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Tied Up and Teased

Harry was only looking for some paperwork. What he found instead was his stepfather’s secret… rope, and lots of it.

When Harry finds a secret chest stashed at the back of his stepfather's wardrobe, he has no idea what he's going to discover inside. But when he opens it, what he uncovers changes their relationship forever.

The rope, and the photos of people tied up, captivate Harry. He never knew something like that existed, and seeing those images of hot women, of feminine men, tied up, exposed, leaves him hot and squirmy and curious. His stepfather, Ian, isn’t due home for hours. It wouldn’t hurt to experiment just a little, would it?

But when Ian comes home to discover Harry has tied himself up he decides he needs to have a talk with his stepson about how to stay safe. Harry’s curiosity has been awoken though. He wants to experience the joys of rope, and who better than his daddy to show him the pleasures of being tied up and teased… if only Harry can persuade him.


One

Harry turned his drawer upside down and emptied the contents out onto his bed, shaking the mix of socks and pants onto the already substantial pile of mess on assembled there. He checked the bottom of the drawer to make sure it was empty, then turned his attention back to the pile, rummaged for a moment through his dreary collection of boxer shorts and cotton socks.

“Where is it?” He sighed. “It has to be here somewhere, but… where?”

Harry looked around his bedroom and shook his head. It was a scene of utter chaos and disarray. He had emptied every box, drawer, and cupboard, and rummaged beneath every piece of furniture, yet he’d found no sign of his birth certificate and he needed it, now. Well, honestly, he probably needed it two weeks ago when he was meant to have sent off for his passport, but he’d forgotten, and the deadline for applying for one was very rapidly approaching.

He needed to find it. He needed to find it tonight. Or he was never going to get to go on holiday with his friends.

They’d been planning it for over a year. One last hurrah to celebrate graduating from college, all of them taking two weeks off in the sun, but if Harry didn’t have his passport, there was no way he could go with them, and he’d be stuck at home on his own with his stepfather. True, there were worse fates, since his stepfather was just about the sweetest person Harry knew, but still, he needed this holiday.

“I know she left it. She gave it to me, but… where did I put it?” Harry said to himself.

He could remember his mother giving him his birth certificate just before she left to run off with her himbo assistant from work, a man only slightly older than him by the name of Teddy who was very short of brains but definitely not short of brawn. Well, giving was a generous term. She had in fact left him a box with everything he needed, along with a note meant to explain to him and his stepfather why she was leaving, and that she wouldn’t be back.

Harry had thought it would upset him more than it did, but life had largely gone on as normal. Ian, his stepfather, had been upset for a while, but he made it clear that he loved Harry, that he was his son, even if not by blood. He was welcome to stay and live with him for as long as he wanted. Ian would support him in whatever he did, no matter what, since that was what a father did.

Harry had been grateful, and though he’d never doubted his stepfather, since he had always been reliable and kind and generous for as long as Harry had known him, it was still a relief to hear him say that out loud. He had known Ian for years, close to a decade, and had come to view him as the father figure he’d never had growing up. Ian was everything a good father should be, thoughtful, caring, generous, kind, forgiving, and even stern and hard when needed, providing Harry with the structure and boundaries he’d needed to help him grow into the young man he was now.

When he’d met Ian he’d been… a little wild, unruly and constantly in trouble at school, not quite a problem child, but almost. Even at a young age, he’d never really fit in with the other boys, he was smaller, softer, less keen on games of strength and speed, more interested in complex games of logic, puzzles, games of skill. Where other boys played sports he played video games, and where other boys chased girls, he… didn’t.

It didn’t help that Harry stood out amongst his peers not just for his size, being slimmer, shorter, daintier, but also for his looks. He took after his mother, with big eyes and full lips, a face that was almost elfin, more pretty than handsome, and that combined with Harry’s softer, wittier, acerbic manner had got him into trouble more than a few times, with other boys, and with the teachers who failed to understand him.

It was thanks to Ian that Harry had turned around. Ian had seen something in Harry no one else had. He had seen potential, had seen his intelligence and his will, his fierce drive and his passion. It was Ian who had helped Harry accept himself, love himself, growing his confidence so that he felt able to be the more authentic version of himself that allowed him to feel comfortable, that allowed him to connect with people and to settle, and though Harry knew he wasn’t like his male friends in a lot of ways, he also knew that he didn’t need to be so withdrawn or defensive. He gained a circle of close friends, male and female, and he began, for the first time, to feel happy with himself.

It was Ian that had taught Harry to direct his passion and drive in more productive ways. He had helped Harry settle into his school work, had helped Harry make friends at his new school. Ian had shown Harry acceptance, given him space to grow into himself without constraints, and though he was still figuring out who he was, he was happy. It had not always been easy, yet when Harry had pushed back, testing the boundaries, Ian had been firm and strong, providing Harry with limits that were comforting.

Harry had been surprised by just how comforting those limits had been. Harry had not had an easy adolescence, and even he had to admit he was still not quite sure who he was, who he wanted to be, but when he’d been angry, or sad, or just full of too much raw emotion to process, he’d lash out, and Ian would be there every time to contain the storm that he became. Ian was always there, offering Harry something firm and strong to rage against, letting him strain and struggle until he grew tired and them comforting him, wrapping him tight in a warm embrace, letting him know that he would be okay, that he was loved, that he was wanted, that he was safe. If not for Ian, Harry had no idea if he’d have even graduated high school, let alone college.

“Maybe…” Harry smiled to himself.

Maybe Ian had his birth certificate. It would have been just like him to store it somewhere safe and sensible so Ian didn’t lose it in the chaos of his room. So the question now was where did Ian consider safe and sensible?

Harry looked at his phone to check the time. Ian would be home in less than three hours, but ideally, he needed his birth certificate now, so he could send off the forms today. He didn’t want to wait, so that left him with one option.

Ian had always asked Harry to respect his privacy, and Harry always had, always, but Ian would understand that this was an emergency. Right?

Not wanting to waste any time debating with himself, Harry headed out of the disaster that was his bedroom and walked down the hall to Ian’s—the room he had shared with Harry’s mother for so many years. If Harry was lucky he’d find his certificate quickly and then could get the forms all sent off before Ian was even home, so he’d never even need to know.

As Harry slipped into Ian’s room he looked around, aware that what he was doing was just ever so slightly forbidden and the sense of disobedience thrilled him, a tingle running up his spine. True, he was less wild now thanks to his stepfather, but he’d never quite lost that streak of mischief, even if he didn’t indulge in it very often. There was just something fun about being a little naughty, just as it was comforting to know there were boundaries there to keep you from stepping too far.

Ian’s room was neater and more sparse than it had been when Harry’s mother had lived at home. Her dressing table was mostly empty, only a few bits of make-up and a few bottles of moisturisers and creams left behind, her drawers barren except for the odd few things she hadn’t taken with her, gifts Ian had bought her, things she didn’t like.

Harry had no idea why Ian hadn’t thrown them away, but since they had been untouched since his mother had left he figured that was not the safe and sensible place he was looking for. Looking around the room, scanning the neatness, his gaze settled on Ian's wardrobe, a large piece of heavy wooden furniture. Maybe…?

Harry moved quickly around the bed and opened the wardrobe doors wide. Inside there was a shelf with jumpers, a rack with shirts, jackets, and trousers hung up, and on the floor a row of shoes and boots and… Harry smiled. At the back of Ian’s wardrobe, barely visible from where he was standing looking down, there looked to be a heavy wooden box, half hidden by the hanging clothes, nestled behind several pairs of large boots.

Harry knelt and pushed the boots to the side, pulled the box to the front of the wardrobe and then lifted it out and onto the floor, struggling with the weight of it. It was heavier than it looked.

“This has to be it.” Harry said to himself.

The box looked sturdy and secure, the perfect place for storing important paperwork, the only problem was it was locked, a small combination padlock securing the latch at the front. He stared at it for a moment, then smiled. He tried Ian’s birthday, tested the lock, but it held.

“Shit.” Harry whispered.

He tried his mother's birthday, the date they celebrated as their anniversary, Ian’s lucky number with a zero at either end, but none of them worked. The padlock stayed shut.

Frowning, Harry thought for a moment, then… he tried his birthday, and the padlock clicked. His smile grew wider.

“Gotcha.” Harry said.

He opened the box and lifted the lid wide and… froze. He had been expecting a box full of papers, folders, envelopes, his birth certificate, not… whatever this was. Harry frowned again and took a deep breath, puzzled, and he was hit by the soft scent of delicate oils, musk, all blended with the sweet smell of dry grass.

“What…”

Harry reached out and grabbed a bundle from the top of the box and as he lifted it he realised what it was. Rope. A single bundle of rope amongst many bundles of almost identical rope, but more like the old ropes he associated with pirate ships and the old west, not the modern ropes he’d seen when he’d gone climbing or abseiling on school trips, and not the kind of ropes they’d used when off camping as a family.

Harry checked the box and found many bundles of rope all like the first, the rope no thicker than his little finger, knotted at either end, the material smooth and polished almost like silk, but strong. He unwrapped one and checked the length, maybe around five times his height, so around seven to eight meters in length. Almost all the bundles were the same length, with the exception of a few that were shorter, and there was perhaps a hundred, maybe even two hundred, metres in total. Why did Ian have so much old rope? And why did it look so well cared for?

Confused, looking for answers, Harry rummaged deeper, but he found no answers, only more mysteries. There were climbing straps, and sturdy looking carabineers, metal, along with two wooden rings, and a metal ring, each about twenty centimetres in diameter, and several pairs of scissors with blunt tips and flattened edges, like paramedics and emergency workers carried. What was all this for?

Finally, at the bottom of the box, Harry found a small hard drive and an unlabelled photo album. He pulled the photo album out and opened it, and what he saw blew his mind.

“What on earth…” Whispered Harry, his cheeks flushing a deep, burning pink.


Two

Harry spent a good thirty minutes looking through the photos in his stepfather's book, then a little longer looking through the photos on the hard drive. They were all similar enough that Harry did not feel he needed to look through all of them, though he wanted to. He wanted to see all of them, to stare at them for hours, but he knew his stepfather would be home in the next couple of hours, and what he had seen had awoken a curiosity in him that he needed to quench.

The photo album had contained dozens of large, high-quality photographs, in black and white, in colour, artistic but undeniably erotic, and the hard drive had contained many hundreds more, some of them of the same quality as those in the physical album, but most rougher, dozens of images from the same set, where only one or two were truly exceptional, with most not even edited beyond the original captured photo. They were all alike though in that the subject matter was the same.

The rope. The rope Harry had found in his stepfather's locked box. He had thought it was paperwork, important documents, but it was something vastly more interesting.

The photos were all of women and men tied up in rope. Even at the briefest glance he could see the artistry of them, the complexity of the rope on their bodies, the skill of the photography. The images were all of people he’d never seen before, and Harry was captivated.

In some of the photos, the people were dressed, but in most they were exposed or naked, many of the sets showing the bodies being slowly stripped back to gradually reveal the model as they were left helpless and vulnerable, bound in the ropes. All of them were stunningly beautiful, and so at peace that it almost left Harry breathless, despite the fact they were being exposed as they were left powerless to resist. What would that be like, to be so helpless, powerless, to be so vulnerable, tied and bound and then stripped naked to be exposed before a camera, to have your shame captured forever?

There was no denying how blissful they all looked though. Their expression ranged from nervous smiles to timid glances, shamed blushes to brazen stares, pained grimaces as their clothes were pulled aside forcefully, giddy joy as they were forced to expose themselves. Was it really that much fun?

Harry’s mind was racing. Just looking at the photos left him feeling hot and breathless, a fluttering in his belly, his cock throbbing, growing hard. Was it the images he was seeing, or the thought of the rope, being bound, being tied, made helpless?

And there was something more, something it took him a while to see, but when he realised what it was he could feel something else waking in him. In every last image the person in ropes was… beautiful. There was no other word for it. Whether they seemed male or female, no matter their body type, they were all dazzlingly beautiful, utterly sexy.

All of them were pretty, and in many of the images even the most masculine bodies were photographed in lingerie that Harry would have traditionally considered female, but… he could not deny how hot they looked, in stockings, suspenders, panties, corsets, heels, and rope. How would that feel to have rope and lace against your bare skin as you were exposed? Harry squirmed, his curiosity growing stronger.

The way the rope was tied in most of the images looked complicated and elaborate, and stunningly beautiful, with more than a few of the images showing people lifted up off the floor and floating, held up in complex, almost painful-looking poses by only rope, but a few of the images were minimal, stark black and white photos, and the rope looked almost… simple. Maybe…

Harry smiled and grabbed several bundles of the rope and dashed off to this room. He still had a couple of hours before Ian was due home. That would be enough, surely?

Harry though was dead wrong.

Safe in his room Harry laid the bundles of rope out on his bed and stared at them, sat cross-legged, heart beating fast. The images he had seen, the photos, were still bright in his mind’s eye. People tied up, soft smooth bodies in lingerie and rope, contorted, bound, helpless, wrapped tight. Their expressions had been so varied, pain, bliss, joy, pleasure, release, serenity. Was that really what it felt like?

The idea of being helpless and confined, wrapped tight, made into a small ball and held there with rope, or having his ankles and wrists bound and pulled out to stretch him, being contorted, or maybe even being lifted off the ground and made to feel the pull of gravity like a puppet, struggling, unable to escape, was captivating. He could not shift the idea, the lure of it strong, calling him.

His stepfather wasn’t home. He had time. He could just maybe see what it felt like…

The rope in the images, the photos, had been so beautiful, and it had made the bodies of those wrapped in it seem so glamorous and sexy. What would it feel like to feel that, to be photographed like that, to look so… hot? Harry blushed, cheeks hot, and he could feel his cock throbbing. He couldn’t take any photos like that, not with just his phone, but with the rope in front of him maybe he could feel what it was like, see if it really was as amazing as it looked.

His belly fluttered and he reached out to pick up the first piece of rope. It was thin, just a little skinnier that his little finger, and soft, the spun fibres a rich honey-gold colour, knotted at either end. Harry unfurled the bundle and ran it through his hands, feeling it, his skin pricking, his excitement mounting. What would it feel like wrapped around his body, pulled so hard it hurt, squeezing him, trapping him in a cocoon of rope so that he could barely breathe, helpless and vulnerable and safe?

Unable to restrain himself any longer, wanting to feel the rope on his bare skin, Harry slipped off his trousers and stretched his legs out. Shifting, keeping his ankles together while he pulled his knees up and leant forward, Harry tied one end of the rope around his ankles, a simple knot. He then began to wrap, spiralling up, pulling the rope hard, tight, the fibres biting into his skin.

It hurt, the rope thin, the pressure hard, but it felt almost sensual too, the coarseness, the silky softness, a heady mix of sensations. When Harry reached his waist he wrapped around twice, then began to spiral back down until he reached his ankles again, and he tied the other end of the rope off after looping it around several times, wrapping it around his ankles and his feet.

With the last knot sealed, he looked at himself, his legs bound together helpless, tight, a sense of freedom as his belly fluttered that contrasted with the giddy sense of claustrophobia. What would it feel like if his hands were also tied, his arms were bound in place at the same time, if there was really no escape, if he were truly helpless? Just imagining it made his body hot, his cock throbbing.

True, his rope looked nowhere near as neat or as pretty as the rope he had seen in the photos in his stepfather’s box, but it still felt good, and that was the important thing, right? It still felt confining and good, that mix of sensual pleasure and soft pain, the fear of being trapped. Eager to feel it, to see what it was all about, to experience the thrill of bondage, Harry began to struggle.

He wiggled, trying to free his legs, but he could not. He was trapped. Sure, he could untie himself, but he was enjoying the sensation, the fantasy, too much to let reality spoil the moment.

