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Chapter 1.
“So, it’s only two weeks until your birthday.  Are you going to give me any idea what you’d like?”  Liam asked.
Daddy, Karl, Liam’s step-father since he was young, looked up from his breakfast of eggs and rye bread.  He smiled, the same handsome grin he always wore when asked what he wanted and Liam knew exactly what answer was coming.
“I just want you to be happy.  Are you happy?”  Karl asked.
Liam laughed, shook his head.  It was just like Karl to always put him first.
Karl had been caring for Liam and his sister, Katie, as their sole parental figure since their mother had run off with a hot-tub salesman six years ago, and he had never once complained.  Katie was gone now, off studying at college on the other side of the country and her bedroom was little more than a storage room for her numerous old clothes, which left Liam and Karl at home alone, not that he minded.  Karl had always been sweet and kind, the father figure Liam had never had growing up.
“I’m getting you a special present whether you like it or not.  I’ve finished school and I have a job now and this is a special birthday for you.  I’m nineteen now and I want to get you something nice and if you don’t give me a clue then you can’t blame me if you just end up with musical socks!”  Liam said, grinning.
Karl’s expression became suddenly more serious, a cold glint in his eye.  It was the same mask he wore whenever Liam had done something wrong.  Though gentle, playful and affectionate most of the time, Karl had also been a source of discipline and structure, more than happy to punish and chastise, correcting naughtiness and disobedience when necessary.  At the time Liam had been resentful but he was glad of Karl’s guiding had now, and understood that it had helped him become the person he was—productive, hard-working, diligent, polite.
“You know I love socks more than most people Lee, but I draw the line at musical ones, so I’d suggest avoiding them unless you want to get into trouble?”  Karl said—his voice was heavy and almost ominous.
A cold chill ran down Liam’s spine, a tingle radiating out, a nervous thrill at the stern, commanding tone Karl used.  Liam fidgeted, bit his bottom lip, eyes wide, almost sheepish suddenly, and then Karl laughed.
He’d been teasing, again!  Liam laughed, flushed, confused by his body’s reaction to Karl’s strict tone and the threat of punishment.
It had become an increasingly common habit of Karl’s recently, to pretend to be suddenly stern and harsh, threatening to tell Liam off for just the smallest slights, only to break quickly into cheerful laughter.  Each time Liam’s reaction became more severe, the fluttering in his belly like butterflies, the way his freckled cheeks flushed bright pink, hot, the way his skin tingled with a nervous, almost excited sensitivity.  Liam pouted and glared at Karl, narrowing his eyes in a deliberate, forced dramatic expression.
“You’re so mean!”  Liam said.
Karl’s laughter became softer.  He smiled, his grey eyes creasing at the corners.
“Can I help it if you’re so much fun to tease?”  Karl said.
Liam poked his tongue out, then laughed, his attempt at seeming sulky quickly crumbling.  His belly was still fluttering, his cheeks were still flush.  It had been years since Karl had punished him yet something about the way Karl had taken to teasing him recently, the tone of his voice, the threats of punishments, left him feeling itchy and squirmy in a way he couldn’t explain.
“You still haven’t told me what you want for your birthday though.”
“I have.”  Karl said.  “I want you to be happy.  Are you happy?”
Liam was quiet for a moment.  The way Karl asked the question made it clear that it really did matter to him, that Liam’s happiness was important to him.  Liam smiled, nodded, cheeks pink.
“Yes.  I’m happy.”  He said.
Karl grinned, his stubble speckled cheeks creasing into familiar laughter lines.
“Good.  And you being happy is the best present anyone could give me.  Now, I really need to get off to work.  Do you need a lift in this morning?”  Karl asked.
Liam pouted again.  He wanted this birthday to be special and wanted to get the perfect gift to show how much Karl meant to him but he was not being helpful.  Still, Liam had a back-up plan.  He shook his head.
“No, I don’t need to be in until later today so I’ll make my own way.”  He said.
Just a few hours home alone was all he needed, and then he’d have a much better idea what to give his Daddy.
 

Liam waited until Karl had left and his car was gone, the noise of the engine faded to silence.  He smiled to himself, then dashed upstairs to Karl’s bedroom. 
He knew he was being cheeky, that what he was doing could get him in trouble, and the thought of being caught, of being told off as he hadn’t been in years, of being punished by Karl made his belly flutter, his cheeks flushing pink, his body shivering.  He could not explain the reaction but his thoughts lingered on what might happen if Karl were to catch him doing what he knew he was forbidden from doing, and the day dreams excited him and he smiled, tingling.
He did not waste time dwelling on his thoughts though.  He had a task, a goal, and Liam hurried to Karl’s cupboard and pulled it open, rummaged in the bottom.
“Found it!”  Liam said.
He pulled the old laptop from under a pile of workout clothes, the smell of Karl’s body, his sweat and musk, a dense cloud that was comforting and familiar.  It was Karl’s secret laptop, the one Liam had never, ever, been able to use, and Liam knew that there was guaranteed to be clues about what he really wanted on it.
Liam took the laptop through to his bedroom and shut the door, threw himself on his bed and started the laptop up.  The HDD whirred into life and he waited for what felt like an eon for the old computer to start up.  Finally, the desktop loaded.
“Yes!  Now, lets find out what you want for your birthday.  I’m going to surprise you with the best present ever!”  Liam said.
Liam clicked on the browser and when the window opened he navigated to the history.  He knew this was naughty, that he was being bad, and the thought tickled him.  He wondered what Karl would do if he were to find out, how he might be told off, how he might be punished.
Karl only used his serious, stern voice now to tease Liam, but there were times when Liam almost missed the way he felt when being told off by Karl—small and weak, but also cared for, since Daddy only wanted him to be the best he could be, only wanted him to be good, because he loved him.  Liam grinned, flush and hot, his belly fluttering, an ache in his balls that made him squirm, and he bit his bottom lip to keep from moaning.
The history was a mess of assorted websites, many of them relating to news or hobbies Liam already knew about.  He scanned down further and noticed that every few days Karl visited the same website several times.  Hopeful, Liam clicked on the link, and waited while the achingly slow laptop opened the page.
 

