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Nephew

	Maid and Aunt Trilogy 

	Part 1

	Chapter One – Sanctuary Desanctified

	He was in sanctuary, the small bedroom that was his own small territory in his aunt’s vast house, the final retreat that was his own space. Michael stood and looked at the view from his window at the vast garden in front of his aunt’s house. The neat, sculptured trees, the clipped lawns that could have been a bowling green and the neat beds of flowers that reflected so well the woman who ruled his life. The house itself, a monolithic brick ramble that had once been the residence of a Victorian bishop was  maze of interlocking rooms, sweeping staircases and rooms that had little purpose other than to be a showplace for antique furniture that recalled the previous owners, even down to the small private chapel in the rear.

	Michael sighed and checked the time. Five in the afternoon. At six sharp, the evening meal would require his attendance, then an hour later he would be required to carry out an hour of chores before his time was once again his own. Time to indulge a little and retreat to his fantasy world. After all, he thought, tomorrow is Saturday and a whole day of household tasks would fill much of the day. Aunt Victoria was very strict regarding time and duties and Michael knew that displeasing her would not be advisable.

	The laptop that was intended for his schoolwork lay on the small desk, tempting him and he almost shuddered as he opened the lid and waited for it to start. Occasionally his Aunt sifted through the laptop, checking that his homework was done and so it was the precious memory card he kept hidden under the bottom drawer of his closet that was where the illicit data was kept. He plugged in the memory card and revealed the pictures that could get him in so much trouble if his aunt ever discovered them. She hadn’t said that he couldn’t, but already he could feel the stiffness that beckoned his hand and shuddered in anticipation as he fumbled his pants open and slid his hand to release himself from his pants. The soft silk and lace that she had him wear were pushed down, and he played a little before moving to the favorite collection of pictures trawled from the Internet. 

	He had all the time in the world, Aunt Victoria was entertaining her friends in the back lounge and the two maids would be in the kitchen preparing the evening meal. Michael lazily browsed and teased himself as he did so, edging and retreating, stroking and teasing, aiming to reach release at his chosen photo. The one of the pale skinned girl with the plaits. The winsome bitch whose huge breasts caught his breath and whose soft nipples he longed to suckle. She was inviting and coy, revealing nothing and revealing everything to his excited gaze. The fantasy mounted, his hand moving and grasping the rigid cock as he imagined all of the things that he longed to do for, and to, the women in the photos. 

	A gasp, Michael came to her and shuddered as he came in a flood into the tissue as he admired his imaginary girlfriend. He visualized her beckoning him to touch the pale white skin, the silky feel of her stockings under his fingertips, her thighs opening to reveal what could not be seen in the photo, a smooth opening, bright pink nipples, beckoning his cock to enter… 

	A last shudder, a vinegar tremble as he carefully mopped the last drops and tucked himself away. Out popped the memory card, placed once more in its hiding place as the drawer was replaced and the laptop closed. In his fevered mind Michael imagined that anonymous girl cupping her soft breasts in her hands and smiling as she praised his performance and thanked him for the pleasure that he had given her. The moment was gone and once again, Michael was back in the world of reality that he actually inhabited. A young man with young man’s desperate lusts, a student who always did his best, though it was never enough and a loving, obedient nephew grateful for all that his aunt did for an orphan whom she treated as her own. 

	Living with his Aunt had its advantages and its drawbacks. Wealthy and indulgent, strict and overbearing, loving and caring, a woman of fifty who had seemingly taken on her nephew ten years ago without a second thought. Michael could not remember much of his parents anymore, just a scattering of memories that had no anchor in the present. Victoria had taken him under her wing and shaped his life to hers, sent him to a private school, put a roof over his head and enveloped him in her secluded world. A world of quiet feminine authority where Aunty Victoria was a constant and her daughter Prudence, an older sister to her nephew. Soon he would flee this cosseted nest and Michael could not decide if he longed to escape or yearned for things never to change. He learned to keep her happy, because making her angry was not a pleasant experience. Those first years had seen her punish him with an almost Victorian severity until he had finally learned that the rewards for good behavior were far preferable to the punishments for failure to please.

	Prudence, his sister-cousin, was ten years older than Michael, and had been less a playmate than an organizer of his life until at last she had headed off to university to discover that she had a talent for legal and financial matters. The five years when she had been a constant presence were long gone now, but her resentment of Michael was still discernable whenever she passed through. To Prudence, Michael was an interloper, a cuckoo in the nest, an unwelcome addition that threatened her in ways that Michael barely understood. Like her mother, the daughter set chores and expected obedience, but there was a resentment in her every word and action that showed that offense as clear as day. Still, she was rarely seen now, so Michael’s instinctive terror of her presence had retreated to become just an occasional wince when she visited. One thing disturbed him more than anything else. The girl in the photo, the one that was always the finish line of his self-pleasuring, bore a more than passing resemblance to the cousin who had been the bane of his life. 
 

	The bell rang.

	The call to dinner. So formal; it chimed, and Michael made his way down through the vast house to the dining room. Mostly it was just his Aunt and himself at the table, served by one of the maids from the kitchen, a three-course meal served from silver to porcelain in a silence so deep that even the birds outside stopped their singing. As he entered the room, he saw that today there would be four at the table. His aunt, himself and two of her friends. The three women were already seated, and Michael took his place with a small nod as the maid began serving the soup. It was strange, he thought, how Auntie’s friends seemed so unlike herself. There she sat, prim and proper in one of her narrow skirts, blouses and oxfords, while the two others were casually contrasting in the sort of clothes that Victoria would never have worn, clothes that more than hinted at the expansive figures beneath. 

	‘Doing well at school?’ asked Sarah as they sipped the soup course. 

	Michael nodded a reply and glanced at Aunt Victoria as if to test if he was permitted conversation. From her small acknowledgment he gathered that he was. Her friends were often titled ‘Aunt’, Tamara in particular, a small foible of Victoria’s that she always insisted upon. 

