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The front door clicked shut behind Daniel, the sound echoing through the quiet house. He dropped his backpack by the entrance, its weight leaving his shoulders with a soft sigh. At twenty, his body retained the lean sculpt of a competitive swimmer, all compact muscle stretched over a small frame that made him appear younger than his age. His dark hair was still damp from his afternoon practice at the university pool, clinging to the nape of his neck.

"Daniel, is that you?" His mother's voice drifted from the living room.

He padded down the hall in his socks, stopping at the archway. His mother sat curled on the sofa, a paperback resting in her lap. The late afternoon light streaming through the window caught the silver strands in her brown hair.

"How was practice?" she asked, marking her page with a finger.

"Good. Coach says my breaststroke times are improving." Daniel shifted his weight between his feet, hands shoved into his pockets. The familiar gesture helped ground him in the house's comfort.

"That's wonderful, sweetheart." She smiled, setting the book aside. "Polina called today. She's still happy to host you this weekend for the meet."

Daniel's stomach tightened with anticipation. "Did you tell her about the hotel mix-up?"

"Of course. She insisted you stay with her rather than find another place." His mother's eyes softened. "Such a kind woman to take you in like this, especially since it's her first weekend alone since the divorce."

Daniel retreated to his room, the door clicking shut behind him. His gaze swept across the space, taking in the neatly made bed and the wall adorned with swimming medals. He pulled his duffel bag from the closet, unzipping it with a smooth motion. One by one, he folded his competition suits, stacking them with precise care. The clean chlorine scent clung to the fabric, familiar as his own skin. He packed his goggles, cap, and towel last, tucking them into the side pockets. When everything was arranged to his satisfaction, he changed into loose pajama bottoms,

Dinner passed in a comfortable blur of his mother's familiar cooking and easy conversation. The clink of forks against plates filled the quiet spaces between stories about her day at work and questions about his training schedule. Daniel ate mechanically, his thoughts already drifting toward the upcoming competition, toward Polina's house where he'd be staying.

Later that evening, as shadows lengthened across the living room floor, Daniel found himself yawning despite the early hour. His mother noticed, her lips curving into a knowing smile as she reached for the remote.

"Big day tomorrow," she said, her voice soft. "You should get some rest."

Daniel nodded, pushing himself up from the couch. "Yeah, you're right."

In the hallway, he paused by his bedroom door, turning back. "Mom?"

"Yes, sweetheart?"

"Thanks again for arranging everything with Polina."

"Of course," she replied, her eyes warm. "She's looking forward to having you."

Inside his room, the weight of the day settled over Daniel like a physical presence. He pulled back the covers, the sheets cool against his skin as he slid between them. The glow from his phone illuminated his face for a few moments as he set his morning alarm, then plunged the room into darkness.

Sleep came slowly, in fits and starts, his mind circling around the upcoming competition. When he finally drifted off, it was with the lingering taste of anticipation, sweet and unsettling, on his tongue.

Daniel's alarm buzzed at dawn, slicing through the quiet darkness. He swung his legs over the side of the bed, the floorboards cool beneath his bare feet. Outside his window, the sky was just beginning to lighten, painted in shades of soft lavender and pale gold.

He moved through his morning routine with practiced efficiency, his body responding automatically to years of early morning training. The shower steam fogged the mirror as he brushed his teeth, his reflection blurring into anonymity. By the time he'd dressed and packed his bag, the first rays of sunlight were streaming through the kitchen window.

His mother was already up, standing at the counter with a mug of coffee in hand. She turned as he entered, her smile warm despite the early hour.

"Got everything?"

Daniel nodded, hoisting his duffel bag onto his shoulder. "Yeah, I think so."

"You're sure you don't want me to drive you?"

"The bus is fine, Mom. It's direct."

She walked him to the door, pressing a quick kiss to his cheek. "Call me when you get there, okay?"

"I will."

The bus was nearly empty when Daniel boarded, the driver barely glancing up from his phone. Daniel chose a seat near the back, setting his bag beside him as the vehicle lurched into motion. Through the window, the town passed in a blur of storefronts and traffic lights, gradually giving way to tree-lined streets and manicured lawns.

Forty-five minutes later, the bus pulled up to his stop. Daniel stepped onto the sidewalk, the weight of his bag settling comfortably against his back. He glanced down at his phone, confirming the address before turning down the street.

Polina's house stood at the end of a short drive, a modern single-story with clean lines and large windows. As Daniel approached, the front door swung open, revealing Polina standing in the threshold.

"You found it," she said, her voice deeper than he remembered from their brief encounters at previous meets. She wore simple black pants and a fitted white shirt, the outfit emphasizing her confident posture and the curve of her hips.

"Yeah, the bus drops off pretty close by."

Polina stepped aside, gesturing for him to enter. "Come in. Let me take your bag."

Daniel hesitated for a moment before handing it over, his fingers brushing against hers. "Thanks for doing this, really. The hotel situation was a mess."

"Don't mention it." She led him down a short hallway, the space filled with natural light. "The guest room is this way. I just changed the sheets yesterday." He followed her down the hallway, his eyes drawn to the way her body moved. Polina's black leggings hugged every curve of her toned ass, the fabric stretching with each step she took. Her white top was equally fitted, emphasizing the full swell of her breasts and the athletic lines of her shoulders. Daniel had seen Polina when she visited his mother, but never like this. In her home, she seemed completely at ease in her own skin. He found himself mesmerized by the casual grace of her movements, the confident sway of her hips as she led him deeper into the house. It wasn't just that she was beautiful, which she certainly was, but the way she carried herself with such unshakable self-assurance. Daniel's throat felt dry as he trailed behind her, his eyes lingering perhaps a moment too long on the slight indent at her waist where her leggings met her top. He hadn't expected this sudden jolt of awareness, this sharp focus on every detail of her physical presence.

The room was minimalist yet inviting, with a queen bed made up in crisp white linens and a single nightstand with a small lamp. Polina set his bag near the closet door, turning to face him.

"Make yourself at home. The bathroom's just down the hall if you want to freshen up before we talk about the weekend."

Daniel nodded, suddenly aware of the dryness in his throat. "Okay, thanks."

As Polina left the room, closing the door softly behind her, Daniel took a slow breath. The space smelled faintly of lavender and clean laundry, a stark contrast to the chlorine scent that usually filled his senses on competition weekends. He ran a hand through his hair, his heart beating a little faster than normal.

This was different. This was unfamiliar. And Daniel wasn't entirely sure how he felt about it.

Daniel finished unpacking his belongings, arranging his swim gear with methodical precision in the closet. He smoothed the wrinkles from his competition suit, then ran a hand through his hair before heading toward the kitchen. The scent of freshly brewed coffee greeted him before he even entered the room.

Polina stood by the counter, her back to him as she reached into an upper cabinet. The position caused her fitted top to ride up slightly, revealing a sliver of toned midsection. She turned as he approached, a warm smile transforming her features.

"Finished settling in?" she asked, her voice smooth as honey. "Coffee?"

Daniel nodded, his throat suddenly tight. "Please, thank you."

As she poured, Polina leaned against the counter, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. The motion pushed them upward, straining slightly against the fabric of her white shirt. Daniel's gaze caught there for a second before he forced himself to look away.

"You've really grown up since I last saw you," Polina said, her eyes appraising him openly. "That swimmer's body of yours suits you."

Heat crept up Daniel's neck. "It's just training."

"No," she countered, stepping closer to hand him the mug. Her fingers brushed his, lingering just a moment too long. "It's more than that. You're filling out in all the right places."

She turned to retrieve her own cup, giving him an unobstructed view of her profile and the gentle curve of her ass in those fitted leggings. Daniel took a sip of his coffee, the hot liquid doing little to soothe the sudden warmth spreading through his chest.

"It's been too long since you've visited your mother," Polina continued, turning back to face him. Her dark eyes held his with an intensity that made his breath catch. "I've missed seeing you around."

Daniel shifted his weight, his socked feet silent on the cool floor. "School and training keep me pretty busy."

"I bet they do." Polina took a step backward, resting against the kitchen island. She crossed one leg over the other, the movement drawing his attention to the toned length of her thigh. "Still, a handsome young man like you should make time for proper company."

Her directness left him momentarily speechless. Daniel searched for a response, but his mind felt fuzzy, disconnected from his body.

Polina's lips curved into a knowing smile. "Don't look so flustered. A woman can notice a good looking man without it being scandalous." She took another sip of coffee, her eyes never leaving his over the rim of her mug. "Especially one with such... dedicated... form."

Daniel's cheeks burned as he tried to process the cascade of compliments. He'd been told he was a good swimmer, had his athletic build praised by coaches, but never with this particular blend of appreciation and underlying suggestion.

Polina set her mug down with a soft click. "So, tell me about this competition. What's your best event?"

The question, so normal compared to what had preceded it, caught him off guard. Daniel cleared his throat, grateful for the shift in topic. "Breaststroke. My times have been improving."

"Good." Polina pushed herself away from the island, moving to stand before him. She was close enough that he could smell the subtle vanilla scent of her perfume, feel the heat radiating from her body. "You'll need your energy for tomorrow. I hope you plan on resting well tonight."

Her gaze dropped to his lips for just a second before meeting his eyes again. Daniel's heart hammered against his ribs, a frantic rhythm that seemed to echo through the quiet kitchen.

"Maybe we could watch a movie after dinner," she suggested, her voice softer now, almost intimate. "Unless you'd prefer to get to bed early."

"Movie sounds... nice," Daniel managed, the words feeling foreign in his mouth.

"Wonderful." Polina's smile widened, revealing perfect white teeth. "I'll pick something appropriate for a pre-competition evening."

As she turned to rinse her mug in the sink, Daniel remained rooted to the spot, his coffee forgotten in his hands. Through the kitchen window, the afternoon light cast her silhouette in gold, highlighting every curve and contour of her body. He felt exposed somehow, seen in a way that was both thrilling and deeply unnerving.