A video loaded and began to play.  Liam’s cheeks turned to a deep pink when he realised what he was watching.
“You watch porn!”  He whispered.
Liam could almost not believe what he was seeing.  His Daddy was always so kind and sweet and wholesome, that he watched porn… but it made sense in a way.  Liam and Katie’s mother had left years ago and Karl had been on his own ever since.
Both Liam and Katie had tried to encourage him to date and find someone but the response had always been you both come first.  That he watched porn every so often was natural Liam supposed, yet, as he watched the video, he couldn’t help but feel a little thrill at uncovering Karl’s dirty secret.
Liam watched as a girl in a cliche school-girl’s outfit, in her late teens or very early twenties, strutted into an empty classroom, her shapely ass wiggling in her tiny skirt as she walked in her ridiculously high heels.  The girl was not your usual porn star, her figure less exaggerated, her face prettier, and she reminded Liam of someone, though he couldn’t work out who.
The girl approached a desk and began talking to her teacher, an older, stern man who was clearly unhappy with her work.  The girl attempted to flirt with her teacher, offering favours for good marks.  Liam giggled as the man got up, grabbing the girl, telling her off in a harsh, stern voice that made his belly flutter.
Before the girl could stop him, her teacher had bent her over the desk and was pulling up her skirt, exposing her panty clad butt.  Liam squirmed, his cock growing hard, the idea that he was watching porn that Karl liked exciting him in a curious way, the thrill of being naughty only adding to his arousal, and he watched as the teacher began to spank the naughty school girl and Liam’s heart almost skipped. 
His whole-body was tense, breath caught for a moment, and his cock swelled to aching hardness almost immediately.  Liam’s skin tingled as he watched the older man, so much bigger and stronger than the pretty school-girl, slap the girl’s perfect round ass, his hand striking hard, leaving red palm imprints on each cheek.  Liam had never been spanked and as he squirmed, aroused, excited, naughty, he wondered how it might feel, to be bent over a desk, spanked, hard.  He bit his bottom lip harder, squeezed his legs together.
As the girl in the video squirmed, moaning, struggling, her teacher gripped her.  He pulled her to her feet and stood her in front of him, told her she needed show him that she could be a good girl, and then pushed her to her knees.  Liam watched as the girl took her teacher’s cock out and began to suck it.  She looked happy, smiling, and her lips were so pretty. 
Liam shifted, sat up so that he could take his cock out, much smaller than the man’s in the video, and he began to stroke it. He moaned as the girl took more and more of her teacher’s cock into her mouth, working her lips and tongue over his cock, her technique flawless, her eyes glazed with lust and pleasure.  Liam moaned, stroked his cock faster, the idea that this was a video that excited Karl only adding to the thrill, but, still, something about the girl seemed so familiar.
Liam kept stroking his cock as the teacher pulled the girl to her feet and turned her around, bending her over the desk again.  He pulled her cute little skirt up, her ass still pink, then pulled her panties down.  Liam gasped out loud.  The girl… underneath her panties there was… she had a cock.
His belly fluttered.  His grip on his cock tightened but he did not stop stroking.  For some reason he felt a knot in his belly, a fluttering, his cock swelling, becoming harder, balls tight.  Liam watched as the teacher moved in behind the sexy school-girl and aimed his cock as her tight hole.
“Daddy… you’re so… dirty…”  Liam whispered.
Liam smiled, a cheeky, mischievous grin at the secret he had uncovered, his eyes glued to the screen.  The large, handsome teacher moved in behind the school girl and pressed his cock to her entrance and Liam stroked his cock faster, squeezing it as the teacher penetrated the pretty school-girl’s ass.  She moaned and Liam moaned, his body hot now, aching.  He watched as the teacher thrust in and out of the school-girl’s ass, fucking her hard, the school-girl moaning loudly in pleasure, her face a mask of ecstasy.
“Does it really feel that good?”  Liam whispered.
He stroked his cock harder, faster, mesmerised by what he was watching.  Did Karl cum while watching this, while watching the pretty school-girl get fucked in her perfect, red spanked ass?
Liam’s balls tightened; his cock swelled.  As the teacher fucked the pretty, naughty school-girl in her ass Liam came, hard, cum spurting from his cock all over his t-shirt and hand.  He grinned, panting, the teacher still fucking his massive cock in and out of the sexy, delinquent school-girl’s hole.
As his cock softened, his cum cooling, Liam stopped the video, the school-girl’s expression frozen in an expression of joy, her ass full of cock.  He skipped to the other videos in Karl’s history, all of them similar, pretty innocent girls being punished, all of them with a secret in their panties, all of them somehow familiar, their faces androgynous, freckled, green eyes, light red hair, their figures more lithe and girly than the usual over pronounced curves of porn stars.
As Liam studied their faces it clicked and he blushed, suddenly embarrassed, his heart racing, his belly fluttering.  His cock, soft, twitched.  They all looked unnervingly like him, if only he were a girl dressed in pretty, sexy clothes and underwear.
Liam smiled.  He had found just what he was looking for.
“I’m going to get you the best birthday present ever Daddy.”  He said, grinning.




Chapter 2.
Liam waited until later in the week when Karl was due back late from a meeting out of town before acting on his plan.  Taking the afternoon off work he headed home, and was relieved to find the house empty.
Dropping his shoes and bag and coat by the front door, he hurried straight upstairs, eager to begin, his heart racing, belly fluttering with nerves and excitement.  The back of his neck tingled with pins and needles and his thoughts were a jumbled mess—he dared not stop to think though.  He had made his mind up, had made his decision, he knew what he was going to give Karl for his birthday and it both scared and thrilled him and there was no way he was backing out now.
The door to Katie’s room hung open, the room neat and tidy, almost abandoned.  Liam’s sister had been off at college for several years now and only came home at holidays, so her room was used mostly to store all the old clothes she didn’t want to get rid of but also didn’t want to take with her.  It was perfect for what Liam had in mind and as he stepped into the pink, feminine confines, the pastel colours, girly posters, stuffed toys, he shivered, a thrill running up his spine at the thought of what he was about to do.  He smiled.
Liam went to the wardrobes first, rummaging through Katie’s dresses, skirts, tops, jackets until he found what he was looking for.  Liam had never been tall or broad, a fact that has always bothered him a little, but now he was thankful for it.  Katie was slim and petite, pretty and girly.  She was almost a curvy woman now, but luckily in high-school she had been a similar size and body shape to Liam now—Liam blushed at the thought that his body was similar to that of his teenage sister’s, but at the same time, given what he had in mind, he was almost delighted, giddy and buzzing.
He pulled out a plaid skirt—a pattern of bright pink, black, white, and pastel pink that was dazzling and outrageously girly—a white blouse and a black blazer, and dropped them onto the bed.  Next he bent to rummage through Katie’s shoes, digging out a pair of patent black Mary Jane heels that he’d always admired whenever Katie had worn them.
“Now just underwear…”  Liam said to himself.
His hands were shaking, legs wobbly.  He glanced the outfit on the bed and he bit his bottom lip.  He was nervous, eager, excited in a way he had never been before, but he wanted more than anything to give Karl a present he would never, ever forget.
 

Liam rummaged through his sister’s underwear, feeling naughty at what he was doing, a cheeky mischievous thrill.  He delighted in the different colours, textures, styles, the silk and lace and cotton, pinks and blacks and reds and whites, stockings and pantyhose and socks, all of them so much more exciting than his usual choice of bland briefs and boring socks.  The thought of what he was going to do, of why he was rummaging through his sister’s underwear, only added to the sense of excitement, his freckled cheeks flush pink, green eyes sparkling.
As his fingers grazed the various items of lingerie Liam’s cock twitched, swelling slightly, an erotic charge building.  He bit his bottom lip as he thought of Karl’s face when he gave him his present, and giggled.
He chose white thigh high socks, white panties, and a matching white padded bra out of Katie’s drawer.  He dropped these next to the shoes and skirt and blouse and stared as his selection.  It was outrageous, feminine and girly and sexual, a brazen choice that screamed naughty school-girl.
“Perfect.”  Liam said, grinning.  “Now, just need to make sure it fits.”
Liam checked his phone, making sure he still had plenty of time before Karl would get home, then stripped off his usual, drab work clothes.  He dropped them all in a pile by the door and, naked, turned his attention to his new outfit.
He picked up the panties first, white and soft, a small thin slip of cotton.  Liam slipped his feet into the leg holes, gnawing on his bottom lip, heart racing, cheeks blazing.  He felt hot, skin pricking, a nervous, excited tension running up and down his spine.  He pulled the panties up, the cotton smooth on his skin and tugged them into place, the fabric snug against his cock and balls and butt, hugging them.  His cock twitched, swelling, balls tightening, and he moaned softly in pleasure.
Next he pulled on the socks, tugging one onto each leg, the white cotton running up to mid-thigh, embracing his calves and thighs tight, shaping his legs, the fabric soft and comforting and sensual.  As Liam looked down he broke into a wide grin.  He looked… good—feminine and girly and pretty and he shivered in delight, a blossoming euphoria.
Still smiling, heart racing, body flush, Liam turned and picked up the bra, wrapping it round his waist and fastening it around the front before twisting it around and slipping the straps over his shoulders.  It hugged his chest, the padding adding a subtle swell that made him seem just a little curvy, svelte and petite as opposed to small and thin.  His smile widened and he wiggled, admiring the way the panties made his hips curve, the subtle roundness of his butt, his perky chest.
“Now the outfit.”  Liam said.
He bit his bottom lip, hands shaking, and picked up the skirt first, slipping it up over his socks and panties, letting is sit on his hips.  The skirt was bright pink, girly, and short, showing off his long, shapely sock clad legs and Liam knew than any energetic movements or bending would show off a flash of his panties.  He smiled as he wondered how Karl would react to seeing a flash of his panties.
Liam slipped the blouse on next, buttoning it up over his bra.  The cotton was soft, like silk and hugged his narrow waist and the soft shape of his bra, girly, waspish curves.  The blouse was short and tight, cutting off just above Liam’s belly button, showing off his smooth, flat stomach.  As Liam sipped on the black blazer he laughed, overjoyed with how he looked, certain now that he had made the right choice.
Finally he slipped on the black, patent Mary Jane heels, the shoes forcing him to stand in a way that made his ass stick out, showing off his sexy body.  Finally dressed he tottered a little unstably to the full-length mirror on the other side of Katie’s room.
“I’ll need to practice if I’m going to get the hang of these.”  He said, grinning.
Liam stopped in front of the mirror and stared at his reflection.  He blinked, barely able to believe what he saw.
 