	‘The exams are over now, so now I have to wait to see if I have done well enough, Aunty Sarah,’ he said to the woman whose décolletage could have been characterized as ‘deep’. ‘In a month I should know…’

	‘And then you fly the nest, dear?’ said Tamara. 

	‘I have a place at Bristol if I get the marks, Aunty Tamara,’ he replied.

	‘I’m sure that you don’t want to leave, though,’ said Sarah.

	Michael could not answer her by explaining his doubts and gave a small smile that could have meant anything. It was Tamara that answered the implied question. ‘Michael needs to find something that he’s good at, that’s what Vicky wants, isn’t it?’

	‘Well, he needs a good score to get to Bristol,’ said Victoria. If he doesn’t, then I suppose it will be up to me to make something of my sister’s son…’

	How could he not feel a reaction when looking at Tamara? Perfect dusty black skin, a little younger than the other two women, a woman that carried pride and strength in every facet of her personality. Tamara was tall and strong, high cheekbones and silky black hair, but dressed as if she were a size smaller than she was. Michael could see the straps of her lacy bra nipping at her under the tight top and tried to imagine what she would look like naked.  Or perhaps just semi clothed because, every time that he saw her, she was dressed in seamed white fishnet stockings and sexy spiked heels that he had otherwise only seen the like in his collection of illicit photos. Her lips pursed as she sipped at her spoon, shiny red lipstick on powdered sable skin and Michael had a sudden vison of those lips sliding over the head of his cock that caused him to blush.

	‘I’m sure that the marks will be high,’ commented Aunt Victoria. ’They had better be, if you want to make something of yourself like Prudence!’

	There it was again, he thought. Michael just bowed his head at the mention of his aunt’s successful daughter and did not reply. He stood in Prudence’s shadow in his aunt’s estimations and knew that there was no argument he could make that would ever change the fact.

	Pleasantries complete, the two ‘aunts’ continued their conversation with Victoria and the Michael listened to them with little interest. The doings of husbands and their doings held little interest and only a mention by Victoria of Prudence’s imminent arrival caught his attention. It seemed that she would be arriving soon and staying for a little while. and Michael felt a twinge of anxiety. 

	The meal finished with Ivanka, the maid, serving tea in her usual silent fashion, and Michael declined to stay and asked permission to leave the table. It was given by his aunt, and Michael stood, giving his chores as the excuse.

	‘Such a well-behaved boy,’ said Aunt Tamara as he stood. ‘He will make a perfect husband for the lucky bride who catches him. It’s such a struggle to keep my hubby’s attention on all the things that need to be done for me…’

	‘Michael just loves to help out,’ said Michael’s aunt with a smile. ‘Don’t you dear?’

	‘Yes Aunty,’ he said obediently with a nod as he left.

	‘A proper upbringing is so important nowadays,’ said Aunt Sarah seriously. ‘So many young men spend all their time just amusing themselves instead of being of proper use to those that look after them. 

	It’s so nice to see that Victoria has managed to prepare you so well.’

	Michael hesitated at the door and nodded as he waited to see if he was required to hear more.

	‘It wasn’t easy!’  said Victoria with a smile at Michael. ‘But he does as he’s told and that’s all I ask. Now then, run along, the ironing won’t do itself and I have another special little task when you are done. So, don’t hide up in your room, but pop down and present yourself…’

	‘Yes, Aunt Victoria,’ he said.

	The ironing was an endless task. Every day, the piles of clothes seemed to get higher, and every day Michael managed to iron and fold the clothes ready for the maids to put away.  Why his aunt insisted that he do the chore and not the maids was a question that she had answered win a single sentence that brooked no argument. ‘Because you do it properly as I taught you and because your idle hands need to be kept busy!’ had been the reason given and Michael knew that disagreement would just bring trouble down on his head. The result was an hour or three of patient work every day, as it seemed that everyone was changing clothes twice a day or more. The two maids certainly were and Michael’s aunt sometimes more often.

	From frilly knickers to bedsheets, teacloths to pillowcases, even stockings on a low heat so that they could be folded delicately and slipped into piles to stop the insubstantial nylon catching. But though the task was certainly a chore and a bind, Michael discovered that there were rewards the like of which he was sure that Aunty never guessed. Lovingly pressing the delicate lacy thongs that Aunt Victoria wore was thrilling, attending to the white lace knickers of the maids was exhilarating and the stockings were lovingly folded as he imagined them slipping over soft ankles and thighs. 

	It was a rare evening’s chores that did not end in a slow pleasurable stroke before bedtime! 

	Tonight, most of the work was bedding. A biweekly event that brought little pleasure to Michael, so he finished with the underwear and then carefully piled it ready for the maid to pack away. As he ran the warm iron over a pair of his aunt’s delicate fashioned stockings, he allowed himself to speculate a little. She dressed as if to tempt and yet there was no man in the house except him. In fact, now that he dwelled on the idea, there had never been any mention of male company in her life, despite Prudence! 

	All of her friends were female, the maids were female, was he really the only man in her life? He folded the stockings, wishing that he dared secrete a pair in his room to add spice to his games, but that would be most unwise as surely, they would be missed! 

	At last it was all done, and Michael suddenly remembered that another task awaited him. He cast a last critical eye over the neat results of two hours effort that would soon return to be done again and sighed before he presented himself to his aunt and her friends. Now, comfortable in the evening lounge, the three women were enjoying a couple of bottles of wine and almost seemed surprised that Michael had appeared.

