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CHAPTER 2:

A few days later when Lindsey arrived, Trish was buzzing. She was proud of what she had done with Patel. Lindsey explained she was going to be there most of the day. She was going to pierce my ears and my belly button and give me some collagen injections in my lips. She told me it should be ok, as it would only last for the five years of my contract.

"Are you sure you want me to do this?"

"Yes please Lindsey. I want to look my best. He wants me so bad when he comes home. It's so nice to be wanted. Ben never knew that feeling."

"What men want, I think sometimes, is a replacement for their mother’s. Their mothers love them like no other. I’d be the same with my kids too if I had any. When men live with a woman they want that same unconditional love. Some modern women can't give it though. They don't know how. Many of us learn how to get our own way with men growing up. We practice with our fathers as our own guides."

"What do you mean, get around?"

"If you want something, you can get a man to give it to you, if you know how to play them."

"How do I do that with Mr.Patel?"

"Right! When he comes home from work today, don't have sex straight away."

"But he wants me so bad, he’s just irresistible.."

"Just be firm and tell him no. Ask him about his work. He will surely be surprised. Most women just complain about their day when their man comes home. Listen to what he has to say about his day, Offer him your true opinion. This way he'll see you more than just a sex object. I can tell you, if your relationship is about lust like how it was with him and Michele, it fades very quickly. By the end he and Michele hardly ever spoke."

"Really? I thought she was a stunner from whatever little he told me about her."

"She was, but you would get bored of the Girl with a pearl earring, if you saw it every single day. She didn't engage him mentally as much as she did physically. The thing with women is, we all want the top dogs. We want a man who can provide for our babies. It's a survival instinct. It used to be big strong men. In present times, money is power. Do you ever see rich men with ugly wives?” I simply shook my head. “No, because they look after themselves, because they know other women are after their man, and they're waiting for a chance to replace them."

"He did say he'd get me a credit card. He hasn't yet. I have been looking online and want to buy some sexy lingerie."

"You are really getting into this aren't you? I can't see you ever going back to being a guy. Actually that's another thing. Anyway, tonight you will talk about work with him. Finish your meal. Then tell him if he wants sex, you want to go to the bedroom."

"How will that help me with what I want?"

"Wear normal clothes, nothing too sexy. When you're in the bedroom give him a wet kiss to turn him on a little. Then undress. Ask him which lingerie he wants you to wear for him tonight in bed. While you're pulling on your thigh highs, ask about what he promised. He will agree to do anything if you make a good show out of it. Don't let him have you tonight until he agrees. If I'm guessing right, it will be about 3 seconds once he sees these new dick sucking lips that I'm going to give you."

"Lindsey! You don’t have to use that Language..." I laughed.

She let out a huge laugh. “You know you love it. The power you have over a man when you can do that. The look on his face. You’re in power, It's all under your control.”

"I never knew any of this before. You're right though! I don't know much about him or what he does. I will ask about his business."

"The phrase, the power behind the throne, often refers to women."

Lindsey, as always, made a perfect job of Trish's lips. They were slightly larger, but not a trout pout. Mr. Patel had picked a white gold rose belly button ring where the rose was made of real ruby. It must’ve been expensive. The red ruby looked tantalizing on my pale white skin.

I dressed myself in a blue floaty, ankle length, stepford dress. I made Red Thai curry with steamed jasmine rice for our dinner. As Patel came back home from work and walked into the kitchen he looked slightly let down by my appearance. He must’ve been expecting something exciting as I had guessed.

"I would like you to actually eat my food tonight Daddy, so I thought I'd wear something less scandalous tonight." I said with my best stern wifely face.

He smiled and mock rolled his eyes.

"I suppose you are correct babygirl. I can't just keep ravishing you as soon as I get through the door."

We sat at the dining table and started our supper.

"Tell me about work today Daddy." I asked enthusiastically.

"Oh, you won't be interested in it, Trish. Just Boring stuff."

Lindsey had told me that most men wanted to protect their women. Which included not opening to them about their problems. I reached over and touched his hand with my dainty fingers that had newly applied long fake turquoise blue shaded fingernails that matched my dress.