Harry squirmed, tossing and turning, feeling himself getting sweaty. He lay down, hugging himself to pretend his arms were tied, to try to imagine what it might feel like, and he rolled over and over, trying to untangle his legs, but the rope only became tighter and tighter, biting into his ankles and waist, squeezing his legs together until the pain became almost too much.

He shifted, trying to sit up, aware he should untie himself, that his stepfather would be back soon, but as he moved there was a sharp pain in his shins, the rope around his waist too tight. All his wiggling had caused the rope to shift and move, squeezing down on his ankles and shins, tight around his waist. He could feel the buzzing of pins and needles down his legs, his feet suddenly cold and numb. Harry’s heart skipped as panic set in.

He needed to untie himself, and fast, but he was out of breath, giddy. He had been rash and foolish and… there was the click of the front door, the steps of heavy boots.

“Shit.” Harry said.

The door clicked closed. Ian was home, Harry’s stepfather. He was home early or… Harry looked up to the clock on his bedside table. Time had gotten away from him. He wasn’t early but was in fact just a little late. How long had he been tying himself up for? How long had he been squirming in the rope?

“Hey Harry, you home?” Ian called.

Harry froze, still. His bedroom door was closed, but he was also still tied up on his bed, his trousers off, in his underwear. If his stepfather came in then…

“Yeah, just getting changed. Be down in a second.” Harry called.

“Ah, right. Well, I’ll just grab a quick shower then and start dinner. Anything you fancy to eat?” Ian called.

There were boot steps on the stairs. Harry breathed a sigh of relief. He had a while longer. He just needed to untie his ankles and his feet and unwrap his legs. He had time while his stepfather was showering. Except… the rope was getting tighter as he was struggling.

“Yeah, cool. And… I dunno, what about burgers and fries?” Harry called.

His mind was in a daze, spinning. He struggled with the rope as he listened to the sound of his stepfather walking along the hall to his bedroom and… Harry felt a chill run up his spine.

Ian’s bedroom. He’d left the box out on the floor, open, with the photos and the rope still scattered about. He’d see that and then…

Harry began to struggle frantically with the knots and the rope, but with little success. If he could just untie it and get his trousers on he’d be able to explain. Harry fumbled with the knots but the rope was too tight. The sound of footsteps stopped, then started again, heading in the direction of his room.

There was a knock at the door, a moment of quiet. Harry felt his heart sink.

“Harry, are you in there?” Ian called.

Harry was pale, a thrill of fear and panic. There was no way he could physically stop his stepfather from entering his room but, oddly, that only sent a surge of excitement through him. He really was helpless, powerless, and that thought made his cock harder.

“Yeah, just… just a second.”

He needed to stop his stepfather from entering his room and discovering what he’d done, needed to keep him out or he’d walk in to find harry tied up, half naked, and hard. But what could he say?

“I… I’m still getting changed and…”

“Have you been in my wardrobe Harry?” Ian asked.

Harry felt a surge of dread. He was trapped, tied up, and his stepfather knew he’d been snooping exactly where he wasn’t supposed to, where he’d been explicitly told not to go. How was he supposed to explain?

“I… I…” Harry fumbled for words even as he fumbled with the knots.

He felt his heart thundering, cheeks burning. The rope was not helping either, so tight it was painful now, feet becoming numb and cold, and yet the feeling of being so helpless had Harry more excited than he could ever remember.

“I think we need to talk Harry.” Ian said. “I’m coming in.”

The door handle turned and the door began to open. Harry opened his mouth to object but the words stuck in his throat, almost as though a part of him wanted to be discovered. Did he really? The door swung wide and Harry’s stepfather stepped in.

“Harry I...”

He looked across the room at Harry and his words died in his mouth. He stared at the scene in front of him in shock. Harry was half-naked, tied up, and hard.

“Sorry…” Harry said.

It was all he could think to say. Harry blushed a deep scarlet, and Ian looked shocked and surprised, then panicked, his eyes going wide as he looked down at Harry’s legs, the rope wrapped tight around his ankles.

“Don’t move.” He said, then rushed off in a hurry.

Harry did as he was told, too stunned to shift, his legs cramping. The pain was worse than he’d thought, cold, pins and needles, numbness.

Within moments Ian was back and without saying anything he dashed from the doorway to Harry’s bed, in his hand something silver, metallic, gripped tight. Harry felt a shiver run along his spine at the uncertainty of it all, trembling.

“Stay still.” Ian said.

His voice was firm, hard, authoritative, a note of command that Harry had never heard before, but calm, collected, his gaze focussed on the rope around Harry’s legs, his ankles. He gripped the rope and pulled, gently but firmly, and the pain flared up Harry’s shins.

“You have no idea how lucky you are I came home when I did.” Ian said.

The metal, the scissors Harry had seen in Ian’s box, ran along Harry’s skin, the flattened side pressing hard, cold and smooth and blunt. The scissors were open, the rope between the blades, and then the blades snicked closed, cutting the rope.

The tight bindings around Harry’s ankles became suddenly slack and Harry felt a rush of relief. He watched as his stepfather began to quickly, calmly, and efficiently unwrap the rope. Harry wiggled his toes and he could feel hot needles of pain as his blood began to recirculate. How tight had the rope become?

“I told you not to go into my wardrobe.” Ian said as he unwound the rope from around Harry's waist.

The pain from the rope being so tight was worse for a moment as sensation returned, but then began to slowly fade. Harry looked down at his legs and he saw his skin, marked by the rope, flecked with tiny bruises. His feet were pale, almost blue, the colour returning only slowly, and he wondered just how tight he’d tied the rope.

“Harry…?”

Harry looked up, realising that he’d ignored what his stepfather had said, too captivated by the look of his legs, marked by the rope, the sensations. To the side lay Ian’s rope, cut now, and in his hand he still held the scissors he’d used to free his stepson.

“I… I’m sorry.” Harry whispered. “Your rope… you had to cut it and I… I didn’t mean, I just...

Why had he done all this? He’d gone looking with good reason, yet… the rope, the sight and the feel of it, the pictures, they’d conjured up something in him he’d been unable to resist. He had wanted so badly to feel it, to feel what those people in those pictures had felt, and now he’d disappointed his stepfather.

Ian watched him, soft eyes, and he sighed as he nodded. Finally, he smiled.

“It’s okay. I know you’re sorry, but… are you okay? That’s the important thing.” Ian asked. “You’re not hurt are you?”

Harry shook his head. He wasn’t hurt, thankfully, but he could tell by the look in his stepfather’s eyes and the tone of his voice that it had been a lot more serious than he’d thought.

“Good. you could have been really badly injured, and I’m not sure I’d have been able to forgive myself had anything serious happened.” Ian said.

Harry looked at him and, despite the situation, still in his underwear, still half hard from the thrill of the rope, he felt a rush of comfort and sadness. Comfort at knowing that Ian really did care about him, wanted to keep him safe, and sadness at having let his stepfather down.

“I’m okay, really, I just… I…”

Ian held up a hand, quietening Harry. Harry felt his cheeks blaze.

“How about I go make some dinner, and you put some trousers on? I think we have a lot to talk about.” Ian said.

Harry was quiet for a moment, then, finally, he nodded.

“Sure.” He said.


Three

The meal was awkward at first, Harry and Ian sitting opposite each other at the dining table, picking at their meal—burgers and fries, with a side of steamed vegetables that still crunched between the teeth, the way Harry liked them. Harry stared at his plate, but he was constantly aware of his stepfather watching him, and he squirmed under the scrutiny, the silence an almost unbearable burden. His ankles still throbbed, legs aching from the bruises left by the rope. Given his stepfather’s panic, the way he had been so quick to cut the rope binding him rather than just help him untie it, Harry was left wondering just how big a mistake he’d made.

Not only had he betrayed Ian’s trust, going into his wardrobe, rummaging through his private things, discovering his secret, but he’d tied himself, put himself in danger, had almost hurt himself, and, almost as bad, Ian had caught him, tied up, in his underwear, hard. He was sure his stepfather must have noticed yet he’d not said anything. He’d been very quiet. Had not even told Harry off.

It would have been easier if Ian would just shout and yell, rant and rage, be furious, but that was not Harry’s stepfather’s way. He was more composed than that, quieter, more thoughtful, and that just always made everything worse. It was the sense that he’d disappointed his stepfather that was the most crushing, the sense that he’d let him down, that he’d saddened and upset him. Anger Harry could take, but the silence was almost unbearable.

“I’m really sorry.” Harry said eventually.

Ian nodded.

“I know. I just… I’m just glad you’re okay. You could have been hurt.” Ian said. “Why did you do it?”

Harry felt his cheeks burn. He shrugged.

“I was looking for my birth certificate, and I thought… then I found that box, and I saw the pictures and… I was just curious. I didn’t mean to invade your privacy or put myself in danger, and I wanted to put it back so you’d never find out. I just… those pictures… I wondered what it would feel like and… I’m just sorry. The rope you had to cut, I’ll replace it… I just… sorry...”

Harry struggled for words, struggled to breathe. His cheeks were hot, chest tight, belly fluttering. Why did he feel like this? He’d never felt this flustered around his stepfather before. Was it that he had seen him in his underwear, tied up, hard, or that he’d disappointed his stepfather? Harry didn’t think so. It seemed deeper, newer, and then he realised… the photos, the rope, they belonged to his stepfather. None of the photos had been of Ian, and if he had rope, maybe… maybe it was him that had tied those people up, taken those photos?

Just the thought made Harry giddy, excited, and nervous. Why was he suddenly feeling this way around his stepdad?

“I know you are. And I accept, of course. You don’t need to worry about the rope either. Yes, it meant a lot to me, and it was expensive, but it’s far less valuable than you.”

Ian’s words only made Harry’s blush worse. Just how expensive was a piece of rope?

“I was just worried about you, but… after seeing you, I think… I think it’s best we talk. Now that things are out of the box, both literally and figuratively, I think it’s best we discuss them. Are you okay with that?” Ian asked.

Harry was still staring at his place. He had only found his stepfather’s secret a few hours ago and now they were going to talk about it. Harry was not sure he was ready, but he owed it to Ian to listen. That was the least he could do.

Harry nodded, looked up, smiling, nervous, blushing, timid, but ready to hear what his stepfather had to say.

Ian began at what was a reasonable beginning, when he was only a few years older than Harry, and when he had first discovered bondage. More specifically, rope bondage. He skimmed over the details of how he’d discovered it, an old magazine he said, but explained the effect it had on him, captivating his imagination, kindling his desire, stirring something primal and creative and hot within him.

“So I get it. It’s hard to resist the call, but… you need to be careful. If it really is something you’re into then I’m happy to answer questions, to keep you safe, but you need to promise me you won’t take silly risks again like you did today.”

Harry agreed, almost eagerly, keen to hear what Ian knew, keen to have his questions answered. Ian smiled, glad to know that his stepson would be safe, would not be so foolish again, and so Ian began to answer questions, to explain why he had a box of rope and erotic rope photos locked in a box in his wardrobe.

At first, it had been simple bedroom bondage, tying girlfriends to the bed, to chairs, with rope from the hardware store, but that had only deepened Ian’s curiosity. His girlfriend at the time had enjoyed some of the fun, but not all, and she did not get Ian’s obsession with it, his desire to learn more, to grow his skill and experience, to discover more.

That had led to Ian venturing out alone, meeting like-minded people, a community of rope enthusiasts he had never known existed before. He learnt about different styles of rope, how to cause pleasure, pain, how to connect with emotions and play with them, learned new techniques and skills, and met people who enjoyed being tied up as much as he enjoyed tying them up.

“It became a form of expression for me. Sensual and erotic and sexual, yes, but also deeper. I… it was after a few years of learning that I started to take photos, at first just to study my work and look back on special moments, but then I began to enjoy that too, and I began to get better at not just tying people up, but also taking pictures of them tied up. People began to want to connect with me for my rope and my art and that… that felt nice. I felt wanted, and seen, and I met so many wonderful people, but I also learned how to be safe, and how to keep others safe. I’ve heard far, far too many stories about people getting hurt, about accidents, so the last thing I want is for that to happen to you.”

Harry listened, rapt, mesmerised by how his stepfather had come alive. He’d always been a man of depth, but the passion and fire in him now was something else, and Harry could not help but imagine how he might look when tying someone, the energy he might project, and Harry could feel himself growing warm, curious.

As Ian went over safety information, things like always having safety cutters to hand, how to start a tie with a non-collapsing, non-cinching loop so that wrists or ankles or whatever would not be squeezed tighter and tighter over time, and how to watch out for loss of circulation and nerve compression, how to safely maintain the tension of a tie with locks and frictions to keep it all structured and secure, where you should avoid putting rope on a body, Harry listened. It was clearly more complicated than he’d thought, and there was lots to learn.

“I understand that what you saw in those pictures might… captivate you, and your imagination, and it's very natural to want to explore that, but you have to think about safety first. If you want to be tied up then you should know that’s quite normal and sane, and there’s nothing wrong with you, despite what some people might say. It's fine to learn by tying yourself, but… perhaps I can suggest some good books or videos to get you started, so you can practise without hurting yourself?”

Harry nodded, the idea exciting. His stepfather was going to help him get tied up, but… oddly it felt as though something was missing.

“I… thank you. But… is it the same?” Harry asked.

“Is what the same?”

“Tying yourself up? Does it feel the same as when someone else ties you up?”

Ian smiled. He shook his head.

“No, it can feel similar, but they are very different experiences in my opinion. I’ve tied myself, to practise, and, though it's not my preference, I’ve been tied by people I trust, to know what it feels like, to help me learn, and they were both very, very different. Still, learning by tying yourself will help keep you safe. If, or when, you decide to let someone else tie you, or maybe when you decide to try tying someone, it's important you know what you’re doing is safe. But… if you do meet someone who you think you might want to tie you up just remember to be careful. It makes you very vulnerable, and though that’s part of the thrill, it means you need to be able to trust the other person to look after you. You need to check that person is safe, and that they will keep you safe.”

Harry smiled. He nodded. He already knew what he wanted. The idea of tying people up held little interest for him, but the thought of being tied up by someone, being made helpless, being bound, the rope on his skin, made his body throb, his cock hard.

He shifted in his seat, squirming, biting his bottom lip. He stared at his stepfather, seeing him for the first time as a man in his own right, not just his stepfather, or his mother’s husband, but… a man. He was handsome, and well built, with just a little fat over the years of hard-earned muscle, with tinges of grey in his hair and in his beard, with fine lines around his eyes, his face careworn, but the visible signs of his ageing only made him look… distinguished, wise, and almost regal.

As Harry stared at him his mind whirred. Harry smiled.

“But, say, if I was curious about being tied up, maybe…”

Harry let the words hang. Ian waited, not quite getting Harry’s meaning.

“… I mean, I trust you, so maybe…”

Ian blushed a bright pink, his eyes going suddenly wide, and Harry laughed. It was the first time he’d ever seen his stepfather so flustered and he was… kind of cute.

“Harry… I… I mean, I’m glad you trust me, but… I just… I’m not sure that’d be appropriate.” Ian said.

Harry just smiled. The more the idea settled the more it warmed him. Sure, the idea of being tied up excited him, but the idea of being tied up by his stepdad excited him even more.

“Did you take all those photos I saw?” Harry asked.

Ian nodded, slowly, glad for the apparent change of topic.

“I did.” He said. “They’re a bit of a passion project of mine.”

“They’re really good. But… I noticed that you tied up all kinds of different people. Surely you weren’t in a relationship with all of them? Were you?”

There had been so many beautiful women in those photos, so many pretty men. Harry had only ever known Ian in the context of his mother, so had always assumed he was straight, but maybe…

“Some, but not all.” Ian said.

“So you’ve tied up people who were just friends then?” Harry asked.

Ian nodded, slowly, sceptical, aware that Harry was laying a careful trap for him but not sure quite how to avoid it.