	‘Aunty,’ said Michael, ‘The ironing is all done and you asked me to check…’

	‘Oh, that’s right,’ said Victoria with a small laugh. ‘Tamara is staying the night, so if you would just pop along to the Green bedroom and make sure that everything is in order for her. Towels, bedding and all of the rest of it. Once you have made sure that everything is perfect for her, you can retire for the night…’

	Michael nodded and slipped from the room. It was all he could do to keep himself from staring at Aunt Tamara who sat with crossed legs, one stiletto dangling from her foot as she smiled at him and her hand lifted, her lips pursed, and she sipped from her glass. For a moment he had caught the tops of her fishnet stockings where the square pattern became diamonds pulled by her suspenders and he had to leave quicky in case someone noticed the signs of his excitement. The contrast of white on black so exciting. As he closed the door behind him, he heard Aunt Tamara laugh and he waited with his ear to the door to listen.

	‘…you have been so patient; I don’t know how you managed it Vicky!’ That was Sarah’s voice, the rest of the words lost as Tamara’s laugh muddled the sound. 

	Then Michael heard Tamara make a comment, but the only words he caught were, ‘…cruel to be kind…’ and ‘spare the rod…’ and he could make no sense of the rest except for more amused laughter that sort of had a malevolent twist to it.

	The next words were spoken by Aunt Victoria, ‘Punishments are important, but rewards pay back double, Tam…’ She added a comment that Michael could not catch, but it finished with the words, ‘You are right… I have so been looking forward to this… it’s been a long wait for us both,’ and elicited more laughter. 

	Fearful that one of the maids might see him with his ear to the door, Michael headed upstairs for the Green bedroom. Each bedroom of the eight available had a decorative color, and the green one was vaguely themed as a ship’s cabin from the last century. As he looked at it, he saw that no preparation had been done at all. With a sigh he looked for bedding and towels, but all of the drawers of the sideboard were empty. This was not a room that had seen much use and was also a little stale, so Michael opened the windows as he went for the things that he needed. 

	It took most of an hour to have it all ready as his Aunt would wish it for her friend. Fresh soap and towels, a bottle of shampoo and a new toothbrush in the glass. The small double bed now with pale green bedding, a choice of blankets and a duvet, the pillows plumped, and the furniture dusted down. He surveyed his work and decided that it was just right except that the wardrobe was not straight, so he pushed it slightly into place and opened the doors to make sure that the inside had been cleaned. 

	Tamara’s small overnight bag lay at the bottom and tucked behind it was a short riding crop leaning in the corner. Michael picked it up and held it in both hands. Stiff and covered in braided leather with a small flap at one end and a wrist loop at the other he stood and wondered why such a thing should be up here in the Green room. With a feeling that it was something that he should not have seen, he replaced it and closed the door of the wardrobe just as the door behind him opened.

	‘You still here boy?’  asked Tamara. 

	‘I have finished everything, Aunty,’ said Michael with his guilty thoughts at seeing the crop still uppermost in his mind. He felt his cheeks flush as Aunty Tamara entered the room.

	‘You are such a well-behaved young man,’ she commented as she looked around the room. ‘Oops!’ she said as she stumbled and recovered. ‘A glass or two too many…’ She sat on the edge of the bed and crossed her legs. For a moment, Michael again caught a glimpse of her stocking tops. Bright white crisscross tracing on dark velvet skin.

	‘If that’s all?’ he said.

	Aunt Tamara looked up at him and pursed her lips. ‘I always wondered,’ she said, ‘if you have a girlfriend, a nice young man like you should have a pretty girlfriend…’

	Michael shook his head and blushed again as he thought of the special photo in his collection. That was as close as it got…

	Tamara reached down to a foot and pulled at one of her stilettos but seemed unable to manage. ‘I wonder if you could get them off,’ she said, ‘they are a little tight.’

	Michael nodded and kneeled at her feet. Until the straps at the ankles were opened, they would not come off. He reached and felt the roughness of the fishnets under his fingers and puzzled at the clasps. Somehow, they must unclip and release the ankle thongs, but he could not figure it out and dared not damage them by pulling too hard. Aunt Tamara’s hand moved and stopped under his chin, lifting his eyes to hers.

	‘You have prepared my room so well, boy,’ she said. ‘I really should reward you in some way!’

	Michael started to stand. The tone of voice, the skirt riding up her thighs, the breasts that threatened to spill from the tight bra. All of this was a warning, but it was the look of greed in her eyes that was making him want to run.

	‘I have to go…’ he stumbled as he started to rise, but her other hand shot out and hooked into the waistband of his trousers. 

	‘Why?’ she asked.

	‘Because… because Aunty Victoria would…’

	‘She will be so angry if I tell her that you were naughty,’ smiled Aunt Tamara. ‘And I would be telling the truth wouldn’t I, Michael? You are running away and not being nice to me like you should.’

	‘I’m not naughty, Aunty,’ said Michael, a panic starting to show in his voice.

	Her hand pulled him back to his knees and the one under his chin lifted to bring him upright. His face looking into hers, her lust and enjoyment of the situation contrasting to his terror. Caught between her words and his obedience to his Aunt Victoria, caught between Tamara’s blackmail and a certain emotion that surged through his mind, Michael was rooted to the spot.

	‘Let me decide if you are good or not,’ she said. ‘All I want to do is reward you, Michael. And you haven’t even managed to take off my shoes like I asked!’ Her eyes were locked to his and he dared not look away and so did not see Aunt Tamara’s next move coming. Something hard slid up his thigh and pressed into his growing erection. ‘A little reward?’

	The sound Michael made was almost a gasp as her foot lifted and pressed a little harder. The fingers under his chin slid until her hand held his jaw and her thumb pressed at his lips. All the while she held his gaze as her smile broadened. 

	‘Mmm, I can see what you need, Michael, would you like me to teach you?’

	For the first time in his life, it was not his touch that stiffened him but that of another. Michael dared not lower his eyes but longed to look down as her thumb pressed against his lips and her foot wiggled and pressed ever harder. Her face moved closer to his and he felt the hand in his waistband unbutton him and slowly tease down his zipper.

	‘Please…’ he whined.

	‘Please more or please stop?’  she said as her fingers slid upwards and found the top or his pants. 

	‘Aunty,’ he gasped as he felt her long nails sliding on his skin between pants and belly. 

