

Chapter 1

Okay, first of all, let me explain why I was naked in the women’s changing room. 

I’d just started working at Pentregoed University earlier that year, and it was turning out to be an amazing job. Not just because I’d managed to land a teaching job straight after finishing my Master’s degree, but because the gym at the university was open until midnight. Practically no one used it after seven, and from ten o’clock it was completely deserted. I would come over there every night around that time, go into the women’s changing room and strip naked. There was something incredibly thrilling about being totally nude in a place that I wasn’t supposed to go into even wearing clothes. I wouldn’t exactly call myself an exhibitionist, but part of the excitement was the thrill of knowing that I might get caught, knowing that I was risking not just my career but my reputation and my chances of ever working in academia again. Noone wants to be taught by a pervert. 

Earlier that evening I’d come into the gym and walked around a little to ascertain that I was alone. After making sure that no one else was there, I’d made my way to the changing rooms for the Olympic-sized swimming pool, and stripped. 

The cool air caressed my bare skin as I laid my clothes on a bench. I paced up and down a little, my heart pounding and my cock rock-hard. I would always wait to masturbate until after I got home – I didn’t want to risk leaving behind any trace of my presence – and I was relishing the thought of two hours here, undisturbed, teasing myself with thoughts of being discovered by a late-night gymgoer. The lack of security cameras in the changing rooms meant that as long as I stayed where I was, security wouldn’t see me unless they actually did a physical check on the changing rooms, something they rarely bothered with. 

              Suddenly, I heard footsteps coming from the pool. Shit. Someone was coming. I hurried into a shower cubicle, realising too late that I’d left my clothes behind on the bench. There was no time to get them now – I could hear the slap of bare feet on the tiled floor growing nearer. I’d just have to pray that whoever it was would leave quickly. 

I’m quite tall, and I had to crouch down so that the top of my head wouldn’t stick up above the cubicle door. I stayed there, completely still, barely breathing, as the footsteps stopped outside the shower cubicle where I was hiding. My heart stopped for a moment – was I about to be exposed? Finally, I heard the swimmer move on, walking around the changing room. What was she doing? I didn’t hear the sounds that would indicate she was changing. For a moment I wondered if maybe I’d come across another secret exhibitionist like myself. It didn’t seem too unlikely – in a campus the size of Pentregoed, there were bound to be a fair few deviants. Everyone knew about the hi-jinks of the students, after all. Then I heard the sounds of clothes rustling – was the swimmer finally getting changed to leave? I decided to take a look. 

The door of the shower cubicle ended an inch or two above the floor, and by kneeling with my head against the wet tiles I could see out into the changing area. What I saw made my heart sink. A woman’s feet standing next to the bench where I’d left my clothes. I couldn’t see anything above the ankle, but I was sure that whoever she was, she would realise what was happening soon. Suddenly I was shaken by a sudden realisation – I’d left my staff ID badge pinned to my shirt! If she saw that, I was fucked. 

I stood up, terrified that my secret was about to come out. For a moment time seemed to stand still, then I heard a voice, and my worst fears were confirmed.

“John?”

Not only had I been discovered, but worse – I recognised that voice. It was Dr Sophie Markson, the head of my department. I was in deep shit. My mind raced, trying to come up with an excuse, any excuse, any story I could think of that might explain why I was stark naked in the women’s changing rooms in the middle of the night. But try as I might, I knew there was nothing I could say to explain this. 

“John?” Sophie said again. “Are you in there?”

I couldn’t speak. I was frozen with shock.

“Come on,” she said, “come out of there.”

Finally, my voice returned to me. 

“Could you, ah – could you pass me in my clothes? I must have gone into the wrong changing room.”

“Really?” she didn’t sound convinced.

“Yeah – you know me. Clumsy old me,” I laughed weakly. Maybe this would work?

“Just come out – you don’t need to worry about me seeing you in your swimming trunks.”

I didn’t have a comeback for that. 

“Unless, of course,” she said, “you don't have your trunks on? But then you’d be naked.”

I blushed to hear the word come out of her mouth. 