Liam could not help but smile, his belly fluttering, a tingle running through him, a bright joy, a brilliant sense of euphoria as though everything suddenly made sense.
The girl in the mirror smiled back at him, pretty if not quite beautiful, yet.  Liam turned, admiring himself, his body, his long sock clad legs, his pretty pink plaid skirt, his blouse and blazer.  With the padded bra on he looked like a sexy, svelte, petite girl, like an innocent school-girl who’d been naughty and needed to be punished.  Liam’s smile widened at the thought.
“I’ve been bad Daddy.”  He whispered, grinning, biting his bottom lip, cheeks flushing pink.
Liam turned so that his back faced the mirror, looked over this shoulder.  He put his legs together, knees touching, and bent at the waist.  Almost immediately there was a flash of white panties, his round, pert ass peaking out under the hem of his skirt.
He wiggled his hips, his butt, and giggled.  The image of the school-girl from the video came to mind, bent over the desk, her skirt lifted, her teacher spanking her.  The thought of being a bad girl, of being punished, spanked, sent a thrill through Liam and he moaned, his cute cock swelling in his panties, growing harder, yet still neatly contained in the cotton.
“Mmm… maybe I need to be punished.”  He said.
Liam straitened up and shifted, turning and striking poses, pushing his chest out, lifting one leg, pouting, blowing a kiss, images like he had seen in porn and adult magazines.  He looked good, sexy and pretty, but he knew he could do better—he would do better, wanted to make sure to give Karl the best birthday present ever.
“I’ll need make-up.”  Liam said.
His face, already feminine, would only be enhanced if he could get the hang of applying make-up.  He looked around his sister’s room and saw there were numerous items he could use, lip-sticks, nail-polish, mascaras, eyeliners, bushes, fake nails and fake eyelashes.
“And if I style my hair a little…”
Liam tussled his hair, already a bit long, letting it fall over his forehead in a swept fringe in a style a like a messy pixie cut.  He looked cute, playful and innocent, with a cheeky smile and mischievous glint in his eyes.
“And maybe some glitter too.  For extra sparkle.”  He said.
He looked at his body, so sexy and feminine already.  Even his cock, hard and aching, fit neatly under his tiny skirt, and he was glad for the first time for his cute little cock.  His body hot with lust and desire at the sight of himself so pretty, so girly, so sexy, his heart racing at the thought of showing off for Karl, at the thought of being naughty, of being punished.
Though he had never been very hairy, his face still smooth and girlish, a source of shame and humiliation whilst he had been at school, his reflection relatively soft and cute, he wanted to make sure Karl’s present was perfect.  He looked at his legs, turned to look at his butt.
“I’ll need to shave too.  A pretty, sexy, naughty school-girl needs to be smooth!”  Liam said.
He smiled.  There was still much to do but at least now he knew that his idea would work.  He would make a pretty, sexy, naughty girl and he would give Karl the best birthday present he’d ever had and would show him just how much he meant to him.
Liam wiggled, admiring his reflection.  His cheeks were pink, his body sexy.  Just a naughty school-girl in her pretty pink bedroom.
“Do you like your present Daddy?”  Liam asked, imagining what was to come.
He giggled and then, suddenly, there was the noise of an engine pulling into the drive.  Karl was home early.
Liam snapped from his daze and, looking around room to make sure it was tidy, grabbed his clothes and made a dash for his room, still dressed as a sexy school-girl, his skirt swishing to flash his panties, clumsy in his cute heels.
The sound of the front door opening froze Liam’s heart.  He did not want to ruin the surprise, was suddenly terrified of Karl’s reaction.  He needed to be perfect.  He had to be perfect or Karl might not like his present!
“Hey Lee!”  Karl called from downstairs.
“Down in a minute.”  Liam called out.
He threw himself into his room and slammed the door shut, locking it.  He was breathing hard, heart racing.  He smiled.  He was safe, his surprise was safe.
“I just need to shower and get changed.”  Liam called out.
In his mind Liam was already planning the next part of his plan, imagining how he would look shaved smooth, with make-up.  He smiled at the thought, at how sexy he might be, at how pretty he was going to be, of just what a perfect birthday gift he was going to make.




Chapter 3.
Liam emptied the contents of the shopping bag out onto the side in the bathroom beside the things he had gathered from his sister’s room, making sure he had everything he needed before he began.  His cheeks were still hot from his trip to the shops, buying feminine soaps and lotions, shaving foam, razors, hair removal cream, and a few extra items he thought he might need.
The woman at the counter had been polite and friendly and helpful but as he had paid Liam had been sure there was a glint in her eye, as though she knew that his purchases were for him.  Was it really that obvious, was he already beginning to show outward signs of the inner change he was undergoing?  Liam shook his head and dismissed the thought.  He would worry about that later, for now he had other things to focus on.  He had to get his special present ready, and it was Karl’s birthday in only a few days—he didn’t have time to waste wondering how feminine he was becoming, though he could not deny the thought excited him.
Liam looked up at his reflection and he bit his bottom lip, squirming as he thought about what he was about to do, as he considered what he had already done.  There was still time to turn back, to buy Karl something ordinary for his birthday but even as the thought occurred Liam pushed it away.
“No, I want to give Daddy something special.”  He said, smiling.
As Liam watched himself in the mirror he noticed a subtle change in the way he held himself, the way he moved, the way his eyes sparkled.
Ever since he had seen those videos and decided on this idea, ever since tried on Katie’s clothes, ever since he had seen himself dressed as a pretty, sexy, innocent school-girl something in him had changed.  He was happier, more confident.  He appreciated his body, how slim and petite it was and, more than that, he had begun moving in subtly more feminine ways, walking with a wiggle, standing and sitting in a manner that was almost provocative, giggling more.
More than once Liam had noticed Karl watching him more intently, an almost hungry look in his eye, and the thought made Liam smile.  There had been more teasing too, more playful tellings off but now, each time Karl put on his stern voice, threating to punish Liam for some small misdeed, Liam felt a tingle run along his spine, the fluttering in his belly worse, and his cock twitched in pleasant, aching ways that made him squirm.
The thought of Karl punishing him, spanking him, was now a common daydream that made Liam whimper.  He smiled at his reflection, wiggling in an enticing, provocative manner.
“Well, if I’m going to be naughty girl I suppose I need to be smooth and sexy like one.”  Liam said.
 