	‘Ooh,’ she breathed, her lips now almost touching his. ‘Whatever has Auntie’s little boy got in his pants?  Is he all eager for his reward?’ Michael gasped as she touched, the manicure scratching the tip of him while her thumb pulled down, allowing his cock to spring into her palm. ‘That’s right, Aunty wants to reward her boy properly…’

	Her hand closed on him, sliding down the shaft, fingers extending as her thumb and finger circled his balls. The pressure of her foot fell away, and she pulled him, guiding him by his balls to move on his knees a step and then another. Michael was dizzy, harder than he had ever been, desperate for her to grasp him, and he stumbled forwards just as her leg extended between his thighs. For a moment his balls rubbed on her fishnets and then her hand moved to press lightly as her shin shifted to contact the length of his cock.

	‘Now then, to get your reward, you have to show me that you want it badly, do you think that you can manage that for me?’ she said.

	‘Oh yes,’ gasped the young man, ‘I want it, really I do.’

	‘Of course you do, Michael, and you deserve it! All you have to do is come a little closer and discover the special reward I have decided for you. But, before we start, I want a little something in return.’

	‘Anything, Aunty Tamara,’ he gasped.

	‘That’s right, Aunty Tamara wants you to promise her something,’ she said. ‘Do you think that you can make a promise and keep it?’

	The roughness of the stockings, her face just inches from his, the nails that moved and scored his rigid manhood and the desperate need to please her and be rewarded as she pleased. Mazed by the closeness, her eyes locked to his he nodded.

	‘You have to say it,’ she scolded, and her hand stopped moving.

	‘I promise, I promise…’

	‘You promise that this will be our little secret. Just between Aunty Tamara and her toy-boy? That’s the first part…’

	‘Oh God, yes, yes, it will be our secret…’

	‘That’s the easy part, Michael, now comes the difficult part. Another promise, but one much more serious. Can you manage that?’ she said.

	‘Please tell me and I will promise,’ he said. Her hand had stopped and now only the pressure against her fishnet stockings could be felt on his desperate cock. 

	‘Until I say, you will only play games with me,’ she said. ‘Can you promise to be mine and no one else’s?’

	Michael started to say yes, but her thumb closed his lips. ‘Before you promise, I want you to remember that if you break this promise or the first, then I will punish you and, the punishment is mine to decide and only mine to decide. Rewards have a cost, and that cost is always paid…’ her words excited him, and he managed a small nod.

	The thumb moved to allow him to speak.

	‘I promise it Aunty Tamara, I will never tell and never even look at another until you decide…’

	‘Well done Michael, now comes the reward for being so good…’

	Her leg straightened, pressing upwards whilst her palm pressed down. Caught between the roughness of her fishnets and the sharpness of her nails he could feel a rushing in his ears as the tip of her tongue licked her lips.

	‘I am going to teach you to come for Aunty Tamara the way that she likes it, boy,’ said Tamara. ‘Slowly and at my command, you will thrust just a little and retreat when I say. Be careful, I decide when you come, so be good…’

	He swallowed and prayed that he could manage what she wanted and started to tentatively slide forwards. ‘Did you hear a command?’ she asked, ‘because I did not, and you have to learn control for me to reward you properly.’

	‘Sorry Aunty,’ he mumbled and froze, though his thighs quivered, his hips longing to thrust. 

	‘This time I will accept an apology, boy. Next time there will be consequences. So, one small thrust forward and back, nice and slowly for me!’

	Resisting the urge to go hard and fast, Michael thrust a few inches and retreated, his cock rasping on the nylon, her nails stroking and scratching as he moved. Tamara patted her thigh and said, ‘Now come and spill that sticky man-slime all over me, boy!’ It was agony, it was heaven, it was thrilling it was fearful and unlike any self-pleasure, so out of his control that he almost came at that first stroke. 

	‘There! That was good, have you been rewarded enough?’

	He shook his head and then corrected himself and nodded, desperate for more commands. 

	‘Another?’

	‘Oh please Aunty, please, please!’

	‘OK, just one more, so I think that you need to come for me, spill your mess on my leg again to show me how much you love me.’

	Michael slid forward, felt the rasp of the fishnets and then the sharp nails that stroked the sensitive tip of his cock. Her face filled his vision, the contact with her filled his mind and desperation to come again urged him on. Deep inside that feeling welling up as he pulled back, and her fingers grasped him and pushed him rigid. There was no stopping what was happening, his cock spurted just as her thumb pressed hard on the underside of his cock blocking further discharge.

	‘Very good, Michael. I can see that we are going to have some real fun together,’ she said. Her eyes looked down and she smiled as she saw the streak of pale come the length of her shin. ‘I like these,’ she added as she snapped the waistband of his frilly panties. ‘Next time wear something special for me and perhaps it will be rewarded…’

	Michael looked down at the feminine panties that Aunt Victoria always made him wear and watched a damp spot spread over where his now slack cock had been pushed back by Aunt Tamara. It always seemed so embarrassing to have to wear them, but it seemed that tamara thought that they were sexy and Michael felt relieved.

	‘I will try…’ he said.

	‘Don’t try,’ said Tamara. ‘Do! That’s the best way to please me. The best way to annoy me is to break your promises to me!’ She stood up and smoothed the short skirt over her thighs. ‘Understand?’

	‘Tell no one and never cheat,’ said Michael to show her that he understood. ‘Or there will be a price…’

	‘Or there will be punishment, Michael, ‘she said sternly. ‘Don’t put words in my mouth and don’t think that you can escape the consequences of upsetting me!’

	Michael nodded and Aunt Tamara opened the wardrobe door.

	‘You have seen inside here?’

	He nodded again.

	‘Good, then you know that I just love punishing boys like you all the time. Three strokes are the least punishment and this crop is just for trivialities. You have a lot to learn and learn it you will!’