"Please daddy, I want to know! As you’re already aware, I'm not exactly the same as other women."

"Ok baby.” He sighed and took a deep breath “My Quant fund division has invented an intelligent algorithm program. I have been offered 100 million for the program. I'm sure I could make more in a year from deploying the program in the international markets. I'm not really sure what to do."

"What's so special about this new algorithm Daddy? Aren’t there already other successful programs deployed in the markets by other firms?"

Mr. Patel's eyebrows raised. I was actually interested in his work. This was all new to him.

"Well it's a very smart adaptive program. Other firms have separate different programs for markets in different trends or cycles. This program can adapt to any minute market trend or cycle without human intervention. That’s what makes it special"

"I understand with the technology already going towards AI, with this new consumer friendly tech being easily accessible to even the retail traders, the markets are going to become more volatile. Many Financial Institutes will be wanting to stay ahead of this curve and be prepared for the new crazy volatility. Is your program going to be able to handle this?"

Patel stared at her.

"You understand all of this?"

"Yes. I failed a few papers in finance before turning to Arts. I may be blonde, but this girl’s not just a bimbo. She has brains too" I said cheekily.

Patel's expression changed to genuine interest.

"Well this algo reads online chatter, open interest in the markets, political movements, nature conditions in the local markets amongst a ton of other parameters to determine the trend before executing orders"

"That's amazing Patel. I could see how that would be worth a fortune."

"One problem is that I only own 51% of the company. I think there is going to be a hostile buy out. I don't know who will be leading the takeover. If only I knew, I could nip it right in the bud."

"Why don't you have a party? I can put on my best dumb blonde bimbo act and have a sniff around for you."

Patel's eyes shone. He actually gulped.

"You'd do that for me?"

"Yes I would. I really like you Daddy. You're a nice guy, even though we have a contract that makes me be with you."

"I'm sort of regretting that, but I never would have had you if I didn't offer that in the first place baby."

As they finished their meal, Trish winked at him.

"Why don't we take this upstairs daddy?"

Patel led her up to the bedroom by her dainty moisturized hands.

"No, let's go into my room first. I want to change into something more suitable for the night." I gave a sultry smile.

Patel sat on the satin sheets covered bed. I drew out several items from the wardrobe.

"What do you think about this daddy? I think it’ll go well with the new piercing"

I held up a red silk teddy, and a pair of red knee length silk-stay up stockings.

Patel nodded. He was practically drooling. I slowly slipped out of my 80’s housewife clothes. I faced away from him as I put on the teddy. I knew he was getting a good look at my bubble butt in the red satin French knickers I was wearing underneath my stepford dress.

I sat next to him and slowly drew my stockings on one of my legs making a show out of it.

"Daddy, you know you said you'd get me that Amex card."

Patel was gently rubbing her leg that had the stocking on.

"Err, sorry Trish. Yes, what about it?"

"Well I still kinda think of this as Michele's room. I want to buy some clothes for myself. I need a whole new wardrobe, including some newer sexy undies that I can wear for you." I winked at him.

I looked down at his crotch as I said that. I saw he was tenting his work pants.

"Yes, yes sure. of course. Sorry babygirl, you'll have it by tomorrow night. I'll call the bank first thing in the morning."

"Thanks daddy, I'm sure you're going to love my new clothes." I said in a subtle smile with an understated seductiveness.

I kissed him and pushed him onto his back. Then my hands worked their way down to his belt. Soon he was naked from the waist down. His cock standing straight up from his body ragingly. I crawled down between his legs and licked his balls.

"Oh Trish, that feels so good." He moaned.

I moved up and worked my way down as far as I could down his cock. I sucked as much as I could on my way back up. My wet mouth with my new come fuck me lips made a popping sound as his big cock left my mouth.

He grabbed my shoulders and pushed my face down on the bed.

"I'm sorry Trish I'm just so turned on by you."

He lowered the back of her knickers and tried to push in.

"But I want to wait till our wedding night daddy! I’m still working up sizes with those buttplugs and dildos."

He stopped. He seemed a little shocked.