The evening meal unfolded with a natural rhythm, their conversation flowing from one topic to another like a warm current. Polina had prepared grilled salmon with asparagus, the flavors light and clean. Daniel found himself relaxing into the domestic intimacy, his earlier nervousness receding as the wine she'd permitted him to have a glass of spread warmth through his limbs.

As they cleared the plates together, their hands brushed, accidental at first, then deliberate when Polina's fingers lingered on his forearm.

"Such strong hands," she murmured, her thumb stroking the fine hairs there. Daniel froze for a moment, his breath catching in his throat.

Later, as they settled on the couch in the living room, Polina chose a documentary about marine life. Daniel stretched his legs out, relaxing into the plush cushions. Polina sat closer than necessary, her thigh occasionally pressing against his, the contact sending small sparks through his body.

Halfway through the film, during a scene about sea turtles, Polina shifted, her hand coming to rest on his knee. The gesture was casual, yet it carried weight, possession.

"Tell me something," she said, her voice low but clear above the narrator's voice. "Is there someone special waiting for you back at university?"

Daniel shook his head, not trusting his voice as he felt her fingers begin to trace small circles on his knee. "No, not really. Training takes up most of my time."

Polina's hand stilled, then slid higher, stopping mid-thigh. "I find that hard to believe. A handsome boy like you." Her gaze held his, searching. "Unless..."

He swallowed, his throat suddenly dry. "Unless what?"

She leaned closer, her vanilla perfume enveloping him. "Unless you prefer being... guided." Her voice dropped to a near whisper. "Do you enjoy being told what to do, Daniel? In the bedroom?"

The question hung between them, heavy and electric. Daniel's heart pounded against his ribs, his face flushing with heat. He'd never spoken about this with anyone, had barely admitted it to himself.

"I... I think so," he managed, the words barely audible.

A slow smile spread across Polina's face. "I thought as much." Her hand moved higher still, her thumb pressing into the sensitive skin of his inner thigh. "There's nothing wrong with wanting to surrender control, especially to someone who knows how to use it."

Daniel couldn't speak, could only nod as her fingers tightened slightly on his leg. The documentary continued to play on screen, but his focus had narrowed to the single point of contact between them, to the way her eyes held his with unwavering intensity, promising something unspoken yet utterly clear.

"I've always been drawn to control," Polina murmured, her thumb pressing into his inner thigh with deliberate pressure. "Some people need structure, need someone to tell them what to feel, when to feel it." Her eyes darkened as she watched his reaction. "To show them pleasure they're too afraid to seek on their own."

Daniel's breath hitched, his body responding traitorously to her words. He shifted on the couch, the fabric of his jeans suddenly too tight. The documentary narrator droned on about migratory patterns, but every fiber of his being was tuned to the woman beside him.

"I see you understand," Polina continued, her fingers sliding higher, tracing the line of his erection through the denim. "There's power in surrender, isn't there?" She leaned closer, her vanilla perfume wrapping around him like a promise. "In letting go of all that responsibility you carry on those broad shoulders."

Daniel swallowed, his throat tight. He'd never been this exposed, never had someone see through him so completely. The flush on his cheeks spread down his neck, warmth pooling low in his belly.

"I don't... I'm not..." he started, but the words dissolved as Polina's fingers cupped him firmly through his jeans.

"Shhh," she soothed, her lips curving into a knowing smile. "You don't have to pretend with me." Her thumb brushed over the ridge of his zipper, and Daniel's hips bucked involuntarily. "I see exactly what you are."

Her eyes never left his as she continued her deliberate exploration. The contrast between the documentary's calm narration and the electricity crackling between them made Daniel's head spin. Blood rushed in his ears, drowning out everything but her voice, her touch, the impossible heat building inside him.

Polina shifted, her body aligning with his, her free hand coming up to caress his jaw. "Such a good boy," she whispered, her lips barely brushing his ear. "Already so responsive."

Daniel's hands gripped the couch cushions, his knuckles white. Every nerve ending screamed for more, for release, for something he couldn't name but desperately wanted.

"I could teach you," Polina continued, her voice dropping to a husky whisper that vibrated through him. "Show you how good it feels to give yourself over completely." Her fingers tightened around him, and Daniel's gasp was swallowed by her mouth as she closed the remaining distance between them.

Polina rose from the couch, her movements fluid and deliberate. "I'm going to take a shower," she said, her voice still carrying that low, intimate quality. "Make yourself comfortable."

Daniel remained on the couch long after he heard the water start running, the documentary playing on without him. The scent of her perfume lingered in the cushions, mingling with his own rising tension. Eventually, he forced himself to stand, wandering into the kitchen to pour a glass of water.

The pipes fell silent just as he set the glass down. Daniel heard soft footsteps approaching, then paused in the doorway. Polina emerged from the hallway, and his breath caught in his throat.

She wore nothing but a small red lace thong and matching bra, the delicate fabric barely covering her olive skin. The red contrasted beautifully against her complexion, highlighting the curve of her hips, the fullness of her breasts. Water droplets clung to her collarbones, catching the kitchen light like tiny jewels. Daniel had never seen anything so exquisite, so unapologetically sensual. His mouth went dry, and he found himself unable to tear his eyes away from the woman standing before him.

Polina moved to the dishwasher, her bare feet silent against the cool floor. As she bent forward to retrieve the plates, the thin lace of her red thong offered little coverage. Daniel's eyes widened at the intimate view, his breath catching in his throat. He caught glimpses of her smooth skin and the delicate curve of her ass as she arranged the dishes on the counter, her movements unhurried and utterly confident.

"Daniel," she said without turning, her voice breaking the spell that held him captive. "I have some errands to run in the morning. I probably won't be back until noon."

"Okay," he managed, his voice rougher than he intended. "My competition starts around three."

Polina straightened up, turning to face him with a small smile. "Perfect. That gives you plenty of time to prepare." She rinsed her hands under the faucet, then dried them on a towel. "I'll see you in the morning then."

She walked past him toward the bedroom, her hips swaying with practiced grace. Daniel watched her go, the scent of vanilla and clean skin lingering in the air. A moment later, he heard the soft click of her bedroom door closing.

Sleep wouldn't come. Daniel tossed and turned, the sheets tangling around his legs as Polina's words echoed in his mind. He'd lain awake for what felt like hours, the guest room's familiar lavender scent doing nothing to calm his racing heart.

Then he heard it.

A soft sound, barely audible at first, then clearer. A moan.

His pulse spiked. Daniel froze in bed, straining to listen. It was coming from her room, just down the hall. Another moan, longer this time, followed by a rustle of sheets.

Panic surged through him as he slipped out of bed. His feet barely made a sound on the cool wood floor as he approached Polina's door. The sounds grew clearer with each step—soft gasps, the rhythm of movement.

He bent down, his eye pressing against the keyhole. The bed lay directly opposite, perfectly framed in the small circle of light. Through the keyhole, Polina lay sprawled across her bed, the sheets a tangled mess at her feet. She wore the red thong from earlier, now pushed to one side, revealing the smooth, bare skin between her legs. In her hand, she held a slender dildo, moving it in a slow, deliberate rhythm. Her other hand cupped her breast, fingers tracing circles around the nipple as her hips rose to meet each thrust. Her head was thrown back against the pillow, dark hair fanning out as another soft moan escaped her lips.

Her movements quickened, the dildo sliding deeper with each thrust. A low moan escaped her lips, growing louder as she drove the toy faster. Daniel's breath caught, heat pooling low in his belly as the sounds of her pleasure washed over him.

Then Polina shifted, bringing one hand to her mouth. She collected saliva on her fingers before lowering her hand to her clit. Her movements became more urgent, rubbing and pressing in rhythm with the thrusts of the dildo. Her back arched off the mattress as she worked herself toward her peak, the sounds of her pleasure now raw and uninhibited.

Daniel's hand slid beneath the elastic waistband of his boxers, fingers closing around himself. He stood in just his boxer briefs and a t-shirt, the fabric of his shirt suddenly too warm against his skin. He began to stroke, his movements slow at first, matching Polina's rhythm through the door. He wasn't particularly large, but he was hard enough to ache, the friction building pressure low in his belly.

Inside the room, Polina's movements grew frantic. Her hips bucked, her back arching as the dildo plunged deeper. A guttural moan tore from her throat, raw and unrestrained, followed by a series of sharp cries that made Daniel's own breath catch. The sound of her orgasm echoed through the house, long and shuddering.

Daniel's own release threatened, his hand moving faster, his body tensing. Just as he felt that first tingle of inevitability, he heard the bed creak. Through the keyhole, Polina rose, her movements graceful even after such intensity. She stepped toward the door.

Panic seized him. Daniel scrambled backward, pulling his hand from his boxers as he fumbled his way back to the guest room. He dove beneath the covers just as her door clicked open. He held his breath, listening to her soft footsteps padding down the hall, then the sound of the bathroom door closing, followed by the flush of a toilet.

His heart hammered against his ribs, the sheets tangled around his legs as he lay there, still hard and unsatisfied.

Sleep wouldn't come.

Daniel lay tangled in the guest room sheets, his body thrumming with residual tension. The ghost of Polina's scent lingered in the air, mixing with the familiar lavender of the room. His mind replayed every word, every touch from the evening, each memory fueling the ache between his legs. He turned onto his stomach, then his back, the pillow growing warm beneath his head as minutes stretched into hours.

Eventually, exhaustion won out. His racing thoughts slowed, his muscles unclenched, and he drifted into a fitful sleep filled with fragmented images of red lace and knowing smiles.

When morning light filtered through the curtains, Daniel blinked awake, momentarily disoriented. The house was quiet, save for the distant chirp of birds outside. He sat up, rubbing his eyes as he took in his surroundings. The guest room was exactly as he'd left it, but something felt different.