“Yes, I suppose friends. But Harry…”

“So, if you want me to be safe, and I trust you, and if you’ve tied up people who were just friends before, why am I different?” Harry asked, grinning.

Ian stared at his stepson and sighed.

“Harry, I… I know I’m not your father, but, still… it’d be inappropriate.”

Harry pouted. Now the idea was in his head he knew it would not be easy to dispel. It’d be easier, he figured, to try to persuade his stepfather. The thought of those strong, caring hands tying him up, binding him, making him helpless, had him captivated.

“I just… I’m just curious, that’s all, and you know how to do it safely. I trust you, more than anyone, and I know you’d keep me safe and look after me. Couldn’t we do it just the once, so I know if I like it, so I know what it feels like, then it’d be easier for me to stay safe? You could teach me, show me, and I’d be safe.”

Ian stared at his stepson, sagging, almost defeated.

“It's more complicated than that. When I tie people, it's… there’s a connection, emotions and sentiments that are… that would not be proper between us. It's not necessarily sexual, but it is erotic, and…”

The words Ian was using only made Harry crave it more. He wanted to feel that connection, that emotion, the rope and the eroticism, wanted his stepfather to show it to him. He’d never felt this way about his stepdad before, never looked at him in this light before, but now… now it was like the curtains had been drawn back and he could finally see him.

“But it could just be you teaching me, showing me how to be safe.” Harry said.

He smiled, squirming in his seat, aware of just how hot the thought was making him. He’d always been close to his stepdad, but this would take things to a whole other level. Was he really going to try to get Ian to tie him up?

Harry knew the answer immediately. Yes. Yes, he was.

The thought of those bodies in rope, the pictures he’d seen, those serene, blissful faces, dressed in lingerie and lace. What would that feel like? Knowing it was his stepfather that had tied those people, that had taken those images, Harry knew he’d never be able to look at Ian the same way again and… he didn’t want to. He liked this new stepdaddy sitting opposite him.

“Pretty please?” Harry asked.

He smiled, fluttering his eyelashes, pouting, blushing. Ian watched, struggling to resist.

“I… Harry, it’s just not… I…”

“I trust you. And I know you’d keep me safe. Just once, so know what it feels like, so I can feel connected to you. That’s all, just once… please daddy?”

Harry had never called Ian daddy before, so why… why had he said that. Yet, it felt right, and judging by the look on Ian’s face he knew that the word had an impact.

“Pretty please daddy.” Harry said, grinning. “I’d be ever so grateful.”

Ian looked at Harry and shifted in his seat, awkward, struggling. Harry could tell his persuasion was working. He widened his smile, biting his bottom lip, and fluttered his eyelashes.

“Please daddy.” Harry said.

Ian sighed, and nodded.

“Fine, but just the once, so I can teach you.”

Harry bounced in his chair with excitement, a massive grin.

“Oh… I’ll go get ready. What should I wear?” Harry asked.

Even as he asked the question his head was filled with thoughts of lingerie, stockings, the soft, beautiful, pretty, bodies he’d seen in those photographs.

“I… now? But…”

“When’s better than now? And are shorts and a t-shirt okay? I mean… I saw those photos, but… well, I don’t own anything quite that exciting.”

Ian blinked, then laughed, joyfully, shaking his head. His cheeks were pink and he avoided looking Harry in the eyes.

“Fine. Now it is. I’ll fetch what I need and… shorts and a t-shirt will be fine. Shall we meet in the living room?”

Harry nodded and, after only a few brief words to tell his stepfather he would be quick, he was off, dashing up to his room to get changed.

His heart was racing. He could barely believe what was happening. He was about to be tied up by his stepfather and… he could barely wait.


Four

“Now, is there anything you wanted to try, or anything you wanted me to teach you?” Ian asked.

Harry thought for a moment, then shook his head. He had hoped Ian would know what to do, but he also found it reassuring to be asked. Still, there was some small part of him, a fluttering, timid, playful part that just wanted his stepfather to take control.

“I… I’m not sure. I suppose if it’s just the once then something that lets me feel as much as possible? I mean… like… legs and arms I suppose. Something to stop me from being able to move so I’m as helpless as possible.”

Even as he spoke Harry could feel the fluttering in his chest, the sense of nervous excitement. He could see the lengths of rope laid out on a blanket on the sofa, the scissors Ian had used to cut the rope off him. There was so much rope… was his daddy going to use all of that on him? Just how was he going to tie him up?

Ian nodded, looking Harry over. There was something in his eyes, an uncertainty and timidity maybe, as though shy, or struggling, but then also a look of excitement, of pleasure. In his hands was a bundle of rope and he ran it through his palms, untangling it before folding it over. The way he handled it, the way he slid his hands along the length, it looked well-practised, like muscle memory, and his gaze remained fixed on Harry, a soft smile.

“I think I understand. But… please don’t expect too much. Firstly you’re my stepson, and secondly I’ve never tied you before, and you’ve never been tied, so I’ll go gently, just something light and simple so you can see what it feels like…”

“But you said you’d only do this the once. So… can you at least make it good. I saw those pictures and I know you’re good at this. I can see it in you too, the way you’re standing and looking at me. I just… I want to know what it really feels like. You don’t need to be gentle with me daddy.” Harry said.

He was smiling, teasing his stepfather, but his words were also true. He could see it in Ian, could see the change in him now he had rope in his hands. He stood taller, more confident, with a quiet surety that was very attractive, a glint in his eyes like steel and fire, and just looking up at him made Harry’s belly flutter.

Harry had always admired his stepfather, how masculine he was, finding comfort in his subdued strength, his confidence, his wisdom, and his kindness. He was the epitome of a good man to Harry, yet now, for the first time, he appreciated just how hot he was, and the taboo of finding his stepfather sexy only made him hotter. Harry squirmed, biting his bottom lip, feeling his cock throb at the thought that he was about to be tied up by his daddy.

“I…” Ian paused, sighed.

“Okay. Since it's just this once I’ll do something a little more… complicated, so you can understand how it feels, but… it’s a one-time deal, okay? And you need to listen to what I’m saying so that in future if you do this on your own, or with someone else, you’ll be safe, understand?”

Harry smiled. He nodded, batting his eyelashes.

“Yes, daddy.” He said, relishing the way Ian blushed every time he said daddy.

“Now, just… tell me if you get any pins and needles anywhere, or any numbness, any sharp pains or flashes of hot or cold, okay?”

“Yes, daddy.” Harry said.

Harry looked up as Ian stepped forward, standing tall over him. He had, in the past, never known how to feel given his lack of masculine physique, how short and slim and dainty he was, but now, with Ian looming over him, tall and broad and strong, Harry found he liked it, liked feeling small and weak and powerless, and he knew that the feeling of helplessness was only going to get worse.

He shifted where he stood, wiggling his hips without thinking in his tiny shorts, his t-shirt loose around his slim body, and he felt a tingle run up his spine as his daddy held the rope in one hand and reached out to him with the other. He felt giddy, breathless, and there was a rush of emotions too many and too boisterous to understand easily.

“Give me your hand then.” Ian said.

Harry did as he was told, offering his daddy his hand, and Ian took it, held it, firm but gentle. He smiled.

“Just say the word stop and I’ll stop, okay?” Ian said.

Harry nodded. He felt safer than he had ever felt before, but at the same time more vulnerable, and he wanted more of this feeling. Ian smiled, and then… began.

As Harry began to relax he was pulled forward, and Ian spun him, twisting and turning his arm in a way that made Harry turn so that he was facing away from Ian, his back to him, and then his arm was twisted up and behind his back. It was firm, demanding even, his daddy taking control of him, but also gentle, the soft fringes of pain used to deepen the sense of power his stepfather was now wielding over him.

Ian held his arm in place, and then with his other hand grasped Harry’s free wrist, twisted it, pulled it, turned it up and brought it up behind Harry’s back to meet his other arm, his forearms together behind the small of his back. Harry took a deep breath, and without even thinking sighed, a long, slow, sensual exhale, leaning back into his daddy’s grip, handing him control. It felt… right.

Rope wrapped around his writs, two turns, then with only a few deft moves it was locked, a cuff sealing his arms together, loose enough that it was not constricting blood flow or pressing on nerves, but tight enough that it held him. Ian stepped closer, pressing in behind Harry, and the rope was lifted up, pressed just below his shoulder on his right arm, pulled around in front and around his chest, a line of rope drawn across his skin, sensual through the fabric of his t-shirt.

Without thinking Harry looked down and he saw two lengths of rope, not one, Ian tying him with two ropes at the same time, or rather the same rope doubled over, and he wondered why, though appreciated how it enabled his daddy to get more rope on his body with each movement, which made him smile, and the rope wound round, around his chest one more time, four ropes on his chest, then there was motion behind, making the rope tighter, a tugging on his wrists.

The rope was pulled around and through, motions Harry could not quite follow, locking it, and he wiggled, testing his bonds, realising suddenly that with just a few motions his daddy had rendered him bound, helpless, and Harry felt his cock harden as he relaxed into the ropes. Yet, even as he relaxed he was pulled, the wraps around his chest tugged, drawing him back several steps as his stepfather held him, taking complete control of him as Harry surrendered.

There was the soft crack of more rope being unwrapped, Ian working on the ropes behind him, adding more rope, and then he was close again reaching around in almost a hug, the rope wrapped around, two ropes at the same time again, winding around, over his arms that were trapped at his side, around his chest just below his pectoral muscles, spinning around twice to match the upper wraps, then again locked, tied behind, trapping him.

Harry could feel his daddy breathing, the drumming of his heart, and the closeness was thrilling, his big, strong, powerful daddy tying him up, making him helpless, and Harry surrendered himself to the rope and to his stepfather. A hand slipped into the crook of Harry’s elbow, feeding the rope through, wrapping around the lower bands of rope, pulling it back through and then tugging it, locking the lower wraps of rope in place, tightening them, squeezing.

There was a creak, the sound of rope, and the sensation of it against Harry’s skin made his body tingle, his nerves alive, and he closed his eyes, relaxing, handing control to his daddy. Ian repeated the manoeuvre on the other side, cinching the rope down, squeezing Harry’s ribs gently, firmly. Even through the fabric of his t-shirt, he could feel the texture of the rope. He could only imagine how good it would feel on bare skin, or through the thin, sheer silk of lingerie… his mind spun with images of those pictures, bodies in stockings, panties, basques, suspenders, body-stockings, bodices, corsets. How would it feel to wear something like that, to look that sexy, and to be tied? His heart skipped and he found his mind floating, dreaming, fantasising.

“Is that okay?” Ian asked.

His voice was a soft whisper, a breath against Harry’s ear that drew Harry back from the clouds he floated amongst. Harry squirmed, testing the bonds of the rope, trapped, bound, helpless but… comfortable. He nodded, a fluttering in his belly as he realised that his daddy could do anything he wanted to him and he’d be powerless to stop him. Why did that thought excite him?

“Good.” Ian said.

Harry could hear the smile in his tone. Was he… was his daddy enjoying this too? The thought thrilled Harry and he couldn’t resist squirming, shifting, testing his daddy’s control, straining against the rope, trying to get away, to escape.

Ian held him in place though, gripping the ropes wrapped around his chest, holding him firm so that Harry’s struggles were in vain, leaving him breathless, the rope squeezing him, and with just a small gesture Ian tugged, pulling Harry back, restraining him, holding him close.

“If you want this to stop, say so.” Ian whispered. “Otherwise…”

Ian let the words hang for just a moment. Harry remained silent, breathing hard from the exertion of struggling. He leaned back, into his daddy, and he froze, feeling something hard and throbbing pressing into the crack of his ass. Was… was his stepfather hard? Being tied up had excited Harry, but the idea that tying him up had excited his daddy as well just made it even hotter.

As Harry pressed back, squirming, wanting to feel more, to know for certain, he felt Ian stiffen, a small movement of his hips, almost… thrusting. Harry gasped, feeling weak. What was happening to him? Did he really want…

“I’ll take your silence as a plea for more then.” Ian said.

Before Harry could react there was a pressure in the backs of his knees, buckling his legs, and his daddy was pressing him down, forcing him to his knees slowly and gently, controlling him with the wraps around his chest.

Harry surrendered, dropped to his knees and sighed. There was a comfort in being so bound, controlled, a bliss in the feeling of being so encompassed in the rope, in the will of his daddy.

Ian moved, and there was the sound of rope being pulled through his hands, then rope wrapping around his waist this time, his daddy’s strong arms wrapping around him, the rope tied off, and then taken down to wrap around his legs, under his shins, around, lopping quickly, tying his legs together, tying his thighs and calves together, wrapping several times, trapping him in a kneeling position with his arms behind his back.

With a deft flick of his hands, fingers flowing like poetry, Ian locked the rope off, sealing the wraps together tightly. He was captured. He shifted, but there was no way he’d be able to escape. At most, he’d be able to topple himself over, but then he’d be even more helpless.

As Harry relaxed, relishing the feeling, bound, powerless, Ian moved, shifting around to kneel in front of Harry, looking down at him. He reached up and brushed strands of hair out of Harry’s face, the caresses soft, and Harry sighed, leaning his face into the touch, lips grazing against his daddy’s palm.

“Comfortable?” Ian asked.

Harry nodded.

“Very. I… it’s nice. I feel safe and vulnerable at the same time. It’s tight, and a little painful, but… in a good way.” harry said.

Ian nodded.

“Good. But if it begins to hurt in a bad way tell me, okay.”

Harry nodded again.

“Now, would you like to enjoy the rope for a while, or would like me to untie you?”

“Enjoy it, please.” Harry snapped, the words leaving his mouth without his brain needing to engage.

Ian smiled, nodded.

“I mean, if that’s okay?” Harry asked.

It was Ian’s turn to nod.

Harry looked up at his daddy. He was kneeling, but not sat back, instead tall, looking down, inspecting the ropes, looking into Harry’s eyes as he stroked his face, hair. Harry had never seen him like this, so focussed, had never had his attention so unerringly fixated on him and… he liked it.

Harry bit his bottom lip, fluttered his eyelashes, and blushed. Unable to hold his daddy’s firm gaze he looked away, looked down, and he saw… the bulge in Ian’s trousers. He felt his belly fluttering, a tightness in his chest, head spinning. His daddy really was excited, aroused, hard for him. A thought, unbidden, rose up, and Harry knew he could not dismiss it. Worse, he did not want to dismiss it.

Squirming, his cock hard in his short, bound, helpless, unable to move, kneeling, Harry looked back up to see his daddy watching him. He smiled.


Five

“You know, I’m basically completely helpless. You could anything you wanted to me, and I’d not be able to stop you.” Harry said.

He batted his eyelashes, grinning, blushing. Ian stared at him, his expression in flux, and then… his cheeks went pink, and his eyes widened. Harry smiled.

“Completely helpless and at your mercy. Powerless to stop you. Powerless to resist you. You could do anything…” Harry said.

“Harry… I…” Ian stammered.

Harry’s smile widened. He glanced down, saw his daddy’s cock grow harder, throbbing inside his pants. He could barely believe what he was doing, but he couldn’t stop himself. He knew he had his stepfather hooked. Just a little push. Harry shifted forward slightly, awkward wiggling, and he looked back up, biting his bottom lip in a deliberate manner, his eyes big, wide, innocent.

Ian stumbled back, rose to his feet, but Harry didn’t stop. It was difficult and clumsy, but by wiggling he was able to shift forward, inching slowly closer to his daddy, only now… now his head was level with his stepfather’s crotch, and he had a clear view of the large, prominent, throbbing bulge.

“Harry… I… you… I… we can’t.” Ian said.

Harry did not stop though. He followed Ian as he retreated until Ian’s back hit the wall and he stopped, Harry finally able to catch up, to crawl in close, looking up. He looked into his daddy’s eyes and smiled.