	Still breathless, Michael listened in awe to the woman who towered over him. He looked up at the smiling face that was framed by jutting breasts and once more she placed her hand on his face to hold his gaze to hers.

	‘In the morning you will knock at eight and enter at half past with a coffee and whatever breakfast Aunt Victoria decides. Make sure that you are on time!’ she said. 

	‘Half eight, Aunty Tamara,’ he said.

	Her hand retreated and he looked down at her legs. The white stilettos fastened at the ankle, the checkerboard pattern of her white fishnets and a sudden thought occurred to him.

	‘Can I ask a question please, Aunty?’

	‘Of course…’

	Now he blushed, his cheeks hot with embarrassment as he tried to frame the question that bubbled through his thoughts. ‘When you say no one else, does that mean me,’ he stuttered and then added more, ‘that I can’t… you know?’

	‘Especially you, Michael. Especially you! You are not allowed to play with yourself at all so that you can save it all for me,’ she said sternly. ‘Even if you think of me when you do it, it’s still cheating! I hope that you don’t have that disgusting habit, boy! This…’ she said as she tapped the bulge in his damp pantie with the toe of her stiletto, ‘…belongs to me. I decide when it is drained and relieved and not you or anyone else. That’s the price of learning to come for Aunty Tamara. You only come when I decide!’

	Miserably Michael nodded and Aunt Tamara’s voice took on a rather sharper tone than before, ‘You will learn to be obedient or suffer the consequences, do I make myself quite clear?’

	‘Yes Aunt Tamara.’

	‘Don’t forget to wake me…’

	‘Half past eight, Aunt Tamara.’

	‘Well done, I think that you and I are going to get along just fine, don’t you?’ she said. ‘Off you run now like a good little boy, and go to your room.’

	‘Yes Aunty Tamara.’

	 


Chapter Two – Victorian Values

	Michael suffered, oh how he suffered! 

	The next morning he had tapped on her door at the appointed hour, delivered her breakfast and she had dismissed him with scarcely a word. Aunt Victoria had congratulated him for his morning call not apparently knowing that Aunt Tamara had demanded it. Michael left her to think that he was just caring for her friends and asked when his forceful Aunt Tamara would be coming back again for a visit.

	‘Well, not in the next month,’ said his Aunt. ‘She’s off on some trip to the USA or somewhere, but when she comes back, I’ll tell her that you asked.’

	‘Er, no need, I just wondered,’ said Michael trying to play down the question. It was difficult to imagine a whole month of abstinence and somewhat distressing.

	‘We need to go out and buy some clothes for you now that summer’s around the corner,’ said Aunt Victoria, dismissing his question.  ‘If you like you can come along and help me choose for you.’

	Michael was about to evade the task and then it struck him that he still needed to choose something to entice Aunt Tamara with when she returned. Unfortunately, it would be Aunt Victoria paying, so he needed to go along. ‘This afternoon?’

	‘We can do it this afternoon after you have the chores done, Michael,’ she said. ‘Make a list of things that need to be replaced and also tell me how many stockings can be darned and how many are nearly worn out,’ she said. ‘I need to replace them as well as panties and so on. I am treating myself to a dress as well, for a little girls’ get-together next month and a couple of pairs of heels.’

	Michael nodded and said, ‘Can I choose, I mean for me?’

	‘Of course you can, if you choose sensibly,’ she said indulgently. ‘Just as long as I think that what you choose is fine, you can have what you want.’

	Aunt Victoria always dressed up when she went shopping, preened and primped and spent an age on make-up and preparations. That meant that Michael had plenty of time to compile the lists that she had asked for and complete the day’s chores with time to spare. As he did so he pondered what Aunt Tamara would approve of and how best to satisfy her order. And, thought Michael, if she approves then surely there will be a reward in store.

	Dressed to the nines, black and white, and with matching bag and shoes, Aunt Victoria took her shopping seriously. Tagging along was her eighteen-year-old nephew in what could only be described generously as last decade’s trends. It was not often that Michael had been shopping with his aunt in the last years, mostly he just accepted whatever she had bought as suitable for an easy life. The fact that she seemed to prefer him to wear feminine knickers under his trousers had been a point of argument a few years ago. An argument that she had easily won as long as no pink was involved. At least she had given way on that small point…

	Michael trailed behind his aunt in an almost bemused fashion as she consulted his list and ordered stockings, underwear and other intimate apparel before moving to a shoe shop in the West End that seemed to cater for those for whom expense was no object. He sat bored as she tested one pair after the next and finally only chose one of the ten pairs that she had tried on. After that, they moved to a chain store that Aunt Victoria seemed to feel was suitable for Michael’s needs. Where she thought nothing of spending two hours deciding about a single pair of stilettos, impatience surfaced after just a minute as Michael bought three pairs of the same design of trousers. With a sigh, he moved to select some pants next, and his aunt showed at least a little interest and patience. 

	He felt his cheeks go red as his aunt called a salesgirl over and discussed his needs in a rather more open fashion that Michael found comfortable.  Size, design, color and comfort were all referenced, and the salesgirl did not hide her amusement at his shame as she held various pairs of knickers up for inspection to allow Michael’s aunt to decide what would suit her nephew best. Her promise that he could choose what he wanted seemed to have fluttered away on the breeze and Aunt Victoria only gave him the briefest of moments to decide. 

	He chose and she seemed surprised and gratified and added the items to their haul. ‘I see that your taste has changed a little since you were last along,’ she said as she held up the scanty apricot knickers up to the light. ‘On second thoughts they may be just a little too risqué for you, dear,’ she had said in front of the salesgirl. ‘A little too flimsy?’

	Michael had blushed an even deeper shade than the knickers and insisted, ‘Please, they are what I want,’ he had stuttered.

	‘Well, they are attractive,’ she had mused. ‘If you are sure then we’ll take twenty pairs to last the year…’

	The salesgirl had snickered, and Michael hung his head, but it was not just his face that was cherry red. He could feel a stiffening as he imagined Aunt Tamara’s reaction and the resulting rewards for doing as she had ordered. 