Then he noticed the note on the nightstand, folded next to a glass of water he didn't remember leaving there. Daniel's fingers fumbled with the paper as he opened it.

"Morning, sleepyhead. Had to run those errands we discussed. Make yourself some breakfast – there's coffee in the kitchen. See you at the pool. - P"

The faint scent of vanilla clung to the paper, a reminder that she had been in his room while he slept. Daniel's cheeks warmed as he folded the note, tucking it into the pocket of his discarded jeans.

The house was indeed empty. Polina's bedroom door stood slightly ajar, revealing a perfectly made bed, not a wrinkle in sight. It was as if last night had been a dream, except for the ache in his muscles and the memory burned behind his eyes.

Daniel moved to the kitchen, his bare feet silent on the cool wood floor. He found the coffee exactly where she'd said it would be, along with fresh berries in the fridge and a loaf of artisan bread on the counter. As he prepared his breakfast, he kept catching himself glancing toward the hallway, half-expecting to see her emerge from her room, red lace and confidence personified.

His curiosity finally won. Daniel crept toward Polina's room, the polished floor cool beneath his bare feet. The door stood slightly ajar. He pushed it open just enough to slip inside.

Sunlight streamed through the windows, illuminating a spacious bedroom decorated in muted tones. The bed was made with military precision, not a wrinkle in sight. His eyes scanned the room—a dresser topped with silver-framed photos, a vintage armchair in the corner, a row of books neatly arranged on a nightstand.

His pulse quickened. Every instinct screamed that he shouldn't be here, that this was an invasion of privacy. Daniel ran a hand through his hair, the motion doing nothing to calm the tension coiling in his stomach.

He found himself drawn to her closet, sliding open the wooden doors with hesitant hands. Rows of neatly hung clothing filled the space, but it was the drawers that captured his attention. He pulled open the top one, his breath catching at the sight of delicate lace and silk in every shade imaginable—bras, thongs, and teddies arranged with meticulous care.

His fingers trembled slightly as he moved to the next drawer down, then the next, each revealing more intimate apparel than the last. The scent of vanilla and clean fabric rose from the silk and satin, a dizzying combination that made his head spin.

Then he reached the bottom drawer. As he slid it open, his eyes widened at the contents arranged in velvety compartments. A collection of sex toys lay before him—dildos of various sizes and shapes, sleek butt plugs, and other implements he couldn't name. One section held leather items: whips with intricate braiding, floggers with soft suede falls, and gleaming metal nipple clamps connected by delicate chains.

His gaze fell on the last item in the drawer—a strapon harness in black leather, complete with silver buckles and an O-ring for attachment. The sight sent a jolt through him, his mouth going dry as he imagined it on Polina's body, imagined her wearing it as she...

His breath hitched as his gaze landed on a small box tucked away in the corner of the drawer. The packaging displayed a young man dressed in a frilly black-and-white maid uniform, complete with a tiny apron and lacy headpiece. Bold letters across the top read "Sissy Maid Uniform." The image sent a shock through Daniel's system, his mind struggling to process the implications. His eyes widened, his grip tightening on the drawer edge as the reality of what he was seeing settled in his stomach like a lead weight.

Self-control shattered. Daniel stared at the package, his mind reeling. Polina's friend... His fingers trembled as he tore open the packaging, the cardboard yielding with a soft rip.

The fabric fell into his hands—delicate black lace trimmed with white ruffles. Daniel's breath hitched, his chest tight. He stripped, clothes pooling on Polina's polished floor, his skin pebbling in the cool morning air.

The thong came first. Its delicate straps dug into his hips as he pulled it on, the lace rough against his skin. Then the dress. Frills tickled his thighs, the material clinging in ways his swim trunks never had. Daniel caught his reflection in Polina's closet mirror—broad shoulders straining against the flimsy fabric, muscular legs exposed beneath the too-short hem. Heat flooded his face, a mixture of shame and something darker, something he refused to name. He turned slowly, the lace scratching against his skin, and found himself facing the mirror again. The reflection showed his backside, framed by the black thong's thin straps that barely covered him between the cheeks of his ass. He shifted his weight, watching how the movement stretched the fabric tighter against his muscular frame. The contrast between his athletic build and the delicate, revealing underwear sent a fresh wave of heat through his chest. His reflection in the closet mirror captivated him—muscular shoulders straining against delicate lace, the dark thong barely visible between his toned buttocks. Heat crept up his neck as he shifted, watching how the fabric stretched and pulled with his movements.

Then he heard it. The soft click of the front door opening.

Panic seized him. Daniel scrambled, his fingers fumbling with the closet doors as he shoved them shut. He grabbed his discarded clothes from the floor, fabric bunching in his trembling hands, and bolted from the room. The frilly uniform scratched against his skin as he ran, each step a reminder of his indiscretion.

He reached the guest room just as he heard footsteps approaching down the hall. With shaking hands, he tore off the uniform and pulled on his jeans and t-shirt, his heart hammering against his ribs. The lace and ruffles lay in a heap on the floor, evidence of his reckless curiosity, as he stood waiting, breathless, for the bedroom door to open. Footsteps padded past his door, then paused. Daniel's heart hammered against his ribs as he snatched the frilly uniform from the floor, shoving it beneath the sheets just as a knock sounded on his door.

"Daniel?" Polina's voice carried through the wood. "Are you awake?"

"Come in," he managed, his voice tight as he smoothed the bedcovers over the hidden evidence.

The door swung open. Polina leaned against the frame, a paper bag in her hand. "I brought sandwiches for lunch. Thought we could eat before your competition."

"Great," Daniel said, the word sticking in his throat. Polina's gaze swept over him, her expression unreadable, and Daniel had the distinct impression that she knew exactly what he'd been doing.He found her in the kitchen, unpacking sandwiches onto the counter. The scent of fresh bread and herbs filled the space.

Polina turned, her hip leaning against the counter as she unwrapped a sandwich. "You sleep okay?"

"Yeah. Fine." Daniel leaned against the opposite counter, trying to keep his posture casual. His muscles felt coiled, ready to bolt.

Polina took a bite of her sandwich, her gaze steady. "I had a strange feeling when I came in." She paused, chewing slowly. "My bedroom door was closed when I left this morning."

Daniel's stomach dropped. He forced himself to meet her eyes, but his voice came out strained. "Maybe the wind blew it open."

Polina set her sandwich down. "That's the thing. I locked it."

The kitchen suddenly felt too small, the air thick and heavy. A bead of sweat trickled down Daniel's temple. "I—"

"Relax." Polina pushed a sandwich toward him. "I'm not mad. Just curious." She picked up her sandwich again, taking another deliberate bite. "You need to focus today. The meet is important."

The shift in topic caught him off guard. Daniel stared at her, his heart still pounding against his ribs. "You're not going to ask?"

"Why? You'd just lie anyway." Polina's lips curved into a small smile. "Besides, I trust you. Mostly." She gestured to the sandwich. "Eat. You'll need your energy."

They finished their sandwiches in relative silence, the only sounds the crunch of lettuce and the scrape of a knife against a plate. Daniel's mind raced, but Polina seemed completely at ease, her movements fluid and relaxed as she cleaned up their small mess.

"Ready to go?" she asked, grabbing her keys from the counter.

Daniel nodded, his throat still tight. The ride to the swimming hall passed in a blur of streetlights and unanswered questions.

The air in the natatorium was thick with chlorine and anticipation. Daniel moved through his pre-competition routine with practiced precision, his body knowing what his mind struggled to process. He stretched, he visualized, he breathed.

As he stepped onto the starting block, the roar of the crowd faded to a distant hum. All that mattered was the water ahead—cool, blue, and waiting.

The buzzer sounded, and Daniel launched himself into the pool. His body moved with a fluid grace that belied the tension coiling in his stomach. Stroke after stroke, lap after lap, he pushed himself, his arms burning, his lungs screaming for air.

In the final stretch, he could see his competition beside him—faster, stronger. Daniel dug deeper, his muscles protesting as he gave everything he had left.

When his fingers touched the wall, he gasped, his body sagging against the lane rope. The scoreboard flickered, displaying the results. Second place.

Polina was there when he pulled himself from the water, a towel in hand and a genuine smile on her face. "Congratulations," she said, wrapping the towel around his shoulders. "You were incredible."

Daniel managed a weak smile, the exhaustion and adrenaline warring inside him. "Almost."

The ride home passed in a comfortable silence, the city lights blurring past the car windows. When they stepped inside Polina's house, the familiar scent of vanilla and clean linens greeted them.

Daniel dropped his swim bag by the door, the weight of the day settling heavily on his shoulders. He rubbed the back of his neck, his muscles still tight from the race.

Polina kicked off her shoes near the entryway. "You did great today, by the way."

Daniel shrugged, avoiding her gaze. "Second place."

"You pushed yourself." She moved toward the kitchen, her voice carrying back to him. "That's what matters."

He followed her into the kitchen, leaning against the doorframe as she opened the refrigerator. The cool air washed over them, carrying the scent of fresh produce.

"What are you thinking for dinner?" she asked, her head still buried in the fridge.

"Anything's fine."

Polina straightened up, closing the refrigerator door with a soft click. She turned to face him, hip resting against the counter. "How about pizza? I'll order us something."

Daniel nodded, his gaze drifting to the calendar magnet on the fridge. "Sounds good."

Polina disappeared down the hall, the soft click of her bedroom door closing echoing in the sudden silence. Daniel's breath hitched, his blood running cold. The maid uniform—still crumpled beneath his sheets. He stared down the hall, his mind racing as panic coiled in his stomach.

Panic seized Daniel's chest. The maid uniform, still crumpled beneath his sheets, felt like a ticking bomb. He could hear muffled sounds from Polina's room—the soft scrape of a drawer opening, then the rustle of fabric. Each noise sent his heart racing faster, his mind conjuring scenarios of her discovering the evidence.