Liam stripped off and stood naked, looked over his body.  Before he would have avoided really looking at himself but now we could not help but admire his figure, the subtle curves, his pert butt, his lithe legs and arms, his trim waist and narrow shoulder.  He was cute, and he knew from the videos Karl watched that Karl agreed—he was exactly the kind of girl Daddy liked.
Liam giggled at the thought and shook his head.  He turned to the collection of jars and bottles and tubs on the side and picked up one of the largest, along with a plastic spatula.  Hair removal cream, recommended to him by the woman in the store, and just remembering the subtle knowing smile she had given him made him blush, his freckled cheeks turning rosy pink. 
He opened the tub, the room filling quickly with an astringent, almost bitter smell, and began to smear the cream over his legs, working from his shin up, making sure to coat every inch of his skin.
He wanted to be smooth, perfect.  He wanted to be the best girl he could be, wanted his present to be the best present Karl had ever received, wanted to show him just how important he was to him.  Liam coated his calves, thighs, hips, even his belly and chest and arms and feet and armpits.  He let the cream sit for a few minutes, skin tingling, before getting into the shower to rinse it off.
The cream sloughed off, running down the plug hole, revealing beneath a new person, a pretty, feminine girl, her body delightfully soft and smooth, hairless.  As Liam ran his hands over his new body his grin spread, a blossoming euphoria, a bright joy.  He was suddenly so much girlier, so much sexier.
“Now just the finishing touches.”  Liam said.
He bit his bottom lip as he pictured Karl’s reaction to seeing his present, as he imagined his hands examining Liam’s new soft, silky smooth skin.  Liam whimpered and his cock throbbed, swelling, and he turned and picked up the shaving foam and pink razor. 
Liam foamed his cock and balls, his butt, his crack and even around his hole, his finger brushing against his opening sending a thrill through him.  Next he worked the razor over his skin, removing all trace of hair so that his entire body was smooth and flawless from his nose down.  As Liam rinsed off he looked over his new figure and he giggled, wiggling his hips in a sexy manner.
“I look good.”  He said.  “But I can still do better.”
 

Liam dried himself off then dressed in the collection of underwear he had bought—the underwear in his sister’s room was good, but was all too cute and innocent for some of the things he had in mind for Karl’s birthday.  He pulled on a pair of black silk stockings with lace tops, the material a caress over his smooth skin, hugging and shaping his legs so them seemed longer and curvier.  Next he pulled on a black suspender belt, attaching the straps to the tops of the stockings to hold them in place, and he smiled as he admired how the suspender belt made his waist seem narrower, his hips wider, butt rounder.
Liam turned to pick up the panties and bra set be had bought, both black, matching items of lace and silk and ribbon.  He slipped the panties on first, a tiny slip of fabric that ran smoothly over his now hairless, stocking clad legs, his skin tingling with pleasure.  The panties barely covered his stiff little cock, and there was nowhere near enough fabric to cover his butt, the panties high-cut to expose plenty of leg and ass, making him appear brazen and sexual.  He smiled, wiggling, then slipped on his bra, doing it up and slipping the straps over his shoulders.  The subtle padding gave him the illusion of curves, small pert breasts.  Finally Liam slipped on a pair of black strappy heels he’d found in his sister’s cupboard.  Liam looked up into the mirror, at the pretty, sexy girl looking back at him.
He ran his hands over his smooth, soft body, up over his legs, butt, hips, running up to his chest.  Liam moaned, wondering how Karl might touch him when he gave him his birthday present.  Liam pinched his nipples through the fabric of the bra and cried out in pleasure and pain, imagining how it might feel to have real breasts, large sensitive nipples, and the thought thrilled him.
“I mustn’t get carried away.”  He said, dropping his hands.
Still grinning, Liam moved to the bathroom mirror and looked over the make-up arrayed there.  He had spent the last few days studying tutorials on the internet and he knew the theory, now he just needed to practice.  He picked up a pallet of eyeshadow and, taking a deep breath, began.
 

Finally finished, Liam stepped back too look at himself.  His belly fluttered and his heart soared.  He knew Karl was going to love his present—he was beautiful, sexy, feminine, a pretty girl just like the ones from the videos.
“Happy birthday Daddy.”  Liam whispered.
He smiled, grinned, cheeks flush pink.  With the make-up on he was finally fully transformed, glamourous and sexy, and his heart swelled with a joy that was beyond words. 
His eyes were shadowed with a glittery pink, shadowed with blacks, his lashes long and dark.  His lips were deep red and his cheeks and nose were softened with blush and creams—his freckles still visible—so that his face was softer, more feminine and seemed to glow with an inner light.
“Am I a pretty enough girl for you now?  I’ve been very naughty you know.”  Liam said.
His body grew hot as he stared at himself, striking sexually provocative poses, sticking out his ass, wiggling his hips, pouting.  He looked brazen, wanton, and his cock strained in his panties, hard and aching, his belly fluttering.
As Liam imagined how Karl might react to seeing him he felt a deep ache swelling in him, a yearning he had never known before.  Without thinking Liam reached down, caressing over his chest, belly, slipping over his hand over his panty clad cock.  He moaned, whimpered, watching his reflection, the pretty, sexy, slutty girl in the mirror.  Liam shifted his feet, the heels making him move with a wiggle, his butt sticking out, round and inviting, and he parted his legs, ran his hand down between them to tease a finger along his crack.
A single finger pressed in, ran over the silk, his smooth, hairless body, teased over his entrance, pressing into his hole.  Liam whined in hunger and desire.
“I suppose a little practice is important.”  He said, grinning.
With one hand still teasing his hole, running the silk fabric of his panties over his sensitive entrance, Liam reached forward with the other to pick up the bottle of lube he had bought.  He opened it and poured a generous amount onto his hand, his fingers slick and wet. 
Liam pulled the silk of his panties to the side, exposing his crack, his hole, and brought his lubed hand back between his legs to run his finger along his crack.  The contact was electric, a bolt of pure bliss running along Liam’s spine.  He moaned, bit his bottom lip in an attempt to keep quiet.
Liam parted his legs wider, watching his reflection, and teased his slick finger around his entrance, pressing, tickling, whimpering.  He imaged how Karl might react to seeing him as he was, pretty, feminine, sexy, playing with his smooth, round ass.  The thought made the need in Liam’s belly, the aching empties in his ass, grow.  He moaned, his cock hard and aching in his panties, and he pressed with his finger, pushing it into his hole.
His fingers slipped inside, warm and hot and smooth, slick, and he moaned.  He pressed deeper, working his finger into his ass.  The sensation was beyond words, pleasure like he had ever known, his body hot and aching, hungry, yearning.  The pretty girl in the mirror stared back at him, her finger in her ass, fucking herself, face a mask of lust and passion and pleasure, cheeks flush, breathing heavy, sexual and wanton.
“Fuck… yes… so good.”  Liam said.
He smiled, slipped his finger in and out, savouring the sensation, fucking himself, his hole stretching.  As he pulled his finger out, slipping it almost entirely out of his hole, he moved a second to join it, pressing it against his entrance.  He pressed, and a second finger joined the first, splitting him wide, filling him.
“God yes… so… so fucking good.”
Liams’s cock was throbbing, spasming, aching.  His hole ached, wanting more, and he slipped his fingers as deep as he could, pressing them against a knot of bright, brilliant pleasure.  He imagined being a naughty school-girl, bent over her desk, her panties pulled down, a cock pressing at her ass.  He whimpered, aching, desperate.
“Am I a good girl Daddy?”  Liam whispered, grinning.
His fingers fucked in and out of his ass as he stared at his reflection, the sexy, lustful girl he had become.  He fucked his finger deep, thrust back against his hand, fucking himself, hips and butt grinding hard, wanting more.
Liam’s cock swelled, his balls tightened, and his bit his bottom lip to quiet his whimpers.  His eyes were locked on the slutty, sexy, pretty girl in the mirror, his Daddy’s birthday present.
He thrust his fingers deep into his hole, stretching his entrance, fucking himself with his fingers, slick and smooth on his sensitive inner walls.  The pleasure built and then, suddenly, as he thrust down onto his fingers, fucking himself hard, he came. 
Liam’s cock swelled, twitched, and erupted into his sexy panties.  His fingers pressed deep on some inner knot of bright pleasure and he came over and over, filling his panties with cum, the pleasure overwhelming, fingers in his ass, pretty, sexy.  As Liam caught his breath, his orgasm subsiding, he giggled, still watching his sexy reflection.
“I’ve been a bad girl Daddy.”  He said, grinning.