“That would explain why you want me to hand you your clothes. But then, why are there no swimming trunks here with your clothes?” She sounded like she was smiling. “It seems to me like maybe you weren’t coming here to swim after all? In fact, maybe you didn’t go into the wrong changing room – maybe this is exactly the one you were looking for.”

My heart was pounding. 

“No! N-no, you’ve got it all wrong!”

“Keep your voice down, or you’ll attract security.” She was definitely smiling now. I could hear it in her voice. “I know what you’ve been up to. Every night – or almost every night – you come here, to the women’s changing rooms. I don't know what it is that you do here, but I bet I can guess. Now open the door and come out here. I refuse to have this conversation through a cubicle door.”

I tried to think of a way out, but I was drawing a blank – there didn’t seem to be any possibility of talking my way out of this. I decided to do as she said and get it over with. Maybe I’d be able to convince her not to tell anyone. I took a deep breath and stepped out of the cubicle, covering my groin with my hands. 

Dr Markson was standing there, dripping wet, smiling. She was wearing a modest black bikini that no one would have described as revealing, but on her body it looked practically pornographic. Her long black hair was plastered to her body with water from the pool. As I shuffled awkwardly out of the cubicle, she smirked.

              “Well well well – looks like I was right. You were naked in there.”

She took a couple of steps toward me, running her gaze over my body.

“Completely, and utterly, naked.”

“I...look, I can explain!”

              “No explanation needed. You’re a dirty little pervert. An exhibitionist who doesn’t have the balls to exhibit himself.” She laughed. “Now that is sad. Speaking of balls – drop your hands.”

“What?”

“Come on – no more covering up. Let’s see what you’ve got down there.”

“Are you taking the piss?”

Dr Markson sighed. “Ok, look, I’ll make it simple for you – do as I say, and no one else need ever find out about this little kink of yours.”

I was stunned – this was great. I had some misgivings as to what she might ask me to do, but I ignored them. This was a chance to avoid having my life ruined.

“You mean it? You won't tell anyone?”

“I mean it. Maybe you and I can help each other out.” 

“How do you mean?”

She stepped closer and leaned in, until her face was almost touching mine. I had to hold my dick down hard with my hands to stop my erection springing up and smacking her in the belly.

“I have a few...sexual irregularities of my own. I’m sure we can come to some agreement. You indulge me, and I keep your shameful little secret. Now,” she stepped back a little, “what’s it to be?”

I was intrigued – and turned on like crazy. I’d had a crush on Dr Markson since I started working at Pentregoed, and it looked like this might be my chance. I didn’t know what her “sexual irregularities” were, but I was aching to find out. I removed my hands from my crotch. Dr Markson burst out laughing. 

“Oh my God!” She giggled. “Is that it? No, no, seriously – this has to be a joke. Where’s the rest of your dick?”

I blushed. It’s true, I don't have a big cock. It’s something I’ve always been a little embarrassed about and to hear my boss mock my four inches so openly was deeply humiliating. 

“I’m sorry,” she spluttered, “but come on – you must understand. How could I not laugh at such a pathetic little todger? Aww, have I embarrassed you? Are you ashamed of your tiny cock? Oh, and look – it’s hard! Is that really as big as it gets?”

I tried to cover up again, but she pulled my hands away.

“Hey! I said no covering up. I’m serious – I will call security. Do you want to be discovered here, like this?”

“No,” I said, “but I don’t really appreciate being laughed at.”

“Well, tough shit. You agreed to my terms – you do what I want, and I do what you want. And this is what I want. By the looks of it,” she said, looking pointedly at my penis, “it’s what you want as well. Most men lose their hard ons when you laugh at them, but yours is still rock-solid.” Shockingly, she reached out and flicked my erect penis, just hard enough to hurt a little. I gasped. “Is this turning you on? Do you like being totally exposed like this, in front of me? Or is it the way I’m dressed?”

She ran her hands over her body, cupping her perfect breasts. 

“Does that get you going? Do you have a little crush on me, John?”

She took hold of my dick and began to stroke it. I moaned – I couldn’t help myself. Tonight had turned from a nightmare into a dream come true. 

