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Chapter One

There was a sense of dread as Professor Cooper moved along the aisles, handing out the marked test papers.  I knew I had not done as well as I hoped.  The test had been hard, harder than I had expected, and I had done almost no revision before.  He handed out the test papers to the three witches on the front row, Amber, Clara, and Sophie.  They were all cheerful, giggling with unrestrained glee as they saw their marks.  They’ll be top of the class, as usual.

They’re always top, despite a few bad marks at the start of the class, and as Professor Cooper stops to congratulate them, praising them with his charming smile, I knew why.  They were all hot—young, pretty, beautiful, sexy young women, bodies like sports stars and faces like models.  They dressed the part too, in short, tight skirts to show off their long, smooth legs, tight, low-cut tops that showed off their cleavage, heels and make-up.

A red head, a brunette, and a blonde, each of them as stunning as they were unique.  They made an odd trio, a rock-chick, a cheerleader, and a theatre nerd, but it was impossible to deny that they were all breathtaking.  All of the guys admired them, and as I watched them praising each other over their perfect scores, again, I felt a hard knot of jealousy and envy in my gut. 

It wasn’t fair.  They had everything.  Boys were lining up to date them while I couldn’t even get a girl to look at me.  I was just a scrawny, short, nerdy boy who’d been top of his class in high-school, but who now just couldn’t catch a break at college.

This was meant to be different.  Sure, I’d struggled at school, but college was where I was going to find myself, but so far I’d just spiralled.  I’d still not had a date with a girl, not even a drunken kiss at a party, and now I was failing classes that should have been easy for me while a bunch of pretty bimbos got perfect scores time and time again.

I knew why though.  My friends had told me a couple of weeks ago while we were all drunk and stoned playing video games to blow off steam.  We’d all been ranting, and when I’d mentioned Amber’s, Clara’s, and Sophie’s constant perfect scores they’d all laughed.  If the rumours were true then Professor Cooper was providing regular extra tuition, and enjoying a very intimate relationship with all three of the girls, sometimes with more than one of them at once.  The thought made my head spin. 

It wasn’t fair.  They had everything—they were so pretty, so sexy, they got so much attention, and now they were getting perfect scores on every test without doing any work—while I had nothing.  I was too small and thin and plain to be interesting to girls and though I’d done well enough at school, at college I was falling behind.  Seeing them, happy, pretty, smiling, I felt a crushing weight around me, that constant gnawing at the back of my soul, even worse than normal.  I looked at Sophie, the prettiest out of the three in my opinion, the dark, gothy rock-chick, pale skin, black hair, blue eyes.  Though she wasn’t tall for a girl she was almost the same height as me, standing several inches taller than me in heels, and her hair was the same colour as mine, though mine was lank and boring and in desperate need of a cut, grown out to just below my ears during my first semester at college.

She was always so… elegant, and cheerful, dressed edgy, sexy, admired.  It must be amazing to be her.  We were almost alike yet I was a scrawny, boring boy, a nobody, while she was a beautiful girl getting special treatment.

“And here’s yours Tom.”  Professor Cooper dropped my paper onto my desk.

I’d been so intent on watching the three girls at the front, on watching Sophie, daydreaming, that I’d not even noticed him approaching.  I looked down, saw the mark on my exam, and felt my cheeks flush pink.  Another fail.

“Another surprisingly bad mark.  I have to say Tom after your initial few tests I’m surprised to see your marks slipping so low.  You seemed such a promising student.  Is everything okay?”

I looked up, saw Professor Copper standing over me, tall, handsome, a worried, caring smile on his face.  He was everything a man should be.  Charming, broad, strong, intelligent, and I shrank in his presence, he always made me feel so…

“You know, if there’s anything you need to talk about, my office is always open.”  He said.

His hair was swept back, loose curls, dark red, his beard short, flecks of grey in amongst the red, and his eyes, blue-grey, a fine cobweb of carelines in the corners, were just so… dazzling.  I swallowed the lump in my throat, nodding.

A plan formed.  Those girls had everything I didn’t.  The least I could do was try to get myself a better mark.  It wouldn’t be much but it would be better than nothing.

“Could I… maybe tonight?”  I mumbled.

Professor Cooper smiled, nodded.  There was a knot in my stomach.

“Of course.  Come by after five.  I consider it my duty to get such a potentially talented student back on track.”  He said.
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I checked my watch.  It was just after five.  I took a deep breath, preparing myself.  I’d rehearsed in my head everything I was going to say.

I steeled myself—I knew it was wrong but… It wasn’t fair that I was getting nothing while those girls got everything just because they were so pretty and beautiful.  I lifted my hand and knocked, twice.

“Come in Tom.”  Professor Cooper’s voice was firm, muffled by the door.

I reached out, turned the handle, hand trembling slightly, and stepped in.  The office was small, but spacious, just a simple desk, a cupboard, shelves packed with books.  It was the archetypal office of a serious academic.  I wondered for a moment if this was where the girls earned their extra grades, bent over the desk, legs spread, Professor Cooper behind them...

“Shut the door please Tom, and sit.”

Professor Cooper gestured to a seat opposite him in front of his desk.  I shut the door—noting the presence of the simple lock—and moved to sit.  Professor Cooper smiled at me, his eyes kind, caring, but I knew the truth and I was going to use it to get my college career back on track.

“So, Tom, tell me, what’s up?  When you came here in the beginning of the year you seemed so motivated.  Your marks were excellent, but recently your work has been quite… well subpar would be fair, I think.”

“I…”

I stalled.  Looking at him now, facing him, it was harder than I thought.  I felt again the same wash of strange emotions in his presence, like terror, but different.  The way he watched me so closely, his eyes sharp, observant, his smile kind but firm.  There was just something about him.

“I pride myself on being able to help get wayward students back on track Tom, so if there’s anything I can do to help, you just need to say.  Is it problems with your social life perhaps?  Back home?  I can’t help but notice you seem less than happy.  Or maybe the work is just not what you’re used to?  I’d be very willing to work with you after class, set you extra studies maybe to help and walk you through it.”

I stammered, shaking my head.  I took a deep breath.

“I… I know…”  I said.  “I know about you and Amber and Clara and Sophie.”

Professor Cooper smiled, subtle hints of a frown.  He looked almost… confused.  He shook his head.  My heart was racing and my cheeks were burning.  The way he looked at me made me squirm but I refused to back down now.

“I know that you’ve been… that they’ve been seeing you to earn extra credit… that you’ve been… that you’ve been fucking them.”  I said—barely a whisper.

Professor Copper was silent, stared at me almost in shock, wide eyed, his smile gone.

“I… I just want the same treatment.  I want my grades to be higher, or… or I’ll go to the school board.  I’ll tell people.  You’ll be fired.”

Professor Cooper took a deep breath, sighed.  He sounded more disappointed than worried.

“Tom… I… I am quite shocked.   You always seemed like a hard working, bright, pleasant boy.  I was hoping that this was a just a phase, that you just needed time to adjust to life away from home at college.  It’s not uncommon for new students to struggle to adjust you know.  I was going to offer you a friendly ear, and some extra tuition, help you get back on track… but this… I’m quite appalled.”

The room was suddenly too hot, but it was too late to back down now.

“I… I know what you’ve been doing with them.  Everyone knows.  I just… I want the same treatment.  I want my grades to be better or I’m going to tell anyone who’ll listen.”

Professor Cooper laughed, suddenly, harshly.  The sound was like a slap and I knew immediately that I’d made a mistake.  His face, normally so kind and caring, so thoughtful and gentle, was firm, stern, and I felt suddenly small and weak.

“Those girls deserve every mark they get Tom.  Yes, they were struggling at the start of the year, where you were excelling, but unlike you they worked hard.  They came to see me and I offered them help to understand the subject, and through their hard work, because they’ve helped each other, they’ve improved.  You think so little of me that I’d take advantage of students like that?”

“I… I… it’s just…”

Professor Cooper held up a hand, silencing me.  His eyes were cold and hard and he seemed almost thunderous, but quiet, controlled.

“Accusations like this aren’t uncommon Tom, but luckily for me I’m not as dumb or as lecherous as you think I am.  I have all the records of the extra work I’ve done with those girls, and any private sessions I have with students in my office are recorded, for the safety of all parties.”

Recorded?  My heart froze and the room spun.

“The accusations you’re making against me are very serious Tom, and even more serious is your attempt to blackmail me into giving you grades you do not deserve.”  Professor Cooper’s voice was quiet, stern, authoritative.

I could not even look at him.  I looked down at my feet, hung my head in shame.

“I thought better of you Tom, I was willing to work with you to help you get back on track.  I thought you were a good student you were worth my time, but this… you’ve made me doubt myself.  Maybe you’re beyond saving.  You’ve let your grades slip, you’ve become apathetic, lazy, and now this?  I’d say I was disappointed, but frankly, I think it’s beyond even disappointment.”

His words stung and I felt my heart stall, belly churning.  My eyes welled up and it took all the self-control I had not to cry.  I just wanted… I struggled to even remember what I wanted.  The tone of his disappointment, knowing I had let him down, that he thought so much of me and yet… I choked.

“I’m sorry.  I just… I just feel lost.  I wanted college to be a fresh start.  I thought I could be happy here, but it’s even worse than high-school.  I feel like I’m sinking and when I heard the rumours, I just thought…” I stalled, looked up into his eyes.

There was a softness again.  A kindness.

“I’m so sorry.  Really.  I didn’t mean… I’ll do anything.”  I said.
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“Anything?”  Professor Cooper asked.

I nodded.  I meant what I had said.  Looking at him I knew I could trust him.  I felt like I could tell him anything, pour my heart out, confess everything.  I just wanted him to know I was sorry, that it was a mistake.

“Well, now that is a very interesting proposition Tom.”  Professor Cooper smiled.

“You see, normally, with what you just did, I’d be pushing for immediate expulsion.  I have very little time for students that throw around those kinds of accusations or use such tactics.  I take education very seriously, and expect my students to work to earn their marks.  However, I like you Tom, you’re smart and, at the start of the year at least, you seemed sincere and diligent.  I feel like you’ve just gotten lost, or that you’ve never really had a chance to find yourself, would you say that was about right?”

I nodded, agreeing.  There is almost a sense of vertigo knowing that he has understood so much about me, that he sees me.  I felt the urge to weep swell and struggled against it.  Professor Cooper smiled.

“I thought so.  I noticed you on the very first day of term, and I made a note to myself to keep an eye on you.  I wanted to make sure you didn’t fall through the cracks as it were.  I fear though that maybe I’m too late.  This business has me worried about you, worried you’ve fallen too far.  Are you sure you’re willing to do anything to make up for this?”

I nodded again.  I meant it.  Professor Cooper’s smile spread.

“Well, it’s not quite as easy as me just forgiving you I’m afraid.  You’re going to have to show me that you’re serious about working hard, about being the best version of yourself, but luckily I have just the idea in mind.  I think it’s important you learn a lesson.  Those girls you accused worked hard to earn their marks.  Yes they might be pretty, and they may seem giggly, sometimes even flirty, but that is no reason to think less of them without evidence.  I think it’s about time you learnt how it it feels to walk a mile in their shoes, so to speak.”

I frowned, puzzled, wondering what Professor Cooper had in mind.  As I opened my mouth to speak he held up one hand to silence me.

“I have a fairly simple offer for you Tom, you can earn forgiveness, learn you lesson, or I can report you for the false accusations and threatened blackmail.  The choice it yours.  I do not expect you to answer now.”

He smiled, his expression warm, kind.  I felt for some reason safe around him.

“If you wish to learn your lesson, if you want to earn forgiveness, get your life back in order, and maybe even gain a little understanding about yourself, then you’ll be at my house by six o’clock Friday night.   You will stay with me until Monday morning.  If you’re not there by six I will assume you were not sincere in your apology, and I will begin the process of reporting you.  Understood?”

There was a lump in my throat.  His offer was more than I expected but… what did he mean, gain a little understanding about myself?  He had seen me, understood me, without even really talking to me.  What else did he know about me that he wasn’t saying, what else did he see in me?  Part of me was desperate to find out.  I nodded.

“I understand.”  I said.

Professor Cooper grinned.

“Excellent.  I will expect you Friday night then, six sharp.  And Tom?”

“Yes?”  I said.

Professor Cooper’s grin shifted, became a subtle smirk.  My belly fluttered and I felt my cheeks burn bright, blushing.  The way he looked at me, seeming to read me, made me squirm in ways that confused me.

“Try not to be late.”  He said.


Chapter Two

By the time Friday arrived I was a nervous wreck.  I had spent the last two days imagining untold numbers of unpleasant scenarios, punishments, weekends working on essays, lines, hard manual labour, lectures on morality and ethics, but I had no idea what really lay in store for me, and the not knowing just made it worse.

