, Daddy, please, let me cum—just a little—please—"

But he reached forward, pulled my sheer lavender panties down from over the bodysuit, balled them up, and stuffed them into my mouth. The taste was pure humiliation—wet lace, my own scent, soaked with longing.

He tightened the leash. "Good girls wait."

"Mmmffh..." I whimpered around the gag, my eyes blurring. He slid a hand along my belly and gently pinched my nipple through the mesh.

"You’re so pretty when you're like this," he cooed, fingers teasing my plug, lips grazing my jaw. "Grinding. Moaning. Crying like you’ll fall apart without my cock."

My body shook, pleasure and frustration tangled like fire in my veins.

"Ahh—Daddy—fuck—please—fuck—I'm your good girl—your good girl —" I moaned over the lace.

He chuckled, low and proud, watching me rut against the pillow, cock untouched, lips muffled by lace. He pressed his mouth to my ear.

"You’ll thank me for this later baby girl."

I came close, but never over. I collapsed onto the pillow, still grinding weakly, thighs shaking, drool trailing from my stuffed mouth.

He kissed my temple, gently brushing hair from my face. “Maybe tomorrow, sweetheart. Now go rinse your plug. We have brunch at the Whitmores.”

I gave a pouty whimper through the lace still stuffed in my mouth, obeying anyway. My knees ached, my cock throbbed, and my chest fluttered with the kind of aching pride only a good girl earns. I pulled the panties from between my lips and whispered breathlessly, “Yes, Daddy.”




Chapter 6

Daddy was already waiting in his recliner when I stepped into the living room, legs trembling from anticipation, nipples brushing against the satin lining of my baby-pink robe. He didn’t say a word. Just sipped his whiskey and let his gaze rake over me.

I undid the tie at my waist and let the robe slip off my shoulders, pooling at my feet. Underneath, I wore nothing but strappy heels and the barely-there hot pink lingerie I had bought online a couple of days back. Sheer cups, no crotch. My cock peeked through the slit, aching but untouched.

Daddy let out a low hum. “Come ride me, baby.”

I crossed the room slowly, hips swaying, the plug inside me teasing every step. I straddled his lap, thighs shaking slightly as I settled over his clothed crotch. He hadn't even unzipped yet, and I was already grinding like a needy little slut.

He leaned in, tugged my hair back, and kissed my throat. "You smell like desperation."

"Please, Daddy," I whispered, squirming.

He chuckled and finally undid his pants, his cock springing free, thick and ready. He didn’t stroke it. Just leaned back with his whiskey, letting me do the work.

I took out my plug with a loud pop, and then worked on some lube on his hardening cock and then I lined myself up and sank down slowly, inch by inch, moaning as I stretched around him. Daddy sipped his drink and watched me with heavy-lidded eyes.

"Take me deeper, sweetheart. Just like that."

My hands rested on his shoulders, fingers digging in, back arching as I began to ride him slowly. Daddy's hand slid up my chest and pinched one nipple through the fabric, then the other. I whimpered.

He tugged my hair again, pulled my mouth to his. We kissed filthy, open-mouthed, tongues licking, his teeth catching my lip.

"You're so warm inside," he murmured. "This is where you belong. Bouncing on Daddy's cock like the good wife you are."

I moaned louder, grinding down, riding faster now, our bodies slapping together. He set his glass aside and grabbed my waist, guiding my rhythm, making sure every bounce drove him deeper.

"Come on, princess. Show Daddy how needy you are."

My voice broke into little cries. I was clenching around him, every nerve singing.

"Fuck… fuck, Daddy, I—I can’t—"

"Yes, you can. You’re gonna cum hands-free, baby. That pretty little cock doesn’t need touching. Just feel me. Feel how deep I am."

He twisted my nipples hard and slammed me down one last time.

I sobbed through my climax, cock untouched, back arched, nails digging into his skin as I fell apart. Daddy groaned, spilling inside me with a low, broken growl. I collapsed against his chest, shaking.

Cum leaked down my thigh as he whispered against my hair, “My sissy wife’s all fucked out.”




Epilogue

Daddy came home from his business trip early, and the moment I heard the front door click shut, my heart started racing. Dinner was ready, candles flickered low, wine was breathing on the counter—but upstairs, I was already soaked with anticipation.