"I'm sorry Trish. I don't want to hurt you. Let’s wait till the wedding"

She got herself ready, then kissed him.

"It's ok Daddy, I understand."

He had calmed down by now. I got on all fours. He was gentle now. I slipped myself slowly down on him. Kissing my way down from his neck then to his nipples and finally down to his cock. He let out a contented sigh.

"Are you alright baby?" He asked

I got his throbbing cock out of my mouth for a minute "Yes, but I can’t wait to feel good with you inside me daddy. Thanks for asking."

He gently started to fuck my mouth… He was being considerate and gentle. He lent forward forcing my face into the satin clad pillow. His right hand went around my hips and found my cock encased in its silky prison.

"Oh, that's nice Daddy. Please keep doing that."

He timed his thrusts in my mouth with his strokes on my cock. It didn't take too long for me. The feel of his cock pushing back down my throat surpassing the gag combined with the silky stroke of Patel's hand, made me scream with pleasure around his cock. I felt myself release into the satin.

I collapsed onto the bed. Patel fully covered me now. He increased his speed until the drool from my mouth was watering itself out all around. I felt a second orgasm building, even though he was now only playing with my nipples through the silk teddy. My body shook as it hit. It wasn't like anything I have felt before. It radiated out from my chest to everywhere. I felt myself passing out.

When I came back, a few seconds later. Patel was standing beside me.

"Trish, are you ok baby?!"

"Oh yes Daddy. I’ve never been this ok in my life." I smiled.

He slid onto the bed and his strong arms drew my face onto his strong chest. I kissed his shoulder.

"You know what? I think I'm starting to fall in love with you, Trish." He smiled as we both started to sleep.




CHAPTER 3

4 WEEKS LATER

You girls know how hard it is to plan the perfect wedding. I had my own ideas and Patel had his. The details were worked out over time. The big day was finally here and gone.

I was a nervous wreck. Who wouldn't be? I had just recovered and completely healed from my surgeries, and now I sported a pair of nice round 38 C cups, I also had waist reduction and a minor butt lift. Patel had hired the best plastic surgeon on the west coast. The handsome surgeon had promised all of these are well reversible and were done with effectively zero scaring. I never saw the bill, but with the way I had the Princess treatment in the hospital, I was sure it cost more than I ever imagined having a month back. ‘This is really how the top 1% live then’ I thought to myself. I’ve been resting for the last 4 weeks while Patel and Lindsey were prepping for my wedding.

MY WEDDING!

Lindsey and I negotiated many times over some of the details once in a while whenever I had the energy. She had her ideas and I had mine.

Mine were of no concern to her. Patel clearly had everything planned out apparently.

I had completely healed a week before the big day, I now looked absolutely fantastic, my new breasts were now a little more than a handful, my midsection looked like a hourglass, the cute little bubble butt and my toned legs, thanks to my time in the service industry and the rigorous training I was put in by Lindsey until the surgery. I looked like a walking seductive dream. Just looking at myself in the mirror made my own little hairless clit throb. I would’ve been way out of league even for Ben, my old self. But I was a nervous wreck as the date kept nearing. Luckily Daddy promised me that it was going to be a very private ceremony at our house. This calmed me down a little. There weren’t going to be any guests apart from Lindsey who’d be helping me get prepared and an Indian priest to conduct the ceremony. Daddy wanted us to get married the Indian way.

Lindsey and I went shopping for an appropriate Indian attire for a bride. By appropriate she meant one that would still be considered raunchy for an usual wedding ceremony but not for this one. We ended up at a designer store that specializes in Indian traditional wear.

I thought the over $10,000 she spent was excessive but Lindsey shushed me. "But Sweetie, you'll look splendid in this Designer Red Saree with beads."

"Red,? I questioned.

"You want white? Oh baby girl, my dear sweet little sissy. The brides in Indian weddings wear red to denote their feminine power and prowess and their virginity. This’ll be really apt for you my sweet feminine virgin bride."

The designer store staff gathered around me in the dressing room. They knew who Lindsey is and like in her usual sense, she made the staff be on their best for us, they scurried around like ants on chocolate to make her and me happy.