	Exhausted by the endless hours of shopping, Michael’s aunt ordered a taxi for him as she had some sort of appointment to attend to and he was the one that carried the shopping back to the house. There he unpacked the various clothes and shoes, coming finally to the bag of peach pink knickers. That’s all it took for Michael to break all his promises, to slide and give in, to deceive himself that he could outfox a woman whose very purpose in life was to find the weakest point in all the men that she knew and exploit it ruthlessly.

	His erection proudly tenting his pants, his breath almost in gasps before he ran to his room, his photos forgotten in their hiding place and the laptop untouched. Instead, the memory of that night a week ago, the remembrance of the roughness of her stockings and the threat of her nails and the ease with which Aunt Tamara had drained him with just two small thrusts of his own hips.

	In his room, Michael hurriedly dropped his pants and sighed in bliss as he relived the night that he made his promise not to cheat on her, even with his own right hand. He forgot the fear of seeing the crop by her overnight case and the desperation to please that was more than half inspired by sheer terror. Instead, he recalled the moment that he came on her stockinged leg, the cleverness of her hand as she stroked and teased, the words that heightened his utter helplessness and the lips that parted in lust as she controlled his every breath.

	With one of the new pairs of knickers covering his thrusting cock, stretching obscenely into a parody of erotic imagination, Michael shuddered and climaxed almost before he had even focused on the light cool touch of the lace and the smooth elasticity of the material. Instead, his fevered imagination and his desperate bottled-up need triggered a climax that soaked the knickers and his thighs in an instant.

	With a sigh and a shudder, he relaxed and realized that the promise had been broken, but then how could Aunt Tamara ever know that it ever had been? Michael was the criminal, the victim and the only witness to the crime, no one ever need to know… And, as long as he was never caught, as long as he abstained a day or so before she showed up, how could he possibly ever be caught out?

	A perfect crime.

	 


Pause – Marked For Ownership

	Michael opened his laptop and logged in to the website, his heart beating ever faster. Today was the day! Four subjects, ten exams, three practicals and an oral. He entered in the number that allowed him to download his marks and waited. Everyone must be doing the same thing, he thought as he waited while the little green line extended to fill the box on the screen. 

	At last, the dialog box faded, and he opened the single file that was his ticket to three years Bristol. Flicking down the headers and scanning the brief letter of congratulations, he came to the list of the four subjects and their corresponding marks. ‘A’ was the best, a small star by it if it was exceptional.  There were no stars. A ‘B’ in ‘Drama and Theatre’ was as good as it got, the other three falling towards the bottom with a hopeless unclassified in French. 

	Michael’s heart sank as he reread the whole of the document as if he could find a hidden part which changed anything. With the list on the screen, he propped himself on his elbows and stared at the results of two years’ work and effort and felt tears well in his eyes. It was not just that he had failed himself… Aunt Victoria would make that point most eloquently, it was that he had failed to meet her expectations.

	Now that the marks were out, he realized that, despite his self-deceptions, he did want to leave and escape the claustrophobic world that had been his for the last years. Michael scrolled down and a small hope fluttered. The examinations could be re-sat in a few months if he applied for them, giving time for study and revision that would see him pass. All he needed were three B’s or better of four and he already had one, so just two more...  

	Feeling just a little better, Michael wiped away the tears and composed himself.  Now it was time to tell Aunty Victoria what a failure he was, but most of all, how he would correct it.

	 


Chapter Three – Resulting Aftermath

	‘I am not at all impressed, Michael. In fact, I am most disappointed. Prudence got four first grade passes and two of them were special commendations and you scrape two passes and two fails,’ said Michael’s Aunt as he tried to explain how he could retake the examination in just a few months and still be in time to get into university. ‘As for the French,’ said Victoria with a grim smile, ‘You might as well not have bothered at all!’

	‘Please Aunty, really I was so unlucky that they asked questions in areas that…’ he started.

	‘You either know something or you don’t,’ cut in Aunt Victoria. ‘That’s that! You don’t and I am not at all happy to hear excuses instead of the sort of final examination marks that your cousin Prudence pulled in.’ Her voice carried that monotone that always came with disapproval and signaled the end of rational argument. When that her voice reached that register then contention was no longer even possible. 

	Michael felt tears in his eyes and wished that he was somewhere else entirely. He knew that it was just bad luck combined with poor judgement and that in a few months he could rescue the marks and make good, but the towering pillar of rage that was Aunt Victoria allowed for no human failings. 

	Especially when it suited her purpose…

	She held up a warning finger and stabbed it at him every syllable to emphasize her wrath. ‘You will find a menial position, I’m sure of it. That’s the result of your inability, my boy.  In fact, I’ll find you a job since you don’t seem capable of making any progress,’ she said coldly. ‘Now up to your room and spend an hour thinking about how you can apologize to me for this mess… I am so disappointed in you. I’m the one that has to tell everyone what a failure you are.’

	Head hanging, Michael headed to his room with a feeling or utter frustration, embarrassment, and self-loathing. She was right, he thought.  Aunty paid for everything. Aunty had a right to expect more of him and all he had done was laze around and waste the time he should have been using to study and revise for the examinations. The thought that Aunt Victoria had drained him with endless chores never entered his head. He reached his room and closed the door, slithering down the back of it until he was sitting, legs outstretched feeling truly miserable. There was a brief knock at the door, and he shifted as his Aunt pushed the door open and held out her hand.

	‘I’ll have that laptop that you won’t be needing anymore for the studying that you didn’t do,’ she said in her monotone. 

	‘Really Aunty, I can put this right, please let me put it right for you,’ he said in a last attempt to bring her around. ‘I can retake the exams…’

	‘We shall discuss this at dinner,’ said Aunt Victoria. ‘I am going to have to make up my mind about what happens next. Just know this, I expect no argument and no evasion when I do finally decide what happens to you, Michael. You had your chance, and you blew it, now I will have to show you what you can make of yourself.’