She started slow, gently stroking me, and then gained speed. I couldn’t believe it. The woman I’d lusted after for months was jacking me off in a bikini. I could feel the orgasm coming on like a slowly rolling boulder, and then – 

She stopped. I moaned in frustration, and she giggled.

“You didn’t think I’d let you come, did you? Is that how you imagined this going – the beautiful boss in her bikini, giving you a quick handjob in the changing rooms after hours?” She laughed again, that girlish giggle that made me feel more humiliated than ever. “No, I’m sorry. You don’t get to have an orgasm unless I say so. That’s how it’s going to be from now on. If you want me to keep your secret to myself, then you’re going to have to submit to me. I’ll tell you when to come – if, that is, I ever let you come at all. This cock” she flicked it again, harder this time, “is mine. These balls,” she stroked them, very lightly, just enough to bring me back to the edge of orgasm, “are mine.”

She stepped back and looked me up and down. 

“Turn around,” she said. “I want to see the arse that I own.”

I did as she said. There was no point being shy any more. 

“Mmmm.” She said. “You’ve got quite a cute little bottom there. I think I’m going to enjoy you. And who knows? Maybe you’ll get to enjoy me as well. If you behave yourself.”

My cock twitched at that. There was still a chance, then – still at least some possibility that I might get to shag her. Hope springs eternal. 

“You can turn around now.”

I turned to face her again, and she smirked as she looked down at my still-erect penis.

“Why, John, you are enjoying this. Hold still – I have to get a picture of this.” She started rummaging through her handbag, which was on the bench next to her clothes.

“What? No!”

I tried to cover myself, but she snapped,

“Hands by your sides! I’ve told you enough times. I own you now, and everything I say, you do. And I say keep your hands by your sides and let me get a picture of that tiny, pathetic thing you call a dick.”

She stood back, presumably to get all of me in the picture. It was indescribably humiliating to stand there, completely naked and unable to cover myself, as such a beautiful woman took pictures of me. But what choice did I have? If I tried to stop her, security would be here faster than you could say “Sex Offenders Register”. I had no other option but to submit to her every whim. 

“There we go,” she said, “all done. Now get your clothes on and fuck off – I’ll be in contact soon to let you know what I plan to do with you. And if you even think about disobeying any of my orders, I’ll print out A5-size copies of these pictures and pin them up on the staff noticebnoard.”

I had no doubt she meant what she said. 

Chapter 2

The first thing I did when I got home was masturbate until I had the most incredible orgasm of my life. I had to admit it – the whole experience had left me even hornier than I usually am after one of my late-night gym visits. I couldn’t stop picturing Dr Markson in her bikini, the swell of her beautiful full breasts, the curves of her body. After I came, though, I was overcome by anxiousness. What had I done? What had I allowed to happen? Not only had I been caught – something I’d feared more than anything else – but now a colleague of mine had naked pictures of me, and would use them to ruin my life if I went against her wishes. And what were those wishes, exactly? That was just it – I didn’t know. I had no idea what her “sexual irregularities” would entail, beyond the obvious – she liked to dominate me. That was all I knew. 

I got a few hours of fitful sleep before I was awoken by my alarm clock – it was time to get up for work. 

Work went about the same as normal – uneventful, even boring under usual circumstances. But these were not usual circumstances. All day long, I was on edge, terrified of what Dr Markson would do to me when she got the chance. When the day passed and she didn’t say a word to me, I thought I was safe, at least for now. But then, as I was walking to my car, I felt my phone buzz. I checked it with dread rising up like bile from the pit of my stomach: it was a text from Dr Markson.

              Be at my house in half an hour. Don’t be late.

It was followed by her address. I looked at my watch – Dr Markson lived out of town, at least twenty minutes’ drive at the best of times, and this was rush hour. I’d have to go like the clappers to get there on time. 

I jumped into my car and sped away, keeping my eyes peeled for speed traps. I’m a hell of a driver, and I can normally get where I’m going twice as fast as anyone else, but rush hour traffic respects neither driving skill nor sexual urgency. I turned up twenty minutes late, and glad to be no later. 