I arrived early, at half past five, and spent twenty minutes circling the block so that I wasn’t ridiculously early when I knocked.  Professor Cooper’s neighbourhood was beautiful. Wide pavements lined with trees and grass, the houses all sat amid stunning gardens full of flowers and shrubs, each house large, and unique.  Out of all of them Professor Cooper’s was clearly the nicest, though perhaps not the largest.  There was one car in the drive, his, and the gardens were full of flowerbeds packed with colour and texture, winding paths weaving through the trees and large shrubs backed on to a hidden grotto at the back that was blocked from street view by a wall of plants.

As I walked up the drive to the front door I peered in through the windows, looking for sign of Professor Cooper, but saw none—the one room I saw was immaculate, beautifully decorated, shelves packed with books, soft sofas, a coffee table scattered with magazines and journals.  The gravel drive crunched under my feet, the smell of the garden strong, a pleasant perfume.  I was sweating, dizzy, breathing heavy, heart thundering.  I stopped at the front door, took a deep breath, and knocked.

Within moments the door opened, and Professor Cooper stood in front of me, smiling.  I stared, wide eyed, almost not recognising him.  Gone was his usual suit and smart shirt, tie.  He was dressed instead in blue jeans, worn but well fitted, a casual plaid shirt with the top few buttons undone to expose his collar bone and throat, sleeves rolled up to expose his forearms.  He was bare foot, hair dishevelled.  He looked… I shook my head, blinked, smiled.

“I hope I’m not too early Professor.”  I said.

Professor Cooper smiled, stepped back while holding the door open.

“Not at all Tom.  I was working from home today to make sure things were ready for the weekend, and better early than late I always say.  And please, while you’re here, call me Alan.”

His smile was as charming as ever, the same kind, empathic blue-grey eyes.  He gestured for me to enter.  I complied, stepping over the threshold and into his house.  Alan shut the door behind me, sealing us in.  I felt nervous but… also something more, something that confused me and made my belly flutter.

“Now, why don’t you put your bag down and come and join me in the kitchen.  I’ve made dinner and there’s a little wine.  I thought we could eat while I went over the ground rules for this weekend.  That way you can still leave, if you want.”

Alan smiled at me, grinning.

“Though obviously I’d prefer it if you stayed.”

Something in his words, his tone, made the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end.  My cheeks were suddenly hot and I was blushing.
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We sat at a large dining table in the open plan kitchen, room for at least eight, though there was just the two of us.  Alan told me to sit while he plated up the meal he had made, and I obeyed, sitting and watching him as he worked, moving about the kitchen with an easy confidence and charm.

“So, is it… is it just you that lives here or...?”

“Just me, so it’ll just be the two of us this weekend.”  He looked back over his shoulder and grinned. “But don’t worry, my plans aren’t too nefarious.”

Alan laughed and I laughed with him.  For some reason I trusted him, felt at ease around him and I was almost glad to know that my weekend of punishment wouldn’t be observed by anyone else.  The idea of several days alone with my older, strangely charming Professor made me squirm, and I bit my bottom lip, gnawing on it as I puzzled over the way I was feeling—relaxed but also nervous, a tingle of excitement that seemed out of place.

“Now, how hungry are you?”  Alan asked as he turned back to serving.  “It’s pasta and salad, nothing too heavy, but its quite a rich tomato sauce.”

“Pretty hungry.”  I said.

I had been too nervous to eat much all day but now, sat in the kitchen, the smell of the sauce, garlic and herbs and tomato, I felt ravenous.  Watching Alan plate up, carry food to the table, a bowl of dressed salad, side plates, big bowls of pasta in a delicious looking sauce, I felt my stomach rumble.

Alan sat, opposite me, and picked up the open bottle of wine in the middle of the table.  He offered it to me.

“Would you like a glass?  Help you relax.”  He said.

I nodded, smiling, my cheeks warm and pink.  He poured me a generous glass of red wine and one for himself, then put the bottle down.

“Now, eat before it’s cold.  We can talk once we’re finished.”

I complied, tucking into my meal with gusto.  The sauce was amazing, garlic and capers and finely chopped aubergine, herbs, a splash of vinegar, impeccably balanced, and the salad was the perfect accompaniment.  The wine was far nicer than any wine I’d had before, and complimented the meal in a way that made my head tingle with the pleasure of it.

We ate in relative silence, savouring the meal, taking our time, only a few words exchanged, small talk to put me at ease.  By the time we were finished I was completely relaxed, and I had almost forgotten why I was where I was.  As I cleared my plate though Alan sat back, his plate empty, and he looked at me, half empty glass in hand, grinning.

“So, I think it’s time I went over the rules.  Are you ready?”

I felt a cold tingle run down my neck.  Even as gentle as Alan was being I felt suddenly reminded of what I had done, how stupid I’d been.  I remembered how stern and cold Professor Cooper had been. How I’d insulted him, how I’d insulted the three girls.  I felt stupid and small and worthless.  Knowing how I had disappointed him left me feeling cold and empty.  I knew I had to prove I was better, that I was worth the effort Alan was obviously willing to make.  This was my chance to get out of the black, crushing hole I’d fallen into and I was going to take it.  I was going to do everything I could to redeem myself. 

I nodded.  I squirmed in my seat, feeling antsy, nervous, but willing.

“First, at any time you may leave.  I will not force you to do anything.  However, leaving before Monday morning will mean you forgo this chance at redemption, and as such I will be reporting you for the accusations you made and your attempt at blackmail.  This is your last chance Tom, and I sincerely hope you make the most of it.  I see a lot of potential in you, you’re bright, and engaging, when you want to be, but you’ve fallen into bad habits.  I think I can help you, that this weekend will help you, but you need to embrace it, no matter how hard or odd it seems.  Understood?”

I nodded again.

“Yes Sir.”  I said.

The word just came out, without even really thinking about it, and I blushed, bright pink.  Alan simply nodded, a smirk, a subtle knowing grin, but said nothing.  I had no idea why I had said Sir in that tone but it felt… right.

“Second, you will obey any and all commands and instructions I give you.  You will obey not just the word of my commands but the spirit.  You will commit fully to any task you are given, doing your best at all times.  No half measures, no cutting corners, no slacking off or trying to avoid doing something difficult.  Embrace this opportunity.”

I nodded, smiling.  The way Alan spoke, the tone of command and instruction, the way he made it all sound so simple, that all I had to do was follow his instructions, made something in the back of my mind tingle.

“Finally, and this is the most important rule, you are to stay out of my basement.  You can go anywhere else in this house, may consider it your home for the weekend, but stay out of the basement unless you are given explicit permission.  Is that understood?”

Alan’s tone was hard, firm.  I nodded.

“Yes Sir.”  I said.

Alan relaxed, smiling.

“Good, now, you are a welcome guest here, no matter the circumstances.  I know this is a punishment, a lesson, but I also want us both to have fun.  No reason we can’t enjoy ourselves is there?”

I shook my head.  Alan’s smile, his relaxed, easy, confident tone put me easily at ease.  He was charming, kind, warm, sincere, and the way his eyes looked at me was…

“Now, how about I show you your room so you can get settled in and ready for bed.  You probably want a little time to yourself and we’ll be up early tomorrow as I have a lot planned.”
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Alan led me up the stairs, along the hall, to a small bedroom.  It was well furnished, and neat, neutrally decorated in soft pastels, a large bed with a wardrobe and dressing table, one door in the corner.

“This is your room.  There’s an en-suite for you to use, and a lock on the door if you want to use it.  I want you to feel that you have your own space and privacy here, but in exchange I expect you to keep the room neat and tidy, and also answer the door when I knock.”

I nodded, smiling.  I had no intention of locking the door.  I felt safe, secure, and oddly calm in Alan’s presence, reassured by him even as nervous and excited as I was, but knowing it was there made me feel settled.

“Now, for your first instruction.  You are to put your bag in the wardrobe, and leave it there all weekend.  Everything you need, clothes, toiletries, even underwear, will be provided by me.  An odd instruction I know but it’ll become clear soon enough.  I think this is an important part of your lesson, learning just how unpleasant your accusation was about those poor girls who have worked so hard.”

I felt suddenly dizzy.  The thought that I am to put so much trust in Alan immediately made me feel both terrified and, oddly, elated.

“Yes Sir.”  I said, voice trembling slightly.

Alan smiled, nodded, obviously pleased with my obedience.  His smile sent a thrill along my spine and there was a well spring of joy knowing I was, in some small way, redeeming myself.

“Second, I want you to shower, to prepare yourself properly for this weekend.  All your clothes you have on, shoes, underwear, watch, any jewellery, not that I can see any, is to be removed and put in your bag.  There is a bag in your en-suite.  Use everything in it and be thorough.  I have left a little card with instructions for you to follow.  I have a feeling you’ll be a little overwhelmed so I’ll leave you on your own to go through the details, but I’ll be downstairs reading if you need me.”

“Yes Sir.”  I said.

The way my words made Alan smile sent a thrill through me.  It felt strange, being so obedient, a rush of shame and humiliation at being so compliant for the strong, handsome man that made be squirm, made me feel small and weak, but also… right, a pleasant buzz that was strangely addictive, knowing I was being good, that I was redeeming myself, that I was perhaps pleasing him.

“After you are showered you are to dress for bed in the clothes I have provided.  You can then relax in your room until you are ready to sleep, but I would suggest going to sleep early.  Once you’re done and dressed you are to call me.  I will come upstairs to you, to check that you have followed my instructions before saying good night, and I should warn you, a poor performance will be a fail, and you don’t want to fail me, do you Tom?”

I shook my head.  I didn’t want to fail, I didn’t want to be a disappointment.  The thought of displeasing Alan, of failing, made me feel almost sick, an almost overwhelming need to make him happy, to show that I could be good, that I was sorry, that made me blush, a well of shame that made me hot and squirmy.  The way Alan looked at me was almost as though he knew how I felt, his grin knowing, almost smug.

“No Sir.  I won’t fail you.”  I said.

Alan grinned, nodded. He reached out, put a hand on my shoulder, squeezed gently.  The touch made me shudder.

“Good.  I know you’ll do your best.”  He said.


Chapter Three

The lock clicked as I sealed the bathroom door shut behind me.  My heart was racing, thumping, a sense of nervousness that seemed out of place at the situation, but then everything about the situation seemed out of place.

I look around the room, forcing myself to take slow breaths, trying to be calm.  The bathroom was small, but spacious, a shower, a toilet, sink with vanity.  It was bright, the floor and walls white tiles, the ceiling painted white.  Beside the sink there was a small bag, waiting for me, a label attached to it.  I took a deep breath, steeled myself for the first proper stage of my punishment.  I was going to prove myself, I would show that I could do better than disappointment.

I stepped off towards the bag, picked it up, opened it, and looked inside.  I felt suddenly cold, too hot, dizzy, my head spinning.

“This… this has to be a mistake…” I whispered.

The contents were… feminine.  With shaking hands I reached in, took out the folded note that sat on top.

T,

I’m sure you have noticed the nature of the items I have left for you.  First, do not panic.  This is an important part of your lesson, to allow you to understand how those other girls feel, to allow you to appreciate how hurtful your false accusations were. 

Tonight I want you to take time to make yourself as feminine as possible, Remove all body hair beneath your eyebrows.  Make sure to leave no spots behind or there will be further punishments for your continued disappointments. 

After shaving, shower with the soap in the bag, be gentle as your skin will be sensitive, then after you pat yourself dry, use the moisturiser.  You may then dress in your nightwear.  Leave any other clothes you are wearing in the wardrobe in the bedroom.  You will not be needing them for the rest of your weekend.

I look forward to seeing how well you do.  I know you will try your best for me.

A

I put the note down, and turned back to the bag.  I emptied out the contents, one item at a time.  There was a girl’s pink razor, shaving foam, soap, a large bottle of skin lotion, and, at the bottom, my… nightwear.  A light pink night dress, short, thin, little straps, lace and ribbons, a pair of pink panties that matched the night dress, and a pair of long white socks.  Holding the clothes I was supposed to wear made me shiver, nerves, but also something more.

They were so soft, silky, gossamer, thin fabric that was a pleasure to hold, so pretty and girly.  I knew I could turn away now, turn back, leave the room, leave and put all of this behind me but then… it wasn’t even the consequences that bothered me or stopped me.  Being expelled from college for attempted blackmail wasn’t the thing that held be frozen in place.  It was Alan, the way he looked at me, the effort he had made with me.  I had disappointed him and that hurt.  I wanted to redeem myself, show him I was better than I had been.  I wanted to show him I could be good, I wanted to please him and that feeling made my belly flutter as I bit my lip, chewing it, confused and conflicted, a wash of shame and humiliation as I considered doing as I had been instructed.