Time stretched and warped. Minutes blurred into what felt like hours as Daniel remained frozen in the kitchen doorway, his muscles locked. He could imagine her running her fingers over the lace, the realization dawning in her eyes. The scent of vanilla that usually comforted him now seemed to mock him, a reminder of his violation.

Just when he thought he couldn't stand another second of the suspense, the doorbell chimed, its cheerful tone jarring in the tense silence. The delivery.

Polina's bedroom door swung open moments later, her expression unchanged. Daniel held his breath as she breezed past him toward the front door, her movements relaxed as if she'd merely been changing clothes.

She returned with a steaming pizza box, the aroma of garlic and melted cheese filling the air. "Hungry?" she asked, setting the box on the kitchen island.

Daniel could only nod, his throat too tight to form words as he slid onto a stool, his gaze fixed on the pizza as if it held all the answers he desperately needed.

The pizza box sat between them, steam curling from a slice Daniel couldn't bring himself to touch. Polina set her own piece down, her smile fading into something more measured. She wiped her fingers on a napkin, the sound impossibly loud in the quiet kitchen.

"About earlier," she began, her voice even. "My room."

Daniel's throat went dry. He reached for his water glass, his hand trembling slightly. "I..."

"Don't lie to me, Daniel." Polina leaned forward, her elbows on the island. The overhead light caught in her eyes, turning them dark. "I need to know what you were doing in there."

He could only shake his head, words failing him as panic began to set in. The scent of garlic and cheese turned his stomach.

"The truth," she pressed, her tone leaving no room for evasion. "I'm not leaving this table until I hear it."

Polina's voice softened, the intensity in her eyes giving way to something more measured. "I'm not angry, Daniel. I'm not here to punish you." She paused, her gaze unwavering. "But I do think you should tell me what you were doing in my bedroom."

The words lodged in his throat. He stared at his hands, knuckles white where he gripped the edge of the stool.

"Did you see my drawer?" she asked. When he didn't respond, her voice dropped lower. "My toys?"

A slow, ashamed nod was all he could manage.

Polina leaned forward slightly, her elbows resting on the cool surface of the kitchen island. "That's not all, is it?" she asked, her voice dropping to a softer, more intimate register. "Something else is missing."

Daniel's head snapped up, his eyes wide with alarm.

"The maid uniform," she said, her gaze unwavering. "The one in the box. It's gone."

She paused, letting the weight of her words settle between them. The pizza grew cold, forgotten between them.

"I bought it for someone specific," Polina continued, her tone measured. "I've never let anyone touch it. Not even myself."

Her fingers traced the rim of her water glass, leaving condensation trails on the stainless steel. "But I've always wanted to see it on someone. The right someone."

Daniel's breath hitched, his mind racing to process her words as a strange warmth spread through his chest despite the shame still coiling in his stomach.

Her fingers tapped against the stainless steel island, each sound punctuated by the hum of the refrigerator. "Which one was your favorite?" Polina asked, her voice soft but carrying a weight that made Daniel's muscles tense. "The butt plug... or the strapon?"

Heat flooded Daniel's cheeks. He swallowed hard, his gaze fixed on the water droplets sliding down his glass. "The strapon," he whispered, the word barely audible.

A slow smile spread across Polina's lips. She leaned forward, lowering her voice to match his. "I've always wanted to use that one," she murmured, her eyes holding his. "On someone cute." Her gaze drifted down his chest, then back up. "Someone like you."

Polina leaned back, her weight shifting on the stool. "How did it feel?" she asked, her voice dropping to a husky murmur that vibrated through Daniel's bones. "Putting on my uniform?"

Her eyes roamed over his chest, lingering on where his swim muscles strained against his t-shirt. "That delicate lace against your skin..." She traced a finger along the condensation on her glass, mimicking a path down his body. "Did it scratch?"

Daniel's breath hitched. He could still feel the phantom sensation of lace rubbing against his thighs, the scratchy ruffles that had seemed so foreign against his athletic frame.

Polina's lips curved into a knowing smile. "And that thong..." Her gaze drifted lower, making his skin prickle. "Did it feel... constricting?"

Her voice dropped even lower, her words deliberate. "That tiny scrap of lace holding your little cock."

Heat flooded Daniel's face. His muscles tensed as he fought the urge to cover himself, even fully clothed as he was. The air in the kitchen suddenly felt thick, charged.

Polina's smile widened, her eyes glinting with something predatory. "Tell me," she pressed, her tone shifting from curious to commanding. "Did it feel good to be so... exposed?"

Daniel's gaze dropped to his hands, knuckles white where they gripped the edge of the stool. A muscle in his jaw worked, but he found his voice. "Yeah," he admitted, the word barely above a whisper. "It felt good."

Polina leaned forward, her fingers leaving wet trails on her glass as she traced its rim. The island between them suddenly felt smaller, more intimate. "Did you imagine someone seeing you?" Her voice dropped to a husky murmur that made Daniel's skin prickle. "That firm little ass of yours framed by those thin straps?"

Heat crept up Daniel's neck. He shifted on the stool, the movement restless. "Yeah," he said again, this time louder, more certain. "I really did."

Her eyes held his, unwavering. "How did that make you feel? Thinking about showing yourself like that?"

Daniel swallowed hard, his throat tight. "Wrong," he confessed, the admission leaving a bitter taste. "Strange to like something that feels so wrong."

Polina's grin widened, sharp and knowing. She leaned across the island, her voice dropping to a near whisper that vibrated through Daniel's bones.

"Then why'd you put it on?" she asked, her eyes glinting with amusement. "Like a little sissy slut?"

A flush crept up Daniel's neck as he stared at the water-stained wood of the island. He gave a slow, almost imperceptible nod, the motion barely lifting his chin.

Polina's lips curved into a genuine smile that reached her eyes. "You're like a gift, you know that?" She reached across the island, her fingers brushing his knuckles briefly before withdrawing. "Perfect timing."

Daniel's head lifted slightly. "What do you mean?"

"My divorce finalized this year" she said, leaning back in her stool. The movement caused her shirt to shift, revealing a hint of collarbone. "I left because I wanted to explore... different things." Her eyes locked with his, holding an intensity that made his breath catch. "With younger guys."

Polina traced the condensation on her water glass, her movements deliberate. "To be more... adventurous. and dominant" She paused, letting the word hang in the air between them. "To explore the kinks I'd kept buried for years."

"I like to be in control," she said, her voice dropping to a low murmur that vibrated through the kitchen's charged air. "Especially with sissy guys like you."

Daniel stared, her words settling in his gut like stones. The way she spoke, so casual yet so direct, left him reeling. He found his voice, though it came out rough. "You're... you're telling me this is real?" His eyes searched hers. "This must be a fantasy for a lot of guys. Meeting someone like you."

Polina's lips curved into that same knowing smile. Without a word, she pushed her stool back, the legs scraping softly against the floor. "Wait here," she said, her tone leaving no room for argument. She moved past him, her fingers trailing briefly over his shoulder as she disappeared down the hall, the soft click of her bedroom door closing once again behind her.

Minutes stretched, each one thick with anticipation, before the soft click of her door broke the silence. Daniel's head lifted, his breath catching as Polina stepped into the kitchen doorway. The overhead light glinted off the patent leather of her thigh-high boots, their stark black a stark contrast to the crimson lace hugging her curves. The crotchless bodysuit left nothing to imagination—her pussy, neatly trimmed and glistening, peeked through the intricate pattern, framed by the delicate straps that dug into her hips. The lace climbed her torso, sheer panels hinting at the swell of her breasts, while the high collar of the suit accentuated the long column of her throat.

In one hand, she held a strapon harness, its black leather straps dangling like a promise. Her other hand rested on her hip, fingers tapping against the lace-covered bone. Daniel's gaze darted from the harness to her face, then back to the exposed patch of skin between her thighs.

"You like what you see?" Polina asked, her voice low and smooth, a smirk playing on her lips. She took a step forward, the boots making soft sounds against the hardwood floor. "I thought we might start slow, but..." Her eyes flicked to the harness in her hand. "Maybe we'll work our way up to this one later."Daniel's eyes widened at the sight of the strapon harness in Polina's hand. A mixture of arousal and terror coursed through him—his body responded to the idea, but his mind recoiled. He'd never... not there. The thought made his hands tremble.

"Get the uniform," Polina commanded, her voice dropping to that low, authoritative tone that sent shivers down his spine. "Meet me in my bedroom."

Daniel's feet felt heavy as he moved down the hall to his room. The maid uniform lay crumpled where he'd hidden it. He gathered the fabric in his hands—delicate lace, scratchy ruffles, that impossibly thin thong—then walked the short distance back to Polina's bedroom. He stood in her doorway, clutching the uniform in his fists, unable to meet her eyes as she watched him from her position on the edge of the bed.

Polina perched on the edge of her bed, her thighs parted just enough to reveal the smooth, bare skin of her pussy through the opening in her crimson bodysuit. The lace trimmed edges of the bodysuit framed the glistening flesh, drawing Daniel's gaze like a magnet.

"Strip," she said, her voice low and commanding.

Daniel's fingers fumbled with the hem of his t-shirt, the fabric suddenly rough against his skin. He pulled it over his head, letting it fall to the floor beside him. His hands trembled slightly as they moved to his waistband, unbuttoning his jeans with clumsy movements. The denim pooled around his ankles, and he kicked them aside, leaving him completely exposed.

Cool air washed over his naked body as he stood before her, his posture rigid with a mix of nervousness and anticipation. Polina's eyes roamed over him slowly, taking in every detail, from the defined muscles of his chest to the vulnerable vulnerability of his stance.

Her gaze drifted downward, lingering on his exposed flesh. A slow smirk spread across her lips, her eyes darkening with amusement.

"So tiny," she murmured, her voice a low purr that vibrated through the room. "And cute."

