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	DISCLAIMER:

	All the characters involved in this fiction are above the legal age of 18 and the story involves only consenting adults. This story contains the concepts Sissification, Feminization, Gentle Domination, Old/Young Relationship, Swinging, Lingerie Fetish, Group Play, among other kinks & fetishes associated with the ones listed.

	 


I stood at the edge of the front porch, clutching the single duffel bag that now held everything he owned. My hands were trembling, though whether it was from the biting evening breeze or the shame coiling tighter in my chest with every passing second, I couldn't tell. The house in front of me was large, warm light spilling from behind tall windows, casting a soft golden glow onto the manicured front lawn. It didn't belong to me, didn't feel like anything I deserved, but it was the only door left to knock on.

	I hesitated, staring at the brass knocker shaped like a lion's head, polished and regal. A mockery of how small and pathetic I felt. My reflection on the dark wood showed my pale face, wide eyes, and the messy strands of hair falling into my lashes, the faint pink flush in my cheeks making me look younger, softer, more like the version of myself I tried so hard not to acknowledge. The version that wanted this.

	I raised my fist, hesitated, then finally knocked. The sound was dull but final, like a seal being closed.

	It took less than ten seconds for the door to open.

	[image: Image]I hadn't seen Mr. Blackwell in nearly a year. Not since my sister's wedding, where the older man had attended as a close [image: Image]friend of our father's - an old college fraternity brother who had become something of a legend in our family circle. I remembered watching him from across the reception hall, dressed in an immaculate black suit that seemed to absorb the low lights around him, exuding a quiet authority that set him apart from the rest of the older men sipping whiskey and telling crude jokes. He was calm, observant, almost too polished, and when I caught him staring - just once - it made my skin crawl with something sharp and unspoken. Back then, I shoved the memory aside, chalking it up to paranoia, or maybe wishful thinking. But tonight, Mr. Blackwell was dressed casually in dark grey lounge pants and a fitted black henley that clung just right to his chest and arms, a streak of silver running through his beard and hair like a signature of power he didn't have to flaunt. I hadn't planned to come here, not exactly, but when the door slammed behind me at home and every number in my phone felt like a dead end, the only name that stayed lit in my mind was the man my father once said could handle anything - and the man I remembered watching, remembering far too much.

	Mr. Blackwell didn't speak at first. He just looked at me.

	I lowered my eyes, gripping the strap of my duffel tighter. "HI Sir  I -  I didn't know where else to go. My parents... they found my browser history. And the clothes. And - "

	"Come in, Jamie," Mr. Blackwell said, his voice calm, not warm but not cold either. Just firm. Like a door swinging open on command.

	I stepped inside.[image: Image]

	The house smelled like dark wood, leather, and something faintly sweet - maybe bourbon, maybe something deeper.

	It was clean but lived-in, not sterile like I feared, but not messy either. The floors were polished, the rugs thick, and the faint hum of jazz playing from a room deeper in the house made it feel like I'd stepped into another world, one where time [image: Image]moved slower, deliberately, as if it waited for me to catch up.

	I stood awkwardly in the foyer, duffel still in hand, unsure of where to place myself. Mr. Blackwell locked the door behind me and turned.

	"You're safe here," he said simply, eyes narrowing just slightly. "But you need to understand, Jamie, I don't take in lost little boys. I knew what happened a couple days ago - your mother called me. She didn't say much, only that you'd made a choice she couldn't accept, and that you ran. I figured you'd either end up at the shelter... or worse. So when I opened that door and saw you standing there, looking like you'd slept on a park bench and hadn't eaten, I wasn't surprised. If you're going to stay, I expect more."

	My throat went dry. “I can help with chores, cooking, I'll find a job, I swear-"

	It was true, I hadn't come here first. I didn't think he'd want me. He hadn't even come to mind at first - my instinct had been to call friends, the people I thought I had, the ones who smiled at me in class or laughed at my jokes at parties. But when I reached out, none of them wanted me to crash. No one wanted that kind of trouble. And slowly, door by door, my world had closed in, until this was the only one left that might open. I'd spent the last two nights curled up on cold benches outside the emergency wing of the city hospital. Not a park, not an alley - I wasn't that brave or that reckless. I figured if something bad happened, at least someone might find me, maybe even save me. The concrete had been cold beneath me, the buzz of fluorescent lights above my head keeping me half-awake and half-lost in spiralling thoughts I couldn't stop. My back still ached from it. My heart more so.

	"l don't need a roommate. I don't need a housekeeper," he said, his eyes subtly sizing me up, lingering just long enough to make my stomach twist with both nerves and something far more dangerous.

	The silence stretched.

	I felt it then - the heat spreading up my neck, that feeling I used to get late at night when I was alone and wore the panties I'd hidden under my bed, the ones I bought with pocket money and told the cashier they were a gift. I shifted, the fabric of my jeans suddenly too rough against my thighs, my cock twitching despite the tension.

	Mr. Blackwell didn't move closer, but he didn't need to. His presence alone filled the space between us. "Do you still wear…”

	[image: Image]My eyes shot up, panicked. "W-wear what?"

	"Panties. Stockings. Lip gloss. Whatever it was that got you kicked out," he said, his voice quieter now, not cruel but weighted. "Your mother told me everything, Jamie. Not out of spite, I think, but maybe because she thought you'd need someone who understood. Someone who wouldn't turn you away." That was his interpretation, at least. He didn't say it [image: Image]to make my parents the villains - he wasn't that kind of man, and I don't think he believed in calling people cruel for believing in what they did. He never tried to claim what was in their hearts. But the fact that someone like him, someone so closely tied to my family, someone I'd seen shaking my father's hand and laughing over drinks, was capable of showing me this quiet, unspoken grace - when the people who raised me couldn't - left a knot of complicated emotions blooming in my chest. I didn't know what to do with it. Only that I wanted to sink into it.[image: Image]

	And still, even with that flood of emotion tightening in my chest, I couldn't answer his question. Not out loud. His words echoed again - panties, stockings, lip gloss - and all I could feel was the sting of being seen, truly seen, without judgment. It wasn't disgust I found in his eyes. It was recognition. The shame that came with it felt like a slap. My lips parted, but nothing came out.

	Mr. Blackwell walked past me, slowly, the sound of his bare feet muted against the hardwood. His expression didn't change, but there was a flicker in his eyes, something subtle and certain, like he'd gotten the answer he needed from my silence. He didn't press further - he didn't need to. "You'll be staying in the guest room at the end of the hall. Bathroom's attached. You can shower and rest. I don't want you roaming the house tonight. Leave your bag outside the door."

	My mouth opened to protest, but closed again just as quickly. I followed quietly, my footsteps light, my heart pounding with something that felt a lot like dread but pulsing with undeniable arousal underneath.

	At the door to the guest room, Mr. Blackwell turned to me one last time.[image: Image]

	"You came to me. Don't forget that. That means something. From this moment forward, I'll take responsibility for you -  but I expect you to give yourself to this. No more hiding. No more pretending. If you stay, you surrender. Completely."

	I nodded, but the motion didn't come easily. A part of me still hesitated, still fought the urge to turn and run - not out of fear, exactly, but because surrendering felt too permanent, too exposed. Yet even as doubt flared, my body betrayed me. I felt the warmth pooling low in my stomach, the way my chest tightened and breath hitched at the sound of his voice. I didn't understand it, not fully, only that something in me was drawn to him in a way that was undeniable, magnetic.

	But what I saw next, lying neatly on the bed that was now going to be mine, kind of cemented what I was already feeling.

	I'd known for a very long time that I wasn't like the other boys my age. There was always something different inside me, something softer, something I'd buried beneath boyish clothes and practiced indifference. If I had chosen a college farther from home, maybe I wouldn't have still been living with my parents, maybe I would've had the privacy to explore who I really was. Maybe I wouldn't have gotten caught. Maybe none of this would've happened.

	But as I stood there in that dim, quiet room, I realized something else. If things hadn't unravelled the way they did, if I hadn't ended up sleeping outside that hospital, humiliated and scared and lost, I wouldn't be here. I wouldn't be standing in this strange house, heart thudding like I'd stepped into a dream I used to only allow myself to have in the dark, with the door locked.

	It felt like something had aligned.[image: Image]

	It felt like a dream finally cracking through into reality.

	And then I saw it - lying there on the bed, waiting just for me.

	A short pink satin night gown. Lace-trimmed. Delicate. Clean. Matching panties.

	Mr. Blackwell lingered for just a moment longer in the doorway before his eyes flicked toward the bedside table. "There's a bottle of water and some snacks there for you. I figured you might need something," he said, voice lower now, almost too casual - like he didn't want to make a point of the fact that I'd called him half an hour ago in a panic, choking on my tears and shame. That's how I ended up on his doorstep in the first place. "Get some rest, Jamie. We'll talk more in the morning."

	And with that, he left. No goodnight, no parting words. Just the sound of his bare feet retreating down the hallway and the soft click of his bedroom door closing.

	I stood there for a long time in the privacy of that guest room - the kind of privacy I hadn't had since getting kicked out.[image: Image]

	Just me, and the silence, and what was waiting for me.

	My fingers were still curled into a fist, white-knuckled, like someone might barge in and tear me away from here, too. It took a few minutes for my shoulders to even realize they didn't have to stay braced for yelling. My jaw ached. My eyes burned.

	And maybe it was that silence that made it all sink in, made my throat close up as my eyes started to sting. The kind of crying that comes not from pain, but from finally, finally feeling safe enough to let go. After two nights spent hunched on cold benches with strangers walking past like I didn't exist, this small, quiet room with its closed door and gentle light felt like a gift I hadn't earned. A place I didn't deserve, but needed more than anything.

	I wiped at my cheek with the back of my hand, breath hitching. Gratitude and grief blurred together inside me like watercolours in the rain. I wasn't sure if I was breaking or healing - maybe both.

	Then I looked at the nightgown again - soft, blush-pink satin, the kind of delicate, sensual thing I'd only ever seen in glossy ads for Fleur du Mal, the luxury brand I used to gawk at in secret. It felt surreal to see something like that here, waiting for me.