Dr Markson’s house was something to behold. She’d clearly come from money. It was a big country house out in the middle of nowhere, with the kind of long drive that made you feel like you were visiting a countess. I parked outside and stepped out of my car, shaking with anticipation. I was terrified, of course – the idea of being at her mercy, on her own turf, was not a thought that I relished – but at the same time the image came to me of her standing barely a hand’s width away from me, her hand on my cock, and I found myself growing hard. I knocked on her door with a trembling hand, and waited with baited breath until it opened. 

“You’re late,” she said. 

“Sorry,” I said, “there was traffic.”

“I don’t like lateness. And I especially don’t like rudeness. Come in.”

She turned and stepped away from the door. She was dressed in a conservative business suit – standard workwear for her – but I knew what her body looked like underneath. I came inside and shut the door behind me. 

“Get your clothes off,” she said to me harshly. “From now on, you are to be naked at all times in my house, unless I specifically say otherwise. Come on, what are you waiting for?”

I took off my jacket and fumbled nervously at the buttons of my shirt. Seeing no coathooks available, I folded my clothes and placed them on the floor. Once I was down to my boxers, I hesitated.

“I said, naked. You’re already late – do you want to irritate me further? Remember what I can do to you if you annoy me too much.”

I sighed and pulled down my boxers, exposing my semi-erect penis to her cold gaze. She smiled, and chuckled a little.

“I forgot just how small it is,” she said. “I honestly can’t believe anyone can go through life with a penis that tiny. Aren’t you ashamed of yourself? Surely you know that you’ve never really satisfied any woman you’ve slept with. Or are you a virgin?” She laughed. “I bet you are. I bet you’re so embarrassed about that tiny specimen that you’d never let any woman see it. Then again, maybe you’ve managed to get a bit of sympathy sex from some generous soul. You are good at doing that sad puppy face.” 

My erection rapidly receded under her humiliation, which only made the problem worse. 

“Aww,” she said, “you’re not liking this, are you? What’s the problem – does it make you feel unmanly when I laugh at your tiny cock?”

She reached forward and gave my balls a light slap – just hard enough to hurt a little, and make me flinch.

“Answer me when I ask you a question.”

“Yes, it does make me feel unmanly.”

I blushed. Being made to answer her questions made me feel like I was participating in my own degradation. 

“Good. You should feel unmanly, with such a puny member. Still, maybe I can help the situation.”

She began to stroke me, dragging her fingers over the head of my cock with teasing lightness. I couldn’t help myself – I started to get hard again. 

“You like that, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I moaned. It felt amazing – she had skilled hands, and was clearly an expert at teasing a man with pleasure. In a matter of minutes, I was fully erect and rapidly approaching orgasm. I could feel the pleasure building up inside of me, radiating through my body, but before I could come she let go of my penis and started massaging my balls. 

“Don’t get the wrong idea. I’m not going to let you come – especially not on my brand-new carpet. All I’m going to do is keep you just on the edge, for as long as I can. I like to tease, and you’re mine for the whole evening, so you can expect me to keep this going until you leave. I plan to send you away with a hard-on so intense you can barely drive.”

I moaned again – this time in frustration. Her hands on my balls felt amazing, but it wasn’t enough to finish me off. Instead, like she said, Dr Markson kept me just on the very edge, desperately wanting to come, but unable to. 

I lost track of how long she kept at it – it could have been five minutes, or half an hour – but eventually she stopped, and left me squirming with frustration. 

“You’d better get used to this,” she said, “we’ve got the whole evening ahead of us. Now follow me.”

She led me through to an expansive living room upholstered in white and red. There was an ominous-looking black leather bag on the coffee table. I wondered what it might contain, but I was more concerned with the movement of her arse as she walked. Everything about this woman drove me crazy with desire, which made it all the more unbearable to know that she was going to spend the whole evening teasing me without allowing me the release I craved. 

“Ok,” she said, turning to face me, “we need to talk about your lateness.”

“It wasn’t my fault!” I insisted. “It was rush hour – you couldn’t seriously believe I’d make it out here in thirty minutes!”