	The hand was still outstretched, Michael passed over the laptop with a sigh and his Aunt tucked it under her arm. It was at that moment that Michael suddenly saw that the tiny memory card filling the slot in the side of the laptop. He panicked and reached up to take the machine back, but the look from his Aunt stopped him dead in his tracks.

	‘I bought this for you so that you could study,’ she scolded. ‘Clearly studying is not your strong suit, so I’ll just have to find one that is!’

	Michael’s hand retreated and she slammed the door closed behind her, the laptop still under her arm. Michael opened the door and watched her march down the balcony and into her bedroom and he despaired. The only room that he was never allowed to enter, the only room for which there was no excuse to be in, was her bedroom. In fact, he could not recall ever even getting a glimpse of it, and there his precious laptop, his cherished collection of porn and all of his course work was likely to be dumped in some drawer and forgotten forever. What Michael did know for sure was that he just had to get that memory card back…

	The bell called Michael from his room. Pensive and anxious he had deliberated on how to persuade his aunt to forgive him and allow another attempt at his exams, now that the moment had come to confront her his legs turned to jelly, and his thoughts swam as he made his way down for the evening meal. He entered the dining room to find Tamara sitting at his place at the table and his aunt in her usual place. None had been laid for him and he stood bewildered, wondering what humiliation was about to follow. 

	‘You no longer eat at table,’ announced Aunt Victoria. ‘Only adults eat at the table… I have decided that if you behave like a child you will be treated as one!’ She turned to the serving maid and said, ‘Fetch Michael’s special chair please…’

	Smirking, the maid said, ‘Yes Ma’am,’ and went through to the kitchen. 

	‘Please Aunty,’ said Michael with a distinct whine in his voice. ‘Please let me re-sit the exams and I promise I will work so hard…’ 

	Victoria turned to her friend and said, ‘So, what do you think Tam? Does my nephew deserve another chance?’

	Michael felt Tamara’s eyes turn to him and he held his breath hoping for support. Her lips twitched and she fluttered her fingers before answering, ‘I’m not sure… perhaps he does deserve another chance… but if he does then it must be supervised so very strictly. Boys will be boys, but they need to learn that improvement only comes through endeavor and hard work.’

	Michael felt a surge of affection for Tamara and tried his best not to allow his hope to show on his face as he waited for his aunt’s reply.

	‘You are far too soft,’ said Aunt Victoria. ‘How will he ever learn to behave if he always gets a second chance? Life gives no second chances! Discipline is called for and I have to blame myself for not imposing enough in the last few years. I’ll  have to think about it before I decide, perhaps in a day or two I can manage to excuse him, but right now I am so disappointed that I just can’t  bring myself to do it.’

	Butterflies in his stomach, knees trembling, Michael listened to the reply and tears welled in his eyes. Desperately he wanted to wipe them from his eyes, but he dared not move as the first broke free and trickled down his cheek.

	‘The poor boy is crying now,’ said Tamara in a sympathetic tone. ‘I’m sure that he wants to be a good boy and just needs some guidance to help him get there.’

	The door opened and the maid returned with a small table. Under Aunt Victoria’s instruction she placed in a corner and went for a small stool.

	‘Until you grow up, this is the way that it will be,’ said Michael’s aunt in a severe tone. ‘As a reminder of my disappointment. I shall consider Tamara’s advice, but at the moment I am not inclined to be forgiving…’

	‘Thank you, Aunty,’ said Michael as he finally wiped the wetness from his cheeks. ‘I’m so sorry for disappointing you, I really am.’

	The stool arrived and Michael found himself sitting facing and looking up at the two women who were now served the first course of their evening meal. Asparagus baked in prosciutto and Parmesan. He waited but none appeared for him, just the maid who placed a plastic bowl and spoon in front of him. Not daring to even question what was happening, he watched the wine being poured as the two women chit-chatted and finished their starter.

	The maid served the second course, Dover Sole in a wine sauce with butter fried tomatoes and new potatoes. Michael’s mouth watered and the maid arrived at his little table and served a slop into his bowl. The same course, but liquidized into a smooth mess. He looked up, the maid smiled slyly and his aunt cast him a look that silenced any attempt at argument. 

	The small plastic spoon in his hand dipped into the grey mess and he sampled it. Cold and salty, he put down his spoon as the maid returned with a plastic cup of milk and a smirk that was clearly sheer gratification at his torment. He raised the two-handled cup to his lips and discovered that it was rancid thick cream that was already clotting at the edge of the glass. The fatty rank taste was unbearable, and he put down the glass in despair, tears once more gathering in his eyes.

	‘Please Aunty,  please do I have to…’ he said in a trembling voice.

	‘Eat up, Michael,’ said Aunt Victoria as she looked down at him. ‘You will never convince me that you are ready to be treated as an adult if you cannot even eat your dinner properly.’

	‘I see what you mean,’ said Aunt Tamara as a tender flake of sole perched on her fork before her lips. ‘Perhaps you are right, Michael really needs a strong hand to guide him, a bit more control to make him realize what you want from him.’

	Michael dipped the spoon into the mess in his bowl and managed a mouthful and dropped his eyes as he struggled to swallow. Each spoonful of the salty mess was an effort, each sip of the thick coagulating cream had to be forced down, but at last it was over, and Michael could see the cartoon unicorn that was painted on the base of the plastic bowl. 

	The maid appeared and took bowl and plastic cup and then returned to serve a strudel to the two women with a glass of liqueur each. Michael could smell the hot apple wafting over as the maid returned and placed a small bowl of stewed apple and a fresh spoon before him. Her back to the two women who were sipping their Cointreau she spat in the bowl and patted her victim on his head before returning to the kitchen. The apple was cold, and anchovy had been added to it creating an unholy taste that was enhanced by the pool of glutinous spittle that decorated it.