	I used to look at pictures of things like that online late at night, scrolling through lingerie ads and social media when no one else was awake. I never thought I'd touch one, let alone have one waiting for me. And now here it was - left out just for

	Why had he chosen it? Why had he left it there? Was it his way of saying he accepted me without needing to say the [image: Image]words? Or... was there something more to it? Something I wasn't ready to name yet?

	I stepped into the bathroom first, closing the door behind me and flicking on the warm light. The mirror showed me someone tired and worn down by the streets - smudges under my eyes, hair dull, skin clinging to the sweat and grime of two days without comfort. I turned on the water and stepped under the stream, letting it rush over me as if it could scrub everything away.[image: Image]

	There was a bar of rosy-scented soap on the dish, the kind that lingered on skin like perfume, and a bottle of matching shampoo already uncapped. He'd left them there for me. I used them both slowly, almost reverently, like the scent could coat over everything I didn't want to carry into this next version of myself.

	When I stepped back into the room wrapped in a towel, skin warm and clean, my eyes found the nightgown again - soft, blush-pink satin, delicate and unmistakably feminine. I kept glancing back at it, still unsure what it meant - why he had chosen it, why he had left it out. Maybe it was his way of saying he accepted who I was without needing to say the words out loud. Or maybe... maybe it was something more. Something I wasn't ready to name yet.

	When the gown finally slipped over my body, it felt like a sigh. It was short, brushing mid-thigh, sheer enough to see the outline of my cock pushing gently against the silky front, already half-hard from the weight of everything unspoken. The panties followed, swiftly slipping them up my legs, covering my hardening flesh.

	[image: Image]I didn't dare touch myself yet.

	But as I lay there, the soft press of the satin against my skin, the way the fabric clung to my thighs and brushed the underside of my cock - it was too much. My breathing slowed, my fingers trembling as I slid them under the hem and into the panties.

	My hand moved slowly, carefully. I hadn't felt this kind of relief since two days ago, in the afternoon, when I thought no one was home, when I was still in my bedroom, fully dressed, quietly reading something filthy and exciting on my phone. That was when everything shattered - when my mother had barged in without knocking, when she saw what I was wearing - the soft camisole stretched over my chest, the thigh-highs clinging to my legs, the words on my phone that mirrored the very fantasy I was living now - the look on her face was one I'd never forget. Disgust. Betrayal. Like she didn't even recognize me. An hour later, I was kicked out of the home I'd grown up in. The hallway I used to race through as a child, the kitchen where birthdays were celebrated, the walls filled with photographs of smiles that once meant everything - none of it belonged to me anymore. People who had known me since the day I was born looked at me like I was a stranger, like I'd done something unthinkable. I wasn't their son. I was something else now. Something they didn't understand, and didn't want to.

	But now, here in this warm room, under this blanket, with the scent of clean sheets and the faint taste of safety still in my throat - I finally let myself go. I stroked myself in silence, biting my lip to keep any sound from escaping, the pleasure [image: Image]sharp and dizzying and desperate. It wasn't just about getting off. It was about reclaiming something.

	I came with a quiet gasp, my toes curling, thighs tensing, the nightgown sticking to my stomach where the satin met warmth. My chest rose and fell with each breath, and I didn't feel ashamed.

	Not this time.

	I wiped up what I could with the corner of the sheet, then curled back under the covers, the stickiness still warm against my skin, grounding me. The nightgown felt different now - marked. Claimed.[image: Image]

	For the first time after what felt like a lifetime ago, I slept without crying.

	And in the quiet dark of Mr. Blackwell's house, a new name began to bloom in my chest - something prettier, something softer. Something that would soon be whispered back to me by the only voice I'd ever want to obey.

	But not tonight.

	Tonight, I belonged to the dark.

	I woke to the sound of the television murmuring from down the hallway, the low cadence of a business news anchor reporting on market shifts and forecasts. The voice blended with the morning light, filling the silence with something oddly steady. For a moment, I wasn't sure where I was. The sheets beneath me were soft and faintly warm. The satin nightgown clung to my body like a second skin, cool against the curve of my hips and the warm spot between my thighs where last night's memory lingered. My eyes fluttered open and found the pale ceiling, then drifted toward the light pouring through the window, casting soft gold across the polished floorboards.

	It all came back slowly - the porch, Mr. Blackwell, the way he looked at me, the feel of satin sliding over my freshly washed skin, the way I had touched myself last night like I was finally allowed to feel good. It was the first time in days I had woken without fear knotting my stomach. I felt clean, both outside and in.

	There was a knock at the door. One gentle tap, followed by his voice. [image: Image][image: Image]"Get dressed and come to the kitchen, Jamie. You and I have things to discuss."

	I didn't answer. I just sat up slowly, legs swinging over the side of the bed. The nightgown rode up my thighs, the hem [image: Image]barely covering the sensitive skin it had clung to all night. My cock stirred again as I rose, still caged in a soft ache of desire that hadn't fully left. Just as I moved, something tugged at the edge of my awareness - I had left my bag downstairs in the living room, exactly where Mr. Blackwell had told me to leave it last night. Ordered me, really. That meant I had nothing to change into, no spare clothes, no excuse to delay. I turned back toward the bed, searching for anything I might have missed.

	That's when I saw it for the first time.

	The robe.

	Last night, between the exhaustion, the heat of the shower, and the overwhelming surprise of the nightgown, I hadn't even noticed it. But now it lay there, draped across the foot of the bed like it had been waiting for me all along. It was short  - indulgently short - and made of the same soft satin as the gown, a matching blush pink with sheer sleeves and delicate embroidery along the neckline. The way the fabric caught the morning light made it shimmer like something meant to be seen. It didn't look like comfort wear. It looked like something a woman would wear for her man when she wanted to be [image: Image]taken hard and slow, fucked across the bed until she couldn't remember her own name.

	I swallowed and reached for it, letting the robe slip between my fingers before I draped it around my shoulders. It fit like it had been made for me. I tied the sash tight around my waist, the hem barely brushing the tops of my thighs. My bare legs looked long and smooth beneath it, every step whispering temptation.

	I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror above the dresser and froze.

	The robe clung to my shape just enough to hint at curves I didn't yet have, my hair still slightly tousled from sleep, not quite long enough to brush my shoulders, but far from the neat, cropped cut of a typical boy. It had a bit of natural wave to it, falling somewhere between dishevelled and deliberate, my lips parted, my eyes wide and uncertain. I looked like a girl caught between hesitation and surrender.

	I took one breath. Then another.

	And only then did I turn to open the door.

	The kitchen was bathed in morning sun, brighter than the hallway, and Mr. Blackwell stood at the stove in a crisp black t-shirt and dark jeans, stirring something in a pan that smelled faintly of butter and spices. He didn't look over right away.

	Just motioned with a tilt of his chin toward the stool at the kitchen island.[image: Image]

	"Sit."

	I obeyed, lowering myself carefully onto the leather stool, the hem of the robe riding up my thigh. The silence stretched as he plated breakfast - two poached eggs, toast with a light smear of jam, a sliced pear arranged with quiet precision. He placed the plate in front of me, followed by a tall glass of orange juice.

	"Eat first," he said, finally meeting my eyes. "Then we'll talk."

	[image: Image]I nodded. The food was warm and comforting, and the first real meal I'd had in over two days. My body responded to it before my mind could catch up - the eggs soft and buttery, the toast just crisp enough, the sweetness of the jam waking something inside me I didn't know had gone dull. It had been too long since I'd felt warmth in my belly, something made intentionally for me, something safe. Even though my stomach was tight with anticipation, I ate. I could feel his gaze on me, studying, measuring - not in a harsh way, but in the same quiet, controlled manner that he did everything else. He didn't rush me.

	When I had finished, he took the plate and rinsed it before returning to stand across the counter from me, resting his hands flat against the marble. I looked up at him, waiting.

	"Jamie," he said, leaning against the counter, eyes steady on mine, "you know I'm divorced. My kids are all grown up, married, and happy somewhere across the country. What no one else really knows - not my ex-wife, not my children, not your parents, and certainly not anyone else around here - is that I've always had a taste for cute things. For soft, obedient things. For someone like you."

	My heart beat a little faster, my breath shallow in my chest.

	"So here's what I can offer you," he continued, his voice low but clear. "You can take a clean break. I'll give you a three thousand-dollar interest-free loan, enough to start fresh, and a bus ticket to any city you choose. A new life, on your terms. I'll drive you to the station, and we'll go to the bank before that. No strings. This is the least I could do for a bright young man like you. No one deserves to be in a situation like you found yourself in over the last few days."

	I stared at him, barely blinking.

	"Or... you can stay. No rent. No expenses. You go back to school, finish your studies. You've got your scholarship, so your parents were really just covering the roof over your head - and you were working part-time to help with bills. Here, you won't have to do that. You just have to work on your degree, and live here. With me. As what you are. But there are expectations. Like I said - I've always had a thing for sissies. For soft little things who know how to serve and please. That's what I want here."

	He didn't pause for long.

	"You'll dress how I want. You'll follow my rules. You'll help in cleaning around the house, and you serve, wear what I give you. When it's just the two of us, you'll call me 'Daddy'. No, Sir, no, Mister. Just Daddy. No exceptions."

	My cheeks flushed before I could stop them.

	"And your pleasure," he said, more quietly now, "will belong to me. No touching yourself. No lingering and playing around while you're in the shower. No humping your pillow in the middle of the night. If you want a release, you come and tell me - and then we'll see what we can do about it."

	I swallowed hard. My cock was already twitching beneath the robe and the nightgown, the weight of every word sliding over me like silk and heat.

	"I've got errands to run," he said, finally pushing off the counter. "So I'm going to leave you with some time to think. If you decide to take the loan, you're welcome to relax until I'm back. When I return, we'll go to the bank, then the station."

	He paused near the doorway.