Could I really shave my entire body smooth, remove any hair?  The thought made me squirm, my cock swelling slightly, twitching as I imagined how it might feel, how nice it might be to be soft, delicate, pretty, how good it might feel.  I looked at the night dress, so pretty, cute, pink and lacy and soft, delicate.

Part of me, quiet but insistent, was curious.  Curious about how it would feel to wear it over smooth skin, about how I would look.

I took a deep breath, swallowed the lump in my throat, head fuzzy with too many thoughts and emotions.  I refused to back down.  I refused to be a disappointment again, no matter what, I was going to show Alan I was worth the faith he had put in me, that I was as capable as he had thought I was.  I put the night clothes down, closed my eyes, and began, slowly, to undress.
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The shower ran hot, a pleasant sting as droplets beat down on my body, my skin.  The room filled with steam and I took a moment to savour the quiet, the solitude, the calm of the shower, relaxing all the tension I had been holding since I had made my mistake.

This wasn’t too bad.  Alan had been so pleasant and charming and kind and I was going to repay him by working through the punishment he had in mind for me.  I was going to redeem myself, to turn myself around, to become the better self I knew I could be.

I opened my eyes and reached out to the shelf in the shower, took up the shaving foam, stepped out of the worst of the flow.  I took a deep breath and, before I could reconsider, squeezed out a large handful of foam, and set to lathering it over my shins and thighs.  The foam was soft, like wet silk, and I shuddered at the unexpected pleasure of it, blushing, shamed and not a little humiliated.  It was a punishment though, and I knew that there was likely worse to come—the thought thrilled me, feeding my shame, my cock swelling.  I shook my head, confused at what was happening to me.

“Focus Tom!”  I said, chiding myself.

I finished lathering my legs, put the shaving foam down, then picked up the razor.  I took another deep breath, put the razor to my shin, and, slowly, carefully, delicately, ran it over my skin.

The sensation was electric, the knowledge of what I was doing, and why, only adding fuel to the fire.  My belly fluttered, cock growing harder, cheeks hot with shame and humiliation, but still I shivered, delighting in the thrill of shaving my legs, shaving myself smooth, making myself pretty.

I ran the razor up, against the grain of the hair to ensure my legs were as smooth as possible.  I manoeuvred it, rinsing it clean often to keep it as sharp as possible, wanting to make sure I caught every hair but careful not to shave the same spot too many times, trying to keep my skin soft and peachy, not wanting to develop any shaving rash or irritation.  I wanted to look my best, to show that I was trying hard to follow the instructions in both letter and intent.

I shaved first one leg, then the other, my head spinning as I looked down at myself.  I was never overly hairy or masculine, but, looking down, seeing my legs so smooth and pretty, I couldn’t help but smile.  I looked… cute, sexy even.

Excited to see how I’d look when finished, I moved on, to my chest, under my arms, shaving every part of my body that had any hair.  I was fortunate that my arms were as hairless as they were when I was a child, so I ignored them and moved down.  I foamed my dick and balls with lather and, carefully, put the razor to skin.  I ran it over my flesh, ridding myself of hair, leaving my crotch completely smooth.

Finally I turned to my butt.  It was harder than the rest of me, but I persevered.  I foamed each cheek, shaved with care and diligence, blushing at the thought of what I was doing, of what was coming next, at how good it felt, a tide of shame, but unable or unwilling to stop.  To finish I shaved along my crack, crouching to be sure to get the razor in between my plump ass cheeks, getting every last hair—I knew that Alan wouldn’t check there but I wanted to follow his instructions, to obey, enjoying how it made me feel.

Once finished I put the razor and shaving foam to the side and took up the soap.  As I opened it the shower filled with a distinctly feminine fragrance, flowers and fruit and musk, and it made the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end, scalp tingling.  It was a girl’s soap.  The thought made me shiver.  I did not stop though.

I stepped under flow of the shower and allowed the hot water to wash over me, relishing the deluge.  I let the water rinse me clean then poured soap into my palm and set to washing. 

My hands ran over my body, my new body, as though I had been reborn, the shower my baptism.  I was soft, smooth, delicate, and each touch was a caress as I washed myself from head to toe, the soap leaving my skin so sensitive, so smooth, so pretty.  My cock swelled, becoming hard, and I was breathing heaving, giddy, blushing, biting my bottom lip to keep from whimpering.  I savoured the sensations, eyes half closed, imaging other hands washing me, admiring me, strong hands touching me as my fingers washed me, squeezing the plump softness of my ass, slipping into my smooth crack, running over my puckered entrance, a sudden jolt of bright hot pleasure.

I bit my lip harder to keep from crying out and my face blazed, hot with shame.  What was I doing?  I shook my head to clear my thoughts, still hazy, and rinsed off quickly, confused, excited, and horny.
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I patted myself dry after my shower, careful not to irritate my delicate skin, blushing, wanting to be as pretty as I could be when I was inspected.  I was confused, conflicted, but I wanted to show that I was trying my best.

Once dry I used the moisturiser, rubbing every inch of my body with lotion, my skin so much more sensitive, delicate, smooth like silk.  I felt… good, and as I glanced at myself in the mirror I paused.

I looked so different.  It was a small change but it was stark.  With my hair wet and messy, my body now bare, completely naked, I looked… feminine.  I had always been small and slim, my shoulders and chest narrow, hips wide, a big butt that was far from manly, and I had always considered it a curse, but now…

I turned, looking back over my shoulder to my ass.  Shaved as I was I looked almost like a girl, delicate, pretty, hints of curves, my ass round and sexy instead of bland and unappealing.  I blushed, feeling hot, buzzing, happy but confused, and I bit my bottom lip.  I reached up to tussle my damp hair, restyling it slightly, and I struck a pose, pouting, sticking my butt out, like a girl in a magazine.  I giggled, smiling, admiring myself for the first time in years, blushing at how much better I looked.

I was confused, my emotions a storm, but I felt… happy.  I turned away, looked away from my reflection, and set to finishing moisturising my body.  Once finished I took a second to compose myself, deep slow breath to calm the heat in my chest and face, the ache in my cock.  That I was so aroused confused me, my shame and embarrassment only making it worse.

As my heart began to slow I turned and picked up my night clothes, the pretty pink slip, silk and lace and ribbon.  It was so delicate and girly and pretty, so soft, and I was supposed to wear it.  The thought of what I was about to do, knowing how excited I was, made me blush a deep, hot crimson. 

I lifted it up, slipped it over my head, and put my arms under the thin straps, let it fall down, gliding over my body like a caress.  I shivered at the silky, soft sensation, so different to anything I’d worn before.

Without daring to look in the mirror I picked up the panties, pink to match the night dress, small, silk and lace.  I put my legs through the holes and slipped them up, whimpering as how they slid so easily up my smooth legs, gentle and soft, pulling them snug around my round butt and cute little cock, the cut shaping my hip and ass to make me seem cuter, curvier, prettier, sexier—the fact that they fit me, even as swollen as my cock was, that a girl’s panties fit me neatly, made me squirm in a way I knew I wasn’t supposed to enjoy, but I did.  Finally I picked up the long socks, white, soft silky cotton.  I pulled on the first, the way it hugged my foot, calf, thigh so gentle, soft against smooth skin, making me shudder.  I pulled on the second and looked down, stunned at how feminine I seemed with just a few changes, my narrow shoulders and chest, slim waist, wide hips and round ass.  I smiled, wiggling, delighting in how I appeared, felt. 

I turned and looked into the mirror and froze.  Dressed as I was even my face seemed suddenly more feminine, my hair messy and dishevelled and damp after my shower, the night dress so pink and pretty, short to flash a patch of bare thigh shown above my long socks, smooth and hairless, the hem sitting just below my ass so that any movement flashed my pink panties, my round, firm butt.  The straps were thin and the neckline was low, leaving my collarbone and shoulders bare, blushing pink from the embarrassment and excitement. 

I bit my bottom lip and posed, surprised at how happy my reflection made me, how pretty I seemed, how sexy, cute, girly.  I fluttered my eye lashes, terrified but excited by what came next.  I had to let Alan inspect me before bed.
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“I’m ready.”  I called out.

There was a moment of quiet then I heard footsteps.

“I’ll be right up.  I hope for your sake you’re decent.”  Alan said, laughing.

I blushed.  I felt my shame and humiliation swell.

“Just… you’re not going to laugh at me, are you?”  I asked.

I stood hidden behind the door as Alan began to climb the stairs.  There was again silence.

“Of course not.  That’s not what this is about.  I’d never laugh at you or be cruel in that way.”  Alan said.

The tone of his voice was firm, quiet, sombre, kind.  I believed him, and I relaxed.  I stepped back from the door and waited, nervous, unable to stand still, staring at my feet.  I felt so vulnerable, exposed, and I understood now how other girls must feel, how cruel my accusations were. 

I squirmed, feeling silly, small and weak, but pretty, happy, excited.  The door opened and I closed my eyes, blushing.  There was silence.

“Wow… don’t you look just the cutest.”  Alan said.

His words were sincere and my cheeks turned suddenly hotter, flushing.  I felt my cock twitch.  I took a deep breath, opened my eyes, and looked up.

My heart skipped, belly fluttering.  The way he was looking at me made me grin.

“So adorable!  And it looks like you did a very good job following my instructions.  You carry on like this and I’ll end the weekend very happy and very impressed.”  Alan said.

I wanted to impress him, wanted to make him happy.  Knowing I had already pleased him made my heart swell.

“Thank you.”  I said.

“Just one thing.”  Alan said.

I stared at him, suddenly worried I had disappointed him.

“I need to check you did as I asked.”  He said.

Before I could speak, before I could object, Alan moved towards me.  My head spun and he stepped in close.  He loomed over me, tall and broad and strong, and he looked me over, smiling, evaluating me, inspecting me, his gaze appreciative.

I stood up straighter, shoulders back, butt out.  I wanted to be pretty for him, delighting in the way he inspected me, his smile, the way he made me feel, the shame and humiliation a warm hug that fed a deep core of arousal.

“Very good, very, very good.  You look simply stunning, so soft and smooth, so pretty.”  Alan said.  “That night dress suits you.”

I stuck a pose, attempting to curtsey in response to his praise.  I felt the hem of my night dress lift, exposing my panties, and I saw Alan’s gaze fall to my ass.  My blush deepened.

“And in the panties too.  Very good.  I’m glad to see you’re at least capable of obeying an order.  There’s hope for you yet Tom.”

I smiled, pink cheeks, biting my bottom lip.  My emotions were a mess, head spinning.  I loved the way his praise made me feel.

“Thank you Sir.”  I said.

Alan smiled.  Before I could react he reached out, ran one hand up my leg, fingers grazing my bare, smooth thigh, running up to my ass, cupping squeezing, slipping just below the fabric of my underwear.  I pressed back without thinking, let him grope me, moaning quietly, head spinning.

“And shaved so smooth too, so sexy and naughty.  You’ve made me very happy.  I have high hopes for tomorrow.”  Alan said.

I whimpered.  Shame and humiliation blending with the joy and excitement, a potent cocktail.  I pressed my butt back into his large, strong hand, unable to control myself.  Alan squeezed, hard, then pulled his hand away.  I whined at the loss of contact, turned to face him, confused and dizzy.

He moved quickly, leant in, kissed me once, softly, on my cheek.  My blush turned scarlet and my face and throat and chest burned, hot and bright.

“Good night beautiful.  Sleep well.  I’ll see you tomorrow for more of your punishment.”  Alan said.

Before I could reply he moved off, stepped out of the room, shutting the door behind him.

I blinked, uncertain what I was thinking, feeling.  I smiled, giggled, heart racing, belly fluttering, cock aching.  I turned and looked into the mirror on the dressing table, at my pretty, sexy reflection in the pink night slip, posing to flash my panties, cute in my thigh high white socks.

“He called me beautiful.”  I said—a swell of joy, a blossoming euphoria.


Chapter Four

The smell of coffee and fresh cinnamon buns roused me from my sleep, dreams of skirts and dresses, shoes, underwear, panties silky and soft on smooth skin.  I felt warm, flush, and I squirmed as I opened my eyes, grinning.

“Morning beautiful.”  Alan said.

I woke with a start and looked over to see Alan in the door of my room, holding a tray, outlined against the hall light.  My room was dark and it was obviously still dark outside, the sun not yet risen.  I took deep breath, forcing myself to calm—I squirmed under the covers, my cock hard and aching, and I remembered that I was still wearing my pink panties and pink night dress… my panties?  When did I start thinking of them as mine?  The thought that they were mine, that such pretty, sexy underwear belonged to me, for me to wear, excited me in oddly shameful ways.