Chapter 4.
The sun had yet to rise when Liam’s alarm sounded and, despite going to bed early, he still felt tired and sluggish as he shut off the annoying beeping.  He rolled over, settled into his pillow and then remembered what day it was—Karl’s birthday—and suddenly he was wide awake.
“Shit.”  Liam whispered.
Was he ready, was he really going to go through with it?  The thought of what was to come, of what he was about to do excited him and terrified him, yet he knew that he could not back out now, not after coming as far as he’d come.  Karl deserved everything Liam could give him and more and, undeniable now, Liam wanted it too.  Over the last few days he had discovered a side to himself he had never know had existed before and he had been happier than he had been in years.
Liam liked being pretty, liked feeling sexy and desirable, feminine, girly, the way he looked in the lingerie with his body smooth and face made-up delighted him, and the way the school-girl outfit fitted him was beyond worlds, bringing out a playful, flirty, giggly feminine side that he could not help but embrace.  He wanted to be that playful, pretty, flirty girl, wanted people to meet her, to think her glamourous and sexy and naughty.  He wanted Daddy to meet her, to see him as he could be, a naughty, innocent school-girl who needed punishment, who wanted attention.  He knew that if he did not go through with his plan this morning he would forever regret it.
“Well, time to get your present ready.  I just hope you like it.”  Liam said.
Liam took a deep breath and slipped out of bed, moved through to his bathroom and set about his morning chore of washing and shaving, making sure his body was perfectly smooth all over, moisturising to make sure he was soft, the feminine scent of blossoms and musk heady and intoxicating, chosen to appeal to Karl and make Liam feel more like the naughty girl he wanted to be.
Next Liam applied his make-up, adding fake pink glittery nails and thick dark fake eyelashes.  He shadowed his eyelids with sparkly pinks, sweet and cute and girly, so that his eyes seemed large and bright and innocent, alluring.  His lips he painted a bright, bold, glittery pink, the colour eye-catching and the final layer of gloss wet so that they seemed plump and inviting, kissable.  He shadowed and highlighted his cheeks, defining his already fetching cheekbones, his slender, soft jaw becoming even more feminine.
Finally he styled his hair, adding product to give it body, styling it in messy layers, sweeping a fringe over his forehead in a cute, long pixie style so that he was instantly transformed.  He was no longer a drab, dull boy, but was now a cute, petite, slim girl, sexy and playful and fun.
Liam studied his reflection and smiled, a nervous, fretful grin.  It was perfect, he was perfect.  His belly fluttered with nerves.
“I just hope you like it Daddy.”  He said.
Liam turned and picked up the accessories he’d bought. A pair of clip on silver hoops for his ears and a black lace choker with a silver clasp for around his neck.  He clipped the hoops to his ear lobes and slipped the choker around his neck, then began to dress.
He pulled on the simple, innocent, white cotton panties and bra, then pulled on the white thigh length socks.  He slipped on the white blouse, the thin cotton hugging his subtle curves, short to reveal his belly button and flat stomach, then tugged on the pink plaid skirt, short and pleated, a flash of white panties as he moved or bent.  Then he slipped on the shoes, the black patent Mary Janes with the cute heels, and the black blazer. 
Finished he turned to look himself over, grinning, heart racing, belly fluttering.  He looked stunning, cute, pretty.  He posed, spun on the spot.  His body was svelte with soft graceful curves, a cute round butt, long legs, a taught flat stomach.  Even the earrings and choker added to his look, a dash of rebellion and naughtiness, a hint of cheekiness and playfulness.
Liam curtsied, a move he had been practicing, giggling.  He was ready, it was now or never.
With the sun still not yet risen, Karl still sound asleep in bed, Liam turned and headed out of his room.  It was time to make breakfast in bed for Daddy, and deliver his present.
 

Liam carried a tray of food—toasted sourdough bread, poached eggs, hot sauce, Karl’s favourite—and black coffee up the stairs.  He walked carefully, deliberate steps, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other.  He had been practicing for days how to walk in heels, had watched numerous videos on how to strut in a sexy and alluring manner, how to show off his cute ass, how to wiggle his hips to be provocative.  He had enjoyed it, the sensation of his hips rolling, shifting, butt swaying with each step in an exaggerated manner and now, doing it in his skirt and socks and panties, he delighted in the sensation of his smooth thighs rubbing against each other, his skirt swaying, the hem brushing against his butt, his cute little cock snug in his panties, throbbing, aching with desire and lust. 
Just being dressed in his pretty girly outfit aroused him and now, heading to Karl’s room, ready to give Daddy his present, he was aching, yearning, his body hot with lust.  Liam bit his bottom lip to keep from whimpering at the thought of what was about to happed—full of hope and fear.
Liam stopped outside Karl’s door and, balancing the tray in one hand, lifted the other to knock, loudly.  There was a moment of quiet then a muffled grumble.  He had obviously woken Karl from a deep sleep.
“Morning Daddy.  I’ve brought you breakfast in bed and… and I have your present.”  Liam said.
His voice was softer, a cute feminine tone he had been rehearsing, wanting to get his innocent school-girl demeanour perfect.  Liam waited.
“Breakfast?  You really didn’t have to and I told you I didn’t need a present.”  Karl said—his voice quiet and muffled by the closed door.
Liam swallowed the lump in his throat, took a slow deep breath.  His heart was thundering.
“I wanted to though.  I really wanted to give you something special.  Can I come in?  I think you’ll like it.”  Liam said.
Again a pause, a moment of quiet.  Liam was sure he could hear the click of a light switch, the rustling of sheets.
“Okay then, come in and give me my present.”  Karl said—from his tone it was obvious he was smiling the wide, broad, handsome grin that Liam so admired.
Liam reached out, grasped the handle, and twisted it.  He pushed the door open and stepped in.
Karl, sat up in bed, leant back on a pile of pillows, the bed sheet covering him from his waist down, his chest bare, stared at Liam, eyes wide, blinking, stunned.  His cheeks turned red and Liam could see that he was suddenly breathing a little heavier, his board, muscled chest rising and falling.
“Happy birthday Daddy.  I made you poached eggs on toast, just the way you like.”  Liam said.
Liam fixed his prettiest smile and stood with his feet together, his butt sticking out.  He posed in his pretty school-girl outfit, freckled cheeks blushed pink, eyelashes fluttering.  He pouted, waited for Karl to respond, horny and hopeful.
 