“If you want me to stop, just say stop.” Harry said.

He waited, there was silence. Harry felt his belly flutter, his mouth watering.

What was he doing? Did he really want…

His mind was too fuzzy to think clearly, his heart racing. On instinct he shifted, looking down, looking to the bulge in his daddy’s trousers. It was massive, thick and long and hard.

With his arms tied being his back, legs bound, his options for movement were limited, but he could still move his body, his head, and so he leaned forward and rubbed his face against his daddy’s hard cock, feeling it throb, swell, the hardness of it intoxicating.

Harry leaned back and looked back up.

“You never said stop.” Harry said.

“I… I think you should though. Before… before this goes too far. I said I’d tie you and… this isn’t proper. This isn’t appropriate… I…”

Harry smiled, wide, like a cat capturing a mouse and playing with it.

“That’s still not a stop.” He said.

While still looking up Harry leaned forward again and, while looking deep into his daddy’s eyes, he rubbed his face, his cheek, against the bulge of his stepfather’s hard, throbbing cock. It felt good, and Harry wanted more, wanted…

“Fuck…” Ian whispered. “I… you shouldn’t… I…”

“That’s not stop.” Harry said.

Fluttering his eyelashes he opened his mouth and licked his lips, staring into his daddy’s eyes.

“And remember, I’m the one tied up, helpless, completely at your mercy. If you wanted to stop me you could. Which means… I don’t think you want me to stop, do you, daddy?” Harry teased.

Ian looked down, and then, slowly, he shook his head. Harry couldn’t help but grin.

“So, why don’t you just take what you want from me? I can’t stop you. You have me all tied up.” He said, voice soft, lips wet, eyes wide. “I’m powerless, completely at your mercy. Just take what you want from me. It’s just this once, and I don’t mind. Consider it my thank you to my daddy for taking care of me.”

“Harry… I…”

“Please Daddy.” Harry said. “Use me. Just this once. I can’t stop you so… use me. Please…”

Harry’s voice was soft, seductive, and he could see the glint of desire in his daddy’s eyes. He shivered as he felt Ian’s cock throb, growing harder, fatter. He could not believe what he was doing, but he couldn’t stop himself. He wanted this, wanted to be helpless, bound, used. He wanted his daddy to overpower him and take what he wanted from him, to…

Harry’s mind skidded off the rails of his thoughts as Ian moved. His daddy reached down with one hand, combing his fingers through Harry’s hair, reaching back to grab a handful, holding him tight. Harry felt his whole body light up with desire, the joy made all the brighter by the knowledge that he was utterly powerless to resist his stepfather, that his daddy could do whatever he wanted to with him, to him, that Harry was tied up and helpless.

“You are so fucking hot.” Ian said.

The words lit a fire in Harry. His belly fluttered, a hunger, a need. Tied as he was, helpless, bound, at his daddy’s mercy, barely able to move, legs and arms tied, he knew he couldn’t resist his stepfather if he wanted to use him, but… that only made him feel hot, only made his hunger and his need worse.

He had never looked at his stepfather this way before, as a sexual entity, now though… after seeing those photos, after feeling the rope, the way he had tied him so confidently, skilfully, the light caresses and brushes of his hands on his body as the rope entwined him, growing tighter, locking his body in place, seeing the look in his eyes, the calm confidence, the power, the grace, Harry couldn’t help but see something more in his daddy. He was handsome, tall and muscular, with kind, wise eyes that looked at him now with a spark of desire and lust.

Harry smiled, licked his lips, and opened his mouth wide, extending his tongue, wiggling it in slow invitation. He could barely believe what he was doing, what he was encouraging his stepfather to do, but he couldn’t help himself.

“Please daddy, just this once. Use me. Let me thank you for showing me how good it feels to be tied up, helpless, vulnerable, completely at your mercy.” Harry said.

Harry felt his heart skip as he saw the bulge of Ian’s cock throbbing, swelling, growing even harder. That was his doing, his words, the way he looked tied up as he was, the way he was inviting his daddy to use him.

He wondered what it would be like. Harry had kissed a few girls, clumsily, but his experience of dating, and other things, was surprisingly limited. He’d just never been that interested in it all the way some of his friends were. Girls his age weren’t that intriguing, and up until now, he’d never even thought about boys, or men. But… Ian was different, his daddy was different.

Desperate, aching to push his stepfather further, Harry squirmed, wiggling his bound body as Ian watched, licking his lips to make them glisten wetly, offering his mouth and tongue, shifting to lean in close to his daddy’s crotch, licking his tongue over the coarse material of his trousers. He could feel the heat of his daddy’s cock hard, thick, long, throbbing. He wanted to see it, feel it, have his stepfather force him to…

“You’re making it very hard for me to resist.” Ian said, voice strained.

Harry smiled. He was glad. His daddy had still not told him to stop.

“Then don’t. Give in. Let me taste you. You can feel just how wet and hot and tight my pretty mouth is. I can’t stop you. I’m helpless and I want you to use me, so… just give in.” Harry said.

Harry watched as Ian struggled, visibly, his expression torn, and then… he smiled, and the look in his eye sent a shiver of fear and delight down Harry’s spine.

“As you wish.” Ian said.

Before Harry could speak Ian’s grip in his hair tightened, hard and firm. There was a sharp pain that made Harry whelp and wince, his eyes going wide.

“Since you asked so nicely… it’d be rude of me to deny you.” Ian said. “Wouldn’t it?”

Harry tried to nod but his head was held in place. There was no way he could escape now, and for a moment there was a twinge of panic, fear, but, more than that, subsuming those emotions, was a tide of arousal, his cock so hard in his shorts that it hurt.

“Please…” Was all Harry could whisper.

With one hand gripping Harry’s hair, Ian moved his other hand to the front of his trousers, and he unbuckled his belt, slowly, then undid his trousers, never once taking his eyes off his stepson. He was smiling, looking down into Harry’s eyes as he forced him to look up at him. Still, as Ian lowered his trousers, his underwear, Harry could not help but glance down and…

Harry felt his mouth water at the sight of his daddy’s cock. Thick, long, hard, throbbing. It was utterly masculine, and beautiful. Was he really going to… Harry smiled, giggled. He knew the answer was yes.

“Now, how about you thank me like you said you would. What was it you said… oh, yes… use you. You know, I think I will.” Ian said.

Before Harry could resist Ian pulled on his hair, making him gasp again, his mouth open, wet, and his face was pulled close to his daddy’s cock, held in Ian’s other hand, aimed at his open mouth. Harry whimpered, head spinning, and, wanting to test his daddy, he struggled, resisting, just a little.

Ian pressed harder, forcing him closer, mouth open, proving to Harry that he was indeed helpless, powerless, captured, and that confirmation was all the encouragement Harry needed. Head spinning, belly fluttering, Harry surrendered to his daddy’s control and he relaxed. Ian’s grip guided him down, mouth open, to his cock, and Harry opened his mouth wide, tongue extending, and he closed his eyes, wanting to savour the sensation of this first time.

The heat of Ian’s cock was striking, the skin of his cock head smooth, like velvet, and Harry whimpered as he felt the thick, hard, throbbing flesh of his daddy’s cock filling his mouth. Reacting on instinct Harry wrapped his lips tight, sucking, and his tongue began to lap as his daddy pressed deeper.

“Fuck. You look so pretty all tied up and with my cock in your mouth. Who knew you were such a slut.” Ian said.

The words washed over Harry, provoking a tide of desire and lust and need. He sucked harder, working his lips, tongue, powerless to do anything but submit, his daddy’s cock thrusting deeper, slowly penetrating his mouth, lips tight until…

Harry choked as the head of his daddy’s fat cock brushed at the back of his throat. Ian paused, then pulled back, pulling Harry’s head back by his hair, slipping his cock out until just the head was inside, Harry sucking hard, unwilling to release the fat, throbbing prick.

“You want more?” Ian asked.

Harry did his best to nod and murmur yes. That was all Ian needed.

He thrust, hard, and in one smooth motion filled Harry’s tight, hot, wet mouth, pressing Harry’s head down, choking him as the head of his cock pressed at the back of his throat. He slipped out again, Harry’s mouth wet, watering, spluttering, his daddy’s cock dripping with his spit and drool, lips and tongue working on instinct. Harry gasped, eager for breath, but before he could fill his lungs fully his daddy thrust again, deeper, harder, holding his cock deep for just a moment, pressing Harry’s head down, the fat tip slipping just barely into his tight throat.

“Fuck… such a hot mouth, such a pretty slut…” Ian said.

His voice was hoarse with pleasure, commanding, powerful, and Harry knew there was nothing he could do to resist being used as a slut. He was bound, on his knees, arms locked behind his back, and Ian’s grip on his hair was so tight it hurt, yet… it felt good. It felt good to submit, to be used, to serve his daddy’s perfect, beautiful cock. It felt good and Harry wanted more.

Ian pulled his cock out and thrust again. He worked his hips, gripping Harry’s hair, fucking his tight, wet, hot mouth, using his bound stepson like a pretty little slut and Harry surrendered to the joy of being used, head spinning, belly fluttering, cock throbbing hard in his shorts, body held by rope.

Harry’s lips were tight, tongue lapping, and with each thrust Ian pressed his cock deeper, stretching Harry’s tight throat, choking him, holding his cock there for just a moment before he continued to fuck Harry’s tight, wet, hot mouth. It was bliss, and Harry never wanted it to end, struggling to breathe, brain a blank fog of lust, his daddy’s cock fucking his mouth, using him like a hot, pretty, sexy slut. Each time he forced his cock deep Harry struggled to resist the urge to gag and choke, pressing his head down to force more and more of his daddy’s cock into his throat, wanting all of it. Slowly he learned the knack of it, how to relax his throat, how to resist the instinct to gag.

“Fuck, I’m close. Your mouth is so good I can’t hold on much longer. You keep going like that and I…”

As Ian thrust, pressing his cock into the back of Harry’s throat, Harry forced himself down. He relaxed his throat, subdued the need to gag and choke, ignored his body’s desire for air, and in that moment, bound, helpless, being used as his daddy’s fuck-toy, he wanted only to feel all of that perfect prick, wanted to feel it filling his mouth and his throat. Harry forced his head down as his daddy thrust, gripping his hair, and he felt his throat stretching, forcing himself not to gag or choke, and he felt more and more of the thick, throbbing girth of his stepfather’s cock fill his throat until, finally, wonderfully, he felt his nose press against Ian’s belly. Harry had taken all of it. He had swallowed all of that perfect cock. He was… he was a slut, and he had never been happier.

“Fuck… you… you’re clearly talented. A natural fuck-toy. Not even your mother could take all of me and here you are taking all of it on the first go. I wonder… maybe you’re a bigger slut than I thought. Have you been sneaking off to suck cock? Maybe you’re a secret cum-slut?” Ian said.

Harry felt his cheeks blaze, shame and excitement at what his daddy was saying. He looked up even as he held his daddy’s cock deep in his throat, swallowing it, milking it, lapping and sucking, mouth full of spit, unable to breathe. Harry shook his head. He wanted his daddy to know he was a good boy, that this was a gift for him, that he was… that this was his first time and he was giving it to his daddy gladly and eagerly, a gift of surrender and pleasure.

Ian gripped Harry’s hair tight, working his hips slowly, keeping his cock buried deep, his prick swelling, throbbing, growing larger. He smiled.

“Is that a no? You’re not a slut?”

Harry nodded.

“Oh, I think you are. Given how quickly you took all of my cock I can promise you one thing. You’re definitely a slut, no matter what you think but… fuck… I’m close… so close… I wonder… maybe this was your first time then?”

Harry nodded again, beaming up at his daddy, swallowing his cock, choking on it, throat squeezing, milking, mouth full of hot spit.

“This is your first time? My little slut has never sucked cock before?” Ian said.

Harry nodded.

“Well… you’re a natural. So fucking talented. But you said I could use you so that means… making you my pretty little cum-dump. Doesn’t it?”

Harry nodded again, his head spinning, belly tight, cock an agony of desire, hard in his shorts, drooling precum.

He felt his daddy’s cock swelling, growing harder, fatter, longer, and Ian thrust one last time, pressing his cock as deep as it would go and Harry watched in delight as his expression changed, becoming a mask of pure pleasure and release. He felt it, the throbbing, felt it reach a peak and then… he could feel the pulsing throb of cum as his daddy came down his throat.

“Fuck… so fucking good.”

His daddy was cumming, cumming down his throat. Ian pulled back slightly, working his hips, and his cock slipped out of Harry’s throat. It was still cumming and Harry felt pulse after pulse of hot cum fill his mouth. He swallowed, struggling to catch his breath, the hot salty tang of his daddy’s cum and then Ian thrust again, pressing his cock back into Harry’s throat, Harry swallowing, milking, squeezing, not wanting to waste a drop.

Ian worked his hips and Harry felt his cock throbbing in sympathy, so close to cumming but just never quite reaching that release and then his daddy’s throbbing subsided, slowed, and Harry felt the stream of cum thin.

As Ian pulled his hips back, slipping his cock out of Harry’s throat and mouth, Harry sucked, hard, wanting to savour every last drop of cum, and the head of his daddy’s cock slipped out of his mouth with an audible pop.

Harry swallowed the cum in his mouth, his teeth and tongue and the walls of his throat coated with it, the tang almost sweet, heady, and though his throat was sore from the hard fucking he had never felt so good, so right. He looked up at his daddy and made a show of licking his lips, holding his mouth open to show how clean and empty it was. The hot goo of cum in his belly felt sticky and warm, making him squirm. He already wanted more.

“That was… fuck… I… I shouldn’t have… I’m…”

“Say you’re sorry and I’ll bite you.” Harry said, grinning. “I wanted it, and you wanted it. We both had fun.”

Ian blinked, then nodded, smiling.

“Yes, you’re right. I… that was amazing.”

“Sufficient thanks for you tying me up?” Harry teased.

“Definitely.” Ian said. “Now, let's untie you. And… well, let's untie you first.”

Harry smiled, and muttered his agreement. He didn’t want to be untied, was relishing the feel of it, wanted to feel the rope, to experience all there was to offer, but he knew better than to argue. Plus, though they’d both said just the once, Harry already had begun forming a plan on how to entice his daddy for more...


Six

Harry was unable to get the memory of the rope, the way his daddy had taken control of him, out of his mind. He couldn’t stop thinking about his cock, the way it had looked, the way it had felt in his mouth, cumming, filling his throat as he choked on it, the taste and feel of his cum. All thoughts of his holiday and his passport were forgotten, as Harry was too busy with other plans.

After their liaison, Harry and Ian had been awkward with each other, clumsy, as though they were both new. Almost strangers, uncertain about how to act around each other, and Harry found his stepfather’s timidity and politeness both adorable and infuriating. After seeing how Ian handled the rope, tying him, that calm confidence, the power and the control, the way it made Harry’s body throb with desire, this new uncertain and overly cautious version of his stepfather was just frustrating, yet, at the same time, it was cute and flattering to know that Harry had done this. The change in him was due to their tryst, the way Harry had sucked his cock so eagerly after being tied up and begging for it.

His daddy didn’t know quite how to act around him now, and Harry felt oddly flattered to know that he held that power over such a handsome, powerful man. He remembered clearly what his daddy had said as he’d taken his entire massive, throbbing, beautiful cock into his throat, how impressed he’d been, how even his mother hadn’t been able to take all of it, how Harry was a natural slut.

Those words lingered, making Harry smile whenever he recalled them, making his cock throb and his belly flutter. That he was better than that his absentee mother pleased him, and that he could please his daddy better than she ever could only encouraged Harry in the formation of his plan.

Ian had agreed to tie Harry up because Harry had said it would just be the once. He had forced his fat cock into Harry’s throat, because Harry had begged him to use him, had said it would just be the once. Yet… Harry knew now that once would never be enough. Now he’d seen how much his daddy had to offer he’d never be able to get enough. So, he just needed to plan on how to get more. More rope time, more of his daddy’s attention, and more of his daddy’s perfect fat cock.