“I made you breakfast.”  Alan said.

He was dressed simply, jeans, t-shirt, a loose unbuttoned shirt, bare feet.  He looked still sleepy, homely, and almost cute.  I blushed at the thought.

“Thank you.”  I said.

I watched as Alan crossed the floor towards me.  I felt suddenly small, demure, pretty in my pink night dress and cute panties, body smooth, hairless.  I pulled the covers up to hide myself.  Alan smiled, as though reading me like an open book, aware of my coyness, my embarrassment.  As I remembered last night, the way he had looked at me, the way he had touched me, briefly, I blushed, hot and flustered, humiliated at how meekly I had behaved, how much I had enjoyed it, how obviously eager I had been.  Alan seemed unphased though by the previous night, smiling kindly, gently.  He put the tray down beside my bed on the night table.

“You take a little time to get ready.  Be sure to shower, and moisturise all over.  There is a bag by the door with your… outfit, for the day.  When you’ve got changed I want you to come down and I can give you your instructions for the day.

I nodded, cheeks bright pink, mute, too shy to speak.  Alan simply grinned at me, then turned and left.  He stopped at the door and looked back over his shoulder.

“And no touching yourself Tom.  I know you’re enjoying your new panties, but I don’t like to be kept waiting.”  Alan said.

I was shocked and shamed by his words, his suggestion.  He turned and left, shutting the door behind him before I had a chance to speak.  He knew, he could tell that I had enjoyed it, that wearing the panties, the night dress, had excited me.  His instruction, that I was forbidden to touch myself, to pleasure myself, made me hot in a way I did not understand, belly fluttering.  I knew I could disobey, do just what I wanted, but the idea of obeying, of being good, of obedient, made me squirm in a wonderful, humiliating way, cock aching, begging to be touched, harder now for the instruction not to.

I bit my bottom lip, closed my eyes, took a deep breath.  I made the decision to be good, to obey.  I sat up and turned to my breakfast, coffee and warm cinnamon buns covered with frosting.  It all looked delicious but I remained decidedly distracted.
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I opened the bag and was shocked, but not surprised.  Inside was my outfit for the day, my uniform.  A pair of black heels, underwear, black panties, stockings, suspenders, a black bra with slight padding, and a cute, frilly maid’s outfit.  He wanted me to clean his house in a maid’s uniform.

I stood still for a moment, unable to speak or move, my heart racing, skin tingling, belly fluttering.  I blushed a bright pink, biting my bottom lip, unable to deny how excited I am despite the embarrassment.  I couldn’t wear it… could I?

I knew I could turn away, go home, but I wanted to please Alan, show I could be good.  I wanted to make him happy, show him I wasn’t a disappointment, a failure, that I was better than I had been.  I had already done so much, shaved smooth, worn the panties, slept in the pretty pink night dress, let him… touch me.  I could do it.  I wanted to do it.  I picked up the bag and headed through to bathroom to get ready.

I showered quickly, using the sweet-smelling soap, moisturising after I had patted myself dry.  I smelt wonderful, soft and feminine and girly.  The moisturiser left my skin silky, sensitive, delicate, still so smooth and soft.  I shivered as I applied it, delighting in the sensation as I touched myself, careful around my aching cock, careful that I didn’t get carried away and disobey Alan.

Once finished I turned to the maid’s outfit, considering how to dress in the sexy clothes.  I had never worn anything like it before but the thought of wearing it, of looking sexy, pretty, girly, made me hot with pleasure and shame, aching.  I bit my bottom lip hard to keep from whimpering.

I took the stockings out first, hands shaking.  I took one from the pair, rolled it up, lifted my foot, and slipped it on.  I rolled it slowly up my leg, marvelling at how it felt, the silk so soft against my bare skin, sliding gracefully, caressing, hugging me, an embrace around my calf, my thigh, as I pulled it up.  I shivered, unable to deny the pleasure of it.  I pulled the second stocking on next, slipping in up in the same manner as the first, again the pleasure of the silk against my smooth skin overwhelming me, heart racing, cheeks and throat and chest flush.  It felt so good, a joy, but the pleasure seemed… wrong, humiliating and shameful, but that only made it all so much more intense.

I made sure to arrange the lacy tops of my stockings so that they were matching and neat, then took the suspender belt from the bag.  It took me a while to work out how to wear it, and how to attach the straps to the tops of my stockings, but I managed it in the end, with only a little fumbling.

“Just need practice.”  I said to myself, blushing at the implication, but also excited by it.

Next I took the panties and bra from the bag, black, lacy, sexy, to match the stockings and suspenders.  I pulled the panties on first, the pair smaller than my pink ones.  The way they slid over my stocking clad legs was a thrill that made me tremble.  I pulled them snug over my ass and cock, the cut high and scanty to show off my legs and ass, making me seem curvier, sexier.  I then put on the bra, copying the women I had seen in films and on television, fastening it in the front first then slipping it around to put my arms in the straps.

I looked in the mirror, stunned at my reflection.  In the underwear I looked unmistakeably feminine, girly, my small slim, boyish figure transformed into a lithe, petite, pretty girl’s.  The way the stockings, suspenders, panties hugged my thighs, butt, hips, gave me a soft shape and curves, my trim waist waspish, ass round, hips wide.  In the padded bra I had just the barest hint of cleavage and I wiggled, posing, blushing, excited by the girl in the mirror.  The thought of Alan seeing me dressed as I was, looking at me like a pretty girly, a sexy girl, made me blush and squirm, belly fluttering.  I was confused, but happy.

“Guess the uniform is next…”  I said, trying and failing to pretend I wasn’t eager.

I took the maid’s outfit from the bag, held it up to look at it.  It was black, satin, with white lace frills and white petticoats, a crisp white apron.  It was short, with a low-cut top, undeniably sexy and provocative.  The thought of wearing it around the house, cleaning, being observed, made me shudder, thrilled, terrified, excited, nervous—a cocktail of shame and pleasure that confused me.

I took a deep breath and resigned myself, unable to deny that I was keen.  I slipped the dress on, slipping it over my head and letting it slide across my body, smooth, silky, fastening it at the back with only a little difficulty.  I took a moment to smooth it down, rearranging my petticoats, then turned to look at my reflection. 

I ruffled my hair and smiled.  I was undeniably pretty now, cute, even my face, normally so uninspiring, seemed pretty and girly in my maid’s uniform. 

The skirt came to just below my ass, flowing out with the petticoats to flash the tops of my stockings, suspenders, a glimpse of my panties as I moved, and it was obvious that bending would leave me completely exposed—the thought made me blush and squirm.  The top was low, revealing my collar bone, throat, just a hint of my bra.  I was sexy, provocative, almost brazen, and I loved it.

“Heels last.”  I said.

I took the heels from the bag and slipped them on, polished patent leather, black, and they fit perfectly.  The heels were small but I knew I would need to be careful walking in them.  The way they made me stand though was a pleasure, my shoulders back making the swell of my chest more pronounced, my butt sticking out so it seemed larger, rounder, my hips wider.  I took a few steps and without thinking my hips swayed, butt wiggling.  I giggled, flush at the thought of walking so provocatively in front of Alan.  I bit my bottom lip, checked my reflection one last time to make sure I was presentable, sexy, pretty, and smiled.

“Time to go down then.”  I said.

It was time to show myself off to Alan, and I couldn’t help but squirm as I thought about how he might react.
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Alan looked up as I entered the living room, walking carefully, one foot in front of the other, heel to toe in the way that made the wiggle of my butt and the sway of my hips more exaggerated and pleasant.  His eyes went wide and he grinned, nodding, and I knew I had pleased him, butterflies fluttering in my belly.

“Well, someone certainly is stunning.  You make a very pretty maid Tom.  I might have to think about hiring you.”  Alan said.

I giggled, blushing at the compliment and the suggestion.  The thought of working as a sexy maid for the handsome, older man made my cock twitch, my emotions and thoughts a jumbled, confusing mess.

“Thank you Sir.”  I said.

Alan rose from his seat, putting his coffee down, and moved towards me.  Even in my heels he was taller than me.  He was so strong and masculine, and I was so pretty and weak, dainty.  My blush deepened as I imagined him…

“Now, for your task for the day.  I want you to clean the kitchen and the living room.  The tile floors will need scrubbing, on your hands and knees, and the carpets will need hoovering.  You will wipe down all the sides and dust.  Do a good job and I will reward you this evening.”  He said.

I smiled at the prospect of a reward, the thought of being on my hands and knees, serving, performing my punishment, proving I could be good, made me hot in ways I did not understand but could not deny.  I was beginning to question who I was, what I wanted, but I put that aside for now.

“Yes Sir, of course.”  I said, grinning, blushing.

Alan smiled, looked me over, his gaze almost lecherous in a way that made my cock twitch.  He really did seem to think me pretty, sexy.

“Now, kitchen first.  Come with me and I’ll show you where everything you need is.”  He said.
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I spent the day cleaning, at first a little flustered and self-conscious, my movements awkward and stilted, but soon enough I fell into the rhythm of it, embracing my role, my punishment.  I was a pretty, maid, serving Sir, cleaning, looking after his house.  I was his servant.

My thoughts calmed, head emptying, so that the act of cleaning, serving, became almost a meditation, a penitence, earning Sir’s forgiveness, thanking him for his tolerance.

Alan sat, watching me, drinking his coffee, his attention flitting between me as I worked and his book.  I liked the way he watched me, observed me, the embarrassment and shame I felt at being dressed so feminine, brazen, sexy, mixing with the joy of being pretty, of serving, of being good, to become a potent cocktail that made me giddy, happy, a buzzing euphoria.  I smiled, flush, blushing, biting my bottom lip, wiggling and bouncing as I worked, swaying my hips, my mannerisms and gestures more graceful, feminine, in a way that left me tingling, that felt utterly natural.

As I worked I glanced at Sir often, blushing each time I caught him watching me, eyeing me, my legs, my ass, as I tottered about in my heels cleaning his kitchen.  I knew it was a punishment but still I was enjoying it, strangely, in a way that perplexed me.

As I moved, aware of Sir’s attention, I found myself being deliberately flirtatious, provocative, bending at the waist with my legs straight, feet together, to flash my panties, standing with my butt facing him, wiggling my hips and ass as I hummed, working, looking back over my shoulder, grinning, fluttering my eye lashes, walking with a sway that made my butt bounce.  My head was spinning and I knew I should be railing against my situation, struggling, refusing to give in, but I couldn’t help it, couldn’t help but embrace this new, bright, wonderful side of me, the way it made me feel, giddy, happy, fluttery, pretty, sexy, like I was always meant to be this.

Sir moved into the kitchen to get more coffee and I stepped aside for him, back to a wall, making sure to flash my ass as I moved, my panties, loving the way he looked at me, watched me, blushing, embarrassed and ashamed by the way I was behaving but also unable to stop, unwilling to stop, too addicted to the buzz and joy of it.  He smiled, stopped, stared at me.

“If I didn’t know better Tom, I’d say you were flirting with me, the way you’re strutting about in that sexy outfit, looking so cute.”  Sir said.

I smiled, blushed, bashful.  I bit my bottom lip and fluttered my lashes.

“Would you mind if I was?”  I said—almost unable to believe how brazen I was being.

Sir smiled, stepped closer.

“Given how stunning you look in that uniform I’d not mind a bit, but you need to remember, this is a punishment.”  Sir said.

Before I could react Sir was in front of me, pinning be back against the wall.  He was smiling, tall and strong, and I could only cower beneath him, submitting, my heart racing.

“You do remember that this is a punishment, don’t you Tom?”  He asked.

I swallowed the lump in my throat and nodded.  Sir smiled.

“Good girl.”  He said, smirking.

Good girl.  The phrase made my head spin, and I could barely breath.  I smiled, blushing a deep crimson, flustered, belly fluttering.  Hooked.

Sir reached out with one hand and put it on my waist, gripping me, gently but firmly.  He held me for a moment as I trembled, stepped in closer, pressing into me, looking down at me, eyes hungry.

I felt the heat of his body, the thickness of the bulge in his jeans, his cock.  He was hard.  The thought that I had made him hard, that I had excited by him by flirting with him, posing for him, that he liked how I looked that much made me giggle.

“You want to be a good girl for me, don’t you Tom?”  Sir asked.

I nodded.  I could not speak.

Sir’s hand ran down my waist, over my hip, down over my skirt to my bare thigh.  His hand on my bare, smooth flesh.  The touch was electric and I sighed, moaning, pressed into him, the large bulge of his erection throbbing and hot against my hip and belly.