Heat flooded Daniel's cheeks, a wave of humiliation washing over him so intense it stole his breath. He fought the urge to cover himself, his hands clenching at his sides.

Polina pushed off the bed, the crimson lace clinging to her curves as she stood. "Now the uniform," she said, her voice dropping to that commanding husk that made Daniel's skin prickle. "Put it on for me."

Daniel's fingers shook as he picked up the black thong. The delicate fabric felt impossibly thin, almost weightless in his palm. He bent forward, one hand steadying himself against the wall as he stepped into the leg openings. The lace scraped against his inner thighs as he pulled it up, the thin strip of material settling between his ass cheeks. His semi-hard cock strained against the front pouch, the delicate lace barely containing him.

"There you go," Polina murmured, her gaze fixed on how the thong stretched over his growing erection. "Adjust it properly. I want to see how it frames that pretty little thing."

Daniel's cheeks burned as he shifted the fabric, his fingers brushing against his own sensitive skin. The thong dug into his hips, the ruffles tickling the base of his spine. He reached for the dress next, the scratchy cotton a rough contrast to the delicate lace of the undergarment.

Polina watched his every movement, her lips parted slightly. "Slower," she commanded. "Let me see you dress yourself properly. Like a good little maid."

Daniel complied, his movements deliberate now. He guided the dress over his head, the fabric whispering against his skin. The frilly white collar tickled his neck as he settled it into place, the short hem barely covering the tops of his thighs. His cock throbbed against the confinement of the thong, a droplet of pre-cum already soaking through the black lace.

Polina circled him, her boots clicking softly on the hardwood floor. She stopped behind him, fingers trailing along the exposed skin of his ass where the thong straps disappeared between his cheeks.

"Perfect," she breathed, her warm breath against his ear. "Now turn around. Let me see my new maid."

He turned slowly, the short hem of the dress fluttering against his thighs. Polina's eyes roamed over him, dark with appreciation.

"Lift it," she commanded softly. "Let me see that ass."

Daniel's fingers trembled as they gripped the hem of the dress. He drew it upward, exposing the black thong stretched taut across his firm cheeks. The thin straps dug into his skin, framing the muscular curves he'd worked so hard for in the pool.

Polina stepped closer, her boots silent now on the carpet. She reached out, her fingertips tracing the line where lace met skin. "Firm," she murmured, her voice a low purr against his ear. "And perfect." Her hand cupped one cheek, squeezing gently. "I can't wait to see it red."

He turned slowly, the short hem of the dress fluttering against his thighs. Humiliation burned through him as Polina's eyes roamed over his body, dark with appreciation.

"Stay still," she commanded, her voice dropping to that low husk that made Daniel's skin prickle.

Polina sank to her knees before him, the crimson lace of her bodysuit stretching taut across her breasts. Her fingers hooked into the waistband of his thong, pulling the delicate lace down just enough to free his semi-hard cock. The cool air against his exposed flesh made him shiver.

"Ever used this properly?" she asked, her breath warm against his sensitive skin. Her thumb circled the tip, collecting the bead of pre-cum that had gathered there.

Daniel swallowed hard, his throat tight. "Yeah," he managed, his voice rough. "One girlfriend. About a year ago."

Polina's lips curved into a slow smile. "That long ago?" She wrapped two fingers around his shaft, her grip loose. "Let's see if we can wake it up."

She began to stroke him, her movements light and teasing. Blood rushed to fill his length, and he hardened under her touch, a flush creeping up his neck. Polina's eyes widened slightly, a flicker of amusement crossing her face.

"Well, well," she murmured, her thumb brushing over his slit. "A grower, not a shower."

Her tongue darted out, tracing the tip of his cock in a slow, deliberate circle. Daniel gasped, his hips jerking forward involuntarily. Polina's free hand came to rest on his thigh, holding him in place as she took just the head between her lips, sucking gently.

She pulled back, her thumb smearing the pre-cum across his tip in a slow circle. A small laugh escaped her lips, soft but sharp as glass.

"Pretty little thing," she murmured, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "But I don't think it was meant for actual use."

Daniel's breath caught, humiliation burning through him even as his cock throbbed at her words.

Polina's eyes glinted with amusement as she leaned in closer, her lips brushing against his ear. "Maybe one day we should lock it up properly." Her tongue flicked out, tracing the shell of his ear. "Put you in a pretty little cage."

A moan escaped Daniel's lips, his body arching into her touch.

"You like that?" Polina whispered, her voice low and knowing.

"Y-yes," he breathed out, the admission shaky. "Maybe."

Polina brought her glistening finger to his entrance, tracing circles around his tight puckered hole. Daniel gasped as she pressed inward, his cock jumping against the confines of the lace. He moaned, a low, desperate sound that seemed to vibrate through the entire room.

"I—wait," Daniel stammered, his voice strained. "I've never... I'm really tight back there. Nothing's ever—"

Polina's lips curved into a wicked smile. "Don't worry," she murmured, her voice dropping to a husky whisper that sent shivers down his spine. "I'll be gentle. At first."

She pressed harder, watching as his rim yielded to the pressure. Her finger breached him, sliding slowly inward as Daniel's breath hitched in a strangled gasp. The burn of entry made his eyes widen, but his cock only grew harder, throbbed more insistently against the lace.

"Just relax," Polina coaxed, her voice low and soothing despite the deliberate penetration. "Let me in, my pretty little maid."

As she buried her finger knuckle-deep inside him, Daniel's moan turned into something deeper, more primal. The stretch was overwhelming, invasive, yet his body responded with an undeniable heat that spread through his veins, making his toes curl against the carpet.Her movements grew more deliberate. Polina pressed deeper, her finger sliding past that initial resistance, and a sharp gasp tore from Daniel's throat. She set a slow rhythm, her finger retreating just enough to make him clench before pushing back in, deeper this time. Each thrust drew a sound from him—first a whimper, then a choked moan that he couldn't swallow.

"You're so tight," Polina murmured, her voice a low purr as she watched his face. She increased her pace, her finger now fucking him in earnest, the slick sounds filling the quiet room. "God, listen to you. Such a dirty little slut, taking my finger like this."

Daniel's back arched, his head falling back against her shoulder as her words washed over him. Humiliation and pleasure warred within him, each thrust of her finger pushing him closer to the edge. The friction, the stretch, the way she talked—it was all too much, and yet not enough. He was lost.

Polina leaned forward, a strand of saliva dripping from her lips onto Daniel's cock. He flinched at the warmth, his breath catching as she wrapped her fingers around his shaft. Her thumb spread the wetness across his tip as her lips closed around him.

She took him deeper than before, her tongue swirling against his sensitive flesh. Daniel's hands clenched at his sides, his knuckles white as he fought to maintain control.

"You look so fucking hot like this," Polina murmured, pulling back just enough to speak, her lips still brushing against him. "All dressed up in this little maid uniform." Her eyes flicked up to meet his, dark with mischief. "Such a pretty little sissy for me."

Polina's lips released him with a wet pop, her saliva gleaming on his shaft. She leaned back on her heels, her eyes dark and predatory.

"Turn around," she commanded, her voice husky.

Daniel pivoted slowly, the short hem of the maid dress fluttering against his thighs. His back was now to her, his ass barely covered by the thin straps of the thong. He could feel her gaze like a physical touch, crawling over his exposed skin.

"Spread your cheeks," Polina ordered, her tone leaving no room for hesitation. "Let me see what's mine."

Daniel's fingers trembled as he reached back, hooking them under the thong straps. He pulled them aside, exposing himself completely. The cool air of the room kissed his most private entrance as he held himself open for her inspection, his face burning with humiliation even as his cock throbbed against the lace.

"Good boy," Polina murmured, her voice a low purr that vibrated through him. "Very good."

Polina hooked her fingers into the waistband of the thong, pulling the lace down his thighs until it pooled around his knees. The cool air hit his exposed skin, and Daniel shivered. Then he felt it—warm, wet against his entrance. Polina had spat on him, the saliva glistening in the soft light of the room.

"Relax," she murmured, her breath hot against his skin as her finger pressed against his rim.

The initial pressure made Daniel tense, but she persisted, circling slowly until his muscles yielded. Her finger breached him, sliding past the tight ring of muscle. Daniel gasped, his hands clenching into fists as the burn of entry gave way to a strange, full sensation. Polina set a slow rhythm, her finger retreating before pressing deeper, each movement drawing a choked sound from his lips. The friction, the stretch—it was overwhelming, yet his body responded with an undeniable heat that spread through his veins.

Polina slid back onto the bed, positioning herself among the rumpled sheets. She lay on her back, her movements fluid and deliberate, and parted her legs. The crotchless bodysuit framed her perfectly, offering an unobstructed view of her glistening folds, already slick with arousal.

"Clean me," she commanded, her voice low and sharp as broken glass. "That's your first duty as my maid."

Daniel approached the bed, the short hem of his dress brushing against his thighs. He knelt on the edge of the mattress, the springs groaning softly under his weight. The musky-sweet scent of her filled his senses, intoxicating and immediate.

He leaned in, his breath warm against her sensitive flesh. His tongue darted out, tracing the length of her slit. Polina's wetness coated his taste buds—a complex blend of salt and sweetness that made his head swim. He pressed closer, his tongue exploring her folds with growing confidence as her hips rose to meet his mouth, a soft sigh escaping her lips.

Daniel's tongue traced her folds with growing confidence, his own moans vibrating against her sensitive flesh. Polina's back arched as his lips found her clit, sucking gently before his tongue returned to explore her depths.

"Good maid," she breathed, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer. "So good..."

He paused, looking up at her through half-lidded eyes. "I've only ever... this is just one woman I've done this with before."

Polina's laugh was low and throaty. "One?" Her thumb stroked his cheek as she guided his mouth back to her. "You were born to do this, pretty thing. Born to worship me."