Luckily Harry knew just what his daddy liked.

Over the days following their time together, Harry made lists, and watched videos, tutorials, and he went shopping. His daddy had no idea what Harry was planning, so Harry just enjoyed the time, teasing him, flirting with him playfully, making his big, strong daddy squirm and blush.

Harry knew his plan was going to work because he couldn’t help but notice how Ian watched him now. It helped that Harry had taken to wandering around the house in just shorts and tight t-shirts, showing off more bare skin than he normally ever would have dared, but it was only him and his stepfather, and he knew now that his stepfather definitely wasn’t going to complain.

Harry would take every chance to reach up onto high shelves in front of his daddy, rising up on tiptoe with his butt sticking out, wiggling his hips as he got a glass just out of easy reach, flashing his thighs and ass, and every time he would catch his stepfather staring at him, a look of lust that Ian always tried, and failed, to hide when caught.

Harry would strut around the house, making sure to move with a little extra wiggle now, a roll in his hips and a shake in his butt thanks to some videos he’d watched that had taught him how to swagger like a sexy slut. And he could tell his daddy liked it from the subtle bulge in his trousers, that perfect cock getting hard for Harry, a fact that only encouraged him.

Harry would bend over often, keeping his legs straight and together, bending at the waist, curving his back so his ass stuck out, wiggling his hips to make it jiggle in his tiny, tight short shorts. He would make sure each time that his ass was pointing directly at his daddy, looking back over his shoulder to make sure he was being watched, grinning as he noticed his stepfather watching him, looking over his legs and butt, his lust-filled gaze making Harry’s cock throb, the memory of that perfect cock throbbing in his throat, cum filling his belly.

Harry would spend as much time as possible around his daddy, sitting next to him on the sofa while he was reading or watching television in the evening, sitting so close he was almost sitting on Ian’s lap. He would squeeze past his stepfather as he was making dinner or cleaning up, even while he was brushing his teeth or getting ready for work, Harry finding any excuse to be close to Ian, to slide his body past him, press into him, sometimes face to face, lingering for a moment as he looked up, biting his bottom lip, fluttering his long lashes, other times his back to his daddy, so his butt would brush over his groin, and each time Harry would feel his heart skip as he sensed the throbbing response in Ian’s trousers.

Harry would hug his stepfather often, when he came home, when he left in the morning, when he said goodnight or thanked him for dinner, or just because he was in a ‘good mood’. At first, Ian seemed a little wary of the change in Harry’s behaviour, but Harry was so insistent with his affection, so enthusiastic, that Ian soon softened and then Harry was able to give his daddy big cuddles, practically leaping into his arms to wrap his arms around his neck, kissing his cheek softly, and Harry couldn’t help but wonder how good it might feel to have his stepfather lift him off his feet and hold him as he fucked him.

Just the thought sent a naughty thrill through Harry, and he knew that, without a doubt, was what he wanted. He’d never been intimate with a girl, or a boy, but thinking about his daddy, he knew he was ready, ready to have his stepfather claim him, breed him, and take his virginity.

It was just a matter of persuading his stepfather. But Harry’s plan was going perfectly so far…

As the days passed Harry could feel Ian relaxing. With the way he was acting around him, constantly flirting, teasing, playing coy and cute, he could tell that Ian found him attractive, that he thought he was sexy. Harry had seen the proof of that in the bulge that formed regularly in his daddy’s trousers.

He was more comfortable with Harry being close, with his coy touches, and he was beginning to respond, unable to resist the allure of his hot, sexy stepson. After their moment together Ian had been wary, it had been just the once after all, but now he was back to his usual self only… better. The pair had always been close, and on good terms, but now they were even closer, and the way Harry would often touch and tease and flirt with his stepfather was far more fun than it ever had been in the past.

Finally, after almost a week, Harry knew it was time to act. They had the whole weekend together, Harry had made sure of that, checking with his daddy, double checking his calendar, clearing his own plans. Nothing was going to spoil what Harry had in mind.

After a few trips to the shops to get what he needed, finding the whole experience delightfully embarrassing and exhilarating, Harry was finally ready. It was Friday evening, and his daddy would be home in a few hours, and Harry was going to be ready for him, ready to persuade him that they didn’t really need to leave it at just one time.

“Legs first?” Harry said to himself.

He was blushing, heart racing, nervous but excited. He nodded, aware that this was probably going to be more complicated and take longer than he expected, but he’d planned for that too, and he’d watched several videos online on how to do it properly. They all made it look so easy but, well, everyone started somewhere, and so Harry was staring now.

Setting himself up in the bathroom first, Harry laid out the products he’d bought. Razor, shaving cream, hair removal cream, lotions, soaps, and hair products. He’d seen the photos that his daddy kept locked away in his wardrobe, so he knew what kind of bodies he found hot, and, luckily, Harry found them hot too, only… where his stepfather desired those bodies, Harry wanted to be like those bodies. And the first step to getting there was removing his body hair, since every last image, whether it had been a boy or a girl, had been of someone smooth and soft and pretty. And Harry couldn’t help but feel a thrill at the thought of being that pretty.

He stripped off and picked up the hair removal cream. He had read the instructions, three times, and knew what to do, but still, his hands were shaking. Heart racing, he opened the tub and, using the plastic spatula that came with the kit, began to smear the cream over his legs. It took him a while to cover everywhere he needed to, his legs, feet, belly, butt, under his arms, but once he was done he could not help but feel a thrill as he looked down at himself.

His body was covered, as though cocooned, and when the hair came away he’d be… smooth. What would he look like? How would his daddy react?

Harry waited for the amount of time the kit had suggested, then set the shower running, letting it heat for a moment before stepping beneath the flow of water, and he let the cream slough off, leaving his skin…

Harry could barely believe what he was seeing. He’d never been hairy, not compared to his friends, and certainly not compared to his daddy, but now, utterly smooth and soft, he looked… transformed. Harry could not help but smile and giggle, his cheeks flushing in the heat and steam of the shower. With his body hair gone, legs and butt and belly and armpits all so sleek, he looked undeniably pretty. He had gone from a slim, awkward, slightly feminine boy to… almost a girl, and that made him happier than he could ever remember feeling.

As the water rinsed off the last of the foam Harry shook his head, trying to clear out the exciting thoughts that crowded his head. He needed to wash, and then continue getting ready.

Harry had removed most, but not all of his body hair. The rest was in more sensitive areas, and for that, he had his razor, a new one, with a pink handle, and shaving soap intended for more intimate areas. Harry foamed up his cock and butt-crack and set to making himself utterly smooth.

He worked slowly, methodically, stripping back every last hair, the razor gliding over his dick, over his scrotum, along his crack, and the thrill of his made his belly flutter, his body becoming prettier and prettier. The caress of the razor was a new thrill, teasing over his dick, his smooth little cock so much prettier now, and along his ass, and as he shaved he could not help but linger his fingers against his hole. With his cheeks spread, crack smooth, his entrance was so much more sensitive, slippery with foam and water, and the touch sent a shiver of pleasure up Harry’s spine.

He’d never played with his ass before, had never been curious, but now, touching it for the first time with intent he wondered why. Why had he for so long ignored such an intense source of pleasure? It felt good, and for a moment he pressed, gently, the tip of his finger just barely entering his ass. He needed to focus though, could not get distracted. He had to finish getting ready. Reluctantly he pulled his finger away, satisfied by the knowledge that if his plan went well that his tight, virgin hole would get a lot more attention later…

With that thought in mind, his cock swelling just slightly, he picked up the soap he had bought, perfumed with a sweet must and fruit smell, something girly and slightly sexy, with added oils to make his skin soft, and he lathered up his hands, the shower filling with a scent that made his head spin. He couldn’t wait for his daddy to get close and smell him, and just thinking about it made his cock throb.

As Harry set to washing his body he shivered. Hairless now his body was so much more sensitive than normal. Each touch, each caress, sent a pulse of pleasure through him. Slippery with soap and water it felt sensual to wash himself, a source of joy at feeling his pretty body, wiggling as his hands roamed over soft flesh.

What would it feel like after he was finished getting ready? How would it feel if someone else, say, his daddy, were to touch him, caress him, tease him?

Giggling, struggling against the urge to touch himself, to stroke his cock and play with his hole, aware now of how good it felt to touch now, a hunger waking in him that he could not easily dismiss, and Harry hurried to wash and rinse off, then, before the curiosity became too much, he shut off the flow of water and stepped out of the shower and dried off. To finish he lathered himself in lotion, his skin becoming even softer, tingling with bright pleasure, joy running up his arms and legs, along his spine, his belly fluttering and his cock throbbing.

He had no time to savour the newness of his body though. He had things to do. His daddy would be home soon and Harry had a plan, a schedule to keep if everything were to go as he hoped it would.

Harry packed up his things and headed to his bedroom, practically skipping. After all the videos he’d watched recently on how to walk with a sexier wiggle, after the hours of practise he’d put in, and the hours he’d spent teasing his daddy, he now found it far more comfortable to walk with a sway to his hips and ass, and… it was more fun too, feeling sexy and naughty. He couldn’t wait to experience that wiggle once he was finished getting ready.

“Get dressed first or…” Harry asked himself.

He wasn’t quite sure the best way to get ready, but he decided quickly, wanting to make the most of the time he had.

“Make-up first.” He said.

He figured that doing his make-up in just a towel would prevent any powders from marring what he intended to wear. And the make-up shouldn’t take too long, should it?

Harry had planned this part the most, his final look, to impress his daddy. Everything from what he was going to wear down to make-up. He’d never worn make-up before, but during his research and planning he’d come to realise that not only would it make him prettier, but the idea also appealed to him, made his heart skip at the idea of being just a little more playful with how he looked, cuter, sexier, more… feminine.

He lay out the items he needed. Nail polish, eyeliner, eyeshadow, mascara, and lip-gloss. Just the basics to start he figured. He’d watched numerous tutorials, so he had a rough idea of what he was supposed to do, so now it was just a matter of putting theory into practice.

Harry painted his nails first, giving them a chance to dry before he needed to get dressed, adding two coats of deep vibrant pink. Then, once his nails were dry enough, he turned his attention to his eyes.

He lined his eyes in black first, heavy eyeliner that made his already big, bright eyes really pop, and then moved on to the eyeshadow. This was the hardest bit, but he worked slowly and made sure to use the right brushes as he’d seen in the videos he’d watched, and soon he realised that, though not easy, it was not as hard as he’d feared, and actually kind of fun.

He used a palette of black and pink and gold, a bright pink upper lid, darker on the inner eye, black on the outer, blending the colours carefully. He added a link of the bold, dark pink at the outer corner below each eye, and a dash of glimmery gold to the inner and outer corner of each eye, the final look dazzling, making him smile, finally he added the mascara, two coats to each upper and lower lash to make them look thicker, darker, heavier, sultry and seductive.

The final touch was the lip-gloss, pink, wet looking, that made his already plump, inviting lips look even fuller, a promise of pleasure. As he finished Harry pouted, imagining kneeling in front of his daddy, and he blushed, unable to stop himself from squirming. There was no way his stepfather was going to be able to resist him.

With his make-up done he turned his attention to his hair, adding product, scrunching his messy, mid-length hair into a ruffled, bedhead style. Maybe he’d grow it, or get it cut shorter, into a cute pixie cut or something similar, but for now, it was definitely good enough, his hair framing his face to make him look coy and cute and femme.

“Now, the final details.” Harry said, looking at his work in the mirror.

He’d done a good job, which just meant one thing left. Time to get dressed.


Seven

The outfit had been chosen to match what Harry had seen in the photos locked in his stepfather’s wardrobe, lingerie, but it was not just for his daddy that he had chosen it. The outfit Harry had picked was for him too.

Ever since seeing those men in lingerie, Harry had been unable to get the idea out of his head. What would it be like to be dressed like that? To look like that?

How did it feel to wear such hot outfits, to look so sexy and pretty? Though the outfit he’d picked was part of the plan Harry had been formulating, he could not deny that he was curious, and even without the plan, he’d have been unable to deny his curiosity for long.

Buying the things he’d needed had been thrilling, shopping in lingerie stores for something that would match the look he had in mind, trying to work out what would fit him, and the whole experience had been exhilarating and embarrassing. And it hadn’t helped when the salesgirl in the last shop had offered him help.

She asked him who he was shopping for, and when Harry had struggled to answer, stammering, blushing, she had just smiled, conspiratorially, and said she would help him find what he was looking for. There had been no more questions, except a few about colours and designs, and she had suggested sizes that would be ‘suitable’, a slight smile and gleam in her eye, looking Harry up and down carefully as she picked out garments.

After the initial flush of embarrassment, Harry had managed to speak up, just enough to tell her what he wanted, the colours and the items he needed, words he had looked up online to help him find what he was looking for, and in the end, she had helped him find a matching set that was just absolutely perfect. Harry had paid, and the salesgirl had smiled, telling him she hoped that he would enjoy his purchases, and she looked forward to seeing him again. Her voice had a note to it, almost… teasing, but friendly, and kind, and Harry had left the shop with his cheeks blazing.

Had she known? Was it obvious that he was buying the lingerie for himself?

Harry let his mind wander as pulled the stockings up his legs, relishing the way the silk caressed and hugged his calves, knees, thighs. Was there something about him that marked him out as the kind of boy that liked to wear lingerie?

The thought made him smile and giggle, nervously. Maybe this had always been a part of him, maybe others had seen it but he’d not been aware of it. Maybe all it had taken was his daddy to awaken this side of him? He couldn’t wait to find out what else his daddy might awaken in him.

Harry tugged first one stocking into place, then the second. They were so soft and tight and sensual, the black sheer silk making his already smooth, silky skin even smoother, a deep seductive gloss to his calves and thighs, the feel of them deeply erotic. The lacy tops, black to match the body of the stocking, clung to his thighs, but he knew without assistance that they would soon fall down.

The salesgirl had explained this, and had suggested suspenders, to go with the stockings, telling Harry to ‘tell whoever will be wearing these to put the stockings and suspenders on first, before the panties, so that it is easy to remove the panties without having to remove the whole outfit’. It was a useful piece of advice, and Harry hoped it would be relevant, so he followed it.

Stockings first. Then the suspenders. Then the panties

The suspenders were black, like the stockings, decorated with lace and gold buckles, matched to the gold accents of Harry’s make-up, and it took him a moment to figure out quite how to fit the suspender belt around his waist. Once that was done he adjusted the lengths of the suspender straps, and then he faced the more onerous task of fastening the stockings to the straps.

The salesgirl in the shop had demonstrated how it was done, but she had done it with items off the shelf, and she had made it look easy. Harry had never done anything like this before, and he was having to do it with lingerie he was wearing, all while struggling to keep his hands from shaking, nervous about his plan, nervous about getting ready, about what his daddy might say or do, full of adrenaline from all his excitement.

Finally, he managed to figure out the knack of it and he fastened one, then another, then another and then another until they were all clipped in place and his stockings were held up, snug, and he found the sensation, the light tension against his thighs, to be comforting and thrilling at the same time. He wiggled his hips and ass, experimenting, and caressed his stocking-clad legs. It felt good, and he could not help but smile and blush, thrilled.

Still, he could not spend too much time relishing the new experience. His daddy would be home soon and he was still not dressed. Harry turned his attention to his panties, black to match the rest of his outfit, with lace and gold to decorate them.

He slipped first one foot in, then the second, pulling them up over his legs, and the sensation was in stark contrast to the sensation he was used to when pulling on his underwear. The panties, his panties, were so much softer, sheer satin, and the way they brushed over his smooth, soft, stocking-clad legs sent a thrill up his spine, making his cheeks burn and his cock throb.