“Liam?  What… what are you doing?  Why… why are you… you’re dressed… and the make-up.  I’m confused.”  Karl stuttered, clearly flustered.
Liam’s smile spread.  He was having quite the effect on his Daddy and watching how he squirmed, his eyes roaming his body, wide and hungry, made Liam happier than words could express.  It was clear from Karl’s expression that he liked how Liam looked.
“I’m your birthday present Daddy.  Don’t you like me?”  Liam said in his cutest, sweetest, most innocent girly voice.
Karl blinked.  His mouth opened and closed, forming words that never came.  Liam kept his smile, his heart racing, belly fluttering.  It was clear that he was having quite the reaction on Karl, and, much to his delight there had been no disgust, no insults, no outrage or shouting, instead just a stunned silence.
Liam stepped off, walked towards the bed, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, his best wiggle, and kept smiling.  Karl’s eyes drifted down to Liam’s waist, his hips and ass, mesmerized by his sexy wiggle.  Karl smiled.
“Why?”  Karl asked.
His cheeks were bright red, eyes wide.  Liam glanced down at the sheet and saw, unmistakable beneath the thin cotton, a prominent bulge.  He was turning Daddy on!  The thought thrilled him.  Daddy liked his present!
Liam put the tray down on the bedside table next to Karl.  He turned and bent deliberately as he did so, legs together, knees straight, bending at the waist.  He felt the hem of his skirt lift, caressing his smooth thighs and butt, flashing his ass, his white panties.
As Liam straightened and turned he saw that Karl was staring, smiling, admiring his pretty, sexy body.  Liam flushed, cheeks rosy, and his heart skipped.  The way Daddy was looking at him, the desire and the lust and the hunger, thrilled him.  The power Liam had over Karl delighted him.
“Don’t you like me Daddy?  Don’t you like your present?”  Liam asked—again using his best innocent girl voice.
Karl nodded.  Looked up into Liam’s face, his eyes drawn to Liam’s full pink glossy lips.  Liam smiled, took a step towards the bed, wiggling his hips, biting his bottom lip, fluttering his eye lashes.
“But… I… why?  I don’t understand.”  Karl said.
There was a strain in his voice, a deep resonant tone.  It was clear that Liam’s appearance was having quite the effect on him and Karl was struggling to control himself.  Liam smiled, he didn’t want Daddy to control himself.  He wanted Daddy to enjoy his present.  He only had to push a little harder and then…
“I should make a confession Daddy.”  Liam said—grinning.  “I was looking for what to get you, for your birthday, and I peeked at your laptop.  I saw your dirty videos.  I saw all those girls and it got me so hot and then I thought maybe you might like one of your own.  Was I wrong?”
Karl stared at Liam’s pretty face, and his smile changed, shifting, more of a smirk, more confident.  There was a twinkle in of menace in his eyes suddenly.
“You looked at my laptop?  You know that’s not allowed.”  Karl said.
The tone of his voice was heavier, authoritative, commanding.  Liam shivered, a thrill running down his spine, a tingle radiating out.  His cock twitched, his hole clenched.  Karl stared at Liam, suddenly stern, a quiet, cold strength radiating off of him.  Liam shivered, feeling small and weak and pretty, delighting in how Karl watched him.  Liam grinned.
“I know Daddy.  I’ve been a bad girl.”  He said.




Chapter 5.
Karl smiled, creases at the corners of his eyes, a sparkle of excitement.  He stared at Liam, the pretty, innocent school-girl.
“You know what happens to bad girls, don’t you?”  Karl asked.
Liam nodded.  His heart skipped, his skin tingling, a buzzing nervous sensation like electricity running through him.  His cock throbbed, snug and swollen in his panties.
“They’re punished Daddy.”  Liam said—his voice quiet, cute and sweet, innocent, a note of flirtation.
Liam’s cheeks were flush pink.  He chewed his bottom lip, fidgeting, his hips wiggling, butt swaying beneath his pink plaid mini-skirt.  Karl watched him, and his smile fell, his face becoming suddenly hard, stern.  A cold thrill ran up Liam’s spine, fear and anticipation.
“Yes.  Bad girls are punished.  And you’ve very, very bad.”  Karl said.
Karl shifted, threw off the bed sheets.  He was wearing only a pair of black briefs, tight around his thighs and ass and cock, the prominent bugle of his swollen dick massive, and Liam could not help but stare, his nervousness and anticipation growing.
Karl slipped his legs out of bed and he rose to his feet.  He was taller than Liam, even barefoot with Liam in his heels, and broad, his chest and arms muscled, stomach flat, face flecked with salt and pepper stubble.  His eyes were hard and he seemed suddenly imposing, threatening, and Liam felt small and weak and vulnerable, his cock pulsing, body aching with desire.  He bit his bottom lip hard to keep from whimpering.
“Are you going to punish me Daddy?  Are you going to make me a good girl?”  Liam asked.
There was a note of hope in his voice.  He wanted this, as much as he could see that Daddy wanted this, the air pregnant with anticipation and tension.  Karl nodded.
“Yes, I’m going to punish you.  I’m going to show you just how I treat naughty girls who break the rules.”  Karl spoke in a slow, ominous tone.
Liam shivered, smiled, blushed.  Karl stepped forward, stood close, looming over him.  Liam did not dare move, not wanting to break the spell, the electricity that was sparking between them.
Karl reached out with both hands.  One gripped Liam’s shoulder, firmly, an aching pain, and the other rose to cup the back of his head, fingers entangling with his hair, gripping him tight.  Liam stared up into Karl’s eyes and Karl looked down, eyes hungry with desire.
Karl’s hands tightened, squeezed.  Liam moaned, in pain and delight.  Karl grinned, a smile full of menace.
“Now, I suggest you bend over, so I can show you we treat naughty girls like you in this house.”  Karl said.
 

Karl led Liam to the bed, turned him.  With his hand gripping the back of his neck, tight, almost painful, he pushed him down, bending him over the bed.  Liam tried to resist, testing Karl’s strength, his control, but his struggles were in vain.
Karl held Liam tight, firm, and Liam was powerless, his body aching, hot, throbbing, cock swollen in his panties, a pulsing need and agony.  Liam whimpered, moaned, and Karl pinned him to his bed, held his head down, gripping his neck with one hand.
“And look at how you’re dressed.  Like a slut.  This little skirt, that tiny blouse, flashing your panties, wiggling that cute little ass.  Were you hoping I’d forgive you just because you’re pretty, just because you’re sexy?”  Karl asked.
Liam moaned, a hot pulse of pleasure, a blossom of euphoria, a knot of joy deep in his belly.  Daddy thought he was pretty, thought he was sexy, and that made him happier that he could remember being.
“Well it’ll take more than just dressing like a slut for you to earn my forgiveness.  Girls like you need to be taught how to behave, don’t they?”  Karl said.
Liam nodded, Karl’s hand still gripping the back of his neck.  The powerlessness, the submission, the pain, the humiliation, the shame, they all blended to form a potent cocktail that only heightened Liam’s desire and lust and pleasure.  Karl’s other hand ran over Liam’s shoulders, over his back, slipping down towards his ass.
Karl’s hand ran over the soft, round fullness of Liam’s butt, cupping each cheek in turn through the fabric of his skirt, squeezing.  Liam moaned, whimpered, lifted his hips to raise his ass, pressing it into Karl’s firm, strong grip.  Karl squeezed tighter, a pleasant pain, demonstrating his power over Liam, illustrating his strength and control and Liam offered himself up, surrendering.
“My, you are an eager girl aren’t you.”  Karl said, a note of mocking.
Liam’s cheeks flushed, shame and embarrassment but he nodded, unable to deny the truth.  He wanted this, wanted to please Daddy, wanted to be punished, wanted to be a good girl.
“Well, maybe there can be more of that later, but for now we need to punish you.  Afterall, you’ve been bad, and bad girls need to be taught a lesson.”
Karl’s hand slipped down, crept beneath the hem of Liam’s skirt, and lifted it, exposing Liam’s white panties.  Karl, still holding Liam’s neck, pinning him, held the waistband of Liam’s panties and tugged, pulled them down, let them fall down Liam’s smooth, sock clad leg, pooling at his feet, exposing Liam’s round, smooth ass.
“And look at you!”  Karl said.  “So smooth and soft.”
The note of pleasant surprise in Karl’s voice made Liam smile.  His heart fluttered.
“Only the best for Daddy’s present.”  Liam said.
Karl grinned, laughed.  He reached out and caressed Liam’s bare ass, squeezing, fondling, his grip firm, fingers roaming in towards his crack, towards his hole.
“I’m impressed, but that that still doesn’t get you off the hook.  Now, are you ready?”  Karl asked.
Liam nodded.  He took a deep breath, trembling, aching, needing it, wanting it.  He spread his legs as far as his could, curved his back, lifted his cute butt.
“Yes Daddy.”  Liam said.  “Punish me.”
Karl smiled, watching Liam, eyes admiring the smooth, sexy, pretty body beneath him, powerless in his hands.  He lifted his hand off Liam’s ass, still gripping his neck, and paused for just a moment.  His hand fell.
 