Helping me out of my clothes, no one said a word when my satin panty covered tiny clitty became evident. This is, after all, the west coast. They've seen it all.

I got myself dressed into the beautiful saree and two of the sales professionals, one on each side, helped me in donning it like a professional Indian woman.

My new breasts, though not huge, looked really delicious in the almost bikini like red sequin blouse that I’d be wearing beneath the saree. The blouse beautifully showed off my new pair of tits while also being completely sleeveless making my hairless smooth arms look so feminine against the red glittery fabric and I was assured by the stylists and staff that they would make the necessary adjustments to have the blouse perfectly form fitting on my new body.

"Oh my Trisha. That's the one! Mr. Patel will be so proud of his bride," Lindsey grinned happily.

And like the bride I'd soon be, I blushed.

Lindsey selected a veil and shoes. With the ensemble completed we went to lunch. I had to admire this British woman. Old school, she wore white gloves that went halfway to her elbows. Her wide brimmed hat was ideal for the April sun and with Easter just next weekend.

Her outfit was impeccable, expensive, and in good taste. There were no panty lines in her beige slacks and the drape of her blouse was excellent. She oozes class. Theirs and soon to be my world was one I was unfamiliar with. The top 1% truly lived different lives.

Daddy liked me dressing sexy and today was no different. He supervised me dressing to spend the afternoon with Lindsey outside. I was still a little shy about going out fully en femme even though no one would even have the slightest guess of what I had between my legs. "Baby girl, you dress for me, not for everyone. I want the world to see my sexy girl."

My nipples, still very sensitive after the surgery, grew hard rubbing against the pink silk blouse I wore over the tight white pants which were Daddy's favorites. I tucked my clitty as best I could, but still there was a slight bump between my legs, but the bump my clitty made was only noticeable if you were really looking for it. But to me, knowing it was there, it screamed look at me. Daddy said I was being self-conscious and to forget it which, of course I did.

Lindsey had the duck breast in white sauce with truffles and broccoli. Watching my weight, I had the Caesar salad with the dressing on the side and Lindsey and I shared a half carafe of some expensive White Wine she’d ordered. "You know this came from Patel’s own vineyard Trish?"

"Really Lindsey? I didn't know he had a vineyard."

"My sweetie, you have no idea what assets he has."

Even after all this time together with Patel there was still so much I didn't know about my fiancé and his background. I guess what he was used to seemed natural to him. But I was constantly blown away by the opulence of it all. The wealthy do not live like the rest of the people.

I whispered to Lindsey about a piece of jewelry that I’d like to buy for myself that I thought would be a great wedding present for my soon to be husband. Her eyes grew wide as soon as I finished my sentence and her lips curled into a mischievous smile.

“You kinky naughty girl” she said as she smiled. Once the lunch was finished, we headed out to a very exclusive custom jewelry designer. Lindsey also picked out another piece of tantalizing jewelry that she said would go well with what I had picked earlier. Looking at all these beautiful pieces made me extra horny, thinking about how I’d look wearing all this for my husband on our wedding night where he’d be taking my virginity.

The wedding day arrived and Lindsey started prepping me. I had been taken to multiple tanning sessions by her leading up to the day. My golden blonde hair looked seductive on my tanned bronze skin when I got naked for the bath. I was given a long luxurious rose bath first and then an exhaustive skin care routine that finally consisted of applying a gold shimmering moisturizer all over my smooth soft tanned body. I was shining and looked like a Queen. Lindsey went on to work on my makeup. She gave the whole virgin Indian bride looks. Red painted lips, long lashes, eye shadows that matched my bridal attire. Then I started getting dressed as the bride. First came the fresh Red 70D silk stay-up satin stockings that felt electric on me, then came the french red pleated satin knickers. My clitty had started leaking already. Then came a matching red satin petticoat slip to tie the saree around my new hourglass waist. I was next fitted into the red sequin bikini style sleeveless blouse, and finally came in the transparent expensive red saree. It took about a couple of hours to get fully dressed.