He pushed away the thought of touching himself, hot with arousal, wanting to keep his excitement pent up for his plan, for what he hoped would happen later, with his daddy, and tugged his panties into place. They were so much smaller than his usual underwear, his dick snug in the front, neatly contained by the tiny scrap of satin fabric—a fact that left Harry both thrilled and embarrassed, aware that’d never been the biggest down there, but to be so neatly contained by underwear meant for girls seemed exciting and humiliating—with most of his ass left bare, his cheeks barely covered by the satin and lace. What was his stepfather going to say when he saw him?

The thought of Ian getting hard for him, excited, made Harry so hot he could barely think, and he could not help but squirm. Still, he needed to finish, and there was one final touch left. His heels.

These were black too, high-heeled, thin straps that fastened around the ankle. They were the kind of shoes women wore on a fancy night out, or in a porn movie. He’d never worn shoes like this, but he’d watched videos on how to walk, had been practising by walking on tiptoe. Now he would finally get to see what it really felt like.

Harry slipped the shoes on and fastened them. They were snug, and as he stood up tall he felt his whole body shifting due to his change in posture, standing straighter, shoulders back, his legs somehow longer, fuller, his ass sticking out, his waist and chest trim and flat and smooth. He took a few experimental steps and he wobbled for a moment before finding his balance. He wasn't quite the perfect example of grace yet, but it was easier than he had feared. Maybe all his research and practice had paid off?

Grinning, finally done getting ready, Harry moved to take a look at himself properly. He strutted across his bedroom, wiggling his hips and ass, breathless at the pleasure of being so brazen and sexual and feminine, and stepped in front of the full-length mirror fixed to the front of his wardrobe.

Harry froze, and his heart skipped. There were no words, and his smile became so bold and bright and big that his cheeks hurt. His cute little dick throbbed in his panties, growing hard, but still somehow neatly fitted into the tiny underwear—he giggled as he thought about how much bigger his daddy was than him, a thought that comforted and excited him.

The heels and stockings and suspenders and panties all worked in unison to accentuate his body. He had always been slim and small, less masculine and more androgynous, but now, smooth, soft, in sexy black lingerie, he looked… utterly feminine, and it made him happy. Harry bit his bottom lip and pouted, fluttering his eyelashes at himself, a sexy expression as he shifted, wiggled, posed.

The stockings and suspenders and panties made his hips and ass look bigger, his legs fuller, and the way the suspender belt hugged his waist made his middle look slimmer. That, combined with the way he stood in his heels, made him look so sensual and seductive that he couldn’t stop smiling. Even his face, with his make-up on, looked beautiful, his hair ruffled and sexy in a bedroom mess kind of way, and he hoped it’d looked even more of a mess by the time the evening was done.

As he stared at himself he was unable to resist the urge to feel himself. Hands roamed over his legs, hips, ass, waist, chest, his cute nipples hard. It felt good, being so smooth, in lingerie, looking pretty, and he knew that, no matter what, he had discovered something new and right about himself, still, he could not help but wonder how much better it would feel with his daddy’s hands roaming his body.

“He doesn’t stand a chance.” Harry said, smiling.

Harry forced himself to turn away from his reflection, finding it hard to stop staring at this perfect example of himself, finding it hard to stop touching himself, and he headed for the door. On the way, he grabbed the lace and tulle negligee he’d bought, a long, full-sleeved slip-on housecoat that he could wear and that fastened in the front with a satin ribbon, something to cover himself but that actually covered very little, the fabric so sheer and see through that his lingerie, his smooth body, and his nipples were clearly on display.

As Harry walked down the stairs, his heels clicking, finding the knack of walking in them, heel to toe, an extra wiggle in his ass and hips, he grinned. His daddy was in for a big surprise, and he couldn’t wait to see his face.


Eight

Ian arrived home a little later than Harry had been expecting, but not by much. Still, he was unsettled and nervous, and the extra time had only given him more space to get lost in his own thoughts so that by the time the door opened Harry was a nervous wreck.

The click of the door shutting startled him, and he jumped up from the stool in the kitchen where he’d been sitting. Dinner was ready, and there was a pot of coffee on the side—he’d wanted a drop of wine to take the edge off his nerves, but he remembered very clearly one of his stepfather’s warnings about never combining rope and alcohol, and so he’d avoided that, keen that his plan not be waylaid.

“Hey, I’m home. Sorry I’m late, what…” Ian paused, still out by the front door.

Harry shifted, nervous, trying to find a pose that was both comfortable and sexy. He ended up stepping to the side of the counter to lean forward and bend over, turned slightly to the side to show off his legs, ass, heels, posing in a way that made his butt stick, out, head turned to watch the door, waiting…

“… what’s that smell? It’s amazing. Did you cook?” Ian asked.

Harry could hear him taking off his boots and coat, the drumming of his heart loud, racing, the throb of his blood pounding through his head. He felt hot and giddy, and he took a deep breath, trying, and failing, to calm himself down.

“I… yeah. Nothing fancy, but I thought it’d be nice to take care of my daddy.” Harry said.

He spoke the last word with a deliberate emphasis. He had not called Ian that word, daddy, since the night he had knelt in front of him and sucked his cock, bound and helpless, and he hoped his stepfather would get the hint.

“I… thanks.” Ian said.

There was a catch to his voice, and Harry’s smile widened.

“It might also be my new perfume though.” Harry said, grinning. “I bought it yesterday. I think it suits me.”

The perfume was deep and rich, musk and spice, and Harry had added it as a final touch, hoping it’d entice his daddy to get in close and smell him, that he would get to savour it fully as the night progressed. He blushed, pouting, watching the door, waiting. There were footsteps, drawing closer. Harry shifted, nervous, trying to as seductive as possible…

The door to the kitchen opened and Ian stepped in, looking across the room and… he stalled. He stopped and stared, and his eyes went wide. There was a silence, and Harry could hear the drumming of his terrified heart loud in his head.

He shifted again, wiggling his butt, staring at his stepfather. He had rehearsed this so many times in his head but it was so different now. He blinked, fluttering his eyelashes, and smiled, blushing. Ian said nothing, was mute, still. What was he thinking? Harry felt so exposed and naked in what he was wearing. He felt exhilarated and scared and… his head spun, overwhelmed by emotions.

“Hi, daddy. Welcome home.” Harry said, breaking the silence. “Are you looking forward to spending the whole weekend with me?”

Harry rose up to his feet and, without waiting for his stepfather to speak, he skipped over to him, wiggling his hip and ass in his heels, and he stepped in close, rose up on his toes, his chest pressing against the wall of muscle that was his daddy, and he wrapped his arms around his neck, lifting one heeled foot off the floor in a gesture that felt very feminine and seductive and sexy.

Ian stared down, and without speaking reached out to grip Harry’s waist, his large hands holding him, and Harry gave him one small, quick peck on the lips before pulling back and stepping away, giggling. He shimmied, and posed again.

“Well…” Harry said, waiting. “Aren’t you hungry?”

Harry giggled, the double meaning of his words obvious in his smirk. Ian laughed, suddenly, brightly. He nodded.

“Yes. Food. I… I suppose I am hungry. We can eat and… talk?” He said. “If you want, I mean… about… I don’t know. Just… yes… food.”

Ian’s cheeks were bright pink and Harry felt a swell of confidence, aware of just what a power he held over his daddy. He had caused him to get flustered, to be embarrassed, and as Harry glanced down to his daddy’s crotch his smile only grew… he had caused him to get hard.

“Talking sounds… fun.” Harry said. “And I have lots to talk to you about.”

As Ian squirmed Harry set about getting their meal ready. He prepped plates with food, a simple pasta dish he knew his stepfather liked, lots of sauce and garlic and cheese, and he made a show of getting the table ready, sitting his father down and strutting around the kitchen in his heels.

The click of them on the hard floor was a reassuring noise, feminine and seductive, and it soothed Harry, let him fall into the role of pretty housewife, a daydream that made him feel warm and giddy and flustered. He kept a deliberate wiggle in his walk, one foot in front of the other, hips rolling, ass jiggling, and he made sure to bend over as often as possible, keeping his legs straight and together, curving his back, sticking his ass right out and pointed at his daddy.

Harry enjoyed performing, teasing his daddy with his body, and he could not help but notice how Ian watched him, eyes roaming his legs, hips, ass, belly, taking in every last detail of his look, even his face, staring into his eyes, staring at his plump lips, but still… he said nothing. Did he not like it? Yet Harry could clearly see the bulge in his daddy’s trousers. Maybe he was just trying to resist… well, Harry was happy to let his daddy try to resist, because he was certain he’d give in eventually given all he had planned.

“There you go.” Harry said, putting a place down in front of his stepfather.

He liked playing housewife, thought he could get used to it, being pretty, serving, being rewarded for being good. The thought made his cock throb. Maybe if tonight went well…

“Thank you… you… you really didn’t need to, I mean…”

Ian was flustered again, unable to stop staring at Harry in his lingerie, watching his hot, sexy body, so smooth, soft, the wiggle of it, his ass, legs, the way he flaunted himself. He was struggling for words, shifting in his seat, cock so hard it was becoming painful, and Harry had noticed all of it.

“No need to thank me.” Harry said. “I wanted to do something nice for my daddy, and I wanted to prepare you something delicious.”

As Harry said that last word he wiggled his hips, his ass, making it clear, as if it wasn’t obvious enough, that the meal was not the only thing he had prepared especially for his daddy. Ian's blush deepened, and Harry, satisfied with the reactions he was getting, decided to take a break and settle down and eat something, aware that he needed to keep his strength up if his plan were to go ahead.

As he began to eat he realised how hungry he was. He’d been so nervous all day that he’d barely eaten anything, so that as he began the meal it was all he could do to keep from shovelling it in, yet, still, he did his best, wanting to maintain an air of sophistication and mystery.

“So… I see… I… you look different.” Ian said as they ate.

Harry smiled, fluttering his lashes. He pouted, a deliberate air of cuteness and sweetness, and he wiggled in his chair, leaning forward to get closer to his stepfather, staring into his eyes.

“I do. Do you like it? I… I was curious, after seeing those photos of yours, and I wanted to see what it felt like. I like it. I was hoping you’d like it too…” Harry said.

Ian smiled, took a deep breath. He nodded, slowly, clearly struggling to remain calm and composed.

“I… you look very nice, and you know I love you, will accept you no matter what, but… I mean… isn’t it a little provocative for dinner?” Ian said.

Harry giggled.

“I guess maybe, but… it’s just the two of us, all alone, for the whole weekend, and it's not like I’m hurting anyone. I’m having fun, and if you like it too then why not just enjoy ourselves.” Harry said. “Unless… do you not think I look nice daddy? Do you not think I look sexy?”

To prove his point Harry wiggled, grinning, blushing from the thrill of teasing his stepfather. Ian took a deep breath.

“I… you look amazing. But… well… it is a little inappropriate. I’m your… I… well...”

“You’re my daddy. And I wanted to look cute for you.” Harry said. “Don’t I look cute?”

“You do. You look… stunning. But… it’s just…”

“And you say it's inappropriate, but really, is me wearing this any more inappropriate than you tying me up, or me being on my knees in front of you, sucking your cock, letting my daddy cum down my throat?”

Harry’s stared at his daddy, grinning. Ian stared, blank, cheeks pink. He was clearly flustered, squirming. It was the first time either of them had mentioned anything about that night since it had happened, and Harry had been deliberately lurid and graphic, brazen, his tone flirtatious and teasing.

“I… Harry, I… that was one time. And I’m very…”

“Do NOT say you’re sorry.” Harry said, suddenly harsh. “Because I’m not, and I’m pretty sure you’re not either. Are you? Are you sorry you used my tight, wet, virgin mouth? Are you sorry you came down my tight, virgin throat, that you fucked my face, hard, while I was tied up and helpless? Do you regret it? If you do say so, but you should know that I do not regret one single thing about that night.”

Harry stared at his daddy, daring and bold and beautiful, and he smiled. He waited, watching Ian closely, but Ian just shifted slightly, almost… timid?

“I… we said once only, Harry. I…”

“I don’t want to stop at once.” Harry said. “I want more. A lot more. And what I’m wearing, how I look, it's me, offering myself to you. You’ve roused something in me daddy, awoken something, and it’s up to you to take responsibility, so… are you going to?”

Ian sat for a moment, then grew still. He stopped, shifted, and he sat up taller, took a deep breath, and fixed his stepson with a look that sent a thrill up Harry’s spine.

“You want more of my attention, do you?” Ian asked.

Harry nodded, pouting, fluttering his eyelashes.

“You want me to tie you up again, bind you, make you helpless?”

Harry nodded. Ian’s words made him tremble, his cock throbbing.

“You want me to capture you, and use you?” Ian said.

Harry bit his bottom lip and nodded. The tone of his daddy’s voice had changed, was harder, stern and soft and calm.

“You want me to make you my slut?”

Harry nodded. That voice, that smile, that glint in his daddy’s eyes. Harry knew that his plan was working.

“You want me to claim you as my pretty little fuck-doll, and take responsibility for making you the nasty little slut you are?” Ian said.

Harry felt the words washing over him, the sting of them, fuck-doll, slut, claim, and he felt dizzy, breathless, body hot. He wanted that. He ached for it.

Harry nodded, smiling, squirming in his seat, barely able to keep his lust and desire from consuming him. The way his daddy was looking at him, the calm aura of control, confidence, and power made his dick throb in his panties. He wanted his daddy to take control of him and use him.

“Please daddy…” Harry whispered. “… I’ll do anything.”

Ian smiled. Slowly, keeping his eyes on his stepson, he put his knife and fork down, his meal only half finished.

“Follow me then.” He said.

Without another word he rose to his feet and stepped away from the table. Harry watched as his daddy walked out of the room and towards the stairs, headed up, not bothering to look back or wait as though he knew that Harry would follow.

Harry smiled, giggled, blushed. His daddy was right. He was going to follow, and it was all Harry could do to stop himself from running after him to see to the next part of his plan.


Nine

“Sit on the bed and wait.” Ian said as he heard Harry step into his bedroom, the click of his heels making stealth impossible.

Harry paused for a moment and looked around the room. This had been the room his daddy had shared with his mother. She was gone now, and it was just the two of them, Harry and his stepfather, but still, something about the naughtiness of the situation sent a thrill through Harry, making him giggle and blush. Was he really going to go ahead with his plan in the room his mother used to sleep in, on the bed she used to…

He shook his head, brushing away the thoughts that niggled at him. Of course he was.

Harry did as he was told, strutting across the floor of his daddy’s bedroom towards the bed, hips rolling, ass wiggling, and he turned to sit, trying to find a pose that felt sexy, settling to watch his stepfather’s back as he rummaged in the bottom of his wardrobe.

Ian had not looked up when Harry had entered, was focused on what he was doing, and for some reason that only made Harry crave his attention more. He wanted his daddy to look at him, notice him, touch him, feel him, tie him, bind him, use him, but instead, he was…

There was a click, the noise of a lock opening, and Harry smiled. The chest of his daddy’s rope. His plan really was going as he had hoped.

Ian rose to his feet, slowly, then turned to face Harry. In one hand was a cloth bundle, heavy, and Harry felt his heart leap. Rope…

“Are you going to tie me up daddy?” Harry said, pouting, fluttering his eyelashes. “Are you going to make me helpless, and then take advantage of me?”

Ian did not move, just smiled.

“Perhaps.” He said, voice soft, calm.

Harry felt his belly flutter. There was something equally infuriating and enticing about his daddy’s manner, the calm collectedness of it, the power and restraint. He wanted Ian to ravage him, to take him, but at the same time the way he was drawing the moment out, making Harry squirm, was utterly delicious.

“Is that what you want?” Ian said.

Harry nodded, smiling.