Karl’s hand struck hard, his palm impacting Liam’s smooth, round, naked ass.  The slap was loud, echoing round the room, and the sudden stinging pain knocked the breath from Liam’s lungs.  His body became hot, mind blank, Karl lifted his hand again.
“You’ve been a very naughty girl, haven’t you?”  Karl said.
Liam nodded.  He’d been bad, naughty.  He’d peeked at Daddy’s laptop, watched Daddy’s dirty videos, and had dressed up like a sexy, innocent, pretty school-girl to seduce Daddy.
“Yes.  I’ve been bad.  I’ve been very, very bad.”  Liam said.
Karl’s hand fell again, slapping, spanking, harder, the slap loud and firm, hand groping for a moment before lifting again.  Liam moaned, the pain radiating out, filling him, his cute little cock, shaved smooth, hard and aching.
The pain filled him, numbing thought, eroding his resistance, his fear, leaving only desire, hunger.  He wanted to be a good girl, wanted to be the best present possible for Daddy.
“Punish me Daddy.  Make me a good girl for you.  I need to be a good girl.”  Liam said.
Karl grinned.  His hand rose, fell, spanking Liam’s perfect, round, pert ass.  It rose and fell, again and again, each blow different, some softer, some firmer, a gentle rhythm that drew Liam into a fugue state, body hot and full of lust, aching, the pain and pleasure blurring to become one glorious sensation.
“Yes.  I can see that from the way you dressed.  Coming in here on my birthday, so pretty, so sexy.  You want to be a good girl for Daddy don’t you?”  Karl said.
Liam nodded, moaning, whimpering.  He lifted his ass high, offering it for Daddy to spank, wanting to be punished, to be hurt, wanting to be a good girl, to be Daddy’s special good girl, his pretty, sexy birthday present.
“Yes Daddy.  I want to be good for you.  I want you to punish me.  I want you to use me.  I want to be the best girl ever for you.  Your pretty girl, your sexy toy, your dirty naughty slut.”  
Liam could not think and the words came on their own and he meant them, more than he had ever meant anything.  He wanted to be Daddy’s girl, to show him just how much he meant to him.
Karl’s hand rose and fell, slapping, spanking, hard, soft, groping, squeezing.  Liam’s ass was pink and raw, his body sweating, shivering, legs weak even as he kept his ass held high.  Karl spanked Liam over and over, each impact sending a bolt through him, heat and pain and lust radiating out, body quivering, cock like steel, aching and twitching and drooling precum.
“My… you are a precious little gift aren’t you.”  Karl said.
His hand fell and gripped Liam’s ass, squeezing, groping, fondling.  It lingered, stroking the soft, smooth, flawless flesh.  Liam moaned and pushed his butt into Karl’s strong, firm grip.
“Please Daddy… I… I want to be your special girl.  I’m want to be the best present you ever had.”
Karl smiled.  He gripped the hair on the back of Liam’s head and pulled him up so that he could look into his pretty green eyes.  Liam’s face was flush, freckled cheeks pink, and he was breathing heavily, panting.
“Well, now that you’ve been punished, I’d say it’s time I showed you how I treat good girls.  Would you like that?”
Liam nodded, eager, grinning.  He glanced down, at Karl’s briefs, the prominent bulge of his massive cock, fully hard now, hard for him.  The thought that Daddy’s cock was hard from seeing him, touching him, punishing him sent a thrill surging through him.  Karl smiled, laughed.
“Good girl.  Now, why don’t you get down on your knees.  I want to sample that pretty mouth of yours.”




Chapter 6.
Liam fell willingly to his knees, knelt in front of Karl, Daddy, dressed in his pink plaid miniskirt, white thigh high socks, heels, white blouse, his face pretty with make-up, pink glossy lips, his body hot and aching.  His lips tingled, mouth watering, hungry, full of yearning, his ass still sore from his spanking.  Karl looked down, tall and broad and powerful, handsome and domineering, and smiled.
“Are you ready to show me you can be a good girl for Daddy?”  Karl said.
Liam nodded, eager and excited.  Stood in just his briefs Karl’s cock formed a prominent bulge in the front of his underwear, massive and long and thick and Liam’s gaze lingered on it as he nodded, eyes wide, heart racing.  He wanted to show Daddy he was a good girl, that he was the perfect, pretty, slutty, sexy birthday present.
“Then take my cock out, and show me how good that beautiful mouth of yours feels.”  Karl said.
The way Karl spoke, the commanding tone in his voice, the authority and lust, made Liam shiver.  He could not hold back.  He reached up, his dainty hands trembling, and ran his fingers over the throbbing bulge in Daddy’s briefs, felt the hot, hard mass of his cock.  Karl moaned and Liam ran his fingers up to the waist band, tugged it down.
Daddy’s cock popped free and Liam gasped.  It was enormous, long and thick, throbbing, the shaft veined and the head prominent.  For a moment he wondered if he could even handle it.  He was so small in comparison, so petite.  Was his mouth, his hole, even big enough?
“Go ahead and touch it.”  Karl said.
Liam could not resist, could not refuse.  He obeyed, reached up with both hands to grasp Daddy’s thick, hot, masculine cock and as he wrapped his fingers around Daddy’s shaft he whimpered even as Daddy moaned in pleasure.
Karl’s cock was hot, the skin soft like velvet, his shaft hard like steel, his pulse felt as it throbbed.  Liam ran his hands up and down slowly, teasing, watching, mesmerised by the gorgeous cock in front of him, the slit glistening with a bead of precum.
Before Karl could speak, before Liam had a chance to think, before he had a chance to doubt himself or hesitate, he moved, leaned forward, opening his mouth and extending his tongue.  As Liam’s hands caressed Daddy’s cock, wanking him slowly, softly, teasing, he licked his tongue over the head of Daddy’s dick, tonguing the ridge of the crown, the slit, tasting his precum—bitter and sweet and salty, like nectar, Liam shivered with delight.
Suddenly bold, horny and desperate, hungry, Liam opened his mouth wide, his pink pretty lips glistening, and he moved forward, taking Daddy’s cock into his hot, wet, tight, perfect mouth.  Karl moaned in delight and Liam wrapped his lips tight around the hot, hard shaft of Daddy’s perfect, wonderful cock. 
Liam sucked, tongue lapping, tips tight and he shifted down, taking more of Daddy’s wonderful, amazing cock into his mouth.  Liam moaned in pleasure as he sucked, the vibrations making Daddy groan in pleasure, Liam’s tongue working along the underside of Daddy’s cock, lapping, teasing as Liam sucked, his head moving down, up, bobbing slowly on Daddy’s dick.
Karl reached up, his fingers entangled in the hair on the back of Liam’s head, gripping him.  Liam worked his lips up and down, sucking, lapping, lips snug, wet, soft, pretty, pink, tingling.  Liam’s belly fluttered, mind buzzing, heart thundering.  His cock was hard, dribbling precum, his butt still sensitive after his spanking.
Liam sucked, bobbing up and down, tongue working Daddy’s shaft.  Daddy gripped Liam’s hair and began to encourage him, controlling his movements, forcing his head down further, thrusting into his pretty, sexy, tight, hot, wet mouth.
“Fuck… yes… such a good girl… such a perfect sexy mouth.”  Karl said.
Liam moaned in pleasure and delight.  He surrendered, let Daddy control him, use his mouth.  Liam lapped with his tongue, his lips and mouth tingling, sensitive, aching, body thrilling.  He sucked, Daddy’s cock wet and slick with Liam’s saliva.
The head of Daddy’s cock brushed the back of Liam’s throat, pressed.  Liam suppressed the urge to gag, opened his throat, pushed himself down.  He wanted to make Daddy happy, wanted to show Daddy he was a very good girl.
Daddy’s cock forced Liam’s throat open, stretching it, slipped deep.  Liam struggled, refused to gag, needing to please, the pleasure of serving overwhelming.  Daddy’s clock slipped into his tight throat, fucking his mouth.
“Such a perfect, pretty, sexy cock slut.”  Daddy said.  “Your mouth is so perfect.”
Daddy’s praise thrilled Liam, delighting him.  He moaned in pleasure, wanting more, needing more.
“But… I want more than just your mouth.  And I think… you want to show me just was a dirty, slutty, sexy good girl you are.  Don’t you?”  Daddy said.
Liam’s head was spinning.  Daddy’s cock slipped in and out of his throat, his lips wet, tight.  He nodded.  He wanted it all.
Daddy gripped Liam’s hair and pulled his head back, slipped his cock out of his mouth.  Liam struggled, wanting more, gasping for breath.
“More later, if you’re good.  Right now I want you up on the bed on all fours.  I’m going to show you just how pretty good girls like you get rewarded.”
Liam grinned.
“Are… are you going to fuck me Daddy?”  Liam gasped, panting.  “Are you going to fuck me and make me your slut?”
Daddy smiled, nodded, and Liam’s heart leapt.
 