Finally Lindsey finished it with an expensive looking jewelry set piece which was a large diamond multi layer designer choker from Cartier, matching earrings and multiple sets of rings on all of my fingers, a gold waist chain, thin gold anklets on both of my stocking clad feet and finally a piece of jewelry that is worn on the hair and forehead that had a drop shaped diamond pendant with intricate designs suspended from the chain, it gave me a glorious feel. “These’re your wedding presents from Patel! You get to keep them even after the contracts up. Michele took them with her when she left. These should all be worth around 250 to 300K easily. They’re yours now.”  She smiled. I was dumbfounded by the fact that now I’m wearing more than what my total net worth had been all my life on this planet.

Finally she put on the matching red veil and 4 inch red stilettos. I looked like I was bathed in sexy red, I felt so feminine inside out. It all felt like a dream. We walked down the stairs and entered the secluded backyard garden where a small setup was made for the wedding. Patel was dressed in a traditional Indian bridegroom’s suite. An Indian priest sat before a small fire and started telling traditional prayers. When it was time,  Daddy lifted my veil and Lindsey handed a necklace over to him that I soon learnt to be called as the mangalsutra, it was the Indian equivalent of the wedding ring. He tied that necklace around my neck and held me close. We kissed like the newlyweds we were. "You're beautiful my wife," he whispered using the term wife for the first time. I was his wife now and it genuinely made me happy and excited.

Lindsey hugged and kissed me, she had happy tears in her eyes and so did I. Before she left she whispered “I have the special jewelry and your wedding night attire picked by Patel laid out in the master bathroom. Make sure you don’t let him see the surprise first.” She chuckled and kissed me on the cheeks once more before she left the house for the night.  Now, like Cinderella, I'm married to my prince charming, the man of my dreams, had I ever dreamed of the ideal man. My personal wealth, thanks to Daddy it was now in 8 figures. Daddy was filthy rich and he treated me like a queen.

I paced nervously and impatiently. Daddy wasn't late, that wasn't the cause for my restlessness. You see, I bought my Daddy a gift that I hoped would show him how much I love him and relied on his guidance. I was anxious to give it to him.

I was wearing a flowing, floor length silk robe. Underneath my robe I wore Daddy's favorite style panties. Leopard print, they were high waisted, full back panties which I find so sexy and Daddy loves.

"I didn't know you liked leopards Daddy," I said when he first presented me with a leopard print leotard in our initial days.

"Leopards are cats, baby girl. Cats are also called pussies. Those panties are to remind you that you're a pussy," he grinned. It became a standing joke between us. Whenever I wear them, I always ask, "Daddy? Would you like some pussy from your pussy?"

But tonight wasn't about that. Tonight, I would give Daddy my virginity and 100% control over me for as long as he liked.

"Baby, I'm back," he called out entering our master bedroom .

"How do I look, Daddy?" I asked as I sashayed out from the master bath.

"I missed my sexy wife," he growled, grabbing me and pulling me close.

He held my new bubble ass as we kissed and embraced. Every evening was the same. Since Daddy had me sign the contract and become a stay-at-home, soon-to-be wife, all I had to do was shop, exercise, and wait.

It is not an unpleasant way to live, ladies.

Because of the monthly payments and the no limit credit cards, I was rich beyond my wildest dream. I didn't have to depend on Daddy for anything. Still, I did depend on him for so many things that money can't buy.

The manly way he treats me is for other girls to envy. He is generous to a fault, caring and compassionate. But when the need arises, My daddy can easily push aside his love for me and quickly and forcefully attend to my deficiencies.

He works hard to make the perfect me.

Tonight is my way of repaying him.

I took his jacket and hung it in his closet. "Take a seat dear and let me fix you a cocktail," I said going to the bar.

"You look wonderful darling," he complimented me.

I handed him his scotch and knelt at his feet. I removed his shoes and socks and, in what has become a new ritual, I kissed both his feet like the submissive trad wife I’m going to be from now. "Daddy," I smiled looking up from between his knees. "I have a present for you. I hope you like it."

"You didn't have to get me anything baby. It's my job to spoil my girl."