	"But if you choose to stay - if that's what you want - then when I come home, I expect to see a cute little sissy waiting for me." His eyes drifted over me, lingering without shame - over the nearly transparent robe barely covering my satin nightgown, the soft line of my legs crossed at the stool, the way I looked flushed and still.[image: Image]

	Someone already halfway there.[image: Image]

	"There're a couple of bags near the stairs - I went out and picked up some things earlier today," he continued. "Inside, [image: Image]you'll find a razor, shaving cream, an enema kit, a pair of panties, stockings, a plug, and your outfit for the day. I'll know your answer by what you're wearing when I walk through that door in a couple of hours."

	And with that, he left.

	The kitchen fell into silence.

	I sat there, the robe barely covering my thighs, his words running wild in my chest. It should've been a hard decision. One [image: Image]path was safe, clean, detached. A restart. But the other... the other felt like surrender, yes - but also something closer to truth. I knew what I wanted. I'd known even before I walked through his door.

	Still, I let myself sit in it for a while, feeling the weight of the choice, because some decisions don't deserve to be made in a rush - even if the answer was already pulsing through me, thick and hot and shameful.

	By the time I rose from the stool, I was already walking toward the stairs and to the bag.

	And I was already throbbing and wet.

	There were two bags waiting where he said they'd be - one a thin plastic one with handles stretched from weight, and the other a sleek matte-black shopping bag with a bold silver logo stamped across the side. I picked them up slowly, my fingers curling around the straps, the beat of my pulse a steady thrum between my legs.

	I carried them upstairs, step by step, every footfall ringing with something close to anticipation. Back in the guest room,

	I laid the bags out on the bed and gently tipped their contents free.[image: Image]

	The first bag held exactly what he'd promised: a pastel pink female razor, a floral-scented canister of women's shaving cream, and a brand new enema bag coiled neatly in its packaging, and a sealed box labelled with the kind of minimalist branding you only saw on adult boutique shelves. Nestled among them was a smooth pink silicone plug - small, but clearly shaped to remind me what I'd be surrendering to - and a small tube of clear lube tucked right beside it, as if he had thought of everything.

	The second bag was all satin and nylon. I picked up the stockings first - gleaming white nylon so sheer they looked almost like glass in the light, soft and glossy with that unmistakable whispery texture that only made legs feel more bare once they were covered. Folded beneath them was an apron - short, delicate, trimmed in ruffles and lace with a soft pink ribbon sewn across the waist.

	And then the dress.

	The dress was lavender, soft and feminine, cut scandalously short. The fabric was lightweight with just the faintest sheen, the kind of thing meant to flutter when you walked, to rise if you bent even slightly. It had a scoop neck lined with dainty lace and a cinched waist made to hug me tightly.

	Everything was real. Everything was here.

	All that was left was to put it on.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]But before that, I gathered the toiletries from the bed - the razor, the shaving cream, the enema bag, the lube - and carried them carefully into the attached bathroom. The tile under my feet was cool, the air still holding the faint trace of last night's rosy-scented soap. I laid everything out on the counter slowly, arranging them like I'd seen in display shelves -  lined up, clean, expectant.

	First, I let the robe fall from my shoulders. It slid down my arms and dropped to the floor in a silky puddle, leaving me in just the thin satin nightgown. That too, I peeled away slowly, letting the cool air kiss my bare skin. I caught my reflection again in the bathroom mirror and saw someone changing - someone who wasn't hiding anymore.[image: Image]

	I stepped under the shower, turning the water warm and full, letting it pour down over me like a blessing. The same rose scented soap from last night still sat on the dish, and I worked it over my skin slowly, breathing in the soft floral notes that now felt like mine. I washed myself from neck to ankle, even between my cheeks, letting the suds slide down in teasing trails. Then I reached for the shampoo, the same matching scent, and lathered it into my hair until it frothed into waves of pink-scented foam.

	I stood there for a while, just feeling it - the water, the heat, the privacy. For the first time, I wasn't rushing. I wasn't [image: Image]watching the clock. I wasn't afraid of the door creaking open. I was alone, locked in, free to become whatever I wanted to become.

	Free to become what he wanted me to be.

	His words echoed in my head - "you'll serve, wear what I give you" - and I knew exactly what that meant. He didn't just want a live-in helper. He wanted a plaything. A toy. A sissy. There would be cleaning, yes, but there would also be so much sex. That was the part I hadn't let myself think about too much. Not until now.

	I bit my lip, one hand drifting too easily between my thighs. My cock had been hard on and off since entering the kitchen an hour ago, and the fantasy now was dangerously sweet - being bent over the kitchen counter in my apron, having my mouth used, being plugged and kept needy all day long just to be finally used like a reward at night.

	I whimpered and squeezed my thighs together. But then I remembered.

	No touching. No release. Not without permission.

	My hand jerked back like I'd touched something hot. I closed my eyes and forced a breath, scolding myself silently. That was the rule. And I was going to follow it.

	Once I'd calmed again, I reached for the shaving cream. I lathered my legs, my arms, my underarms with soft, floral foam that made everything smell even more feminine. I didn't have much hair to begin with - just a light dusting over my limbs, barely noticeable - but that made the process quick and smooth, almost meditative. The pastel pink razor slid easily over my skin, exact and careful, and every stroke peeled away the last traces of the old me. My skin revealed itself underneath -  bare, vulnerable, sensitive.

	I rinsed and stepped out, already breathing harder, completely hairless below the eyebrows. Every inch of me felt exposed, raw, soft. I looked like something freshly unwrapped, as if my skin alone had become an invitation.

	Then came the enema. This wasn't new to me - not entirely. I'd experimented before, secretly and clumsily, in the quiet of late nights when the house was asleep. But this time felt different. Intentional. Expected.

	I filled the bag carefully with warm water, lubed the tip, and leaned forward over the tub. The pre-lubed nozzle slipped in with gentle resistance, and I felt the rush of warmth flood inside me. My body clenched and fluttered around it, my cheeks hot with the strange mix of shame and satisfaction. I stayed like that for minutes, flushing everything out, until I felt empty. Hollow. Open.

	I did it again, just to be sure. Refilled, reinserted, slower this time, more deliberate. It was more than just cleaning - 

	[image: Image]I wanted to be perfect for him. When the second flush was done, I lay back on the tiles for a breath, my insides fluttering with anticipation, my hole tender and trained. Only then did I stand again, in front of the mirror, shivering slightly from the afterglow of the act. I was clean, dripping, skin flushed and glistening. I looked... ready. Almost.

	I reached for the fluffy white towel hanging behind the door and patted myself dry, careful and slow, savouring the feel [image: Image]of the plush fabric against my freshly bare skin. I moved gently, aware of the way every inch of me felt new, tender, and different. Once I was dry, I hung the towel neatly on the hook and stepped out into the bedroom, feeling the air shift against my clean, prepared body.

	Now it was time to get dressed.

	But before that, there was still one more thing to do.

	I reached for the lube and the pink silicone plug from the bed. It sat warm in my palm, already familiar. I'd used plugs before, even taken a small dildo or two late at night, tucked beneath my blankets in the dark - but never like this. Never as part of something that felt this real.

	I squeezed a line of the clear lube onto my fingers and spread it over the smooth surface, coating it from base to tip. Then I brought more to myself, circling and teasing until I felt the now slick, still tight hole parting open to my finger. I was already clean, already soft and aching.

	The plug slipped in with little resistance, my body welcoming it like it had been trained for this - because it had. My breath hitched as I sank it fully in, the snug stretch sending a ripple of warmth up my spine. I stood still, my thighs trembling as I clenched gently around it, adjusting to the pressure, the fullness. A moan nearly slipped out, but I bit it back.

	I caught my reflection in the mirror again - my skin smooth and flushed, hair still lightly damp and curling softly at the ends, and now, visibly plugged. It made my cheeks burn.

	Now it was finally time to get dressed.

	I turned back toward the bed where everything was still laid out - my new uniform. My hands moved on their own, reaching first for the stay-up stockings. They gleamed in the soft morning light, delicate and whispery, with just enough grip at the tops to hold them in place without help - the kind of nylon that clung like a kiss.

	I rolled one up between my fingers and slowly stepped into it, pointing my toes and pulling the fabric over my calf, my knee, my thigh. The feeling made me shiver - slick and soft and tight, especially against my freshly shaved skin. Without any hair, every inch of contact with the soft, sultry material felt more vivid, more delicate, as if my body had become one giant nerve ending. The nylon hugged me so perfectly it felt like it had been poured on. Then the other leg. I stood in front of the mirror in just the stockings and the plug, and the sight alone made my breath catch.

	Next came the panties - lacy and white, thin enough to be useless, with a dainty little pink bow at the waistband. I stepped into them, carefully pulling them up over the swell of my thighs. The fabric strained gently against the plug as it slid into place, tucking everything in, not hiding but presenting. My cock twitched against the soft stretch of it, and I had to close my eyes to keep from imagining too much.

	I folded my hands for a moment and just breathed. There was something almost ceremonial about it - like I was stepping into a role, into a body that I'd been waiting to earn.

	Then the dress.[image: Image]

	[image: Image]I lifted it carefully, bringing it over my head, letting the fabric settle around my body like it was claiming me. The lavender fabric kissed my skin with every shift, cinching gently at the waist and flaring out just barely at the hips. It was light and scandalously short - barely covering my thighs, teasing the tops of my stockings with every step. It was made to be noticed. Every breath made the lace trim at my chest flutter. Every movement made the hem ride up just a little more, as if it wanted to invite attention.

	Lastly came the apron. I wrapped it around my waist, tying the ribbon at the back with trembling fingers. The ruffles sat like a tease across the skirt, framing the plug beneath and the way my ass felt slightly lifted by the tightness of the panties.

	I looked back in the mirror and gasped quietly.

	I didn't look like Jamie anymore.

	I looked like what he wanted me to be. Like the little house pet he expected to come home to. Like a pretty little thing he could bend over, command, tease. I looked like a sissy.

	It wasn't just the clothes. It wasn't just the stockings or the plug inside me. It was the fact that someone had chosen this for me - someone was expecting me to wear it, to serve in it. And that made it feel more real than any mirror I'd ever stood in front of before.

	The plug kept me aware of every step, every sway of my hips. The stockings made me move delicately, the dress made me sit straighter, softer. Even the way I held my hands had changed.