Liam clambered up onto Daddy’s bed, crawled on all fours into the middle, keeping his ass pointed at Daddy, wiggling his hips, his pink plaid skirt riding up to bare his pink, spanked ass.  As Liam stopped he lowered his head, spread his legs, curved his back to lift his butt high.
“Such a pretty, sexy girl.  You are a wonderful present.”  Karl said.
Liam giggled, blushing.  He wiggled his hips, his butt swaying, an invitation.  He looked back over his shoulder and saw Daddy standing beside the bed naked now, his cock hard and slick with spit, staring at Liam’s smooth, pert, perfect ass.
“Now, hold that pose.  I’m going to make you my special girl.”  Karl said.
Liam bit his bottom lip to keep from whimpering, the thought of what was to come, of what Daddy was about to do, thrilling him.  His heart was racing, his hole aching, empty, hungry.  Daddy was about to fuck him, to make him a good girl.
Karl climbed up onto the bed behind Liam and shifted towards him, moved in behind him, between his spread legs, eyes on Liam’s perfect, round, smooth soft ass.  Liam looked back, looked up at Daddy with eyes full of wonder and submission.  He spread his legs wider, lifted his butt higher.  Daddy smiled.
“What is it you want?”  Karl asked.
Liam was quiet for only a moment.  He took a deep breath.
“I want you to fuck me Daddy.  I want you to enjoy your pretty, sexy present.  I want you to make me your special good girl.”
Karl grinned.  He reached down, gripped his cock, and leaned forward.
“I can definitely do that.”  Karl said.
Karl aimed the head of his cock at Liam’s entrance, pressed.  Liam moaned, his hole stretching, a tingle of pleasure and pain running up his spine.
Daddy pressed forward, his cock, slick and wet with spit, easing slowly into Liam’s ass.  Liam ground back, wiggling his hips, wanting more, pressing the head of Daddy’s cock into his hole, easing himself open.
The pressure grew, Liam’s hole splitting open, and then, suddenly, the head of Daddy’s cock popped past Liam’s outer ring and slipped deep, filling him.  Liam gasped in surprise and delight.  Daddy moaned, hands running up to grope and squeeze Liam’s pert, round butt.
“Fuck… yes… more Daddy… please… fuck me.”  Liam moaned.
Karl smiled.  He looked down and the pretty, sexy school girl beneath him, his cock buried in her ass, her perfect body, her beautiful face.  His hands fondled Liam’s ass, hips, and he thrust gently deeper, pulled his cock out, stretching his tight, hot hole.
“Such a pretty, sexy present.  Such a nasty slut for me.”  Karl said.
Liam moaned.  Daddy’s words made him blaze with shame and humiliation and desire.  He was Daddy’s dirty slut, Daddy’s nasty whore, Daddy’s sexy toy.  Liam pushed back, desperate to be filled with Daddy’s magnificent cock.
“Yes Daddy!  I’m your present.  Take me… use me… claim me… I want you to fuck me… use me whenever you want… make you your special girl.”
Karl gripped Liam’s hips tight and thrust deep, a sudden powerful movement, his entire cock sheathed in Liam’s ass, belly and balls slapping Liam’s smooth, round ass.  Liam moaned, loud, ground back, wiggling his hips, teasing and begging for more. 
“You’re mine.”  Karl said.  “Whenever I want you… you’ll serve me.  Your mouth, hands, ass… all mine.  My fuck doll, my pretty slut, my perfect girl.”
Karl fucked Liam hard, cock slipping in and out, the ridge of his head rubbing on Liam’s sensitive inner walls, a knot of pleasure growing, filling Liam, his body alive with bright joy, his cute small cock throbbing, aching, a constant stream of precum oozing.  Liam fucked back, riding Daddy’s cock, fucking Daddy, letting Daddy fuck his perfect, smooth, pert, tight ass.
“Any time I need release… any time I see you wiggling that sexy ass at me… I’m going to use you… fill you… show you that you belong to me… my sexy girl… my toy.”
Liam’s head was spinning, Daddy’s words sending him over the edge.  He fucked back hard onto Daddy’s massive, throbbing cock, his dick filling him, stretching him, making him a good girl, a pretty slut, a perfect present for Daddy.
Karl gripped Liam light, his round, pink, spanked ass, fucking deep, hard, in and out, his hole tight and hot, squeezing, his cock growing harder.  Karl fucked deep, watching Liam’s face, his expression of bliss and pleasure, and smiled.
“Yes Daddy… yes!  Fill me… use me… I’m yours…”  Liam said.
Karl fucked deep, hard, fast, cock slipping in and out, rubbing against Liam’s slick walls, the knot of pleasure blossoming. The pair were gasping, sweating, fucking, the slap of their bodies.
“I’m… I’m going to cum… fuck you feel so good…”  Karl said.
Liam smiled, the thought of being filled with Daddy’s cum driving him to new heights of pleasure.  He fucked back harder, grinding on Daddy’s cock.
“Please… yes… fill me Daddy… make me yours… make me your special girl…”
Liam’s cock swelled, throbbing, aching.  Daddy fucked into him hard, his cock engorging, massive inside his slick hole, hard and hot and then, suddenly, it pulsed, erupted, filling Liam with Daddy’s hot, sticky cum.
The sensation, the knowledge that Daddy was cumming inside him, drove Liam over the edge.  Liam’s cock pulsed, hard, and he came even as Daddy filled his tight, perfect pert ass.
“Oh god yes… yes…”
“Yes Daddy… fuck me… cum in me… cum inside your present… make me a good girl…”  Liam said.
Liam collapsed, overcome with pleasure and euphoria and joy.  Karl collapsed on top of him, his cock still throbbing inside his ass, filling him with hot, sticky jizz.  Both of them were breathing heavy, exhausted, grinning.
Liam twisted to look back over his shoulder and saw Daddy looking down at him, smiling.
“Did you enjoy your present Daddy?”  Liam asked.
Karl nodded, leaned forward and kissed Liam, once, softly.
“I really did.  You were… you are so sexy, so perfect.”  Karl said.
Liam grinned, mischievous.
“So, does that mean you might want to play with me again later?  If I’m good?  I have a few other games in mind we could try.”
Karl nodded.
“That does sound amazing, and even if you’re bad… well I’m sure you can imagine what happens if you’re bad.”
Liam giggled.  He wiggled his butt, Daddy’s cock softening inside of him, his hole full of Daddy’s cum.
“Mmmmm… yes… I wonder if maybe I’ll just be a bad girl then.”  Liam said.
Liam giggled and Karl laughed, wrapping his arms around Liam, holding him tight—his perfect, sexy, pretty birthday present.
THE END
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