"I know that Daddy and I love you for it. You spoil me so much, I feel guilty. I wanted to get you something special. Something that shows you how I feel about you and about us."

I reached into my pocket and came out with something enclosed in my fist. I stuck my arm out and opened my hand to show him a gold key. "What is this for?" He asked, confused.

Standing up I opened my robe to show him I was wearing the panties and the stockings he had picked for me along with the special jewelry Lindsey had picked for me when we were shopping out, it was a gold and diamond body jewelry that starts from my neck as a thick diamond choker with two thin gold chains running down my juicy cleavage encircling my new tits from the below and ending on top of each nipples as gold nipple clamps with diamond pendants hanging below the sensitive clamped buds. I gave him a minute to drink in my sexy body before continuing on with my surprise.

"Daddy, this pussy wants you to know I am completely yours. This is my gift to you."

I pulled my panties down to my thighs so he could see the gold chastity cage I had locked my clitty in. "I picked a size small so that I will feel it always and will always be reminded that I belong to you. Only you have the ability to unlock me which I freely give to you from my heart."

"Baby girl, I am so pleased with you right now. You've given me the best gift I could’ve ever imagined. I will treasure it as I do you."

He stood and took me by my hand and led me to our bed. He let me undress him as usual and he made tender love to me. He bent down to nibble on my titties and it hurt. "Daddy they're sensitive for some reason."

"That's the surgery and the nipple clamps baby. Your titties are going to be buds of pleasure for you from now."

Then he started kissing me once again passionately. Daddy positioned me on my back, my head near the foot of the bed. Our mouths still together, our tongues probing, he pushed my panties aside and placed the head of his cock at my opening.

"Push out as I push in baby."

It hurt bad at first. It fucking hurts that first time with a real cock even after practising on the toys for almost a month. But soon the pain turned into an indescribable pleasure

Daddy kept his lips planted firmly on mine, more to silence me than in passion.

Later he'd tell me he was being gentle with me. Doesn't matter. It hurt like hell.

When Daddy was fully in me, he pulled back slowly. Then back in and back out, repeated over and over, the tempo building, my pain easing, my dick spurting all over us. My legs of their own accord circled his thighs, then his waist. I humped and fucked back. My head turned from side to side and I drooled. My tongue flopped out of my mouth and Daddy put his hand over my mouth to quiet my scream of ecstasy.

"My slutty wife loves a hard cock in her," he said with a wolfish grin.

"Oh God yes Daddy. Fuck me. Fuck your wife, Fuck your bitch Daddy."

And he did, plowing my ass with purpose until he stiffened and announced his orgasm. "Gonna fill that fat ass baby. Gonna fuck my cum up that sexy fat ass."

Which he did. I could feel his cock grow and pulse his dominance over me in my love canal.

The cage did nothing to prevent me from cuming though. Daddy explained that his cock against my prostate was making me discharge and reassured me that I hadn't failed him. "You couldn't help it, baby girl. I milked you. My cock against your prostate milked you like a fucking dairy cow. You just had your first sissygasm. Hey, that gives me an idea! Whenever you hear me call out, "Where's the milk?" it's time for your milking baby girl."

Daddy has a wicked sense of humor.

My legs lowered as he himself fell onto my chest breathing hard. I could feel the pressure subside as his cock softened inside me.

He finally propped himself up, his hands flat on the bed, arms straight. We looked into each other's eyes. I had both my arms around his neck and no words were needed for us to understand the new dynamic that had occurred between us. We shared kisses and my tears of joy as he took my virginity for the first time. I finally felt like I was his completely now.

I was now truly his woman.

"I love you Daddy," I gushed.

"I love you too darling! Now be a good girl and get me a washcloth baby."

I felt his sperm run out of me and down my thighs as I hurried off to get him a washcloth. I sat on the toilet and pushed out as much as I could, using toilet paper to wipe myself first then I went to hand the wash cloth to him but was admonished, "You got me dirty, you clean it baby."

He had me go naked for the remainder of the night so he could see my gift. Well, not completely naked. He had me put on some thigh highs and a garter belt to accentuate my hourglass waist, the bubble butt, and caged clitty.