“You like that?”

I nodded again.

Sir’s hand ran up, pulling me into him.  He looked down at me as I stared up at him, urges and emotions awakening in me that I could not resist, that made me blush.  I bit my bottom lip hard, whimpering.  Sir’s hand ran up under my skirt, over my panties, cupping my ass, squeezing, firm, holding me against him.

“Good.  That means you’ll enjoy the reward I have in mind for you later.  But for now…”

Sir let go of me, stepped back, away from me, my head spinning, and I pined for his touch, the hardness of his cock.  I wondered what was happening to me, what was he doing to me, but I did not struggle or resist, giving in, willingly, happy, buzzing, submitting to him.

“You need to get on with cleaning.  And I think it’s time you scrubbed the floor.  I’m looking forward to seeing you on your hands and knees.”  He said.


Chapter Five

I worked hard, diligently, on my hands and knees scrubbing the kitchen floor.  I knew that Sir was watching me and so I did my best to prove myself, to show I could be good for him, that I was worthy of serving him, of earning his forgiveness.  My mind was a hazy, pleasantly blank, and I felt safe, content, happy in a way I had never felt before. 

When I stopped for a moment to take a breath I became aware of him watching me, staring at my ass as I scrub, wiggling, swaying, staring up my skirt at my stocking clad legs, my heels, my suspenders, bare thighs, my tight, revealing panties.

I flushed, enjoying his attention, ashamed of myself but unable to stop, wanting more.  I shimmied across the floor, crawling, sensual, provocative, wanting him to watch me, relishing the sight of the slight bulge in his jeans, his smug smirk, lustful gaze.  I was confused, conflicted.  This was supposed to be a punishment but was becoming something else.  Something was happening to me and I knew I should be fighting against it, should be asserting my masculinity, but… I didn’t want to.  I wanted to be pretty, sexy, wanted Sir to notice me, wanted to serve him, please him, earn his trust and forgiveness, show him I was worthy.

The way my maid’s uniform clung to me, the way my underwear hugged my soft, smooth, feminine body, the way I moved in my heels, petticoats rising up to flash my legs and ass like a naughty servant, all of it was intoxicating, addictive.  I felt free, for the first time I could remember, happy, admired, pretty, wanted, sexy.  The feeling was strange, confusing, but I wanted more, needed more.

As I finished the last section of the kitchen floor, scrubbing, ass raised high, exposed, wiggling my hips as I worked, humming, Sir moved towards me.  He stopped next to me, watching me, looking down, staring at my exposed butt.  I wiggled it with more emphasis, his reaction to watching me a guilty, shameful pleasure.

Sir leant forward, leaning over me, and knelt beside me.  He reached out and, before I could react, he cupped my ass, squeezing.  I moaned in pleasure, pressing my ass back into his hand moving without thinking, submitting willingly to him.

“You’ve done a good job today Tom.  You’ve worked hard, and you’ve impressed me.”  Sir said.

I smiled.

“Thank you Sir.”  I said—relishing the way he groped my butt.

Sir squeezed harder, making me gasp, asserting his strength, dominance.  I felt as though I belonged, finally.

“And now, since you’ve been such a good maid, such a good girl, flirting with me, being all cute and sexy, I have a reward for you.”

I looked up at him, hopeful.

“Go upstairs and shower.  There is a box on your bed.  Get ready, take your time, and then come and meet me downstairs when you are done.”

I nodded, biting my bottom lip, blushing at the thought of what might be in the box, what new outfit Sir might have for me, what new, sexy, exciting surprised lay in store for me.  I let go, embraced the new urges in me.  I wanted to be pretty for him, sexy for him.  I wanted to be a good girl for him.

“And Tom.”  Sir said.  “I know you’ll do your best to impress me, because if you do, you get an extra special treat.”

I shivered, imagining what Sir meant, relishing his hand on my ass.  My gaze fell to his crotch, the bulge in his jeans.  A small voice inside screamed at me, shocked at what I had become, at how willing and compliant I was being.  A louder voice though, a keen, eager, wanton voice, was hopeful, and willing.
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I stepped into my room and closed the door.  On the bed lay a box, large, sealed with a pink ribbon, it looked glossy and expensive.  I bit my lip, squirming, and rushed over to open it, barely able to contain my excitement—my head was spinning, I shouldn’t have been finding this exciting, I should have been resisting, but I couldn’t, I didn’t want to, I wanted to give in, to surrender, to please Sir, to be a good girl.

Inside the box was a dress, short, tight, black, the fabric soft and luxurious, a pair of high, strappy, sexy heels, and several bags.  In one was more underwear, skimpy, sexy, black, stockings and suspenders, panties and a padded bra.  In another was perfume, jewellery, clip on earrings, necklace, both studded with clear crystals, silver metal, matching.  In the last bag was make-up, brushes, mascara, eye-shadow, lip stick, nail polish, blush, shadows and highlights, creams and lotions, a few interesting looking hair products. 

The implication of it all made my head spin, the idea that I was expected to wear it.  At the bottom of the box was a folded note.  I took it out and read.

T,

I’m sure by now you’ve seen everything.  First, don’t panic, I know you’ll look radiant.

Second, take your time to get ready.  I’d suggest watching a few videos to learn how to apply the make-up (I have taken the liberty of suggesting a few below that I think will help).

I will be waiting for you, and I’m very much looking forward to seeing you all dressed up for me.  I know you will make a beautiful girl.

Sir

That Alan had signed the note as Sir made me shiver and smile, giggling slightly.  The hairs on the back of my neck prickled.  I put the box and its contents down and took a deep breath.  First I needed to shower, then I could get ready.  I did not want to hurry, but I did not want to leave Sir waiting too long and so I moved quickly to the bathroom and began to strip, blushing, thrilled at what I was doing, at where my misadventure was leading me.

I showered quickly, running the razor over my body in smooth, easy, efficient motions to make sure I was completely smooth and soft—just in case.  The thought made me blush.

I patted myself dry, applied the lotion, then moved through to my bedroom.  I felt smooth and soft and feminine wrapped in my towel, soaking in floral smelling lotion, silky, girly, sexy.

I picked my underwear up off the bed and slipped it on, pulling the stockings on first, delighting in how they ran over my legs, noting the seam on the back, the frilly, lacy, sexy tops.  I pulled on my suspenders, panties, loving how they hugged me, so silky, smooth, girly, shaping my body, emphasising my slight curves.  Finally I pulled on my bra, then turned to look in the mirror, posing.

I blushed at the image, a sense of euphoria, grinning.  I looked so cute, sexy, and I felt… right, for the first time in so long.  I couldn’t help but smile and I looked over the slight curve of my hips, trim waist, round butt, the way the panties barely covered my ass, the small bulge of my cute little cock, the stockings making my legs seem longer, sexy, the bra adding a hint of cleavage.

“Guess I need to at least have a go with the make-up.”  I said.

I picked the bag of make-up and hair supplies off the bed, grabbed my phone, and headed over to the dressing table.  I sat, facing the mirror, and loaded the first of the videos Sir had suggested.  There were several, and I watched them all before I began.  They gave simple tips that seemed easy enough, ways to make my face more feminine, ways to emphasise my natural features.

I put my phone down at looked at my reflection.  I had always though myself relatively plain, but now, after seeing the videos, I couldn’t help but appreciate the symmetry, my plump lips, big green eyes.  I had never been particularly masculine, but now I smiled at the feminine line of my jaw, my small nose, my full lashes.  I know I could make Sir happy.
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I worked carefully, trying not to worry about taking too long.  I wanted to be the best girl I could be.  The though of Sir’s face when he saw me all ready, in my black slinky dress, heels, made up, pretty, sexy, made me shiver.

I worked on my eyes first, adding shadows, pink and black and purple, then lined my eyes in dark black, gothy and rock, making my green eyes seem larger, brighter, dazzling.  Finally I added mascara to my lashes.  It wasn’t easy, and it wasn’t perfect, but the final result made me grin—my eyes seemed sultry, sexy, brazen, pretty.

I worked on my lips next, a deep dark red with a layer of sparkly gloss to finish so they seemed fuller, plumper, wet, inviting.  Then I added blush, highlighting my cheeks and nose to soften my face and add a subtle glow.  By the time I finished I could barely believe the result.  I looked like… I was a pretty girl. 

I blushed, unable to keep from smiling, my eyes welling up.  Seeing my reflection looking so obviously feminine, unmistakably girly, it was like something inside me clicked.  I was happy.  I couldn’t wait to see Sir’s face.

Next I painted my nails, fingers and toes, a deep, glossy red to match my lips.  As I waited for them to dry I watched my face, so familiar but so different, better, complete, as though this was the me I was always meant to be.  Had Sir known all along?

Finally I styled my hair, adding product and tussling it to give myself a punky, messy tangle of ruffled curls that I thought suited me, modern but girly.  Finished I smiled, blew myself a kiss, blushing.

I turned away from the mirror, reluctantly, almost wanting to sit and admire myself for longer, not wanting to let the vision of myself as I wanted to be escape me, lest I never see it again, and stepped over to the bed. 

I added a spritz of perfume to my neck and chest, the smell rich, decadent, sexual, musky and womanly.  Then I put on the necklace and earrings.  To finish I put on the dress, slipping into it, wiggling to get it into place, the fabric clinging to me, tight, hugging and emphasising my curves.  It was short, revealing just a hint of my stocking tops, and low cut, my shoulders and arms and neck bare.  As I zipped it up I realised the waist was reinforced and tight, like a corset, further squeezing and shaping my body, adding to my svelte curves, my hips seeming to flare out, my butt round and pert, the padding in my bra giving me a subtle hint of breasts.  I loved it.

I put on my heels, strapped them to my feet, and posed in front of the mirror.  I looked… stunning.  I couldn’t help but smile.  I was a pretty girl, a beautiful woman, and I just hoped Sir would see me as I saw me, that I would please him.
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As I headed down the stairs I heard music playing, soft slow jazz, the lights low, the smell of food cooking, shadows flickering, candle light.  There was the noise of pans, stirring.  My heart skipped.  Was this for me?

“I’m ready Sir.”  I said as I reached the foot of the stairs.

There was a pause in the noise of cooking coming from the kitchen, followed by footsteps.  I took a deep breath and calmed my nerves.  I trusted Sir but still, something in me was afraid, frightened that this new found self was going to be rejected, that I was a fool.

Sir stepped out of the kitchen and looked at me and from the way his face lit up I knew my fears had been misplaced.  I blushed as he looked me up and down, squirming, embarrassed and ashamed, but delighting in how they only added to my joy.

“Well, aren’t you stunning.”  Sir said.

I fluttered my eye lashes, posing for him, loving the way he watched me.

“Very beautiful, very sexy.”

My cheeks burned, heart racing.

“There’s only one problem that I can see.”  He said.

I stalled, paled.  My eyes went wide and I trembled with fear.  Sir smiled, kind, sweet.

“A girl as pretty as you needs a name to match.  Tom doesn’t suit you.  How about… Tamsin?”  Sir said.

I felt my worry vanish and my smile returned, brighter than before.  I nodded, eagerly.

“I love it.”  I said.

“Good, now how about some dinner, I want to spend some time getting to know the lovely girl in front of me.”

I blushed, nodded again.  Sir held out his hand and I stepped forward, took it.  He held my hand firmly, gently, and led me through to the kitchen, sat me at the table, and began to prepare our meal.
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The food was delicious, moussaka with rich tomatoes and cheese, a side salad, bread, wine.  I ate gladly, not realising how hungry I was until I started.  We talked, the conversation flowing along with the wine as Sir asked me questions about my ambitions, my family, me, telling him about himself, his life, regaling me with anecdotes and stories that made me giggle.

I felt completely at ease, comfortable and safe, admired in a way I had never felt before.  I moved carefully, delighting in the way Sir watched my arms, shoulders, neck, admiring my face, staring into my eyes with obvious hunger.  I bit my lip often, fluttering my eye lashes at him, enticing him, wanting more of his attention, unable to believe how I was behaving, how brazen and flirtatious I was being, how feminine, how easy and pleasurable it was, but unable, unwilling, to stop myself.

By the time we had both finished I had drunk several glasses of wine and was feeling flush and giddy, bubbling with excitement and enthusiasm.  I couldn’t help but wonder what came next, eager for it.

“Now, how about we leave the dinner things till the morning for the maid to clear up.  We can head through to the other room to enjoy ourselves.”  Sir said.

I couldn’t help but giggle, but nodded.  I wouldn’t mind cleaning in the morning if it meant more fun tonight.

“Take your glass then and follow me.”  He said.