“So, lateness and backchat. That’s two reasons to punish you. And I’d suggest not complaining, unless you want to add another. I intend to keep you well-disciplined, so I need to think of a suitable punishment. Any ideas?”

I kept silent, not wanting to make my situation any worse than it already was. 

“I know,” she said, “I think a spanking would suffice.”

“What!? You can’t be serious!”

I couldn’t believe it – surely she wasn’t really going to spank me? I was a grown man after all – her colleague. 

“Right – from now on, I’ll add another ten spanks for every time you talk back to me. Do you have anything else to say?”

I shook my head mutely. 

“Good.” She sat down on the sofa. “Now come and get over my lap so I can punish you for your insolence.”

I obeyed – at this point, it seemed I didn’t have any other choice. Dr Markson rested her hand on my bare buttocks. Her sudden touch made me jump – the feeling of her hand on me, and the way my cock was rubbing against the fabric of her trousers – kept me hard, although fear of the thrashing I was about to receive stopped me getting aroused enough to come. 

“I’m going to give you one spank for every minute you were late, plus another twenty for rudeness. So, that’s forty altogether. Are you ready?”

I wasn’t, really – I had no doubt that this was going to hurt, and I was worried about the state my arse would be in after such a long spanking. Even using just her hand, forty blows was a lot. But I knew what she wanted to hear.

“Yes.”

“From now on, you will address me only as Dr Markson. Say, ‘yes, Dr Markson’.”

“Yes, Dr Markson.”

“Good.”

The first blow landed as the word came out of her mouth. The strength and suddenness of it made me cry out. 

“Oh, don’t be such a baby,” Dr Markson said. “There’s thirty-nine more to come, so you’d best save your whining for when it really starts to hurt. A good spanking doesn’t start until you wish it was over.”

That point came pretty soon for me. After only ten blows, my backside was on fire. By halfway through the spanking, I couldn’t keep from crying out in pain – each one stung more than the last, and I could feel my arse becoming hot and sore as the spanking wore on. I was just glad that Dr Markson had no neighbours – the sound of my yells, and of her hand striking my arse, resounded around the room. If anyone had been living next door to her, they probably would have called the police. 

Finally, the final blow came. I sighed with relief. 

“You can stand up now,” Dr Markson said. 

I stood, and rubbed my stinging arse. I knew it must be bright red, but worse than the pain was the humiliation. I was completely naked and I had just been forced to submit to a spanking by my fully-clothed boss, who also happened to be one of the sexiest women I’d ever seen. My face felt as red as my bum must have been. 

“Now I want you to thank me for teaching you a lesson.”

“Thank you,” I said.

“What are you thanking me for?”

“Thank you for spanking me, Dr Markson. I needed to be taught a lesson.”

“That’s better.”

I stood, silent, waiting for my next humiliation.

“I’ve got some good news for you,” Dr Markson said, standing up. “I’m going to give you something to wear.”

Part of me was instantly happy that I’d finally be able to cover up, but at the same time I suspected something was amiss. She was going to find a way to make this as embarrassing for me as possible, I knew it. She left the room to go get my new outfit and I waited, rubbing my aching arse, hoping that whatever was coming up wouldn’t involve another spanking. 

Soon enough she came downstairs, and I realised that “outfit” was very much an exaggeration. What she had in her hands was a red g-string and a pair of high-heeled shoes. I balked at the prospect of wearing that.

“I want you to put these on and do a little cleaning for me.”

I wanted to protest, but the thought of more punishment made me hold my tongue. Instead, I meekly dressed in the most degrading peices of clothing I had ever worn. The g-string covered my cock at least, but it left my bright-red arse cheeks on display, and the little coverage it did afford did not make up for the embarrassment of having to wear such a feminine article of clothing. 

“Oh, that looks just perfect!” Dr Markson said, giggling. “You’re going to be a fantastic maid, I can tell.”

I blushed. The high heels were uncomfortable and made it hard to balance, but when she told me to go across the room and get the feather duster I did as I was bid without falling over. 

“Well done for staying on your feet,” she said. “From now on, any time you fall over in those heels will mean five extra spanks.”

“Please,” I said, “don't spank me any more. I don't think I can take it – I could end up getting seriously hurt.” 