We had dinner in bed.

The salmon and salad were very good as usual and we shared a chocolate dessert. My head was on his stomach as he broke the news to me. "We're leaving for our honeymoon in three hours babygirl."

I'd been kissing the head of his cock and holding his balls when he told me the news.

Now I stopped and turned my face to look at him.

“What do you want me to pack for the trip daddy?”

I always deferred to Daddy when it came to important decisions. When we go out or have company, my attire is always his choice. Always.

“I already had Lindsey take care of it darling. Your suitcase is packed with some exciting things she has picked” he said as his fingers stroked my blonde hair. I still had his cock in my mouth, I was nursing on it as he spoke. I took it out for a moment and asked him

“What do you want me to wear for the ride though daddy?”

He thought about that for a moment. "You know that long, tight and thin white dress with the slits up the sides?"

"Yes." I said excitedly. I loved that dress.

"That and white high heels and your pearls. Oh yeah. Almost forgot. Wear a garter belt and hose too. I want people to see my sexy girl."

My dick hurt, trying to grow in its confinement. "Yes Daddy," I breathed. "But won't people see the garter belt and stocking tops?"

"Yes they will. I want them to know what a sexy girl I'm married to. Oh, and wear your hair down too, baby."

"What are you going to wear Daddy?"

"Not sure yet sweet thing. Don't worry your silly head about it. Just concentrate on what I want you to wear."

I love it when Daddy exercises his control over me. He has told me many times that I'm incapable of making the right choices and he's right. He says I'm lucky to have him do my thinking for me.

Please don't denigrate him or I for what I just said. While I can paint something beautiful completely from my creative brain, there is little else I'm capable of sorting out on my own. And although Daddy can't make art, there are so many things he is capable of that it is understandable that he sometimes considers me his airheaded bimbo. It turned me on to have a man who makes these decisions for me. I loved being the stepford wife for him. Daddy may not always be right but he's never wrong. I've learned not to care nor complain but be thankful for his guidance and direction.

When I slipped the white dress over my head and saw that my garter belt was indeed evident through the tight-fitting thin material of the dress as were the tops of my stockings through the high slits up the sides when I walked, I said nothing. It was the look he wanted me to have.

Looking at myself in the mirror I was satisfied with my efforts. I'd learned to apply my make-up almost as well as Lindsey does it and was pleased with my appearance.

My blonde shoulder length hair was brushed perfectly.

I turned sideways and smiled at my reflection. The exercises Daddy and Lindsey insisted I do three times a day were having the desired results. My waist was narrow, my hips wide, My bubble butt wasn't flabby anymore. It's now firm, round and plump.

The collagen shots Lindsey had given me on my lips worked too. They were fuller and as Daddy says, they're an inviting place for cocks.

Sometimes men can be so gross.

My titties were round, firm and perfect. The bumps under my dress showed my new breasts and that pleased Daddy.

Daddy placed my wrap over my shoulders and we left our house for the airstrip.

We flew out on a private jet and Daddy had to wake me several hours later. A cab to the harbor, a long boat ride and we were on a small island in Greece in a well-appointed private villa over the water.

Rose Champagne was cooling on ice and the bed was covered in rose petals when the villa staff let us into our honeymoon destination. Instead of the usual with me undressing myself and then helping Daddy, He handed me a box that was on the bed and said that I could change in the bathroom if I wished.

As always, Daddy showered me with expensive and tasteful lingerie. The hot pink fine-lace top was almost transparent. The boy shorts panty was fringed with the same lace at the waist and on the leg openings. The matching robe was floor length and the labels said I.D. Sarrieri.

I douched my pussy after lubing it liberally and donned the new lingerie.

I looked at myself in the mirror. I was unrecognizable from a month ago. I could win a beauty contest, the shape of my body was as feminine as any woman's. My blonde hair, perfectly coiffed, shone like it had been waxed. I wasn't only beautiful, it made me look so cute, even if I said so myself.