“Then say it. Loud and clear. Say it, or you get nothing.” Ian said.

Harry’s heart skipped. He smiled, blushed, the thought of being made to beg for what he wanted thrilling and shaming him in a way that made his dick throb.

“Please daddy.” Harry whispered. “Please… I… I want you to tie me up, tight, and make me helpless. I want you to take control of me. I want you to leave me helpless, and then I want you to use me for your pleasure. Anything you want to do to me, I won’t be able to stop you. I’ll be powerless as you use me however you want. You can use my body, touch me wherever, and however you want. You can fuck my mouth, my throat, cum over my face, my body. You can…”

Harry’s blush deepened and he stammered, the words catching.

“Say it, or it won’t happen.” Ian said, grinning, clearly relishing Harry’s suffering.

“You can even use my tight, virgin ass. You can fuck me, hard, in my tight, aching, slutty hole, cum in me, breed me, claim me… if you want.” Harry said.

His heart was beating hard from the thrill of saying it, confessing it, and he could feel his dick throbbing in his panties. He was nervous, and a little frightened, but more than anything he was excited, and he wanted everything his daddy had to offer and more.

“Well then, let’s get started. We have a whole weekend ahead of us, but… I don’t want to waste a moment of it.”

Ian stepped forward and moved towards the bed, carrying the bundle of cloth, the weight of it obvious from the way it swayed. Harry took a deep breath and began to slip off his negligee, easing it off his shoulders and undoing the ribbon belt.

“No.” Ian said.

Harry stopped. Ian moved to stand in front of him, tall, powerful, looking down at him.

“If I want it off, I’ll take it off you, understand?” Ian said.

Harry giggled, blushed, nervous. He nodded.

“Yes, daddy.” He said.

Without thinking he glanced down, to his daddy’s crotch, and he was delighted by what he saw, the thick, heavy, throbbing bulge. Harry bit his bottom lip, felt his mouth water, and his ass twitch. Was his daddy really going to…

Before Harry could complete his thought he felt a hand in his hair, fingers gripping him tight, pulling Harry up and to his feet. Harry struggled, but did not resist, allowed his stepfather to take control of him, to own him.

The pain of his hair being pulled was sharp, intense, and it left him breathless, but hot. He looked up as he settled on his feet, heels making his ass stick out, legs long, body soft, and he saw Ian’s smile, the warmth, desire, strength, and it made him weak.

As Ian kept a hold of Harry’s hair he tossed the cloth bundle to the bed, and out of the corner of Harry’s eye, he saw it come open, spilling hanks of rope across the bed, the scissors Ian had used to cut his leg free. His heart skipped, and Ian’s now free hand went to the belt of Harry’s robe, the long satin ribbon, and he tugged it, gently but firmly, opening Harry’s lace negligee.

Harry was silent, compliant, and eager as his daddy slowly opened his negligee, baring his smooth body, and he shivered as Ian’s hand caressed up over his belly, waist, chest, to his shoulders, slipping the lace off his body, letting it fall to the floor and pool at his feet.

Ian’s hand caressed Harry’s shoulders, neck, chin, his thumb running over Harry’s bottom lip, wet and pouty, and Harry whimpered, squirmed, and tried to kiss and suck on his daddy’s thumb, but Ian had other plans. His thumb moved away, his hand slipped down.

It caressed over Harry’s smooth, soft, flat chest, fingers teasing around his nipples, both of them hard now, erect from the thrill of his situation, his arousal, and then out, to his arms, running down to grip his wrist. His daddy gripped his wrist tight, then released his hold of Harry’s hair.

The pain faded, slowly, only to be replaced with pain in his wrists, Ian gripping one in each hand, hard. Harry paled, looked up, and Ian moved Harry’s wrists to his chest, pressing them to just below Harry’s chin, hands tucked. He shifted his hands, holding both wrists in one hand, tight, then moved, stepping to the side, dragging Harry with him as he reached down to the bed to pick up a hank of rope.

Ian tugged the rope loose, letting it uncoil, and the sound of it was enough to make Harry’s dick throb in his panties, and Harry watched as Ian moved, deft and dextrous, folding the rope in half and holding it by the middle so it formed two equal lengths. It was mesmerizing, his skill thrilling, and Harry remained frozen as his daddy wrapped the rope around his wrists twice, making four bands, tying it quickly, a loop that was tight but not too tight, the knot secure.

It was the first time he had really seen his daddy handle rope, and it was comforting and exciting to see his skill, the craft of it, the way his hands moved. Harry looked up and saw his daddy staring at him, looking into his eyes, his gaze hard and commanding even as he worked the rope, taking it away from Harry’s wrists, winding it around his torso, binding his arms close, a rope hug that squeezed him.

Harry could not look away, was captured by rope and by his daddy’s gaze. The rope wrapped round around his body, twice, then Ian’s fingers hooked it, pulled it around itself, and wrapped around again, another set of bands, lower, locking his elbows down, further limiting his movement, his arms pressed tight against his chest, squeezing, pressing, rendering his powerless.

Ian’s hands moved, arms wrapping rope around Harry’s body, hugging him, holding him, and then the rope was pulled through itself again, tight, tighter, and the feel of it against his bare skin was heaven, the coarseness, the softness, the confinement. Harry squirmed, testing his bonds, and could not help but smile as he found them inescapable.

Ian looked down at his stepson, dressed in panties, stockings, suspenders, heels, body smooth and soft, and he could not help but admire his face, so pretty and beautiful, eyelids painted, sultry make-up, full lips. Harry fidgeted, hot, flustered, aching. He wanted more.

Harry stepped forward and pressed himself into his daddy, his hard, strong, powerful body, and he wiggled, shaking his hips and ass, grinding his bound body into Ian’s chest. Ian chuckled.

“Want something do you?” He asked.

Harry nodded, pouting, fluttering his eyelashes.

“Say it.”

Harry’s body was tingling, cock throbbing. He could feel the swell of his daddy's erection pressing against his belly. It was so hard, so thick, so hot, throbbing, pulsing. He ached for it.

“I… I want you… I want you to use me.” Harry whimpered.

Ian smiled. As Harry tottered in his heels, delicate, pretty, Ian moved, pressing in close, and his arms enclosed his pretty little stepson, hands on his back, roaming over soft skin, slipping down, slowly, to Harry’s ass, cupping it, squeezing, hard.

Harry gasped from the pain of it, the shock, but it felt good, right, and he wanted more. Ian leaned down, close, and Harry stared up into his daddy’s eyes, pouting, waiting, and then…

Their lips met, and Ian kissed Harry, hard, deeply, passionately, gripping his ass even harder, pulling him tight, groping his firm, tight, peachy, smooth butt. Harry wiggled, arms pressed to his chest, bound into a ropey hug, held by his daddy, and he kissed back.

He had kissed girls before but… it had never been like this. Never so fervent, so passionate, so demanding, and Harry gave everything he could. His lips parted and he felt his daddy’s tongue slip in, delicate, exploring his hot, wet mouth, and the kiss sent him reeling. He never wanted it to end.

Ian pulled back suddenly, breaking the kiss, making Harry whine for more. Harry looked up and was glad to see the blush of arousal in his stepfather’s cheeks, the hard cock pressing into his belly even larger. Harry squirmed, relishing the closeness, the feel of his daddy’s big, strong hands on his panty-clad ass.

“You said I could use you.” Ian said. “And as much fun as kissing is, don’t think it constitutes using you, does it?”

Harry shook his head, too giddy and breathless to speak, his body flush, heart racing. He wanted more than just kisses. He wanted…

Ian moved quickly, a deft motion, one leg hooking behind Harry’s, buckling one of his knees, and Before Harry knew what was happening he was falling, tumbling, precarious in his heels, his hands and arms bound, unable to save himself. Yet… he didn’t fall. He was held by his daddy, his hands strong, and Harry was guided to his knees, gently, left to rest, kneeling, in front of Ian. He looked up, smiled, staring into his daddy’s eyes, the hardness of his cock just visible at the edge of his vision.

“Mouth open slut, tongue out.” Ian said.

Harry shivered, and did as he was told. He opened his mouth wide, and extended his tongue, felt his spit already beginning to drool. He could only kneel and watch as Ian began to undo his trousers, shifting them down, and took out his perfect, fat, long, throbbing cock.

“You want this, don’t you?” Ian said.

Harry nodded.

“Please daddy.” He whimpered. “Please… use my mouth. Let me… let me get your cock ready to fuck me.”

Ian chuckled.

“Well, since you asked so nicely… and since you are such a pretty little slut.”

Before Harry could speak again Ian moved. He stepped forward, closer, and loomed over Harry. He gripped his massive cock with one hand and with the other reached out to grip Harry’s hair, guiding his cock towards Harry’s mouth, and Harry’s mouth towards his cock.

Harry surrendered, bound, helpless, craving it.

He moaned in delight as the head of his daddy’s cock pressed against his wet, hot, pouty lips, and his tongue began to lick. Ian pressed his hips forwards, thrusting his cock into Harry’s tight mouth, and Harry began to suck.

His head spun, the rightness and the wrongness of it melding into one perfect moment. He was his stepfather’s slut, his fuck-doll, and he wanted to be bred, claimed, used, over and over again, wanted to show his daddy that he was the best whore he could ask for.

As Ian thrust his cock deeper into his stepson’s mouth Harry wrapped his lips tight, swirling his tongue, lapping, sloppy and wet, slurping, and he began to bob his head, pressing it down as Ian thrust forwards, pulling it back as Ian drew his cock out, working to fuck his mouth up and down the length of his daddy’s magnificent prick.

Ian’s cock slipped in and out, pulling back until just the head was inside Harry’s tight, wet mouth, held by his lips and by suction, tongue teasing, then thrusting deep, thrusting deeper each time until soon the head was pressing again at the back of Harry’s throat. He remembered that sensation well, had been replaying it in his mind, often, had been craving it. As his daddy thrust forward Harry forced himself to relax, suppressing the need to gag, the desire to breathe, and he opened his throat, forcing his head down.

Ian, gripping Harry’s hair, looked down at the pretty, bound slut in front of him, and he could no longer control himself. Harry had been teasing him for days, and now, seeing him so pretty and smooth and sexy, he wanted only to use him as he had begged.

Ian thrust, hard, and Harry felt the head of his daddy’s cock press at the tight entrance of his throat. He sucked, lips tight, and pressed forwards. His throat stretched, opening, and there was pressure, pain, a moment of pregnant pause, and then Harry felt his daddy’s cock filling his throat, fucking deep, choking him, making him gasp, suffocating him.

“Fuck… you are such a natural. Such a pretty little cum slut. All dressed up, tied up, completely at my mercy.” Ian said.

Harry could only murmur, choking on cock, his daddy’s cock fucking deep into his throat, filling his mouth until his nose was pressed against Ian’s belly. Harry swallowed, his throat milking that perfect cock, and he could feel it throbbing, swelling. He wanted to taste his daddy’s cum.

“You take my cock so deep, and your mouth is so fucking hot.”

Ian held his cock deep, and Harry felt giddy from lack of air, yet there was nothing he could do. His arms were bound. He was on his knees. His daddy was gripping his hair, had complete control of him. Yet still, he felt safe, and he only wanted more.

Ian’s cock fucked deep, his hips making small motions, fucking his cock barely in and out of Harry’s tight throat as he swallowed, lips tight, mouth pooled with hot, wet spit. Harry choked, eyes watering, and he looked up at his daddy, powerless to resist him, and he was happy.

Ian’s cock swelled, throbbing, hard. Harry braced himself, and then…

Ian pulled back, pulled his cock out even as he pulled Harry’s head back, slipped his cock out of Harry’s throat, out of his mouth, the head leaving Harry’s lips with an audible pop. Harry was left gasping, pining, aching for it. His daddy had been about to cum and yet he was denying him his seed.

“Please daddy… please… I want your cum. I need your cum. Please…” Harry begged.

Ian only smiled.

“You get a lot of it this weekend slut.” He said. “But first… I want to properly use you, break you in, claim you as my fuck-doll.”

Harry’s heart skipped. Did his daddy mean…

“Now, let’s get you onto the bed, on your back. I know just how I want you.” Ian said.

And Harry was only too happy to comply.


Ten

It was a little awkward and clumsy climbing onto the bed with his arms tied in front of him, but Harry managed it eventually, being careful as he stood up and as he walked, his arms useless, but as he reached the bed he felt his heart soaring. He turned to face his daddy and smiled, a cute sexy wiggle before he jumped and landed on his back on the bed, legs dangling slightly over the edge, a helpless bundle laid out waiting for his stepfather to come take advantage of him. Grinning, belly fluttering, Harry spread his legs.

He couldn’t help but notice the way his daddy was looking at him, hunger and lust, desire, eyes roaming his smooth, pretty body. He was very glad he had gone through with his plan, even though he had been unsure about it. Not only was being smooth and pretty fun, his body so much more sensitive now, but wearing the lingerie, the stockings and the suspenders and the panties, the heels, it made him feel attractive, sexy and cute and playful, and… it was clear his daddy liked how he looked.

Harry made a deliberate effort to show off his body, wiggling where he lay, showing off his long legs in his stockings, his trim body, his pert ass, and Ian watched him, grinning. Still, there was something in his smile that left Harry feeling slightly anxious, a trembling fear and uncertainty that he liked. He was so helpless now, and his daddy was so big and strong. He was looking at him like a ravenous wolf looking over a helpless fawn about to be devoured, and Harry wanted to be devoured.

“You look so hot.” Ian said. “But… it’s not quite perfect.”

Harry felt his heart sink a little. He wanted everything to be perfect.

“Luckily for you I know just how to fix that.” Ian said.

As he spoke he reached out and picked up a length of rope. He smiled. More rope… Harry felt himself relax, a swell of joy. He was going to be made even more helpless, and he couldn’t wait.

“First though… we need to get you ready, which means those panties need to come off, because once I’ve finished tying you I’d need to rip them off you, and, well, you look so cute that I know I’m going to want to see you in them again.”

Harry bit his bottom lip and fluttered his eyelashes.

“Yes daddy, anything you want. But… as you can see, I’m all tied up so… would you please take them off me? Pretty please.” Harry said, his voice saccharine sweet.

Ian smiled. He did not need to be asked twice.

Before Harry could react Ian was on him, looming over him, and his hands were roaming up his legs, over his smooth stocking-clad thighs, caressing, squeezing, firm and powerful. Harry squirmed, but his daddy held him in place, molesting him, groping, fondling, teasing. Harry’s dick throbbed in his panties, quick shallow breaths, his heart racing.

“Fuck… you are so hot.” Ian said. “All tied up, helpless. I could do anything I wanted to you. Couldn’t I?”

The question hung in the air. Harry smiled, nodded.

“Please daddy…” He whispered.

Ian let his hands roam higher, teasing up over Harry’s stockings, over the bare flesh of his smooth thighs, creeping up to his panties, cupping Harry’s ass, squeezing, groping. Harry moaned, ground his hips, working his ass into his daddy’s hands. It felt good, but he wanted more.

“Please what?” Ian asked.

Harry giggled, blushing.

“Please… fuck me. Use me. Make me your pretty fuck-doll.” Harry said.

He could barely believe what he was saying, but he meant it more than he had ever meant anything.

Ian smiled, his hands shifted, and then, in one swift movement, he tugged Harry’s panties down and off, slipping them over his heels and tossing them to the side.

“Such a slut.” Ian said, smiling. “Now, let’s get you into position.”

Harry’s cheeks burned as his daddy looked down at him, his body throbbing, hot and eager, and he could only lay still as Ian began to wrap rope around his left thigh, wrapping it several times before tying it into a loop, a rope cuff capturing his leg. He squirmed, testing his bonds, but Ian had him captured and there was no escape, yet that knowledge was a comfort, the feeling of rope on his smooth thigh making his belly flutter.