Sir rose to his feet, picked up his glass and the bottle of wine, and moved around the table.  I moved with him, following behind him.  The fog of his aftershave and scent made me dizzy, his back broad and strong and even in my heels he rose up above me.  I followed, like a tiny ship trapped in the wake of something vast and large and powerful.
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The living room was large, spacious, and Sir stopped in the middle of the floor, turned back to face me.  Candles flickered, the lighting soft, and quiet jazz played, slow, sensual, seductive, and I couldn’t help but move to the sway of it.

The way Sir watched me made me blush.

“Hold your glass out Tamsin.”  Sir said.

I obeyed, and sir filled my glass with more wine.  I sipped, the taste sharp and sweet.  I felt light, almost dizzy.

“If I didn’t know better I’d say you were trying to get me drunk Sir.”  I said, giggling.

Sir laughed, stepped in close, standing tall over me, strong and powerful, his musk a miasma that filled my head and made me ache in delightful ways.

“Would that be so bad?”  He said.

My blush deepened and I shook my head.  I loved how he stared at me, eyes wide, hungry, predatory.

“You know, you really are quite beautiful.”  Sir said.

My heart skipped.  I couldn’t speak, stared up into his eyes, kind, hard, sweet, gentle, a steel like intensity.  I felt as though I were melting.

“Tell me Tamsin, are you happy, now?”

I nodded, eagerly, without hesitation.

“Yes Sir, very.”

“And do you think you can be a good girl for me going forwards, you think you can behave for me?”

Again I nodded.

“Yes Sir.  I promise, I’ll do my best.”

He smiled.

“You want to please me, don’t you?”

I nodded.

“You want to obey me?”

Again, nodding, slow, I wanted to obey, to submit.  He read me like an open book, understood me better than I understood myself.  I wanted to offer myself up to him, all of me.

“You want to be pretty for me?”

“Yes…”  I whispered.

Sir grinned.

He reached out, took my glass out of my hand, put the glasses and the bottle down and, with one move, stepped in close, wrapped his arms around me.  He held me close, pulling my tight against him.  I let him hold me, looked up, and Sir bent, leaned in, pressed his lips to mine, kissed me.

His kiss was intense, urgent, hungry, demanding.  I had kissed only a few girls before, my experience limited, and they had all been soft, meek, while this was… so much more.  I kissed back, Sir’s desire and need obvious in how he kissed me, opening my lips with his tongue, biting my bottom lip, and I moaned, quietly, delighting in it, letting him take what he wanted.

Sir pulled back, looked at me, my gaze hazy, and I stared back with longing.

“Don’t stop… please…  I’ll be good.”  I said.

Sir smiled.

“You’re willing to show me you can be a good girl for me?”  He said.

I nodded, wanting so much to show him, to earn his approval, to please him.  Anything.  My head spun.  I could feel the bulge of Sir’s hardness against me, heavy and thick.  Part of me, tiny, growing smaller by the moment, recoiled, but a larger part rejoiced, pressed hard against it, squirming to tease him, glad for the effect I had on him, on this tall, strong, handsome man who thought me so sexy.

My mind raced and I bit my bottom lip, knowing what I wanted to do, unable to believe what I wanted, what I was going to do, but unwilling to stop.  Now the thought was in my head I was certain.

“Let me show you.” I said.

I pulled back, slightly, squirming, pressing my body briefly against the bulge of his cock, then reached down, ran my hand over his belly, down to his hard dick, stroking it over the material of his jeans, so hot, hard, thick, long.  My cute little cock ached, hard as I stroked Sir’s massive prick, thrilled at the touch and weight of it.

Sir shifted, his hands roaming down my back, slipping down to cup my ass, gripping me, squeezing.  I moaned louder, wanting more of his touch, wanting everything.

“You’re sure?”  he asked.

I bit my lip, nodded again.

“I’ve never been more sure.”  I said.

He smiled.

“Then show me you can be a good, pretty slut for me.”

I smiled, blushing at his words, hot and shamed and aching.

“Yes Sir.”  I said.
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I wiggled out of Sir’s grip, sank down onto my knees, kneeling beneath him, in front of him, my hand still on his cock, stroking it through the denim of his jeans.  I reached up, trembling, nervous but emboldened by the way Sir looked at me, the way his body responded to me, and undid his belt, his jeans, tugged them open, down.

My eyes went wide as Sir’s cock popped free.  It was vast, enormous, hard and throbbing, thick.  I had never even had a girl touch me down there and now… I reached out and grasped it, gently, the heat of it, skin soft, like velvet, my head spinning, wanting more.  I stroked, gently, and the way Sir moaned in pleasure delighted me.

I looked up, into his eyes.

“I’ll be a good girl for you Sir, a good slut.  I promise.”  I said.

The words branded me, the shame and lust and humiliation addictive.

I looked back down to Sir’s cock and, without hesitating, certain, eager, leaned forward, opening my mouth.  I pressed my lips to the head of his shaft, the large, thick, soft prominent girth, and pressed forward. 

It slipped into my mouth, lips tight, slipped it deep into the hot, wet, tight confines of my mouth, warm and thick and long.  My cute little cock ached, pulsing in my panties.  My first blow-job and I was the one giving it.  I moaned, unable to contain myself, pressed onward, taking more, sucking hard, stroking the base with my hand.

Sir moaned, thrust, pressing more of his dick into my mouth, thrusting it between my lips, hot and hard, lips stretching, head brushing the back of my throat and my tongue worked to caress his shaft, teasing.  I wanted all of it, wanted to be a good girl, a good slut.

“Such a talented cock sucker.  You are so impressive.”  Sir said.

I moaned, his words a pleasure.  His hand reached down, fingers tangling with my hair, gripping my head, controlling me.  I surrendered, let him take what he wanted from me, using my mouth, trying my best to pleasure him, sucking, licking, lapping, his spit lubed cock slipping in and out of my mouth.

Sir thrust deeper, harder, his breath becoming ragged, moaning in pleasure.  That I was pleasing him, his talented cock sucker, his slut, made me happy, heart swelling.  I was a good girl and I wanted to please him, wanted to pleasure him, wanted to make him cum, wanted to taste it.

I sucked harder, lips tight, tongue lapping, whimpering as he fucked my mouth, deeper with each thrust.  The head of his cock pressed at the back of my throat and I suppressed the urge to gag, opening my throat.

My cute little cock twitched in my panties, hard, throbbing, leaking precum, my body aching, yearning, full of desire and lust and shame, drunk on the sensations, the pleasure.

“That’s it.  Good girl, show me you can be a good, pretty, slut for me.”  Sir said.

I pressed forward, eager to please him.  I opened my throat and, as he thrust, let him sink his cock into my mouth, deep-throating, clumsy, struggling not to gag, swallowing the thick, hard length of his prick, throat milking his cock as my lips and tongue teased him.

“Yes… that’s… that’s my good girl.”  Sir said.

His grip in my hair tightened.  His cock swelled, throbbed, and my head was spinning, drunk on the joy of submitting to him, pleasing him.

“Fuck… your mouth is so utterly divine!”  Sir said.

He thrust deep, gripped my hair tight.  His cock was deep in my throat, muscles clenching around his girth, lips tight, wet, tongue hot, willing, and I felt his cock swell, twitch, throbbing, and I knew what was coming, wanted it.

Sir roared, thrust hard, and came.  His cock was throbbing, cumming, cumming down my throat as I swallowed, willingly, eagerly, swallowing his cum like a good slut, a good girl, a filthy submissive cock sucker.

The sensation, the taste of his cum at the back of my throat, pushed me over the edge.  I came with him, cumming in my panties without even touching myself, my whole body lighting up from the pleasure of pleasing him, my Sir.  I let him fuck deeper, deep in my throat and I swallowed, throat milking his cock for more, his cum hot and thick, salty, a bitter sweetness that was addictive.

As his orgasm subsided he looked down at me, pulled back, slipping his softening prick out of my throat, pulling it from my lips with an audible pop, leaving a trail of cum on my tongue and lips, the aftertaste lingering.  I pined, wanting more, but glad I had satisfied him.  The sensation of my cooling cum in my panties against my crotch was a burning shame that made me shudder.

“Such a good girl.”  Sir said.

I smiled, whimpering, happy.

“Thank you.”  I said.

Sir reached out and stroked my face, his thumb trailing over my lips.  I sucked it, gently, teasing him.

“Now, how about I tuck you up in bed.  Another early morning tomorrow.  Those dishes aren’t going to clean themselves.”  He said.

I was still for a moment, blushing, hot and squirmy.

“Was… was I a good cock slut for you Sir?”  I asked.

He smiled, nodded.

“You were a perfect cock slut Tamsin.  A natural.  But then I’d expect no less from a girl as pretty as you.”

I smiled up at him.  I was already looking forward to tomorrow, the last full day of my punishment.  I wondered what else Sir had in store for me and I was eager to find out.


Chapter Six

I was again woken with coffee in bed, a tray left by my bed, Sir rousing me gently from dreams.  He kissed me, once, gently, on my forehead as I was stirring, then left me to get ready for my final full day of punishment.

I could not deny how excited I was, how eager.  I wanted to make the most of the day, to show I was truly sorry, that I was truly grateful for this opportunity I’d been given.  I wanted to make Sir happy.

I remembered last night, his cock, the feel of it in my mouth, fucking between my lips, into my throat, caressing my tongue, hot and hard and throbbing in my hand.  I moaned, squirming in bed, relishing the memory, the taste and scent of Sir’s cum, the noises of his pleasure, the way he had looked at me, the way I had felt all dressed up, sexy, pretty, womanly.  Something in me had awoken and I loved it, loved the joy it gave me, the feeling of safety and freedom I had around Sir even as I obeyed him.  The new part of me, Tamsin, the pretty, sexy, flirtatious girl, was grinning, blushing, and she wanted more.

I finished my coffee and breakfast in bed, then rose and went to shower, cleaning myself and making myself smooth before slipping into my pretty, sexy maid outfit.  I took a moment to do my hair, adding a dash of make-up, unable to face not looking pretty, a hint of eyeshadow and mascara, eyeliner, lip gloss, my nails still painted from the day before. 

Once dressed and ready I checked myself in the mirror, wanting to be perfect.  I grinned, blushing.  I was a cute, pretty maid, sexy with the tops of my stockings showing, sensible heels, make-up accentuating my features, my panties flashing as I bent and moved, wigging my butt as I walked.

I knew Sir would be proud and the thought made my belly flutter.  Would his cock get hard again, would I be expected to… I shook my head to dismiss the day-dreams.  Work and punishment came first.  I had a kitchen to clean!
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Sir’s look as I came down the stairs told me my extra effort had been worth it.

“Make-up too today?  You really are enjoying yourself aren’t you Tamsin.”

I blushed, glad he had noticed.

“Yes Sir.  I… I wanted to make you proud.  I wanted to look my best for you and… and I like it.”

“Like what?”  Sir asked.

My blush deepened.  I bit my bottom lip, loving he way he made me squirm, the way his questions probed to the core of me, unravelling my secrets and my shame.  I wanted to submit to him, wanted to give him control, let him use me, know me, delighting in the they way he understood me in ways I did not understand myself.

“I like how I look… with the make-up, the uniform, how it feels to… how it feels to be pretty, sexy.  I like feeling girly.”

Sir smiled. 

“Good girl.”  He said.

My heart skipped.

“Now, the kitchen is a mess, get to cleaning.  I’ll be in my office today working on a lecture I have to give next week.  If you need anything come and see me, otherwise I’ll see you later, and if you’ve done a good job, I’ll consider rewarding you.”

The way Sir said rewarding made me hot, squirmy, my smooth little cock twitching in my panties.  Would he make me pleasure him with my mouth again—the thought made me salivate, lips tingling—or would he… I smiled as my imagination ran away with me.

“Thank you Sir.”  I said.

Sir laughed, obviously reading my reaction to his words.

“Now, off you go Tamsin.  And be a good girl for me, or there’ll be consequences.”
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I spent the morning cleaning the kitchen, washing pots and pans, putting away plates, wiping the sides.  At times Sir would come through to the kitchen to fetch himself more coffee, pausing each time to stand and watch me.  When he did I would make a deliberate show, moving more carefully, strutting, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, wiggling my ass and hips with an exaggerated, sexual sway, dropping a cloth, bending at my waist to pick it up, flashing my panties to him, kneeling to rummage in a cupboard, wiggling my exposed ass, looking back over my shoulder at him, grinning, blushing, shamed and embarrassed, but excited, noting the bulge in his pants, caused by me.