Daniel's movements grew more deliberate, his tongue working with newfound purpose as he explored her folds. Polina's fingers tightened in his hair, her grip firm as she guided him closer. She pressed his face deeper against her, his breath warm and quick against her slick flesh. He responded with enthusiastic licks, his mouth worshipping every inch of her as her hips began to move in rhythm with his attentions.

Polina's hips bucked, pressing her slick folds against Daniel's face with increasing intensity. The pressure mounted as her thighs tightened around his head, her breath coming in ragged gasps. Then she cried out, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure washed over her. Her fingers clenched in his hair, holding him tight against her as she rode out the climax.

For a moment, the only sounds in the room were their ragged breaths mingling in the air. Polina's grip loosened, her body sinking back into the mattress as she caught her breath.

Daniel looked up, his face glistening with her arousal. "Did I...?"

Polina's chest rose and fell rapidly, her eyes still half-lidded with pleasure. "That," she said, her voice husky with emotion, "was the most intense orgasm I've had in years."

After a few minutes of catching her breath, Polina pushed herself up from the mattress, her movements fluid and deliberate. She padded over to her dresser, the crimson lace of her bodysuit clinging to her curves as she walked. Daniel watched, his eyes fixed on her as she selected a strap-on harness from the top drawer.

"Your turn," she said, her voice low and commanding as she stepped into the harness, adjusting the straps around her hips.

The black leather contrasted sharply with her pale skin as she tightened the buckles. The silicone cock jutted out from her hips, its length impressive even in the soft light of the room.

"On your hands and knees," she commanded, gesturing toward the bed with a flick of her wrist. "Face the headboard."

Daniel's heart hammered against his ribs as he complied, crawling onto the mattress. The cool sheets brushed against his knees as he positioned himself, his back arched slightly, presenting himself to her. The short hem of the maid dress rode up, exposing his ass to her gaze.

Polina moved onto the bed behind him, her weight shifting the mattress. The tip of the strap-on brushed against his entrance as she positioned herself.

"Please," Daniel breathed, his voice trembling. "Go slow. I've never—"

The cool slick of lube dripped onto his entrance, making him flinch at the sudden temperature change. Then came pressure, insistent and undeniable as the tip pressed against his tightly clenched rim.

Her finger pressed deeper, coating his entrance with lube. Daniel tensed as the cool liquid was worked inside him, preparing him for what was to come. Then came the pressure—sharp, unyielding—as the tip of the strap-on pushed against his tight rim.

Pain radiated through him as she pressed deeper, the stretch overwhelming his tight rim. Yet even as the discomfort intensified, a strange pleasure coiled in his gut, the tension building until it was almost unbearable. With one final thrust, she buried herself fully inside him, the strap-on hitting a spot that made his vision blur. Then she began to move, establishing a rhythm that alternated between sharp, stinging pain and exquisite fullness as she fucked his ass in earnest.

Her fingers dug into his hip, pulling him back as she pushed deeper. Daniel found himself rocking against her, meeting her thrusts with his own hesitant movements. The slap of her palm against his ass was sharp, unexpected, making him flinch.

"Such a good little slut," she growled, her voice rough with pleasure as she gripped his hips tighter.

The words hit him like a physical blow. Daniel's eyes widened, his mind struggling to process that this was happening—that Polina, his friend's mother, was pegging him while calling him names that made his cock throb against the sheets.

The sharp sting of her palm against his flesh made Daniel flinch, then arch back for more. Polina's hips slammed against his, the strap-on driving deep as she established a punishing rhythm. Each thrust forced a ragged moan from his throat, his body trembling beneath the relentless assault.

"Fuck," Polina breathed, her voice rough with disbelief. "Look at you." Her fingers dug into his hips, pulling him back to meet each stroke. "Taking it so deep for me."

Daniel's knuckles turned white where he gripped the headboard, his knuckles bone-white against the dark wood. The burn of entry had given way to a fullness that bordered on overwhelming, yet his body betrayed him, hips rocking back to meet her thrusts.

"Such a good little slut," Polina growled, her palm connecting with his ass again, the sound sharp in the room. "Born for this, weren't you?"

He whimpered, a soft sound of agreement that was half-plea, half-admission. His hips pushed back against her, seeking more of the relentless pressure that was both pain and pleasure.

"Please," he gasped, the word torn ragged from his throat as he rocked against her. "More."

Polina's lips curved into a satisfied smile. She reached for the lube bottle on the nightstand, her movements unhurried despite his desperation. The clear liquid dripped onto the silicone cock, coating it generously as she worked it over the shaft with practiced strokes.

"Turn around," she commanded, her voice low and authoritative. "Face me."

Daniel complied, his movements shaky as he shifted on the bed. He rolled onto his back, the short maid dress bunching around his waist as he spread his legs, baring himself to her completely. His cock stood rigid against his stomach, flushed and weeping with need.

Polina settled between his thighs, the weight of her body pressing him into the mattress. She propped herself on her elbows, hovering over him as she positioned the slick tip against his entrance.

"Look at me," she murmured, her gaze locked with his as she began to press inward. "Watch me claim you."

"I want to watch your face when I fuck you," Polina murmured, her voice low and possessive as she positioned herself between his thighs. Her gaze drifted down to his cock, now soft against his stomach despite the intensity of their coupling.

A soft chuckle escaped her lips. "Someone's getting shy." She leaned forward, letting a strand of saliva drip from her lips onto his shaft. The warmth made Daniel gasp as Polina wrapped her fingers around him, stroking slowly from base to tip. Her thumb circled his crown, spreading the wetness as she worked to coax him back to fullness, her eyes never leaving his.

Daniel's cock remained small, barely five centimeters, and completely soft as she drove into him. Despite the intensity of her thrusts, his arousal seemed dormant. Polina noticed immediately, her lips curving with amusement.

"Someone's getting shy," she murmured, leaning forward. A strand of saliva dripped from her lips onto his shaft, the sudden warmth making him gasp. Her fingers wrapped around him, stroking slowly from base to tip. Her thumb circled his crown, spreading the wetness as she worked to coax him back to fullness.

The moment she applied pressure to the sensitive underside of his tip, Daniel's body tensed. His hips bucked as a shudder wracked through him. Before he could process the sensation, he was coming—small cock spurting thick ropes of cum across his stomach and her fingers.

"Holy fuck," Polina breathed, watching in fascination as the release coated her hand. She deliberately milked him through the aftershocks, then raised her slick fingers to the silicone cock still buried deep inside him. With deliberate strokes, she coated the strap-on with his release until it glistened in the soft light.

"Look what you made me do," she murmured, withdrawing slowly. The cum-covered dildo emerged from his body with a wet sound. "Now clean up your mess."

She positioned herself before his face, the strap-on jutting toward his lips. "Open up, pretty maid. Time to taste yourself."

Daniel's eyes widened, but his mouth parted obediently. His tongue darted out, tentative at first, then more bold as he lapped at his own essence coating the silicone. The musky, slightly bitter taste filled his senses as he took the tip into his mouth, sucking gently.

"Good boy," Polina purred, threading her fingers through his hair. "Take it deeper. Show me how much you love cleaning up after yourself."

Daniel complied, his cheeks hollowing as he worked the cum-covered length deeper into his throat, eyes watering slightly as he adjusted to the size. The degradation of tasting his own release from the toy that had just claimed him sent a fresh wave of submission through his body.Polina's hips snapped forward, burying the strap-on deeper until Daniel's throat constricted around the silicone. His eyes watered as he gagged, a choked sound escaping past his lips as the toy hit the back of his throat.

Polina withdrew just enough to let him gasp for air, then pushed in again, slower this time, watching his face carefully. "A good maid wouldn't gag like this," she murmured, her voice low and steady. "A proper maid knows how to take what's given."

She punctuated her words with another deliberate thrust, shallower this time. Daniel's hands found her thighs, fingers gripping tightly as he fought against his body's reflex. When he managed to take more without gagging, Polina hummed approval.

"Better," she said, threading her fingers through his hair. "Much better."Polina rose from the bed, her movements fluid as she crossed to the closet. Daniel's gaze followed her, tracing the curve of her back as she reached for the bottom drawer. She bent at the waist, the crimson lace of her bodysuit pulling taut against her skin, revealing everything. His breath hitched as her back arched, offering an unobstructed view of her most private entrance.

When she straightened, a butt plug dangled from her fingers. She glanced over her shoulder, catching his stare with a smirk playing on her lips.

"You'll never get to fuck this ass," she said, her voice rich with amusement. The words hung in the air between them as a soft laugh escaped her throat.

Polina crossed back to the bed, her hips swaying with each step. The plug dangled from her fingers, its tapered end catching the light.

"Turn around," she said, her voice soft but firm. "Hands on the headboard."

Daniel shifted on the mattress, his back now fully exposed to her. He gripped the wooden frame, his knuckles white against the dark wood as he braced himself.

"This ass is mine now," Polina murmured, positioning the plug against his entrance. "Consider yourself claimed."

The silicone tip pressed inward, stretching his rim as the plug's widest point breached him. Daniel gasped, his body tensing at the sudden fullness before settling into place with a final, decisive push. His muscles clenched around the narrow base, the weight of it a constant reminder of her possession.

"You'll keep this in until morning," she told him, her voice low as she gave the plug a slight twist. Daniel gasped at the sensation, his body clenching around the silicone. "A reminder of who you belong to."

She patted his flank, the gesture both possessive and strangely affectionate. "Now, come join me in the shower."

The bathroom's tile was cool beneath their feet as they entered. Polina turned, her movements unhurried as she reached behind her back to unfasten the bodysuit. The crimson lace whispered as it slid down her curves, pooling at her feet.

Daniel's breath caught. Her breasts were full and natural, the nipples dark and pebbled. Her ass rounded out into generous globes, the skin smooth and pale. She stepped toward the glass-walled shower, confident in her nakedness.