	I started to imagine what he'd do when he saw me like this, how he might praise or tease me, how he might use me - but

	I stopped myself. That wasn't mine to fantasize about anymore. That was Daddy's decision.

	And I had never looked more right.

	The house had grown quieter with every passing minute. I had cleaned up the guest room, folded the spare towels, fluffed the pillow, even tucked the discarded shopping bags under the bed as if hiding evidence of who I used to be. Now I stood in the living room, fully dressed - stockings hugging my legs, the lavender dress swishing with each nervous step, the apron cinched tight at my waist, and the plug buried deep inside me reminding me of what I had chosen.

	I paced in slow, small loops on the hardwood floor, the click of my white heels delicate and deliberate. My thighs rubbed softly together, the slickness between them undeniable, the thin panties sticking faintly to my skin. I couldn't stop glancing at the clock on the wall even though it made no difference. My stomach fluttered like I was waiting for a date to arrive.

	But this was more than that. This was Daddy coming home. And I was ready for him.

	Or at least I hoped I was.

	I looked at myself in the dark glass of the living room window - saw the reflection of a sissy standing there, waiting like a good little thing, flushed and breathless. I didn't know what he was going to do to me. But I knew I wanted all of it.[image: Image]

	When the door finally opened, I nearly froze in place.

	Mr. Blackwell stepped in, carrying a bag, setting his keys down on the entryway table like nothing was different, like I hadn't just spent the last hour dressing and pacing and getting wet over the thought of him. He turned to me slowly, his eyes dragging down my body with a look so measured, so calm, it made me tremble.

	"There she is," he said, voice deep and smooth, thick with something darker. "You've made the right choice. Turn around for me, sweetheart. Slowly."

	I did just as he asked, hands folding at my waist, fingers lightly tugging at the hem of my apron like I needed to feel the fabric one last time to be sure this was real. My dress lifted with the motion, exposing the tops of my stockings, the lace edge of my panties hugging just under the swell of my ass. The movement made the plug shift inside me, subtle but deep, and I felt my breath catch. I was already aching - wet, swollen, and desperate beneath my panties - and the way his eyes lingered on me only made it worse. It was all so filthy, so perfect, and so much more arousing than I had let myself imagine. My cock pulsed helplessly in its lacy prison, throbbing with the heat I couldn't hide.

	He hummed low in his throat. "You did well. But I need to hear it from you. Look at me."

	I turned to face him again, my heart pounding like a drum beneath the lace-trimmed bodice.[image: Image]

	"Say it. Out loud. What you are."

	My mouth opened, but no sound came at first. My body felt like it was on fire and trembling all at once. I clutched my hands together in front of me and whispered, “I'm your sissy."

	He raised one eyebrow. "Louder. Mean it."

	I took a breath, tried again. "I'm your little sissy, Daddy."

	He stepped toward me, slow and deliberate, his presence so commanding it made my knees feel weak.

	"Good girl," he said, voice softer but no less firm. "Now say something filthier. Something that fits that short little dress, those stockings, and the plug in your ass."

	I gasped quietly, but the words were already forming in my throat. I wanted to please him. I wanted to prove I could be everything he wanted me to be.[image: Image]

	"I'm your plug-stuffed, cock-hungry little sissy, Daddy," I said, my breath trembling as the last words left my lips.

	His eyes darkened, and a slow smirk curved at the edge of his mouth. The look he gave me made my knees tremble. His gaze was heat and possession, a slow drag that undressed me all over again. And I knew I had said exactly what he wanted to hear.

	He tilted his head slightly. "You came last night, didn't you? Thought I wouldn't know?"[image: Image]

	The words landed hot against my skin. My breath hitched, and my eyes widened with guilt and a spark of excitement.

	"You did, didn't you. In the nightgown I gave you."

	I nodded, the shame washing over me in waves - but it wasn't cold. It was delicious. I could feel the wetness already beginning to stain the front of my panties again.

	He walked to the armchair, unhurried, and sat down like a man about to enjoy a long, slow meal. He looked at me, then pointed to his lap.

	"Come here."

	[image: Image][image: Image]My feet moved on instinct, the soft pad of my feet sounding louder than I expected on the wood floor. I stepped between his knees and let him guide me over, the firm strength of his hands pulling me gently but firmly down.

	As I bent over his lap, the plug shifted deeper, stretching me slightly, and I let out a soft, high-pitched gasp I couldn't suppress. The apron brushed against his thighs. My ass, barely covered by the lace-trimmed panties, was completely at his mercy.

	His palm landed on my ass, not hard, but with enough weight to sting - once, then again, firmer this time. I whimpered, my hips jerking involuntarily. The pressure against the plug sent a ripple of pleasure straight through me.

	"You follow the rules," he said, spanking me again, slower, more deliberate. Each impact sent a delicious sting blooming across my skin. "No cumming without permission."

	I whimpered into the cushion, burying my face to muffle the moan that spilled from my lips. My cock ached in its satin cage, twitching with every slap. I was dripping inside the tight lace, desperate and pulsing, and every bit of my body wanted more. The shame only made it worse. Or better.

	When he finally let me up, my face was flushed and my knees wobbled, the sting of the spanking still blooming warmly [image: Image]across my skin. I stood trembling, my breath shaky, and watched as he reached into the bag beside him and pulled out something small, pink, and gleaming under the light.

	A chastity cage.

	He turned it slowly in his hand, letting me take in every curve, every glint. It was delicate in size but devastating in implication - shiny and bubblegum pink, pretty in a way that made my stomach flip. It wasn't just a cage. It was a symbol, a punishment, a collar for my cock. And the way it glinted in his palm, so light and girlish, made my thighs clench and my breath come faster. I had never wanted to be locked up so badly in my life.

	"This," he said, holding it up like a prize, "is going to keep you honest."

	He stepped toward me and ran his fingers beneath the hem of my dress, then hooked them around my panties. I gasped as he dragged them slowly down my thighs, the wet gusset sticking slightly to my cock before peeling away. My cock sprung free, flushed, dripping, twitching helplessly under his gaze.

	He knelt in front of me, reaching up to gently cup my leaking cock, and gave it one appraising stroke before standing again. Without a word, he turned and walked into the kitchen.

	I stood there trembling, painfully hard, cock twitching in anticipation, until he returned a moment later with a folded hand towel and a small ice pack pressed inside it. He knelt again and wrapped the cold bundle around my cock with a smirk, holding it there firmly, watching me shiver.[image: Image]

	"You're too eager," he murmured. "We need to calm this down first."

	The cold made me gasp, my hips instinctively pulling back, but he held me steady, the sharp contrast of temperature flooding my senses. Slowly, slowly, my cock began to soften under the pressure.

	[image: Image][image: Image]Once he was satisfied, he peeled the towel away and dried me gently with a corner, then reached for the lube. He spread it with slow, knowing strokes, coating every inch of my shaft with a touch that bordered on cruel now that it was no longer throbbing.

	My hips still jerked forward before I could stop myself.

	"Hold still," he murmured, voice laced with warning and amusement.

	He opened the cage and fit it over me with practiced care, guiding me inside inch by inch, until the head nestled snugly into its pink plastic prison. He pressed the base snug around my balls, the coolness biting deliciously against my skin, and then clicked the lock shut with a soft, almost ceremonial finality.

	It was so tight. So perfectly tight. My cock quickly started to try once again getting hard... it strained, throbbing, trying to swell - but there was nowhere for it to go.

	I let out a soft, helpless moan, half-embarrassed and fully aroused.

	He stood back and looked at me, his eyes dark with satisfaction.

	"There. Now I don't have to wonder."

	I could barely think. The cage squeezed me, every throb turned into pressure, every movement a reminder that I was no longer in control. My head spun, my hole clenched around the plug, and my whole body buzzed with need I wasn't allowed to touch.

	"Kneel."

	I sank down between his legs, the skirt of my lavender dress pooling around my thighs, my cage pressing tight between them, every movement making the plug inside me nudge deeper. My hands rested on his knees, and I looked up - waiting, eager, so wet I could feel it soaking into my panties despite the cage.

	He undid his zipper slowly, deliberately, and when he pulled himself out, my breath caught so hard it almost hurt. It was real. It was thick, veined, hard, and heavy, the tip already slick with precum. The first cock I would ever taste.

	Not rubber. Not plastic. Not a toy.

	A man's cock. Daddy's cock.

	My throat tightened, not with fear - but with raw, aching hunger.

	I leaned forward, breathing him in first. He smelled clean, musky, hot. My lips brushed the tip, and I let my tongue flick out, teasing just underneath the head the way I had practiced in the dark with silicone. The moan he gave me was soft but approving.[image: Image]

	I opened wider and sank down slowly, taking him in inch by inch. My jaw stretched, my throat fluttered. He rested a hand at the back of my head, not forcing, just guiding. I gagged a little, then adjusted, relaxing into it.

	It was warm. Heavy. Alive. I could feel the pulse of it on my tongue.

	I bobbed slowly, lovingly, making a mess of myself. Spit drooled from my lips, smeared across my chin. His cock slid in and out, slick and patient, and every time I gagged and recovered, he groaned again - deeper this time.

	My eyes blurred. My throat ached. My jaw trembled.

	But I didn't stop. I didn't want to. I needed him to know I could do this. That I was good at this. That I was made for this.

	"You've done this before," he said, voice rougher now.

	I pulled off slowly, lips wet and red, and looked up at him, catching my breath. "Only with toys, Daddy."[image: Image]

	He laughed softly and ran his thumb over my slick lips. "Then you're a natural, baby girl."

	My whole body buzzed.

	He pushed my head back down, and I took him again - deeper, faster, messier. My eyes started tearing. My throat fluttered around him every time I swallowed him to the base. My tongue moved without thinking now, guided by need, by instinct, by the ache in my cage and the fluttering heat in my stomach.

	His cock twitched against my tongue, and then I felt it - his fingers tightening just slightly in my hair, his breath hitching.

	And then he came.

	Thick, hot spurts spilled into my mouth, sudden and overwhelming, coating my tongue in his taste. It was salty, raw, masculine. I moaned softly, eyes fluttering as I swallowed every drop like I was starved for it. Some dribbled from the corner of my mouth, but I didn't pull back. I stayed there, holding him on my tongue until he softened.