Ian leant over Harry, looming, and he almost seemed to hug him and then… he felt rope passed beneath the small of his back, ticking over skin, and he could only watch as his daddy tied a second loop around his right thigh, a second cuff capturing him.

Harry squirmed, pinned beneath his daddy feeling the weight and the warmth of him, and then the rope was passed again behind the small of his back, looped through the first cuff and…

Ian pulled, hard, firm, and the rope cuffs around Harry’s thighs were pulled apart, his legs spread. He felt his heart skip, and on instinct, he tried to fight against him but the rope, and his daddy, were too strong. His legs were spread wider, forced apart, exposing him, and then Ian locked the rope down, letting go of it while Harry’s legs were kept lifted and spread.

Harry blushed, a thrill of shame and humiliation, a rush of arousal, and he could only look up helpless as Ian looked down at him, looked down to his dick, throbbing, and his ass, spread wide.

“Perfect.” Ian said, grinning.

“What are you going to do to your bound slut daddy?” Harry asked.

Ian’s smile grew wider.

“I’m going to fuck you, just like you begged me to.” Ian said.

Harry giggled, blushing, helpless, and he watched as his daddy stripped out of his clothes, pulling his shirt off, pulling his trousers down, exposing his body, strong and powerful, his cock, thick and long and hard. Would that even fit? He couldn’t wait to find out.

As Harry lay on his back, trapped, bound, Ian moved to the side of the bed, watching Harry closely, and opened a drawer to fish out a small bottle of clear liquid. As he returned to the foot of the bed he poured a generous amount into the palm of his right hand, and then, standing over Harry, poured a smaller amount over his smooth, pretty dick, letting it run down over his ass, down his crack, over his hole.

Harry jumped at the cold wetness, but he couldn’t help but giggle, nervous and excited, eager for what came next.

“I… I’ve never done this before so please… be gentle.” Harry said. “At least to start. After that I… I don’t mind if you get a little rough.”

Ian smirked.

“I’ll remember that.” He said. “But first… how about I warm your tight little virgin hole up, stretch you out a little, so I don’t hurt you too much.”

Not waiting for an answer Ian moved. He climbed up onto the bed, kneeling between Harry’s spread legs, and, looming over him, holding himself up with one hand he reached down with his other, his hand slippery with lube.

Harry gasped in pleasure as his daddy’s hand caressed his dick, stroking it for a moment, teasing it lightly before slipping down. His heart skipped as his daddy’s wet fingers roamed down along his crack, to his hole, teasing over his virgin entrance.

The touches were light, teasing, and Harry whimpered in need. He worked his hips, pressing back, wanting more, the sensations bright and hot and joyful, but as bound and as helpless as he was he was completely at the mercy of his daddy’s teasing. His daddy’s slippery fingers caressed over his hole, around the sensitive rosebud of his entrance, making him whimper and moan.

“Please… please daddy…” Harry whispered.

Ian smiled, relishing Harry’s suffering.

“Well, since you asked so nicely.” Ian said.

His fingers pressed, firm, and slipped into the centre of Harry’s entrance, his hole, and Harry moaned as his ass began to ease open. There was a throb of pleasure, and hunger, and as slippery as his hole was, as wet as his daddy’s finger was it did not take much pressure for Harry to feel his daddy inside him for the first time.

“Fuck… oh god…”

It felt… good. How much better would his cock feel? It was fatter, longer, harder… would he even be able to take it all?

“You like that slut?” Ian asked.

Harry nodded, looking up at his daddy, bound and helpless. He giggled, nervous, breathing hard, working his hips to feel more, pressing his butt down and his stepfather eased more and more of his finger into his tight hole, working the lube deep, stretching him, making him wet and slippery, preparing him to take his cock.

That thought sent Harry’s head spinning. His daddy was getting him ready to fuck him. He was tied up, legs spread, powerless, smooth, in heels and stockings and suspenders, pretty, and his daddy was going to claim him, fuck him, breed him.

Ian worked his finger deeper, wiggling it, making a knot of pleasure tighten in Harry’s belly, his cock so hard it hurt, twitching, drooling precum, and Harry was moaning, drunk on the delight of it. It felt better than anything he’d experienced before, and yet he knew the best was still to come.

“Think you’re ready for me?” Ian asked.

Harry nodded, head spinning. He had never been more ready in his life.

As his daddy worked his finger out of his tight, virgin hole Harry squirmed, delighting in the pleasure of it, the knowledge that something even bigger was soon to be filling him. As his stepfather’s finger popped out of his ass Harry felt his hole gaping, hungry for cock, and he could only watch, tied up and helpless, and Ian shifted his hand to his fat, hard, throbbing cock, stroking it, coating it with lube, preparing it…

“Please daddy…” Harry whimpered

“Please what?”

“Please fuck me. Fuck me in my tight virgin ass. Fuck me and make me your pretty little rope slut.” Harry said.

He was pleading, begging, bound and helpless, and Ian just chuckled. He did not speak, did not reply, but, still gripping his cock, he shifted his hips forwards.

The head of his cock, fat and slippery and hot, pressed at Harry’s entrance. Harry tensed and pressed back. His hole began to open as his daddy began to work his way forwards, pressing his cock firmly at Harry’s virgin opening. Harry moaned, grinding his hips down, and he felt the pressure building, pleasure and pain becoming one overwhelming sensation.

He wanted it, wanted his daddy’s cock inside him, wanted to be fucked, used, bred. There was a moment when Harry feared his daddy was too big, pressure building, his slippery, tight, virgin hole throbbing, pain, pleasure, stretching, gaping, but then it happened. His hole stretched, pressure mounting, and his daddy thrust. The fat head of his cock forced its way in deep, and it popped past Harry’s outer ring, slipped in, and his cock sank deep.

“Fuck… oh gods… fuck...” Harry couldn’t speak, couldn’t think.

The pleasure was too much. His arms were tied, his legs forced wide, and his daddy had his cock inside his no longer virgin ass. His stepfather was fucking him on the bed where he used to sleep with Harry’s mother and the shame and humiliation and sin of it only made the pleasure brighter.

“More… fuck me… fuck me hard and claim me… breed me… I’m your slut. Use me daddy…” Harry whispered.

Ian smiled and did as his stepson begged. He thrust his hips forwards, sinking his entire fat length into Harry’s tight, hot, slippery hole, held it there for a moment, throbbing, stretching his ass wide, and then pulled back, slipped his cock out, pulled it out of Harry’s ass until just the head was inside, tugging at Harry’s tight entrance.

Harry squirmed, wiggling his hips, wanting to feel full, but he was bound, and Ian kept still, looking down at him, grinning. His heart was racing, cock throbbing, belly fluttering. It felt good.

“Ready?” Ian asked.

Harry nodded.

“Please...”

Ian needed no more encouragement. He thrust his hips forwards, hard, and slammed his entire girth into Harry’s tight, slick hole, stretching his ass wide.

Harry had been a virgin only moments ago and yet here he was, legs spread, tied open, with his daddy on top of him with his fat cock buried in his tight ass, fucking him, on the bed he had shared with Harry’s mother, and Harry had never been happier. Harry fucked back as best as he could, working his hips and butt, wanting more, wanting it harder, deeper, but it was difficult as bound as he was and so in the end he just submitted, relaxing into the rope, and he let his daddy use him.

Ian pulled his hips back, pulling almost his entire length out, and then slammed his hips forward again, filling Harry’s tight, wet hole, fucking him deep and hard. Harry gasped with each thrust, his legs tied open, arms bound, unable to resist, unable to move, unable to thrust back, unable to do anything but lie there, beneath his daddy, trapped, as he was used, fucked, claimed, bred.

“Such a tight hole. Fuck you feel good… and you are so fucking hot…” Ian moaned and he thrust.

Harry giggled, dizzy with emotions and sensations, overwhelmed with pleasure. He relaxed, surrendered, letting his daddy use him, thrusting his cock in and out of his ass, fucking him. He was his daddy’s slut now, his fuck-toy, his rope-slut, and he was happy.

He looked up and saw Ian looking down at him, smiling, eyes intense with lust and love. Harry’s heart swelled, and without thinking, he squeezed down on his daddy’s cock with his slippery, tight hole, and he watched as his daddy’s face became a mask of lust and pleasure.

Harry giggled, and he did it again, loving how it made his stepfather thrust harder, deeper, his cock throbbing, swelling, making his dick so hard, aching, his belly bright and fluttery.

“Cum in me daddy. Cum in my ass and mark me as your slut.” Harry said.

Ian smiled.

“As you wish, slut…”

With that his thrusting became more intense, rutting, fucking Harry hard, deep, fast. Harry could feel the head of his daddy’s cock pressing on his inner walls, teasing over the bright spot of his pleasure, making his dick swell, throb, oozing precum.

“Fuck… just… just there… more… please… don’t stop… I’m going to… I’m going to…” Harry was muttering.

He could feel his daddy’s cock swelling, throbbing, hard, and he knew what that meant. He was close. They were both close.

Harry ground his hips down as best as he could, chasing the pleasure, wanting his daddy to cum inside him, wanting to cum with his daddy. Ian thrust, deep, hard, and the fat head of his cock pressed on the spot of Harry’s pleasure.

Ian thrust and he held his cock deep and he leaned in close and… he kissed Harry, deeply, passionate, hungry, devouring. Harry kissed back and that was enough. The kiss was all that was needed to send both of them spiralling over the edge, and Harry felt his daddy’s cock pulse, throbbing, erupting inside of his tight ass, and then he too was cumming, cumming onto his belly, cumming from just having his ass fucked, having his ass filled with his daddy’s seed.

Ian kissed him, hard, thrusting his cock deep as he came, a torrent of hot spunk filling Harry’s tight hole, claiming him, and Harry loved it. He kissed back, surrendering everything he was to his daddy. They came together, pleasure melding, and it was only as the throbbing of his daddy’s cock began to slow that the kiss was broken.

Harry smiled, looking up, and fluttered his eyelashes, grinning.

“Wow.” He whispered. “I… that was fun.”

Ian smirked.

“It was.” He said. “But that was just the beginning.”

Ian worked his hips, and Harry’s eyes went wide as he felt his daddy’s softening cock begin to swell again, growing harder inside him. He was getting hard again…

“Now, we have the whole weekend together you said, and that I could use you however I wanted. Did you mean it?”

Harry blushed. He had just cum with his daddy’s cock inside his ass…

He nodded, smiling.

“I meant every word, daddy.” He said. “So please… tie me up any way you want, and use me. After all, I belong to you now, I’m your slut, since you claimed me, so you’ve got to take responsibility…”

Ian laughed.

“Oh, I’m going to take responsibility.” He said. “I’m going to take responsibility over, and over, and over…”

Harry felt his daddy thrust again, his cock hard again already, filling him, stretching his cum stuffed ass, growing harder inside him, and it felt amazing. He was his daddy’s slut, and he was happier than he had ever been before. There was just one tiny issue…

“Just, daddy…”

“Yes, beautiful?” Ian said.

“My nose itches…” Harry said, smirking.

Ian grinned, reached up to scratch the tip of his slut’s nose, and that felt almost as good to Harry as his daddy’s cock in his ass. Almost, but not quite…

The End
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The Tourist Trap: Hypno Bimbo
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Marcus was the perfect husband, except for one tiny problem. He was addicted to sissy hypno.

He just had to hope his wife would never find out…

Marcus is an amazing husband, loyal and caring and sweet, perfect in almost every way, except… he has a naughty habit. He’s hooked on sissy hypno, and he can’t stop fantasising about being a brazen, wanton bimbo. So, when Marcus’ wife, Pam, persuades Marcus to join her on a luxury holiday at an exclusive, luxury island resort he decides it is the perfect chance to finally kick his pernicious addiction.

Pam, though, has other plans.

What Marcus doesn’t know is that the luxury resort Pam has booked is the Tourist Trap, a high tech facility that transforms men into beautiful, glamorous, sexy woman, into sexy sissy sluts, and that Pam knows all about her husband’s dirty little secret. She knows about his addiction to sissy hypno, and she knows just what he deserves...


The Femboy Next Door
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Arriving home for the summer after finishing college Adam is looking forward to one last chance to reconnect with the place where he grew up before beginning his new life as a young adult. Full of hope for the future, he cannot wait to see again the places and the people he left behind, the places and the people he’s missed.

First among them is of course Rose, the girl next door, Adam’s best friend, his first crush, and of course her younger brother Dale. The three had grown up together, gone on vacations together, and Dale had almost been like the younger brother Adam never had, annoying at times, pestering, sometimes even irritating, but Adam had missed him. When Adam meets Rose he sees that she has changed, just as he has changed, and he realises his feelings for her aren’t the same.

When he sees Dale for the first time in years he sees that he too has changed. The young, shy boy in baggy sweatshirts and jeans, awkward and sullen and introverted, is gone, replaced with a confident, smiling young man, dressed in hot-pants, long socks, a tiny t-shirt, and roller-skates.

Dale launches himself at Adam, eager for a hug. He’s missed him too, and he’s eager to catch up. The two spend more time together, and Adam soon sees just how happy Dale is, how comfortable he is just being himself, a pretty, cute, sexy femboy… and soon he’s forced to confront his own feelings and his own identity as he finds himself beguiled by the dazzling femboy next door.


Best Friends: Truth or Dare
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How were two best friends meant to know that their game of truth or dare would lead them both down a path of feminization and delicious discovery?

Franklin and Quinn, two childhood best friends, have the weekend all to themselves as Franklin’s parents are out of town, and they decide to spend it the best way they know how—playing computer games in Franklin's basement, drinking beers, eating pizza, just the two of them. They deserve it, they had both worked hard at school, scoring excellent marks in their final exams, earning a place at the same prestigious university, the pair earnest, kind, diligent students, but… Quinn can’t help but feel that something is missing.

They’ve just graduated, they’ve toiled and slogged, they should be celebrating, should be out being wild and young and reckless. As much as Quinn loves spending time with his best friend, doing the same thing they always do leaves him feeling like maybe, just maybe, they’re missing out on something special. When Franklin suggests a game of truth or dare Quinn agrees, and the best friends are set on a course that will change the nature of their relationship forever.

Though the game starts simply, with a few revealing truths, it progresses quickly to dares, and the boys find themselves revealing secrets and discovering new delights. With the whole weekend ahead of them, the game continues, and the dares become slowly more adventurous, more exciting, more devious. As the two friends embark on a journey of self-discovery and feminization they begin to discover the truth about themselves, and about each other. In the face of all these new revelations they are forced to come to terms with the feelings they just can’t keep hidden any longer.

Quinn was right. They had been missing out on something special, but that all changes thanks to one silly game of truth or dare...


Brainwashed: Her Sissy Maid
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Kieran loves his new job, but, unfortunately for him, his performance has been found to be lacking. Luckily the beautiful and Domineering Ms Cwen sees potential in him, so he is given one more chance to impress her, and show that he can meet her very specific, demanding standards.

To help him improve Ms Cwen instructs Kieran to listen to a series of hypnosis self-help files, to help him correct his unwanted behaviours, help him reach the potential she sees in him, and train him to better satisfy her needs. Kieran agrees, reluctantly, and soon finds himself learning how to really impress a woman like Ms Cwen.

Its all so simple… he just needs to be pretty, to obey, to serve. Soon enough Kieran finds himself submitting to Ms Cwen’s will, obeying and serving her without question as she trains him to be the kind of good girl she wants. As Kieran's training progresses he finds he has a special talent for submitting to the sexy, assertive, controlling woman, but how far will he go to please her, and is he willing to follow every command she gives him when it finally becomes clear that Ms Cwen has been training Kieran to become her personal, pretty, sexy, sissy maid?

Advisory note: this book features themes of feminisation, sissification, corruption, and mind control, as well as the use of language and repeated phrases that some suggestible readers might find to be irresistible…


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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