I knew I was risking punishment just by speaking, but I decided it was worth taking the chance. I knew any further spanking would me more than I could bear.

“Firstly, that’s ten right off the bat for giving me lip. But you’ve got a point – I like to keep my slaves in good condition so I can get the most out of them. So here’s what I’ll do: I’ll postpone your punishment until another time. That way you’ll have time to recover.”

“Thank you, Dr Markson.”

I was glad to escape more pain, but her words made me nervous – she was planning on having me spend a lot more time with her. It was strange – not so long ago I would have jumped at the prospect of spending time alone with my gorgeous boss, but now that I knew what that involved the thought was frightening. 

“Now, get to cleaning – and don't miss anything. I’ll add on another ten spanks if you don't meet my standards of cleanliness.”

I spent the next few hours meticulously cleaning every inch of Dr Markson’s enormous home. I tried my best to keep my balance, but it was impossible in those shoes – the heels must have been at least four inches (longer than my dick, as Dr Markson reminded me several times). My job was made harder by the fact that Dr Markson followed me the whole time, making fun of me whenever I had to bend over, and constantly pinching my tender buttocks and stroking my cock. Despite the humiliation, I got more and more turned on as the evening progressed, and by the time I was finished her touch had me rock-hard and ready to burst. Finally, I finished.

“Well done,” she said, giving me a gentle pat on the bum. Though it was gentle, it still stung – that’s how sore I was. 

We were standing back in the living room. 

“I believe,” Dr Markson said, “in rewarding a slave for a hard day’s work. So just to be kind, I’m going to let you come.”

I was relieved, and surprised. She’d been tormenting me all evening, and I’d expected to have to finish myself off at home, but now she was telling me that she’d finally allow me the release I craved. 

“Take off those shoes and that g-string,” she said. I gladly complied. My feet ached and it was good to be free of those heels. I don’t know how women do it. 

“Now,” Dr Markson said, “I want you to jack off for me. And make sure you have your free hand ready to catch your spunk – I don’t want a drop of your disgusting jizz on my carpet.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. Almost before she’d finished speaking I was frantically stroking myself, desperate to finally have the orgasm I’d been building up to all night. It was extremely embarrassing to be made to masturbate in front of Dr Markson, but I didn’t care – the need for orgasm overwhelmed every other thought in my brain. In what must have been less than a minute, I ejaculated furiously into my cupped palm. I groaned with the ecstasy of release. 

“Good boy,” Dr Markson said. “I think you’ve managed to catch it all. Now eat it.”

“What?” I was sure I’d misheard.

“You heard me. I don’t have any tissues to hand, so you’re going to have to eat that come.”

“You – you want me to eat it? My own come?” Shock, disgust, and post-orgasm stupidity made me forget my fear of punishment.

“That’s another ten spanks for next time. And yes, I do – eat it up. All of it, like the filthy slut you are.”

I had half a mind to refuse, consequences be damned, but then I thought of the pictures she had of me – was it really worth running my life to avoid a few moments of mortifying debasement? I decided that it wasn’t. Inwardly unable to believe the depths I was sinking to, I raised my left hand to my face and licked up some of the come from it. I nearly gagged at the consistency and the salty taste, but somehow I managed to keep going until my hand was clean. By the time I’d finished, I felt like throwing up. This was the most humiliating experience of my entire life – I would rather have taken another spanking than kept going, but I had no option. I started on the right hand.

In a little while, my right hand was clean, and I’d wiped off and eaten the come that was on my dick. I felt utterly disgusted with myself, but Dr Markson smiled and said,

“Good job. I must say, I’m impressed with your performance this evening. You’ve really done me proud. So now I’m going to let you get dressed and go home – but don't forget what you did for me here. You’ve been stripped naked, spanked, and eaten your own come. If you ever start to feel like you’re out of the woods, just remember all that, and remember that I can make you do whatever I want whenever I want, from now on. Now go – I’ll see you tomorrow at work.”

I hurriedly dressed and left. As I started the long drive back home, I wondered just what would be in store for me the next time she called me over. 

To be continued...
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