He found me exactly where I wanted him to: on the bed, draped in baby-blue satin lingerie with gold embroidery that shimmered under the glow of our bedside lamp. My legs were spread just enough to reveal the jeweled plug nestled between my cheeks, my cock perfectly locked in its cage, leaking softly against the lace. My skin practically hummed with the need to be touched.

Daddy stood in the doorway, his tie half-undone, his eyes going dark the second he saw me.

"You missed me that much, sweetheart?"

I nodded slowly, unable to hide my flushed cheeks. "I wanted to look perfect for you."

He approached like he had all the time in the world, every step commanding. He pulled off his tie the rest of the way and crawled onto the bed. He didn’t rush. He didn’t speak. He simply started peeling away the fabric from my body like he was unwrapping something precious. Every touch made me squirm. Every kiss landed like a promise.

He kissed my inner thighs until I whimpered. Then my belly. My nipples through the satin. And finally, my mouth—long, deep, tongue pressing in like he was tasting all the days he'd been gone. I moaned into him, arching under his touch.

He didn’t fuck me right away. He laid me down fully, took his time pressing me open with his fingers, teasing the plug, whispering filth like prayers.

"You’ve been aching for this cock, haven’t you? Poor little caged wife. Needy, untouched, so ready for Daddy to come home and make it all better."

"Please," I gasped, squirming beneath him. "I’ve been good. I’ve waited. I need it."

"I know you have, baby. And now I’m gonna make it worth the wait."

When he finally pushed inside, it was slow, aching, the kind of stretch that left me sobbing almost instantly. He held my hands tight, forehead pressed to mine, our lips brushing as we whispered each other's names.

"Mine," he growled, hips sinking deeper. "Every inch."

"Yours," I whimpered, tears streaking down. "Always."

I came untouched, my caged cock pulsing wildly, dribbling helplessly against my belly as he thrust deep, groaning as he filled me to the brim. We stayed like that, tangled together, his cum hot and thick inside me, my legs wrapped around his hips, desperate to keep him there.

Later, he held me close, stroking my hair, whispering, "You make this house a home."

I kissed his chest and whispered back, "I don’t care who knows. I’m yours. In lace, in love, and in every way that matters."

The next morning, I wore periwinkle-blue panties and a matching silky camisole, the kind that made my skin feel like velvet. My cock was locked tight in its cage, my hole stretched full around a slightly larger plug—a reward Daddy picked out after last night. My body still ached, still leaked when I bent just so.

He kissed me on the porch before leaving for his golf game, his hand cupping my ass through the lace. I waved him off with my coffee in one hand, cheeks pink and proud, clenching lightly around the plug just to feel it press.

Outside, Silverleaf was already alive—sprinklers humming, flags fluttering, and secrets buried just beneath the surface. I watered the porch plants in my slippers, Daddy's initials twinkling from the anklet he clasped on me last Valentine’s Day.

Mrs. Pearl waved from across the street. "You coming to the Fourth of July kink-out?"

I giggled softly. "Wouldn’t miss it."

As I turned to head back inside, the plug hit just right and made me shiver. The cage kept me helpless, aching, marked. I paused in the doorway, took a deep breath, and smiled.

I used to be just a boy. Now I’m Daddy’s wife, Silverleaf’s secret, and the luckiest slut on the street.

________________________________

Well… Daddy’s wife is all fucked out—and if you made it this far, I bet you are too.

But here’s the thing: Silverleaf has so many more dirty little secrets. You’ve barely scratched the surface. Behind every manicured lawn and polite smile, there’s a leash being tugged, a plug being twisted, or a husband being edged for hours just because he forgot to say “Yes, Ma’am.” or “Thank You, Daddy.”

Would you want more?

Because I’ve got ideas. Mrs. Pearl’s sweet, silent hubby. Elizabeth’s perfectly trained boytoy, Daniel. Even the new couple down the street with the soundproof basement. I could turn this into a full-blown, panty-soaking, plug-popping anthology where each couple gets their own filthy spotlight.

But I won’t do it unless you let me know it ;)

So here’s what I want: leave a review. A filthy one. Tell me who you want to see bent over next. Tell me which scene had you squirming. Reviews help me know who’s hungry for more—and they help other kinky readers find their way into Silverleaf, too.

Let’s make this neighborhood even filthier, together.

Until next time, 
Sissy Joey  💋

***

Sign up for my mailing list  to stay updated about my newest releases. I promise, there’ll be no spam!
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