I felt good, confident, happy, giddy.  The way he watched me, the way his body responded to me.  He thought I was hot—cute and sexy and fuckable.  I bit my bottom lip and fluttered my eye lashes.

“You really are a brazen little flirt aren’t you, a slutty little maid who wants to be seen and touched.”  Sir said.

His words made my head spin.  I loved how they made me feel, my heart racing.  I nodded, blushing.

Each time he visited the kitchen he would find an excuse to move in close, inspecting my work, correcting how I cleaned, his voice firm, commanding, and I obeyed, let him instruct me, submitting to him.

Each time his hands would wander, running down my back, over my waist, to my ass, under my skirt to squeeze my panty clad butt, and I would press back into his palm, moaning in delight as he groped me, fondled me, hands gripping the back of my neck, fingers tangling in my hair gripping my shoulder, upper arm.  He was so strong, tall, powerful, and I submitted willingly, melting, delighting in how he controlled me, possessed me, the way he teased me, played with me, making my cock throb, kissing my shoulders briefly, my cheek, making me pine for more but never giving it to me, keeping me constantly aching and on edge.

By the time I had finished the kitchen I was desperate for more, my cute little cock agony in my panties after Sir’s last visit to the kitchen, the way he had manhandled my ass, strong, domineering, fingers teasing over my crack, brushing against my entrance, making me gasp in shock and surprise even as I had arched my back to press back, wanting more, my blush deepening with shame and desire.  After he released me, patting me gently on my butt, making me squeal, he fetched his coffee and left.  I watched him, his broad back, strong shoulder, large hands, and I blushed, hoping I was pleasing him, looking forward to my reward.

With the kitchen cleaned I moved on to the hall and the other rooms.  I hoovered first, running the vacuum cleaner over the carpets, but as the suction diminished I stopped.  The ‘bag full’ indicator was on and when I checked it I realised I’d need a new one.

Sir was in his office, working, and, not wanting to disturb him, wanting to please him, I set off to find another to replace the full one.  There were none in the kitchen cupboards so I widened my search when I walked past the basement door.

It seemed like a logical place.  I opened the door, flicked on the light switch, and headed down.

I stalled on the last step and froze.  The basement was vast, and austere, decorated in white and grey, a bookcase lined with various odd looking instruments, chains, straps, rope, belts, paddles, whips, and others I couldn’t name.  There was a desk, a bench, a large wooden X with manacles, on the ceiling hung several metal hoops.  My heart was racing at the thought of what it was all for, a nervous fluttering in my belly, but, beneath it, excitement.

“I told you Tamsin.  The basement is off limits.”  Sir said.

I spun round, saw Sir at the top of the stairs, looking down at me.

“I… I needed a bag for the vacuum.”  I said—my voice was trembling.

Sir’s gaze was cold, hard, but he was smiling, grinning.

“That’s no excuse.  You could have asked me.  Instead you decided to peek, like a naughty, disobedient girl.”

“I… I’m sorry… I didn’t… I won’t tell anyone…”  I was blushing, shamed by my bad behaviour.

Sir stared at me, his naughty, disobedient maid.  My heart sunk and there was a lump in my throat.

“You were given strict instructions Tamsin.  Do not go in the basement.  You were told.  Yet, already in trouble for being bad, for trying to get me and several other poor girls in trouble because you were a lazy disappointment, you decided you didn’t need to listen to me, didn’t need to obey me.”

Sir’s voice was hard, authoritative.  I paled, listening, ashamed of myself.  I was bad, a disappointment.  I had failed him, and I hung my head in shame.

“Do you want to leave Tamsin?  Or do you want to stay?”  Sir asked.

The thought of leaving like this, as a disappointment, hurt me.  I shook my head.

“I want to stay Sir.  I want to make it up to you, to show you I can be good.  I didn’t mean…”

Sir lifted a hand, gesturing for me to be quiet.  I fell silent, accepting his judgement.

“If you want to stay there will be consequences for your misbehaviour.  You’ve seen this room, you know my little secret now.  Do you accept your fate?”

My mind drifted back to the sight of the chains, rope, paddles, whips, the other tools, the odd, harsh, bleak looking furniture.  I knew what Sir meant and part of me was almost eager for it, eager to please him, knowing that I had been bad, that I needed to earn forgiveness.  I nodded.

“You accept that you will need to be punished Tamsin?  That you must earn my forgiveness?”  Sir asked.

I nodded again.  I forced myself to lift my head, to look at him.  I was nervous, frightened of rejection, frightened that I wasn’t worthy, that I wasn’t good enough.  I had to show him that I was sorry, had to show him that I could be a good girl for him.

“Yes Sir.  I know that I need to be punished.  Please, I don’t want to leave, not like this.  Please punish me Sir, punish me like the bad girl I am, make me into a good girl for you.  Make me into your good girl.  Punish the bad out of me.” 

The words came easily, naturally, the act of speaking them a confession, exciting me.  I wanted Sir to punish me, to hurt me.  I had been bad and I wanted to be good.

Sir smiled at me.  He stepped down the stairs towards me, stopped on the step above me, looking down at me.

“Very well Tamsin.  I will punish you.  I will show you how bad girls are treated, and, if you earn it, if you please me, how good girls are rewarded.  But first I think you need to change.”

I smiled, nervous, but happy Sir had given me another chance.  I was not going to make him regret it.  I was going to be the perfect, slutty, sexy girl for him.  I wanted so badly to be rewarded.

“Yes Sir.”  I said.  “Whatever you want.”


Chapter Seven

I waited in the basement as Sir fetched a change of clothes for me.  I was to change while he watched, Sir refusing to let me out of the room until I had been punished.

I stared at the new clothes for a moment, head spinning, barely able to believe what I was supposed to wear.  A school girl’s uniform, as one might see in a porn video, tiny pleated plaid skirt, white blouse, white thigh high socks, matching panties and bra, black patent heels, a collar—black leather thick and stiff, a large steel ring on the front, the catch on the back looped.

I was still for a moment, struggling to process what was happening, what was expected, what was to come.  I bit my bottom lip, squirming, nervous, but I refused to back out, to run away from this.  I want to show that I could be a good girl.

“Get changed Tamsin.  The longer you take the worse your punishment will be.”  Sir said.

His voice was hard, stern, commanding, impatient.  I nodded, swallowing the lump in my throat.

“Yes Sir.”  I said.

I was aware of Sir watching me, eyes on me, but I could not look at him.  I put the clothes down, gently, and begin to strip out of my maid’s uniform, baring my smooth, soft, hairless body.  I glanced back over my shoulder once, saw Sir grinning, eyes on my ass, my legs, my belly fluttering.

I stripped off my underwear and, with my back to Sir, my cute, round, bare ass facing him, I begin to dress.  I pulled on the white panties, white bra, the white thigh high socks.  Then slipped on the skirt, so short it barely covered my ass, the pink and black and white plaid pattern bold and feminine, girly.  Finally I slipped on the blouse and the shoes, turned to face Sir.  In my hands I held the collar, not certain what was expected.

“Bring it here.”  Sir said.

I obeyed, walking carefully, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, swaying my hips, wiggling my butt.  The way Sir’s smile widened made my heart skip.

I stopped in front of him and he reached out, took the collar out of my hands.  He lifted it, slowly, placed it around my neck, wrapped it around my throat.  My head was spinning.  Part of me, the old me, wanted to scream and run, but I remained frozen.  The new me, the pretty, happy, sexy girl I wanted to be, embraced it.  The leather round my neck was cool, snug, and Sir fastened the strap, sealing it.  There was a moment of silence and then a click, a padlock being closed, the collar locked on me—I smiled, dizzy, overwhelmed by the emotions I was experiencing.  My cute little cock ached in my panties at the thought of what I was doing, at what was being done to me.

“There, just perfect.”  Sir said.  “And if you behave I will unlock you tomorrow morning.”

The thought that he might not unlock me, that I might be left collared, visibly marked, owned, made me squirm.  I bit my bottom lip to keep from moaning.

“Now, I think it’s time I put my naughty little school girl in her place, punished her like the bad girl she is, don’t you?”  Sir asked.

I took a deep breath.  I nodded.

“Yes Sir.”  I said.
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Sir looped his finger through the ring on my collar and pulled, hard, making me totter in my heels.  He pulled, leading me, across the room to the desk, grabbing a length of black rope from a shelf as he went.

“Now, as this is your first punishment I’ll go easy on you.  Continue to misbehave and disappoint me and you’ll suffer more extreme forms of correction.  Understand Tamsin?”  Sir said.

“Yes Sir.”  My voice was hoarse, the collar choking me, head light, thoughts fuzzy.

“Good, because I’ll not have any girl of mine acting out.  I expect a certain standard of behaviour, a certain level of attentiveness.  I only accept girls who want to be good.”

His words made my heart swell… his girl, I was his girl, he wanted me to be his.  I couldn’t help but smile.

Sir stopped by the desk and pushed me forward until my hips were pressed against it, my cock hard, aching, throbbing.  He stood behind me, pinning me in place, pressing his weight onto me.  I pushed back, testing him, pleased at the way he overpowered me easily.

“Ready?”  Sir whispered.

I nodded.  I could not speak, too excited, too nervous, lost in a tide of emotions, floating on a cloud of submission, guilt and shame and arousal blending into one overwhelming feeling that left me almost breathless.

Sir moved, slowly, stepped to the side.  As I stood still he slipped the rope he was holding through the steel ring of my collar.  He pulled, hard, down, so that I was forced to bend, my head lowered to the desk, chest pressed against the wood, the collar tight, holding me in place.  I breathed slow, forcing myself to be calm as he tied the rope in place, fixing me as I was, bent over, skirt risen up, my ass and panties exposed, vulnerable.  I bit my bottom lip, squirming, excited and terrified for what came next.

Pinned in place, tied down, I could only remain as I was, bent over, as Sir moved back around behind me.  His footsteps were loud, my heart drumming.

His feet stepped in between my legs, nudging my legs apart, exposing me further.  I felt weak, small, humiliated, and I loved it.

“You’ve been a bad girl Tamsin.”  Sir said.

“Yes.”  I whispered.

“You’ve disappointed me again, haven’t you?”

“Yes.”

“And you need to be punished, don’t you?  You need to be shown how to be a good girl, how to behave like a good, pretty slut for me.”

That word, slut, made me moan out loud at the implication.  I nodded, barely able to move, collar tied, almost choking me, head light, fuzzy.

“Yes.  I want to be a good slut for you Sir.”  I said.

I did.  I wanted to be the best, prettiest, sexiest slut I could be.

“Punish me.”  I whispered.  “Make me a good girl for you.”

I wanted it, badly, needed it.

“Have you ever been spanked Tamsin?  Really spanked?”

I hadn’t.  The thought of his big, strong hand slapping me, hurting me, punishing me, made me hot in ways I did not understand.  I had barely even kissed a girl and yet here I was, bent over, dressed like a slutty school girl, waiting to be spanked, collared and bound.

“No Sir.”

“Well, this will be a new experience for you then.”  He said.

Before I could react, before I could think, Sir moved.  He stepped back, lifted his hand, and it fell.  He slapped my ass, the round, soft, smooth plumpness of my butt, hard, knocking the breath from me.

There was a pause.  The pain swelled, radiating out from the site of the impact, a stinging heat that made my knees tremble, my whole body suddenly sensitive and alert.

“Count, slut.”  Sir said.

I took a breath, stilled the raging sea of feelings.

“One, Sir.  Thank you.”  I said.

I could almost hear Sir’s smile.

His hand rose again, fell, harder this time, the other cheek.  The slap was loud, the strike painful, stinging, aching, hot and throbbing.  My cute little cock swelled, arousal growing, fed by shame and humiliation and submission.

“Two, Sir.  Thank you.”

Sir’s hand rose, fell, again and again, the strike irregular so I was always on edge, anticipating the neck slap, the next strike.  Some were harder, some softer, each unique, so I was always guessing what the next impact would bring, my body shivering, aching, burning, my ass hot and painful, the sting radiating out, my whole body flush, alive as it never had been before, floating on a cloud of endorphins.

“Five, Sir.  Thank you.  Six, Sir.  Thank you.  Seven, Sir.  Thank you.”

My heart was racing, breath ragged, sweating, cock hard.  I whimpered, moaned, cried out as Sir spanked me.  I deserved it.  I had been bad, but I wanted to be good.  I wanted to show Sir what a good girl I could be, what I good slut I could be for him.

I bent my back, lifting my ass higher for him, offering the round, soft, smooth swell of my butt up to him, spreading my legs wider.

Sir paused, cupping my cheek, squeezing, gently caressing.  My body was sensitive, bright with new sensations, his touch electric.  I could not help but moan, pressing my ass back into his hand as best as I could with my collar tied down, body pressed to the desk.