	When he finally let go, I slowly pulled back and licked my lips. A string of his cum clung to the side of my mouth, and I [image: Image]reached up with two fingers, scooped it slowly, and brought them to my lips. I sucked them clean while keeping my eyes locked on his.

	He smiled, pleased and satisfied, eyes dark and heavy.

	"Good girl," he said.

	"Now go get me a cold beer from the fridge. And grab a soda for yourself."

	I nodded quickly and stood, smoothing my dress back down over my thighs - already, like it was a habit burned into me, even though this was the very first time I had ever gone down on my knees for anyone, much less a man nearly three decades older than me. My caged cock was leaking continuously, dampening the front of my pretty dress beneath the apron, because of what was reality for me now - something I had only ever fantasized about - blowing a Daddy, swallow[image: Image]ing his cum while my cock was locked up tight in a pretty pink cage, and now fetching him a cold beer like some obedient little thing in lace - I felt like a housewife in that moment. My cage throbbed with every step as I padded into the kitchen, the plug shifting with each sway of my hips. I pulled open the freezer and grabbed a cold bottle for him, then reached into the fridge for a soda can, the chill kissing my skin through the lace of my apron.

	When I returned, he was lounging on the couch, one arm slung over the backrest.

	He took the beer from my hand, and his eyes slid over me again - slow and possessive - before he tugged me gently by the waist and pulled me into his lap like I belonged there.

	"Now sit with me properly," he said, voice low and velvety.

	I settled into his lap, legs draped over his, my back against his chest. I could feel the thickness of his cock and thighs beneath me, the warmth of his body soaking into mine. He rested the beer on the armrest, one hand curling around it, while the other brought the laptop to life with a soft click.

	His free hand settled on my thigh, fingers splayed possessively over the exposed skin just below my skirt's hem. I squirmed a little, the plug nudging me from inside, the cage pressing helplessly against the satin of my panties.

	We started browsing. Lingerie. Panties in lace, satin, mesh - pastel pinks, blacks with tiny bows, sheer whites with frills.[image: Image]

	He made me click on a pack of crotchless thongs and whispered, "You'll wear these under your chores apron."

	Next were nightgowns - clingy silk slips with plunging backs, babydolls with heart-shaped busts. I picked a hot pink one with lace cups and matching panties, and he clicked it into the cart.

	Heels followed - sky-high ones in pink patent, and delicate white sandals with ankle straps that jingled.

	Then toys. A jeweled butt plug set, a vibrating egg, nipple clamps, and a leash collar combo labeled "obedience starter kit."

	My face was flushed and my cage was pulsing with helpless heat. He kept one arm around me the whole time, stroking my inner thigh absently while sipping his beer in between scrolling through the websites.

	"We'll get them express shipped," he said, nuzzling the side of my neck. "A sissy like you should never have to wait."

	I whimpered and melted further into him, feeling like I was born to sit in this lap, to be this close, to be chosen for this.

	He kissed just under my ear and whispered, "You're going to look so fucking cute in all of it. Lacy little panties, baby-pink plug peeking through that short skirt. Daddy's little house pet."

	I could only nod, breath caught in my throat, aching against the cage, the ache turning into need, the need into something heavier.

	Then, after closing the laptop, he set it aside and tugged me by the chin, tilting my face up.

	The rest of the day blurred past in a haze of teasing, service, and surrender. He didn't take me again - not in full - but he didn't have to. I was kept close, kept pretty, kept needy. Every time I walked past him, he'd let a hand slip under my skirt and brush the cage or tug the ribbon of my apron with a quiet, knowing look. When I wiped down the kitchen counters, he made me bend lower. When I refilled his glass, he whispered filth in my ear just to watch me tremble.

	At one point, while I dusted the shelves in the living room, he told me to remove my panties and do it with the plug showing. I did, of course - caged, plugged, leaking - and every time I glanced at my reflection, I looked like something obscene and perfect. A maid, a whore, a toy. My cheeks were constantly flushed. My throat still tasted of him.

	[image: Image][image: Image]Dinner was quiet, but not without heat. He sat at the table, eating slowly, while I served each dish and refilled his glass without needing to be told. He made me sit across from him and watch, legs crossed, back straight, like a doll on display. When it was my turn to eat, he let me use the table too, but only after feeding me the first few bites from his own fork, teasing my lips with each slow lift of his hand. "Open up, pretty girl," he murmured, smiling as I did exactly that. Every gesture was indulgent, every glance thick with power. I felt owned. Cherished. Like a kept thing in a home that was no longer foreign to me.

	By the time the dishes were done and the kitchen clean again, the sun had gone down and the lights inside the house were warm and dim.

	And now, we were back on the couch. I was in his lap again, like earlier - my place now, it seemed. Daddy had a tumbler of scotch in one hand, the other casually roaming over me while the TV played something neither of us was really watching. He held me close, my legs tucked sideways over his lap, my back pressed to his chest as I melted into him like I was meant to be there.

	His hand kept sliding - along the tops of my stockings, brushing my thighs, squeezing at my hips. He stroked the insides of my arms, fingers trailing over my bare, hairless skin, leaving shivers everywhere he touched.

	When he shifted his grip lower, he cupped the swell of my ass through the thin satin of my dress, fingers spreading possessively. The pressure made the plug inside me press deeper, and I whimpered without meaning to.

	"You like that, don't you, baby?" he whispered near my ear, his voice hot against my skin.

	I nodded slowly, hips twitching in his lap, the cage throbbing helplessly with no relief in sight.

	His chuckle rumbled behind me as he took a sip of his scotch, eyes still on the TV while his fingers toyed with the edge of my stocking, pulling it back and letting it snap gently.

	I was aching again. Aching and dripping and desperate.

	"Daddy..." I whispered, not even knowing what I was going to ask.

	He just smiled.

	"One more for me," he murmured. "Show me how badly you want it."

	He pushed me down between his legs again, and I dropped with zero hesitation, like I'd been trained for this my whole life. My mouth opened eagerly, my hands quick to work off his pants, my lips wrapping around him once again, my tongue [image: Image]desperate, messier than before. I drooled, gagged, sucked, whimpered. I wanted him to feel everything. I wanted to disappear onto his cock. I actually wanted him inside me by now, to feel him split me open, stretch me, claim me completely -  but for now, this would have to do. This was Daddy's choice, and being on my knees, gagging on his cock, tasting him again and again - it was the closest I'd ever felt to being his.

	"That's it, baby. Fuck, that mouth is perfect. You were made to be Daddy's toy. Look at you, moaning while sucking dick like a good little whore."

	His words made me even wetter. I rubbed my thighs together shamelessly, my moans muffled as I deep-throated him again and again, letting my tongue flutter underneath while I buried my nose against the base of his shaft. He groaned, fingers tangling in my hair, hips starting to rock with growing urgency.

	I didn't stop. I didn't even blink. My throat relaxed each time he pushed deeper, my jaw aching, spit spilling freely. I gagged around him again, and his cock twitched harder - thicker, heavier, leaking more with every thrust.

	This time, it lasted longer. He held himself back, letting me work for it, making me earn it. My eyes watered, my face slick, my caged cock throbbing under my skirt as he finally grunted, low and deep.

	[image: Image]He came again.

	Hot, heavy spurts filled my mouth. I moaned around his cock, eyes rolling back, the taste hitting me in thick waves -  salty, earthy, perfect. I swallowed everything he gave me, eager and obedient, tongue working to catch every drop. Some of it still leaked out the corner of my mouth, running down my chin.

	When he finally eased out, I opened wide and let him see the string still clinging to my tongue. I scooped the rest off my face with two fingers, slowly and deliberately, and licked them clean while holding his gaze.[image: Image]

	My lips were red and slick. My eyes dazed.

	He smiled, dark and proud, and brushed my cheek with the back of his fingers.

	When I finally pulled back, he ran a hand over my cheek, down to my chin, tilting it upward.

	"You've earned your sleep tonight. Back to your room."

	My lips parted in protest before I even realized it.

	He smiled darkly.

	"Unless," he said slowly, voice low and warm, 'You want to sleep in my bed tonight. But if you do... I might just fuck you."

	My breath caught. My heart skipped.

	Yes. God, yes.

	But he leaned closer, lips brushing my ear.

	"Not yet. Not tonight."

	And with a final look at my flushed, desperate face, he walked away, leaving me there on my knees, aching, caged, soaked, and craving everything he hadn't even given me yet.

	I had never felt more owned. More desired. More seen.

	I stayed there for a while, still on my knees, hands resting on my thighs, the slick mess drying on my chin. Not because he [image: Image]told me to - but because I didn't want to move. Because kneeling there, leaking and used, I felt more like myself than I ever had.

	Not a guest. Not a boy. Not a mistake. Just Daddy's girl - aching, obedient, and exactly where I belonged.

	[image: Image]The sun was barely cresting the treetops when I woke to the soft chime of the front doorbell. I blinked slowly, dazed from sleep, the sheets still warm around my thighs, the cage pressing snugly between them, the plug inside me an ever present reminder of who I belonged to now. My mouth was dry, my body flushed with heat that had nothing to do with the morning air. I sat up slowly in bed, the satin robe slipping off one shoulder, the same pale pink nightgown from my first night now clinging gently to my hips and chest.

	I could already hear Daddy moving downstairs. The kettle was on. His voice, low and relaxed, drifted from the kitchen. I took my time getting out of bed, stretching carefully, my body aching in a delicious sort of way. The light pouring in from the window caught the shine of my nightgown and lit it like something sacred.

	The doorbell rang again.

	I padded out to the landing, fingers clutching the hem of my robe, the soft rustle of fabric the only sound besides my breathing. From the top of the stairs, I called down, "Should I get it, Daddy?"

	His voice floated back. "Yes, baby. It's for you."

	I swallowed hard.

	He had told me things would start arriving today. My new life, delivered to Daddy's door in plain brown boxes.[image: Image]

	I made my way to the door, every step making the plug shift gently inside me, every movement of the soft gown a whisper against my thighs. I opened the door slowly.