"Your turn," she said, turning to face him fully.

Daniel fumbled with the zipper of the maid dress, his fingers clumsy as he slid it down. The fabric whispered against his skin as he stepped out of it. He followed her into the shower, the glass door clicking shut behind them.

Polina twisted the faucet, the pipes groaning as water burst forth—first icy cold, making Daniel flinch, then gradually warming as steam began to curl around them. She pulled him close beneath the spray, their bodies pressed together as the water slicked their skin. Her lips found his, hungry and demanding as her tongue delved into his mouth. Daniel responded eagerly, tilting his head back to meet her kiss, his hands resting on the curve of her waist.

Her hands roamed across his back, fingers tracing the ridges of his spine before sliding down to cup his ass. The pad of her finger tapped against the base of the butt plug, sending a jolt of sensation through him. He gasped against her mouth, his body tensing as she pressed against the toy, testing its hold. Standing this close to her, the height difference became apparent—her chin nearly resting on his head as she looked down at him with dark, possessive eyes.

"Good boy," she murmured, her voice barely audible above the cascade of water. "Still full of me." Her fingers curled around the plug's base, giving it a slight twist. Daniel's hips bucked involuntarily, a strangled moan escaping his lips as she chuckled against his temple. "Touch me," she commanded, her voice a low purr against his ear. Daniel's hands slid up her slick body, fingers sinking into the full weight of her breasts. Soap made them impossibly smooth as he kneaded the soft flesh, thumbs circling her dark, pebbled nipples.

His palms glided down her stomach, tracing the curve of her waist until they reached the heat between her thighs. Her breath hitched as his fingers parted her folds, finding her already swollen and slick. He slid one finger inside her, then another, thrusting gently as her hips rolled to meet his rhythm.

"Right there," she gasped, her head falling back against the tile as he curled his fingers, hitting that spot that made her whole body tremble.

He continued his rhythm, fingers curling inside her until her knees buckled. Polina pressed against the tiled wall, the cold surface a stark contrast to the heat blooming through her. One hand remained on Daniel's shoulder for balance while the other slid down her stomach to find her clit.

"Kneel," she commanded, her voice thick with need. "Lick me."

Daniel sank to his knees, the warm water streaming over his back as he leaned forward. His tongue traced her folds while her fingers worked her clit in tight, desperate circles. The combined sensations sent her over the edge within moments.

Polina's thighs trembled around his head as she came, a sharp cry swallowed by the shower's roar. Daniel tasted her release as it washed over his tongue, lapping eagerly until her breathing evened out and she pulled him up to standing. Steam billowed around them as they stepped from the shower, reaching for the plush towels hanging nearby. Polina moved first, patting her skin dry with unhurried strokes while Daniel watched, his movements slower, more tentative as the butt plug shifted with each motion. Once dry, they crossed back to the bedroom, the cool night air raising goosebumps on their damp skin.

Polina slid beneath the crisp sheets first, patting the space beside her with a soft smile. Daniel followed, settling close as she pulled the duvet over them both. Her arm wrapped around his waist, drawing him flush against her body. The weight of her breast pressed against his back, her breath warm against his neck. Daniel shifted slightly, the fullness in his ass a constant reminder of the night's activities, as Polina's fingers traced idle patterns across his stomach.

Within minutes, his breathing deepened, his body going limp against hers. Polina smiled in the darkness, pressing a soft kiss to his temple before closing her own eyes, their limbs tangled together as sleep claimed them both.Morning light filtered through the curtains, striping the bedroom floor in pale gold. Daniel stirred first, the dull ache in his muscles a pleasant reminder of the night before. His shift in movement sent the butt plug pressing deeper, and he flinched, the sensation sharp and immediate.

Polina's arm tightened around his waist, pulling him back against her. Her breath warmed his neck. "Morning," she murmured, voice still rough with sleep. "You can take it out now."

Daniel's cheeks warmed. "Okay."

He slid from beneath the duvet, the sheets cool against his bare skin. Each step toward the bathroom made the plug shift, a constant reminder of its presence. The bathroom tile was cold beneath his feet as he closed the door, the latch clicking into place. Leaning against the counter, he spread his legs slightly, his fingers finding the silicone base. The initial resistance gave way as he twisted gently, his rim stretching before the plug slid free with a soft pop. A strange emptiness settled in its place as he cleaned it, his movements methodical.

When he emerged, Polina was already in the kitchen. She'd pulled on a silk robe, the fabric pooling at her feet as she leaned against the counter, one hand curled around a steaming mug. The aroma of fresh coffee filled the space.

Daniel hesitated in the doorway, suddenly aware of his nakedness. Polina glanced up, her lips curving into a small smile.

"Coffee's in the pot," she said, taking a sip. "Help yourself."

Daniel moved to the counter, the cool tile a contrast to the warmth spreading through his chest. He reached for a ceramic mug, his fingers tracing the rim before filling it with the dark, aromatic coffee. As he settled into the chair across from her, the steam rising in delicate tendrils, Polina set her mug down with a soft click.

"I'm sad you're leaving," she said, her voice quiet but steady. Her gaze held his, unwavering. "But I'm not finished with you." She paused, letting the weight of her words settle between them. "I own you now."

Daniel's breath hitched, but he managed a single, breathy "Yes."

A slow smile spread across Polina's face. "How can I be sure you won't play with another girl?"

Daniel hesitated, his grip tightening on his mug. "I'm not sure."

Polina leaned forward, her silk robe parting slightly to reveal the curve of her collarbone. "I have something that might help," she said, her voice dropping to a near-whisper. "A small chastity cage." Her eyes glinted. "I want to use it."

Daniel's breath hitched, his fingers tightening around the warm ceramic of his mug. A heat crept up his neck, settling in his cheeks as her words sank in. "Yes," he whispered, the word barely audible above the hum of the refrigerator.

Polina's smile widened, a predatory gleam in her eyes. She rose gracefully from her chair, the silk of her robe whispering against her skin as she crossed to a small ornate box on the counter. The lid opened with a soft click, revealing velvet-lined compartments. Her fingers, elegant and sure, selected a small object and returned to the table, placing it between them with deliberate slowness.

A small, pink chastity cage glinted under the kitchen lights. The delicate color was a stark contrast to the hard, unyielding shape of the device.

"Take your pants down," she commanded, her voice dropping to a low, intimate murmur.

Daniel's hands trembled slightly as he pushed his chair back and stood. The cool air kissed his skin as he shimmied out of his jeans, leaving him bare from the waist down. His cock, soft and vulnerable, lay exposed against his thigh.

Polina knelt before him, her movements fluid and unhurried. Her fingers closed around his shaft, the touch feather-light yet possessive. Daniel shivered, a soft gasp escaping his lips as she began to stroke him, her thumb circling the sensitive tip with practiced precision.

Despite the gentle ministrations, he remained mostly soft, his arousal a dormant ember beneath her touch. With a satisfied hum, Polina guided his small cock into the pink cage. The cool metal of the ring pressed against his skin as she worked him in, her touch both careful and deliberate. A small padlock clicked into place, the sound sharp and final in the quiet kitchen.

"All mine," she murmured, looking up at him from beneath lowered lashes. "Every part of you."

"I'm coming to visit next weekend," Polina said, her voice casual as she picked up her mug again.

Daniel froze, coffee halfway to his lips. "You... you've already spoken to my mom?"

Polina nodded, taking a slow sip. "We talked this morning. She's excited to have me over." She set the mug down, her fingers tracing the rim.

"The cage stays on until then," Polina added, her gaze dropping to his crotch. A slow smile spread across her face as she watched his reaction. "Every day. Every night. Until I'm there to take it off myself."Polina rose from her chair, the silk robe whispering against her skin as she pushed it in. "Time to get your things," she said, her voice firm. "You'll miss the bus if you don't hurry."

Daniel's movements were stiff as he stood, the weight of the cage suddenly more pronounced. He walked toward the bedroom, each step a reminder of his constraint. The sound of zippers and rustling clothes drifted from the room as he gathered his belongings. When he returned, his bag slung over his shoulder, Polina was waiting by the door.

"Remember what I said," she murmured, her hand resting on the doorknob. "Every day. Every night."

Daniel nodded, his throat tight. "I remember."

The walk to the bus station stretched before him, each step an exercise in adjusting to the cage's persistent presence. It shifted against him with every movement, a small but constant reminder of her claim. The bus ride passed in a blur of rumbling engine and shifting scenery, Daniel's mind replaying Polina's final words.

When he finally stepped off at his stop, the afternoon sun cast long shadows across the street. His house loomed ahead, looking the same as always, though everything felt different now. The key turned in the lock with familiar ease, but as he stepped inside, the weight between his legs seemed to grow heavier in the sudden quiet of home.

The front door clicked shut behind him, the familiar weight of his backpack settling on his shoulders. Daniel stood in the entryway, the house quiet except for the hum of the refrigerator. The pink cage pressed against him with every subtle shift of his hips, a constant reminder that Polina held the keys.

He'd just dropped his bag in his room when he heard the garage door grinding open. His mother's key in the front lock followed moments later.

"Daniel?" she called, her voice echoing slightly in the empty house. "I'm home!"

He emerged from the hallway as she was setting her purse on the kitchen counter. "Hey, Mom."

She turned, her face lighting up. "There's my champion! I saw the results online." She crossed the kitchen in three quick steps, wrapping him in a tight hug. "Silver! I'm so proud of you."

Daniel hugged back, the press of her body making him acutely aware of the cage. "Thanks, Mom."

She pulled back, her hands on his shoulders as she studied him. "How was the weekend with Polina? Did you two celebrate?"

"It was... good," he said, shifting slightly. "Really good."

His mother's smile widened. "I'm so glad. She is always so wonderful."

"She is."