His hands ran slowly, teasing, slipped up to the waist of my panties, gripping the hem.  He pulled, suddenly, hard, and there was the noise of ripping cotton as he tore my panties off me, tearing them apart.  I whimpered, exposed, and Sir ran his hands down, fingers teasing along my crack, pressing lightly over my puckered entrance.  I moaned at the sudden pleasure, wanting more, but Sir’s hands were gone.

“Good slut.”  He whispered.

And his hand fell again, harder.

“Fifteen, Sir.  Thank you.”

The blows came again and again, leaving me breathless, giddy, aching, alive for the first time.  I was a bad girl, but I was going to be a good girl, Sir’s good girl, Sir’s good slut.

“Nineteen, Sir.  Thank you.”

The last strike was the hardest, almost knocking me from my feet, and Sir’s hand lingered on my ass, cupping, squeezing, groping, hard.

“Twenty, Sir.  Thank you.”

I breathed heavily, trying to recover from the rain of strikes.

“You took your punishment well Tamsin.”  Sir said.

His praise filled me with joy.

“You’ve been a good girl.”

“Thank you.”  I whispered.

Sir stroked my ass, caressing my raw, smooth, hot, sensitive skin.  His fingers caressed along my crack, teasing over my hole.  I shivered, opened my legs further, tried to press back, wanting more, but I was held in place by my collar and the rope.  My cute little cock throbbed, aching.  I lifted my ass up, offering myself to Sir.

“Now, I think a good girl deserves a reward, don’t you?”

The tone of his voice, the implication, made my head spin.  Sir pressed forward, and I could feel the hardness of his cock press between my butt cheeks, thick and long and perfect.  I moaned, whimpering.

“Yes, Please Sir.”  I said.  “I want to be your good slut.”
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I shuddered as Sir caressed me, my ass hot, stinging, painful, my whole body burning with a previously unknown pleasure, sensitive, heart pumping endorphins, mind hazy, floating on a cloud of bliss.  I had been a good girl.  I was Sir’s good girl.  I had taken my punishment and now I was going to be rewarded.

I moaned, pressed my butt back into his grip, delighting in the way he squeezed, gently, firmly, running his hands up over my hips, down along the tops of my thighs, fingers brushing the tops of my long socks.

“So smooth and soft, so pretty.  You are such a wonderful girl Tamsin.”  Sir said.

His words burned bright, filling me with joy.  I was pretty, sexy, and I could feel how much he wanted me—the way he pressed into me, grinding the bulge of his hard cock into the valley between my ass cheeks.  I shuddered, craving more, wanting to be the best slut I could be for him.

“You… you said I could have a reward Sir.”  I whispered.

Sir laughed.  I tried to lift my head, to look round and see his handsome face, but my collar was still tied down, pinning me to the desk.  I was vulnerable, exposed, completely at his mercy, and I loved how it felt.

Sir ran a finger along my ass crack, a finger tip teasing over my hole, my entrance, pressing gently, and I gasped in pleasure, pining for more.  His finger, his cock.  I wanted him to fuck me.

“I did.  And was there something you wanted?”

I nodded, could not speak.  Sir pressed harder, his finger slipping just barely in, teasing me.  My face blushed at what was happening to me, my heart racing, room spinning.  I spread my legs as wide as they would go, offering him easier access, lifted my ass, pressed back, wanting more, desperate now.

“I can’t hear you Tamsin.”  He said.

I shuddered, needing more, Sir’s finger barely inside of me, the pleasure blossoming.  He wanted me to say it, to say what I wanted, to tell him I wanted him to fuck me, to slip his big, fat, hard cock into my tight hole, that I wanted him to fuck my ass, to take me, claim me.  The thought of saying it out loud made me shiver, the thought of confessing what a dirty slutty girl I wanted to be for him filling me with shame and joy and humiliation.  I smiled, took a breath.

“I want you to fuck me Sir.”  I said, voice quiet, soft, feminine.

“I want you to slip your cock into my tight, virgin hole, and make me the perfect slut for you.  I want you to make me a girl, show me my place as your fuck toy, claim me, use me.  I want you to fuck my ass and show me what it’s like to be a good girl.”

The words came tumbling out.  I blushed, pink, flush with shame, embarrassment, humiliation, joy, liberated, freed by the confession.  I giggled as Sir pressed more of his finger into me, rewarding me.  He leant over me, his body pressing me into the desk, trapping me.

“Good girl.”  He whispered.

Sir kissed the back of my neck, teeth nipping, and I shuddered.

“Now, I think it’s time you got your reward.”  He said.
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There was the quiet whisper of his leather belt being undone, the sound of his zip, his trousers dropping to the floor.  I tried to turn, to see, to admire him, but my head was held by the rope and collar.  My smooth, round ass was bared, skirt flipped up, panties torn.  I was exposed, his toy, to be used as he wanted.  I bit my lip, trying not to moan at just the thought.  My cute little cock was aching throbbing, almost painful.

“You are such a sexy thing.  If you keep behaving, keep being good, I might just have to own you.”  Sir said.

Own me?  The words made me shudder.  I wanted it.

Sir moved in close behind me, his legs between mine, trapping mine open, his body warm and strong.  I wiggled my ass and hips in invitation.

“And such a provocative little slut.”  Sir said.

I smiled.

“You bring out the best in me.”  I said.

Sir laughed, kindly.  He reached out and stroked my lower back.  His touch was electric.

“I’m just helping you realise your full potential.  It was always there, just hidden.”  Sir said.  “Now, I think it’s time we put that perfect body of yours to the test.”

I could barely breathe at the thought of what was to come, Sir’s cock inside of me, fucking me, making me his girl.  I braced myself.  There was a noise, like a bottle being opened, then a pause.  Sir ran a finger down my crack and it was cool, slick, oily, wonderful. 

He teased his lubed digit down, to my hole, and caressed around it.  A trickle of oil ran down over my ass, cold, and I shivered.  I bit my lip, moaning as Sir teased me, my ass round and soft, smooth, slick, hole wet, his finger pressing in, stretching me.  My whole body shuddered and my cute little cock twitched.

Sir pressed firmly, his finger slipping deeper, my hole opening, slick and willing, teasing me open, the pleasure mind numbing, addictive, and I needed more.  I lifted my hips and pressed back, wanting more inside me, wanting my ass to be stretched wide, fucked.  As I pressed back Sir withdrew, his finger leaving me, and I whined at the loss, suddenly empty, craving more.

“Oh my!  Someone is a naughty little slut.  If you’re that eager maybe you’re ready for your reward?”  Sir said.

I moaned, the thought of my reward, Sir’s cock, fucking me, making me squirm, cock aching, hole twitching.  I nodded.

“Yes… please…”  I whispered.

Sir moved, and something hard, thick, hot, slick, ran along my crack.  I gasped in delight as his cock ran down between my butt cheeks, the thick, prominent head teasing over my hole, pressing just barely in before slipping down.

“Please…”  I whined.

I pressed back, trying to get more, but Sir was in control.  He worked his cock up and down, teasing for longer and shorter intervals at my virgin hole.  He was breathing hard, the sounds of his pleasure making my whole body shudder.  I was trapped, tied down, a sexy, slutty school girl, ass spanked, legs spread, eager to be fucked.  I could barely breathe or think.  I needed his cock.

“What do you want Tamsin?”  Sir asked.

I struggled to focus, to speak.

“Please… your cock… inside me… fuck me… claim me… please… I can’t take it any more… I need you inside me…”  I whispered, breathy, eager, willing.

I could almost hear Sir’s smile.  His cock slipped up, paused again at my hole, and pressed, gently, firmly.

I moaned as his cock remained, pressing harder, slipping into me, teasing me open, wider and wider, pain, pleasure.  Sir forced me open, his slick cock slipping in, my entrance stretched.  The pressure mounted.  I lifted my hips, pressed back and then, suddenly, his cock slipped past my outer ring, popping in, the sensation wonderful, bliss, and it sank deep, sank into my ass, filling me.

“Fuck…”

I moaned, unable to maintain myself.  Sir’s hands slipped up to my hips, gripped me.  He pulled back, pulling his cock out until just the head was inside of me, tugging at my entrance, then fucked in, slipped deep, deeper than before, his thick, long, hard, throbbing prick filling me.

I gasped, moaned, pressed back, fucking Sir, letting him take me, claim me, fuck me, his pretty girl, his fuck toy, his play thing.

“Such a good girl… look at you… taking this like a well practised slut…”  Sir said.

He thrust forward, thrust his whole cock into me, filling me, his hips slapping against my sore, spanked ass.  I moaned in pain and delight, pleased by his praise.

“Just… just for you… I’m your slut Sir.”  I whispered.

“And so tight, such a pretty hole wrapped around my cock.”  He said.

He pulled back, fucked forward, cock slipping in and out of my slick, tight, hot hole, his prick hard and throbbing, thick and long, my hole stretched, each thrust causing his wonderful dick to caress the sensitive inner walls, head brushing over a bright spot of pleasure that caused my cute little dick to twitch as it swayed beneath me.

A pleasure was growing in my belly, each thrust feeding it, Sir’s wonderful, perfect cock filling me, fucking me, caressing the knot of joy inside my ass, a fluttering that made me dizzy.  I moaned, whining, a slut in heat, thrusting back, wanting more, needing more.  I lifted my ass, wiggling my hips, chasing the pleasure he gave me.  I could barely breath, pinned beneath him as he claimed me, fucking my tight, once virgin hole.  I was his pretty girl now, his good girl, his slut, his fuck toy.  My collar, tied to the desk, held me in place, at his mercy, and I loved it.  I was free, I was finally who I was supposed to be, Sir’s fuck doll.

“More… please… harder… it’s… so good…”  I whispered.

Sir’s grip on my hips tightened.  He obliged, fucked harder, faster, ravaging me, cock slamming in and out of my tight, slick hole, hot and hard, thick, splitting me wide.  I fucked back as hard as I could, riding his magnificent prick, letting him use me, wiggling, chasing the joy of being fucked, wanting to please, him, wanting his cum, wanting him to fill me, to make me his a girl.

The fluttering in my belly grew stronger, brighter.  There were no words, no thoughts, just a raging storm of emotions.  I was floating on a cloud of submission down a raging river of pleasure.

“Harder… please…”  I whispered.

Sir fucked me, thrust, hard, deep, forcing the breath from me.  His cock caressed the bright spot of joy inside of me, slipping over the button of delight inside me, fucking deep, stretching me, claiming me.

“Shit… that’s… I’m getting close…”  Sir whispered.

The thought that I was pleasing him, that my body, my hole, was pleasing him, made me giggle and I moaned, worked harder to pleasure him, the fluttering in my belly blossoming into something wonderful.  I wanted to be a good slut for him.  His pretty girl.

“Please… cum in me… fill me… make me your girl…”  I whispered.

Sir’s grip tightened, almost painful and he growled, encouraged by my words, pulled me back onto his cock as he thrust deep.  He fucked hard, fast, and his cock throbbed, pulsed seemed to swell, and I knew that he was close.

I wiggled, hole squeezing, milking his perfect prick.  He pulled me onto him, thrusting hard, burying his entire length inside my ass, and held me, roaring in delight.  His cock throbbed, hard, and he came, cumming inside me, filling me with hot, thick, cum.

The sensation was bliss, the knowledge I was his, that I had pleased him, that I was sexy for him, pretty, that I was his fuck toy, his good girl.  As he came inside me, cumming in my slick hole, the knot of pleasure inside me burst and I came, my cute little cock throbbing, cumming without even being touched, the pleasure beyond anything I had experienced before, my whole body shuddering and I wiggled, chasing the delight even as Sir still came inside me.

“Fuck… that was… amazing…”  Sir whispered.

He lay on top of me pressing down on me, his weight a comfort, his breath ragged, heart racing.  His cock was still buried in my cum filled hole, softening slowly.  We both lay for a moment, basking in the afterglow of out shared pleasure.

“I’m happy to please you Sir.”  I said, giggling.

Sir smiled, leant forward, kissed my cheek, my head still tied down so I could not escape.  I sighed, happy, comfortable, giddy.

“So that means you’ll try harder to be a good girl for me from now on?”  He asked.

I nodded, wiggling my ass as his cock softened, slipping out, his cum leaking from my stretched, well fucked hole.  I pined at the loss, wanting more.

“If you keep rewarding me like that definitely.”  I said.

I smiled.

“Though sometimes, if you’re willing to punish it out of me, I might like to be bad.”

Sir grinned.

“I’ll look forward to it.”  He said.  “In fact, this Wednesday is free, and I think you definitely need some extra tuition.”

THE END
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