	The boy on the other side looked to be around my age - maybe younger. Slim, sharp cheekbones, messy curls, a courier bag slung across his shoulder. His eyes dropped from my face to the swell of my chest, down to the way my robe clung open just slightly, and lower still to my bare legs, smooth and glistening in the morning light.

	His smirk was instant.

	"Package for... Jamie?" he asked, dragging out the name with a tone that didn't need words.

	I nodded, my fingers tightening around the edge of the door. I stepped forward, reaching for the box, cheeks already burning.

	But he didn't let go right away.

	"Cute outfit," he said, eyes darting from my thighs back to my face. "Special occasion or do you always answer the door dressed like a... well."

	My throat closed up. I grabbed the box and turned, the door shutting harder than I meant to.

	I walked quickly into the house, past the kitchen, straight out through the back door to the patio. I didn't stop moving until I was outside, until I was far enough that no one could see my face. I set the box down and sank to the edge of the step, burying my face in my hands.

	The tears came hard, fast, and without warning.

	I thought I was ready for this. I thought I could take it. But something about the way that boy looked at me - like I was something to laugh at - made it all crash down around me. The weight of being seen, truly seen, and mocked for it cracked something inside me open.

	I didn't hear Daddy approach until he sat beside me.[image: Image]

	He didn't say anything right away. Just reached out and rested a hand on the back of my neck, his thumb brushing softly over my skin.

	"That bad, huh?"

	I nodded, sniffling, not trusting myself to speak. My lashes were damp, and my hands were trembling where they gripped the edge of my robe.

	He didn't say anything at first. Just pulled me into his side, one strong arm wrapping around my shoulders, firm but gentle. The scent of him - coffee and cologne and something warm - sank into me and made my body soften despite how tense I was. His thumb brushed slowly along my upper arm, grounding me, reminding me I wasn't alone.

	"You're not the first boy I've taken in like this," he said eventually, voice low and deep, like it didn't want to scare me off. "And you won't be the last."

	I looked up through wet lashes, searching his face. He was staring out over the garden, not quite distant, but thoughtful.

	Present in a way that made me lean a little closer.

	"A long time ago, before I even lived in this house, there was another," he continued. "He was older than you. Had been through worse. More jaded. What you're wearing now used to be his. But he had the same look in his eyes the day he showed up. Like he wanted to believe someone could really want him. That he could be kept."

	His words sank in slow, curling around something fragile inside me. I leaned my head against his shoulder without thinking, my cheek resting on the firm warmth of him, the satin of my sleeve brushing his forearm.

	"What happened to him?" I asked softly.

	"He stayed a while. I helped him find himself again. Taught him how to serve without shame. Gave him structure. Stability. Love, even. And when it was time, he left. I helped him settle into the city. He's doing well now. But... you'll always be different."

	My brows knit slightly. "Why?"

	He turned toward me, his hand slipping under my chin to lift it until our eyes met. His voice didn't waver when he said it.

	"Because you're mine."

	My lip quivered. The truth of it hit harder than I expected. It wasn't just a line. He meant it.

	And I melted into him as the tears came back, slower this time, but deeper. He didn't flinch. Just held me tighter.

	His lips brushed my temple, warm and slow. His other hand slid down to rub soothing circles over my hip, a gentle reminder that I was safe - his to hold, his to keep.

	Something in my chest tightened, and the tears started all over again.

	[image: Image][image: Image]He pulled me gently into his lap, lifting me with a strength that didn't ask - it simply took care. I straddled him instinctively, my thighs settling across his, my nightgown riding up just a little as I tucked myself close. He wrapped his arms around me fully now, one hand slipping beneath the fall of my robe, the other stroking up my back in long, calming passes. His lips found my temple and lingered there, warm and possessive, before murmuring against my skin.[image: Image]

	"Tell me what's going on in that pretty little head of yours."

	I hesitated, my lips parting and closing again, unsure how to speak the truth without shrinking under it.

	"I've never done any of this before," I finally whispered, my voice trembling. "'Not just... this. I mean anything. I've never had sex. Not with anyone. Not even a girl."

	Daddy went very still beside me. The heat of his body didn't change, but something in his silence felt deeper, heavier.

	Then he exhaled, a soft sound that wrapped around me like warmth.

	"Thank you for telling me, baby. That means something."

	He didn't laugh. He didn't tease. He just held me tighter.

	I closed my eyes and leaned in, my cheek grazing the curve of his collarbone, breathing in the scent of him, letting myself rest against the quiet strength of his chest.

	His hand slid slowly over my bare thigh, stroking through the silky robe, the hem of my nightgown riding up slightly under the pressure. It wasn't lewd - it was calming, grounding. But it made me flush all the same, reminded me that I was dressed in someone else's lingerie, sitting in the lap of the man who now owned me.

	I whimpered softly against his neck, not from fear, but from the relief of being able to admit it. From the electric weight of being seen so intimately.

	And for the first time since I arrived, I didn't feel embarrassed for crying. I felt small. I felt precious. I felt his.

	Time passed in a quiet, sensual blur after that. Daddy helped me back inside, his arm around my waist, keeping me close as we re-entered the warmth of the home. Throughout the day, more packages arrived - box after box - and every time the bell rang, my heart skipped. But Daddy answered now, letting me stay in the living room where it was safe and soft and ours.

	Together, we unpacked everything: delicate tissue paper peeled away to reveal things I'd only ever dreamed of owning. Lace panties in pale pastels and blush, sheer thongs with tiny satin bows, matching bras lined with soft mesh and scalloped edges. Garter belts with silver clasps, and a full set of black lingerie that looked more like something a doll would wear than a boy.

	Then came the dresses - satin baby-dolls in soft and bright vivid shades, cropped tops and pleated micro-skirts, barely there chemises with see-through lace across the chest and hips. One by one, Daddy made me hold them up to my body, brushing the fabric across my skin, watching my blush deepen as he murmured what he liked about each one.

	Shoes too - heels in glossy patent pink, dainty Mary Janes with buckles, and strappy white stilettos with ribbons to tie around my ankles. When I tried one pair on and took a few slow steps across the rug, the cage shifted in my panties and the [image: Image]plug inside me reminded me I was no longer dressing to hide. I wasn't just trying on outfits. I was stepping deeper into myself. Each dress Daddy chose felt like a new name being whispered against my skin. Each heel a reminder that I was meant to be seen like this. That someone wanted me like this.

	[image: Image][image: Image]And then the makeup. Daddy had ordered a whole vanity set for me: glossy tubes of lip gloss, pastel eyeshadow palettes, blushes in cream and powder, and soft brushes that tickled across the backs of my hands as I lifted them. Lipsticks in bubblegum pink, glossy nude, and one called "'Princess Flushed."

	"That one's going to look perfect when I've made you cry again," he whispered near my ear, and my breath caught.

	There were toys too, hidden beneath the silks and lace. A new set of graduated butt plugs, from slim and pink to thick and glistening with a jeweled base. Nipple clamps with delicate silver chains. A slender silicone dildo in lavender, still boxed, still waiting. A collar - soft on the inside but sleek and locking at the throat - with a matching leash Daddy clipped to the loop and gave a light tug, just to watch my breath stutter. When he buckled the collar briefly around my neck to test the fit, I stopped breathing. It felt final - like something clicked into place. And when he tugged the leash gently, just once, my knees nearly buckled. He showed me how to lay everything out in the bottom drawer of the vanity, each toy in its own little compartment, arranged as neatly as my lingerie. "We'll try the clamps tomorrow," he said casually, brushing a hand over my bare chest like it was already his to pinch and play with. "You'll learn to thank me for the sting."

	"You'll learn what each of them feels like soon enough," he said. "And you'll learn how to ask for them properly."

	We spent the rest of the afternoon folding and hanging, organizing my new wardrobe into drawers that used to be empty. Daddy gave everything its place. I looked down at the hem of the nightgown I was still wearing. It used to belong to someone else. Someone who had once sat here like me, maybe scared like me. But I wasn't him. I was Daddy's now.

	The light outside had just begun to dim, the golden streaks of late evening painting soft shadows across the living room floor. I had only just returned from campus, my backpack slung lazily over one shoulder, my body humming with tension from keeping my thighs tight all day, keeping my steps careful, keeping my secret laced beneath my clothes.

	Underneath the ordinary jeans and hoodie was anything but ordinary. I wore a soft yellow floral lace bra, its cups padded lightly to tease the curve of a chest I didn't quite have yet, matching panties wrapped snug around the cage that still held my aching cock. A new plug sat inside me, thicker than the one from my first days here, the soft bulb constantly reminding me what I had become. What I now served.

	Daddy greeted me with nothing more than a knowing look and a soft pat on my hip as I passed him. That touch alone was enough to send a ripple down my spine. He followed me with his gaze, then spoke in that low, expectant tone I'd al[image: Image]ready come to crave.

	"Go upstairs, baby. Your outfit is laid out on your bed. Get showered and changed, then come find me in my bedroom."

	My heart skipped. The pulse behind my cage kicked hard. I nodded quietly and obeyed.

	As I entered my room, the air seemed heavier, scented faintly with roses and powder. And there, on the bed, was the outfit he had chosen.

	It was bridal white.

	A lace bra and matching satin panties, delicate and pure. A garter belt threaded with white ribbon and delicate clasps. Sheer white stockings, rolled neatly beside a pair of glossy white stilettos with small bows at the back of each ankle. The girdle looked vintage, high-waisted and snug, meant to shape my waist and hips into something obscene and dainty.

	My breath caught. My cock surged behind its prison, twitching and straining in the cage. Just the sight of it was enough to make me dizzy.

	I showered quickly but thoroughly, scrubbing every inch of my body until it felt soft and perfumed. I used the rose scented soap Daddy had bought me and stood under the spray with my eyes closed, imagining what was about to happen.