She released him, pulling the fridge door open. "Listen," she said, her head halfway inside the appliance. "I was thinking we could order Chinese tonight." She glanced back over her shoulder. "Properly celebrate your win." She paused, grabbing a carton of milk. "And your father loves Chinese."

"Sounds great," Daniel managed, his mind racing ahead to next weekend, when Polina would arrive to unlock him. His mother's cheerful voice faded into background noise as he imagined her key turning in the small silver lock.

The soft chime of his phone broke the silence of his room. Daniel crossed to his nightstand, the pink cage shifting with each step. Polina's name glowed on the screen, followed by a brief command:

"Send me a picture."

His breath caught. Of what? Before the question fully formed, a second message arrived.

"The cage."

Heat flooded Daniel's cheeks as he stood, the weight between his legs suddenly more pronounced. He positioned his phone, the cool metal a stark contrast against his skin. The camera clicked once, capturing the pink device nestled against him. His thumb hovered over the send button before pressing down. Delivered.

Her reply came back within moments. "Good boy. Already counting the minutes until Saturday."

A second message followed almost immediately. "And don't think I'll let you forget me during the week. I'll be sending you some tasks to keep you busy."

Daniel lay on his bed, staring at the ceiling as the afternoon light slanted across his room. His mind replayed images from the weekend—Polina's fingers twisting the butt plug inside him, the taste of her release on his tongue. A warmth spread through his groin, his cock stirring against the pink cage.

The device pressed uncomfortably as his body responded to the memories. Daniel shifted on the mattress, the plastic digging into his flesh. He squeezed his eyes shut, trying to will away the ache of arousal that had nowhere to go.

He lay awake for hours, the cage pressing with each restless shift. Daniel closed his eyes, picturing Polina's smile. His breathing gradually slowed, deepening into the steady rhythm of sleep as his body finally surrendered to exhaustion.

Sunlight spilled across Daniel's floor when his eyes fluttered open. The weight of the cage pressed against his thigh, a familiar reminder of Polina's claim. He swung his legs over the side of the bed, the device shifting with his movement as he stood. The sounds of his parents moving in the kitchen drifted down the hall—mugs clinking, his father's newspaper rustling.

Daniel pulled on a pair of loose sweatpants, the soft fabric doing little to hide the cage's outline. He padded down the hallway, the morning chill raising goosebumps on his bare arms.

"Morning, honey," his mother called as he entered the kitchen. She stood at the counter, spooning coffee into a filter. "Sleep well?"

"Yeah," Daniel mumbled, reaching for a cereal bowl.

His mother paused, turning to face him fully. "So what did you and Polina do on Saturday?"

The spoon in Daniel's hand trembled slightly. "Not much, really. Just... relaxed. Did some reading." He poured cereal into his bowl, the sound too loud in the quiet kitchen. "Polina had some errands to run, so I mostly just hung out at her place."

His mother nodded, accepting the lie without question. "That's nice, dear. Sometimes it's good to just unwind." She turned back to the coffee maker, and Daniel let out the breath he'd been holding.

His father leaned back in his chair, mug in hand. "Her ex-husband must have been stupid to let her go."

His mother glanced up from her newspaper. "Why do you say that?"

A flush crept up his father's neck. He cleared his throat, shifting in his seat. "Well, she's... she's a very clever girl," he said, the words coming out slightly forced. "Quite impressive."

His mother nodded, turning back to her paper, seemingly satisfied with the answer. Daniel watched his father's gaze drift toward the ceiling, as if searching for words he couldn't quite bring himself to say.

Daniel grabbed his backpack from the chair, then hesitated before snagging his swim bag from the hook by the door. The familiar weight settled over his shoulder as he headed out.

The morning sun warmed his face as he walked toward the bus stop, his steps measured. Halfway there, a sudden thought stopped him cold: swim practice. The pink cage pressed against him, a stark reminder. He still had it on.

The thought hit him like a sudden cold wave: practice. Daniel stopped mid-stride, his breath catching in his throat. His mind raced through the possibilities, each more horrifying than the last. Would anyone notice? The locker room, crowded and steamy, where guys stripped without a second thought. The showers, where there was nowhere to hide. His teammates, their casual glances that might not be so casual if they saw. And Coach, his eyes sharp enough to spot a flaw in a stroke from across the pool.

Then his speedo. The thin, tight-fitting fabric left nothing to imagination. Daniel swallowed hard, the cage suddenly feeling heavier, more conspicuous than ever.

The final bell rang, and Daniel's stomach clenched. He'd barely made it through his last class, the cage pressing against him with every subtle shift in his seat. The walk to the natatorium stretched before him, each step a countdown to the inevitable.

The locker room air hit him first—thick with the scent of chlorine and damp towels. Voices echoed off the tiled walls, a cacophony of laughter and shouts that usually signaled familiarity, now sounded like impending doom.

Guys milled about in various states of undress, their movements casual and unthinking. Daniel's heart hammered against his ribs. His eyes darted from locker to locker, searching for an empty one away from the main thoroughfare.

"Hey, Dan!" Jim's voice cut through the noise. "Didn't think you were gonna make it."

Daniel forced a tight smile. "Traffic was a bitch."

Jim clapped him on the shoulder, his touch sending a jolt of panic through Daniel's body. "Hurry up, then. Coach is already doing his warmup laps."

Daniel nodded, his movements stiff as he selected a locker in the far corner. He kept his back to the room, fingers fumbling with the combination. The lock clicked open, and he pulled out his towel and speedo.

Jim's voice came again, closer this time. "Whoa, what's with the towel dance?"

Daniel froze, towel half-wrapped around his waist. He'd never been shy before, never cared about changing in front of the team. But now... now he couldn't let anyone see.

"Just cold," Daniel muttered, pulling the towel tighter. He shimmed out of his jeans and underwear in one quick motion, the towel still firmly in place. The speedo followed, pulled up beneath the towel's shelter. When he finally emerged, towel-clad and sweating, Jim was staring at him with a furrowed brow.

"Dude, you okay?" Jim asked. "You're acting weird."

"Fine," Daniel said, his voice tight. "Just tired."

He escaped into the humid air of the pool deck, the sounds of splashing water and Coach's whistle a welcome distraction. But as he adjusted his speedo, the hard plastic of the cage pressed against the thin fabric, a reminder that his ordeal was far from over.At practice, Melissa was there training too. He noticed her in the next lane, swimming with the girls' team, her arms slicing through the water with practiced ease. Between sets, he caught her glancing over at him, her eyes lingering a moment too long before she turned back to her own lane.

After Coach blew the final whistle, Daniel hauled himself out of the pool, water streaming down his chest and legs. As he reached for his towel, Melissa's voice cut through the chlorine-scented air.

"Daniel!"

He turned, still standing in his speedo, dripping onto the cool deck. Melissa approached, her own towel draped over her shoulders.

"Hey," she said, a genuine smile lighting up her face. "I heard about the silver last weekend. Congratulations!"

"Thanks," Daniel managed, shifting his weight. The wet speedo clung to him, leaving little to the imagination.

"That's awesome," she continued, her eyes meeting his. "We should all go out to celebrate sometime this week." As she spoke, Daniel became acutely aware of her gaze drifting downward, then quickly snapping back to his face.

"Yeah, maybe," he said, his throat suddenly dry.

Melissa talked on, asking about his times, his training, but Daniel found it hard to focus. Each time she spoke, her eyes would flicker down to his crotch, the movement almost imperceptible but unmistakable. The outline of the pink cage was clearly visible through the tight, wet fabric.

"You okay?" she asked, her brow furrowing slightly. "You seem a little distracted."

"Fine," Daniel said, perhaps too quickly. "Just tired from the swim practice.."

Her gaze kept dipping back down, and heat crept up Daniel's neck. He knew she liked him—had noticed the way she lingered at the edge of the pool after practice, the extra few seconds her eyes would hold his—but this was different. This was scrutiny.

"Is that a new speedo?" she asked, her voice casual, though her eyes remained fixed on his hips.

Daniel's pulse quickened. "Uh, yeah. New fabric."

Melissa tilted her head, a small frown touching her lips. "It just... looks different. The way the light hits it, I guess." She reached out, her fingers hovering just above the wet fabric before she seemed to think better of it and pulled back. "Neat, though."

A breath he hadn't realized he was holding escaped Daniel's lips. "Yeah," he managed, the word barely audible over the drip of water onto the deck. "Neat."

"Hey," Melissa said, her smile widening as she shifted her weight. "Since we're both celebrating, how about we go out for dinner this week? Just the two of us?"

Daniel's heart skipped. "Like... a date?"

A soft laugh escaped her lips as she shook her head. "Don't make it awkward, Daniel." Her eyes crinkled at the corners. "Yeah, a date."

"I didn't realize you..." Daniel trailed off, rubbing the back of his neck. The wet fabric of his speedo pressed uncomfortably against the cage.

Melissa's cheeks flushed, and she crossed her arms over her chest. "Come on, Daniel. Don't play dumb." Her voice dropped to a near whisper. "I know you've noticed." She stepped closer, her gaze never leaving his. "So you can stop the bullshit."

Daniel swallowed hard, his mind racing. "Yeah, but... I'm actually busy this weekend." He shifted his weight, the cage digging into him with the movement. "But maybe after the weekend?"

"I'm looking forward to it," she said, a small smile playing on her lips. "Soon, I hope."

Daniel shifted his weight, the cage digging into him with the movement. "I'll make time," he said, the words coming out more confidently than he felt."I'll be looking forward to seeing you in school tomorrow," she said, a promise in her eyes. Then she turned and walked away, the motion drawing Daniel's gaze to her swimsuit. The red fabric clung to her curves, outlining the full, rounded shape of her butt with each sway of her hips.

As he walked away, the way Melissa had been looking at him replayed in his mind. The humiliation sent a strange heat through his veins, and he felt his cock begin to stir against the hard plastic of the cage, the ache of arousal making his step falter.
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