I held out my left hand and saw the rings on my frenched manicured fingers. The large diamond engagement ring I'd accepted only a month ago reminded me of the night I signed Daddy’s contract. I remembered how surprised I was when he got down on his knee. I remembered how happy Lindsey was seeing me for the first time.

My wedding necklace, the mangalsutra was gold encrusted with diamonds, almost too gaudy but still remained classy. The spray of freckles on my tanned face were now shiny with tears of happiness. I used a tissue to dry my cheeks and went to my Daddy, my husband.

"I love you Daddy," I said, removing the robe and joining him on the large bed.

He looked so handsome lying there. Bare chested, he wore black silk pajama bottoms.

I couldn't believe how fortunate I was when he sat beside me at that stone bench outside that diner a month ago, lovingly listening to my tear choked voice and then offering me the contract at his house which was now my house for the next five years and who knows maybe forever, I wouldn’t mind living as his woman, his wife, serving him and making him happy for the rest of life. My transformation from a broke college grad boy to a woman, his woman was quick. My heart pulsed with love for my Daddy. I was more grateful for him than he'll ever know for making me his wife. His and Lindsey’s firm and patient training all served to make me the woman he wanted to marry.

What girl could forget the first time she wore the panties for her man? The panties he bought for her. Daddy had seen in me what I am today. Making me as his was easy. Making him happy was my goal in life from now on.

I climbed into the bed beside my husband and snuggled up under his arm where I could tease his nipple with my tongue.

"I love you too Trish…" he answered, holding me close to his side. "I have a special present for you baby."

With no further words I watched Daddy rip the chain from around his neck. The chain that held the key to my chastity device.

I thought he was going to give it to me to unlock myself. Instead he moved down the bed, pulled my panty off, and parted my legs gently.

Looking me in my eyes, I could sense a change in him as he unlocked my tiny little smooth clitty.

He smiled at me as he tossed the device aside.

"Oh Daddy," I crooned as he took my dick into his mouth. "Please Daddy, why?"

He looked up at me and I saw tears in his eyes. "Because I love you Trisha. I'm so much in love with you that I'm about to burst. I don’t want you to lock yourself down there. There will be no more me taking and you giving. We are equals Trish, man and wife and I want to make love to my bride."

For only the third time Daddy touched me down there. The love he gave me was gentle, slow, sensual. And he swallowed my offering as I climaxed.

He let me recover from the unexpected gift. "Thank you Daddy. That was beautiful. I will cherish the memory of your love making forever."

"Patel."

"Huh?"

"I want you to call me Patel now," he said as he loomed over me. Smiling sweetly he said it was time to start consummating our honeymoon. Rising to his knees between my open legs, Patel untied the drawstring on his black silk pajama bottoms. Working them down and off he brought his beautiful cock to me.

I ravished his cock with my lipstick smearing on it. When Patel was satisfied that he was moistened enough to enter me painlessly, he positioned himself back at my feet, his cock at the entrance of my pussy.

We did indeed consummate our marriage and honeymoon that night and every night after that. Daddy, er… I mean Patel treated me differently now that I was his wife. He was gentle, patient, caring, and giving. By giving I mean he gave me his heart and soul.

And I reciprocate in kind.

For the next 14 days we frolicked in the sea. The one-piece neon pink thong bathing suit he surprised me with fit like a glove. The front covered my privates, the back a thong. My tits were partially hidden by the narrow top, at least my nipples were and it tied on the back of my neck.

Patel wore a speedo and yes, more than once I peeled it down low enough to suck his cock on the private beach.

Every night as we lay in bed, Patel continued to take my small organ in his mouth loving me, swallowing me. And every night I tended to his manhood as a dutiful wife should. I showered his cock with kisses. I rubbed him all over my face. My cheeks bulged with his balls in my mouth. I just simply could not get enough of my husband.

Dinners were wonderful. The staff couldn't do enough for us and I felt special.

The 15 days were the happiest days of my life and I was sad when Patel said we had to return back to civilization. "I still have a business to run, baby! But we do have the rest of our life’s to continue doing what we’ve done for the past 15 days. I’m so in love with you Trish!"

I hugged his neck and kissed him through my falling happy tears.

THE END.

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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