	What I was about to be.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]After drying off, I returned to the vanity and applied my makeup slowly, savouring the ritual like it was worship. Daddy had trained me well this past day, and I was aching to impress. I used the peach-toned primer he chose for me, watching my skin turn poreless, smooth, and dewy. A smoky shimmer over my eyes, long fluttering lashes kissed with black mascara, soft contour sculpting my cheeks until they looked sweet and high. I dabbed pink blush into the apples of my cheeks, a soft flush of something innocent. And then came the lips - lined first in a delicate nude pencil, then filled with a high-gloss lacquer that made them look plump, kiss-swollen, and dripping with invitation. I pouted at the mirror, then smiled.

	I dressed like I was dressing for Daddy's approval, because I was.

	The girdle came first - white satin, stiff with boning, smooth like butter. I stepped into it carefully and pulled it up, gasping as I hooked each tiny closure, feeling it tug my waist tight, my hips forced into a subtle curve that wasn't mine but felt more me than anything ever had. The panties slid up next, high-waisted and soft, kissing every inch of my freshly shaved skin. I carefully pulled them on over the garter straps just like Daddy had taught me, knowing that when the time came for [image: Image]them to be taken off, my stockings wouldn't have to be touched at all. They hugged the cage snugly, framed it, cupped it -  [image: Image]like my cock was some dainty secret I was meant to carry but never use.

	The bra followed, and I adjusted the straps over my shoulders, slipping my fingers into the cups and adjusting the soft inserts Daddy had chosen for me. I looked down and gasped. I had cleavage now, round and girlish, and just enough to make the lace stretch in the prettiest way.

	The garter straps sat low on my hips, delicate and perfect, as I carefully attached the clips. I rolled the stockings up one leg at a time, slowly, reverently, savouring the whisper of sheer fabric sliding against skin. When the lace band of each one reached my thighs, I clipped them in place, making sure each clasp snapped with a little tug that sent tingles straight to my core. Finally, I stepped into the stilettos - the glossy white ones with little bows at the ankles - and my body changed with the height. My hips tilted forward. My back arched. My walk turned into something that made my cage ache.

	I looked in the mirror and very nearly moaned.

	I didn't look like a boy. I didn't look like a man.

	I looked like a gift. A virgin bride on the edge of being unwrapped, trembling in satin and lace, made to be ruined beautifully for the first time.

	I made my way down the hall and stopped in front of Daddy's door. My heart was thudding wildly. I knocked once.

	"Come in, baby," came the answer.

	I opened the door and stepped inside.

	Daddy was seated on the edge of the bed, still dressed in his slacks and white shirt, the sleeves rolled up. But I didn't notice that right away.

	Because sitting beside him was her.[image: Image]

	Elena.[image: Image]

	[image: Image][image: Image]She was stunning in a way that made my knees feel weak - like she belonged on a runway or in one of those perfume ads where everything dripped elegance and sin. Her black silk blouse shimmered when she moved, hugging full, perfect breasts that defied gravity. The pencil skirt clung to her like a lover, emphasizing wide hips and a small waist that looked carved from marble. Her skin was glowing and smooth, like cream and gold, and her hair - long, dark, and perfectly waved  - framed a face that could have passed for thirty, even though I would later learn she was in her mid-forties.

	Her heels were sky-high, black patent with red soles, and the sharp click they made against the hardwood floor sent a thrill down my spine. She wore smoky eye makeup that made her gaze feel dangerous, wicked, and all-consuming. The moment her eyes met mine, I felt like she could see straight through the makeup, the stockings, the cage - and still wanted everything she saw.

	"So this is the little thing you've been training," she purred, rising with a slow grace and circling me like a lioness. "You didn't say he was this pretty."

	Daddy smiled, calm and proud.

	"Jamie, this is Elena. She's here to help. Since you told me yesterday that you've never had any experience with anyone, I was reminded of my good friend here. And when I asked, she graciously said she'd help."

	Before I could answer, she cupped my face and pulled me into a kiss. 'Tm here to teach you a few tricks, sweetheart," she murmured with a smirk, her fingers sliding into my hair. "You're still new to all this. But that's okay. Tonight, you'll learn how to feel pleasure from giving, not just getting. How to be useful in bed - not just used."

	The she once again leaned in and snatched my mouth with hers. It was full. Deep. Dominant. Her lips took mine completely, her tongue sliding between them, licking away my breath and replacing it with hers. I whimpered as she kissed me harder, her hands roaming to my waist, gripping the lace just above my hips, her thumbs pressing possessively into my corseted sides.

	When she pulled back, my lips were wet and swollen, my chest rising and falling in shallow, frantic gasps.

	"You're going to learn so much tonight," she whispered, her breath teasing my cheek, her voice the kind of promise that made my cage throb.

	I turned toward Daddy, wide-eyed, already desperate for permission, already dripping.

	He stood up and walked toward us, the sound of his steps deliberate, grounding. My breath hitched as he approached, my eyes glued to his face, reading the approval written in every line of his expression. When he reached me, he paused just inches away, studying me like I was his favourite thing in the world.

	Then he leaned in, his hand lifting to cradle the side of my face. And with a gentleness that still felt like power, he kissed me - deep, slow, and claiming.

	That was when it truly hit me. I wasn't just here to be looked at, to be admired or dressed up, or even taught like he said.

	I was going to be used tonight.

	By both of them.

	They kissed me together after that, surrounding me, overwhelming me. Daddy's mouth was firm and claiming, like he was drinking me in. Elena was all wet heat and wickedness, alternating between teasing my lips and biting them, dragging her tongue across my cheek before licking the corner of my mouth where I panted.

	[image: Image]They led me toward the bed. I felt like I floated, half out of body, my limbs tingling. Daddy sat me down while Elena unhooked my bra, her fingers skilful and teasing, deliberately slow. As the lace loosened, her nails grazed my skin, and she leaned in to flick her tongue over one nipple, then the other, making me gasp and arch against her. Her lips were hot and slick as she sucked gently, then harder, her moans vibrating against my chest while her fingers pinched and rolled each sensitive bud until I whimpered beneath her.

	The straps slid down my shoulders like a promise, and the bra was gone, leaving my chest exposed and my nipples wet, peaked, and throbbing from her attention, marked with the deep red imprint of her lipstick that stood out like sinful kisses [image: Image]left just for Daddy to see. She looked up, smirking. "Sensitive already. Perfect."

	But they left the girdle and stockings on. I stayed tightly cinched, thighs wrapped in delicate white, like a proper little bride ready to be defiled - my body a picture of submission in lace and silk.

	Daddy stood in front of me, watching as Elena slid her fingers under the waistband of my panties and peeled them down slowly - carefully - making sure the garter straps weren't disturbed. When she revealed the pink cage beneath, she smiled wickedly.

	"Oh, look at this," she murmured, her voice thick with teasing delight. "Locked up already like a little princess. Just aching to be touched."

	She tapped the pink plastic cage with a perfectly manicured fingernail, the sharp click of it loud in the stillness of the room. The cage twitched at her touch, straining helplessly, and I whimpered. Daddy stepped forward, calm, reaching into his pocket and pulling out the key.

	My breath hitched. My thighs clenched. Every nerve in my body lit up with anticipation.[image: Image]

	"Pleaseeee Daddy," I whispered, my voice barely audible, trembling with need.

	He leaned in and kissed my cheek, his lips soft and firm at once. Then, slowly, almost reverently, he brought the key to the lock. The small click echoed in my ears, and as the latch came free, he peeled the cage away from me. The moment it slid off, my cock sprang forward, flushed dark, slick at the tip, trembling from the strain of being denied for so long.

	I gasped - no, I nearly sobbed - from the relief. From the sudden rush of exposure. From how naked and owned I felt in that moment.

	"Look how hard she is already," Elena purred, crouching down to eye it up close. "You poor, needy thing. She's been aching to be let out, hasn't she?"

	She leaned in and blew a slow breath across the head of my cock, watching it twitch with a satisfied smirk. "Don't worry, sweet girl. We're going to take such good care of her tonight. Just like a good sissy deserves."

	Then they began to undress, slowly, deliberately, like a performance for me and my helpless, desperate cock. Daddy unbuttoned his shirt one slow press at a time, each pop of fabric revealing more of the toned, masculine chest I ached to serve. He peeled it off his broad shoulders and folded it carefully, his eyes on me the whole time, feeding the need in my belly with every move.

	Beside him, Elena stood with one hand on her hip, watching my reaction as she began to unfasten her blouse. Button by button, she revealed her black lace bra beneath, her breasts full and high, barely contained by the sheer cups. When she shrugged the blouse off, I whimpered, my cock twitching helplessly in front of me. She reached behind herself with a practiced grace, unhooked the bra, and let it fall to the floor, her breasts spilling free - round, soft, with dusky nipples already stiff.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her pencil skirt, turned around teasingly to give me a view of her round ass, then slowly slid the skirt down over her hips, revealing black lace panties with a thin, wet strip clinging between her thighs.

	My mouth watered.

	Elena stepped out of her heels one at a time, then crawled onto the bed beside me, completely naked but for her jewellery. Daddy removed his belt and pants, revealing his cock already thick and waiting, and I moaned when I saw it. But he didn't give it to me - not yet.

	They bound me with slow care - my wrists above my head, tied in soft silk that felt more like a caress than a restraint. My chest rose and fell with short, shaky breaths as the reality of it all began to sink in. It was the first time I'd ever been bound  - truly restrained - and instead of fear, what bubbled inside me was heat. Hot, liquid need that soaked through my skin and made me more aware of my body than ever before. My wrists were secured above me, stretched just enough to make my chest arch up, nipples still marked with red. My ankles were clipped apart, forced wide, leaving me vulnerable and ex[image: Image]posed in the most erotic way imaginable.[image: Image]

	I felt precious. Displayed. Like a prized thing.[image: Image]

	My heart pounded, not from panic, but from breathless surrender. My body was humming, dressed in bridal lace, wrapped in silk, every part of me carefully made and now completely offered.

	Daddy's hands smoothed up and down my trembling thighs, his thumbs brushing just beside the garter straps, not disturbing a thing - just reminding me of how spread open and pretty I was, how ready I had become for them.

	Every inch of my skin felt electric. Every part of me felt new. And none of it felt like too much.

	It felt like I was exactly where I was meant to be.

	"You're going to be our toy tonight," Elena whispered, stroking her fingers under my chin, tilting my face to hers. "And you're going to love every filthy second."

	She straddled my face first, her pussy inches above my lips, glistening and pink and warm.[image: Image]

	"Ever tasted a woman before, sissy?"

	I shook my head, barely breathing.

	"Good. I want your first time to be for me."

	She lowered herself down slowly, letting the heat between her thighs hover just above my lips, and before she touched me, she grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled gently.

	"Listen to me, baby girl," she purred. "Open your tongue, not just your mouth. Use it like you're painting soft circles, then drag it right up that little spot where I shiver. That's your job now - keep me moaning. Keep me soaked. And don't stop until I say."

	I nodded, breathless, and as she finally lowered her pussy onto my mouth, the first taste of her made my hips jerk in place. She was hot - soaked - and her folds were soft, silky, and thick with heat. The scent of her overwhelmed me, coated my lips, my chin, my soul.

	I moaned into her helplessly, trying my best to obey her instructions. I flattened my tongue, dragged it slowly up her slit, found the spot she wanted, and circled it with trembling devotion. She gasped above me and curled her hips forward.

	"Good girl," she groaned. "Just like that. Daddy, she learns fast."

	She guided my head to her thighs, pinning them in place, riding my face with practiced control, fucking herself on my tongue while Daddy's hand stroked my leaking cock with slow, deliberate, possessive movements.

	"That's it," Daddy murmured. "Make her moan, baby. Show her how sweet your mouth is."

	Elena ground down harder, her moans growing louder, breathier. Her pussy drenched my face as I licked her eagerly, hungrily, overwhelmed by the taste, the scent, the heat. My cock throbbed against Daddy's palm, leaking helplessly. The feeling was electric - my face buried deep in a woman's pussy for the first time, tongue lapping like a good little slut, while Daddy's hand stroked my freed, aching cock with slow, possessive affection. It was filthy, it was beautiful, and it was driving me out of my mind.

	[image: Image]Every flick of my tongue felt like devotion. Every groan she made my body tighten in submission. I wasn't just being used - I was being shaped into something better, sluttier, sweeter.

	This wasn't how boys were supposed to be touched.

	This was how a sissy is claimed.

	When she came, she grabbed my hair and rode out every second on my face, moaning my name, calling me her good little whore. Her thighs shook around my head, and I drank every drop of her, moaning right into her core as Daddy's grip tightened on my cock, making me twitch wildly with the pressure of denial.

	"Don't let her come yet," Elena panted, turning to Daddy. "Edge her again. Let her beg."[image: Image]

	And they did.

	They kissed me, stroked me, used fingers and mouths and toys I couldn't even name. My cock was slick and red, twitching with every denied climax. I begged them, tears slipping from my lashes, my voice hoarse.

	"Please. Please. Daddy, Elena... please let me..."

	Daddy leaned in and licked a tear from my cheek.

	"Not yet, sweet girl. Just a little more."

	Elena reached between my thighs, brushing against my plug, and I moaned so loud I saw stars. She stroked me just enough, then stopped, then again, edging me over and over while whispering every filthy thing she wanted to do to me.

	Then finally, Daddy cupped my jaw and kissed me deeply, his mouth warm and firm, filled with promise. When he pulled back, his cock brushed against my cheek - thick, hard, and pulsing with heat. He guided it to my lips, and I opened for him instinctively, the tip sliding over my tongue, wet and slow.

	"Keep him nice and hard," Elena whispered as she knelt beside us. "Wrap your lips around him like he's the only thing that matters. Because right now, he is."

	I moaned and closed my lips around Daddy's cock, tasting the salt of his skin, letting him slide in deeper, inch by thick inch. My tongue curled around him as he began to move, slow and deep, stroking in and out of my mouth, fucking it like it was his to use.

	Elena moved behind me, her hands sliding down my belly, her fingers curling around my cock once more. She began to stroke me with maddening care, not letting me build too fast, keeping me on the edge of sanity.

	"She's learning," Elena murmured, watching Daddy slide into my mouth again. "But let me show her how it's done."

	She leaned in and kissed Daddy's cock - just above where my lips gripped him - before taking him in deeper, her mouth meeting mine on his shaft. I gasped around him, my eyes wide, as I watched her bob against him, showing me the rhythm, the swirl of tongue, the way her throat opened to take him in fully.

	Then she pulled back and kissed my lips, slick with spit.

	"Now, you do it again. Show us what a good little cocksleeve you can be."

	I obeyed, swallowing Daddy down, sucking and moaning, my own cock dripping against Elena's stroking hand, my body trembling.

	It was so much. Too much. And not enough.

	I was their toy.

	And I never wanted it to stop.

	But it was about to get worse. Filthier. Better.

	Without a word, Elena climbed up and straddled my hips, gripping Daddy's cock once more and guiding it into my mouth for another deep thrust before she kissed my cheek and leaned back. I felt her hand wrap around my cock again, but this time, her body lowered onto me.

	She was so warm - so wet - it felt like heaven swallowing me whole. It was my first time inside anyone, and I was inside a woman. A goddess. A teacher.

	She began to ride me slowly, her pussy clenching and sliding, her hands braced on my chest. "There we go," she breathed, her eyes wild. "That's it, sweet girl. Feel that? You're inside me, and your Daddy's cock is inside you. Perfect little hole and perfect little toy."

	Daddy's hands stayed firm in my hair as he thrust into my mouth slowly, his cock claiming my throat with every stroke.

	My lips were stretched, spit smeared across my chin, and I loved every second of it.

	Elena moaned above me, grinding down in time with Daddy's rhythm. "She's going to come, Daddy. Time it. I want to feel her spill in me the moment you fill her mouth."

	Daddy's cock swelled between my lips, his voice tight. "She's almost there."

	But they didn't let it end there - not yet. Daddy stayed in my mouth, grinding slowly, feeding me inch after inch while Elena rode my cock with deliberate, rolling thrusts, her inner walls squeezing me tight, milking every desperate twitch from my hips. Her nails dragged across my chest, her hips smacking down into my thighs, making the plug inside me jolt with every bounce.

	"Don't you dare come yet," she whispered, panting. "Hold it, baby girl. You're going to come when Daddy does."

	My throat was full. My cock was throbbing. My body was shaking with the unbearable ache of being so used, so filled, so perfectly pinned between them.

	"Just like that," Daddy growled. "Take every inch. Good girl."

	Elena leaned forward and kissed me while I still had Daddy inside me, moaning against my lips, her hips slamming down harder now, chasing her own release.

	I could feel it building - hot, unbearable, electric. My balls tightened. My thighs trembled. My moans were muffled around Daddy's cock, and my vision blurred from the overload.

	And then it happened.

	Daddy groaned, deep and low, and his cock pulsed hot and thick into my mouth. I swallowed instinctively, moaning around him, and at that exact moment Elena came, her pussy tightening violently around me.

	And I broke.

	I came inside her, hard, sudden, full-body. The scream I let out was smothered in Daddy's cock as he emptied himself in my throat.

	My first orgasm in days.

	Inside a pussy.

	While my mouth was full of Daddy's cum.

	I trembled. Shattered. Cried.

	I couldn't even speak. My body was still clenching, twitching with aftershocks, and my mind felt soaked in something thick and dizzying - like lust and love and surrender all tangled together. I didn't feel like a person. I felt like a gift they had opened and unwrapped and ruined just right.

	He brushed a strand of hair from my cheek, his voice low and tender. "That's my good girl. Just how I want you."

	Elena leaned in and kissed my temple, still breathless. "You did beautifully, sweetheart," she whispered, her voice softer now, laced with pride. "You gave us everything."

	And they held me there like their sweet, ruined little bride.

	That night, after cleaning up the dishes, I returned to my room to find a small gift box resting on my pillow. My breath caught the moment I saw it - blush pink with a silver ribbon, its delicate wrapping already making my fingers tremble. I sat down, untied the bow, and lifted the lid with care.

	Inside lay a collar.

	Soft blush-pink leather, padded and perfectly feminine, with a silver heart tag engraved with a single word: Jasmine .

	My new name.

	I touched it like it might vanish. My eyes stung. My heart pounded. And when Daddy stepped into the room moments later, I was already kneeling on the bed, the collar cupped in both hands, held up like an offering.

	"Please, Daddy," I whispered. "Put it on me."

	He smiled, proud and warm, and came to me without a word. He took the collar and wrapped it around my throat, buckling it into place with a final, quiet click.[image: Image]

	"Perfect," he murmured. "My Jasmine."[image: Image]

	*******

	A Few Days Later...

	The rhythm of my days had changed.

	Mornings began with coffee, soft kisses, and Daddy's hand brushing the curve of my ass as I stood at the counter, cooking breakfast in nothing but heels, my apron, and fresh lingerie beneath. The plug inside me buzzed gently sometimes -  Daddy's silent command from across the room, making my legs wobble as I flipped eggs or poured juice.[image: Image]

	Afternoons were filled with chores: dusting, scrubbing, folding laundry. Always dressed how Daddy liked. Sometimes in a soft maid dress, other times in just a garter and stockings. He'd occasionally call me over, sit me in his lap, and show me how to paint my nails. His big hand steadying mine, our heads close together.

	[image: Image]Evenings were slow and tender - me serving him dinner, curled at his feet afterward, reading quietly or watching him work. My head resting against his thigh, the collar warm around my neck.[image: Image]

	*******

	Later That Night...

	We sat out on the back porch, wrapped in a soft blanket, the breeze cool against my skin.

	"You've done well, baby," Daddy said, his voice low in my ear. "But next weekend... we're going to visit a special place.

	And that's when I'll be taking your sweet cherry."

	My breath caught. My thighs pressed together.

	"Yes, Daddy," I whispered, my voice trembling with longing.

	*******

	Later, alone in my room, I stood before the mirror in just a soft pink nightgown and my collar. The reflection staring back was no longer the boy who'd knocked on this door with a duffel bag and tears in his eyes.

	No. That boy was gone.

	In his place stood Jasmine.

	Softer. Prettier. Owned.

	And she was ready for whatever Daddy had planned next.
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