	‘So just the two nights,’ Aunt Victoria was saying to her friend. ‘You can stay longer, I am always glad for company.’

	‘I could stay until the end of the week,’ answered Aunt Tamara, ‘I just didn’t want to impose.’

	Clearly they were ignoring him and Michael worked to struggle down the dessert.

	‘Prudence is coming back in a few weeks, so you could stay until then and we can have a girls’ night in on the Sunday night,’ said Michael’s aunt. ‘I had planned a celebration of Michael’s results, but it looks like that is not happening…’

	‘If you really don’t mind,’ said Aunt Tamara. ‘But Monday I really have to get back. The sitter cannot manage more…’

	‘Monday it is then,’ announced Aunt Victoria. ‘I’ll put you in the Green room again if you don’t mind.’

	‘That’s fine.’

	Michael managed at last to clear the bowl and sat with his head hanging as the two women carried on chatting. At last, the liqueurs were drained and they stood to retire to the evening lounge. 

	‘Michael, don’t you have chores to do?’ asked his Aunt. ‘You won’t impress me to change my mind if you just sit and more and mooch around instead of proving that you can exert a little effort.’

	As she left the room, Aunt Tamara turned and looked down at Michael with a small smile and a wink and a kiss blown from her glistening red lips. Then she turned and left as Michael was at last able to leave and attend to his chores.

	 


Chapter Four – Learning Puppy Love

	His pillow still wet from his tears; Michael managed at last to drift into a troubled slumber. Dreams haunted him, nightmares that filled his mind with terrors of the dark. The day had been traumatic and the thought that Aunt Tamara slept in the next room simply heightened his distress. Michael’s dreams faded as midnight passed and then one o’clock. His confused mind slowly relaxed and he started to snore a little as the bedroom door opened and a figure moved in the darkness.

	Perhaps a creaking floorboard, or perhaps the steel tip of a heel on the wooden floor woke him. Bewildered by the intruder, he looked up just as Tamara turned on the light and chuckled as he flinched from the brightness. When at last he managed to open his eyes, it was to see her standing over him. Her smooth dark skin bulging under the straps of her bra and where the short corset that held up her white fishnets met her hips. Not able to help himself his gaze slid from the breasts that threatened to spill from the white lace and down to the knickers that were so tight on her that every detail of her sex was contoured beneath them. 

	‘Out of bed, boy,’ she commanded.

	Under her stern eye, Michael slid from the bed and stood in his pajamas and bare feet. In her soaring heels, Aunt Tamara was taller than Michael and with her hands on her hips, a threatening presence.

	‘Please…’ he said, but in truth he wasn’t sure what he was begging for! Was it that she threatened him, and he was asking for mercy? Was it that he longed for her to touch and make him come? Was he pleading for her to sway Aunt Victoria to forgive him? 

	‘Strip!’ she said with a chuckle. ‘I want to see what I have here.’

	Michael hastily unbuttoned and slipped of his top under the inspection of Aunt Tamara and then unbuttoned his pants. They slid down to reveal a pair of knickers, the ones just recently bought. 

	‘I see that you have tried a little,’ said Aunt Tamara with a small twitch of the lips. Her hand reached out and she pulled at the waistband of the knickers and allowed then to snap back. ‘Nice and certainly better than those plain-Jane panties from before, but you are really going to have to persuade Vicky to get you something with more frills, boy. But, at least you tried.’ Her hand returned and slid between skin and satin until it met the bush of hair around his stiffening cock and then withdrew again. 

	‘Hygiene, boy! Take it all that hair off…’

	‘Now?’ he asked.

	‘Now? Of course now!’ she laughed. ‘I don’t like it and so off it all comes if you want what I think that you want.’ Michael started to slip off the panties, but she stopped him. ‘Take a shower and remove it, then put them back on, they’ll just have to do.’

	His heart beating like a drum, Michael almost staggered to his small bathroom and waited until the water was warm. Desperate not to keep Aunt Tamara waiting he plied a razor and then decided to strip his armpits and legs as well. His fingers trembling, he worked fast, his cock standing, pointing the way. In his fevered mind, she wanted to be taken and fucked, why else would she be wearing only the lace and stockings. Three small razor-cuts later, Michael toweled himself down and pulled on the knickers. 

	There was no chance that they could contain him and he pulled himself upwards with the tip peeping from the waistband. 

	When he stepped from the small bathroom, Tamara was waiting, sitting on the bed with her legs crossed and a stiletto dangling from her toes, Her hands rested behind her on the bed and her naked breasts hung magnificently. Nipples so dark that they were almost coal-black, gathered in excitement, Michael could not take his gaze from them.

	‘Kneel at my feet, there’s a good little boy,’ she said. ‘No not there, boy, open your thighs and put your hands behind your back.’

	He shuffled as she directed, and she beckoned him forwards until her crossed leg extended between his thighs.

	‘Now lean back and rest your palms on the floor, boy,’ she said with a chuckle. ‘That’s right, this position is called ‘the Ready Position’. What is it called?’

	‘Ready Position, Aunty,’ he said as he struggled to keep his head up. At last it was too much and he allowed it to fall back.

	‘That’s right, seems like you can learn what is important if you really want to, boy,’ she said. ‘Now, don’t move and inch.’

	Something hard pushed from below at the cheeks of his ass and parted them. Michael gasped as he realized that it was the pointed toes of her shoes that pressed at him. Then a hand touched him and freed him from the knickers before pulling the waistband under his balls. He made a small noise as Tamara played with him a little and said, ‘Very good, now you are going to learn a new little trick. Two things tonight, something else tomorrow and so on until you have the basics.’

	He felt her hands hold him and then her leg between his thighs. Rough fishnet stockings that rasped as the toe of her shoe withdrew and her stockinged leg moved upright so that he was taut against it as she stood up and looked down at him.

	‘Now watch, boy, and learn…’ she said.

	He looked up and her hands were cupping her breasts and teasing those perfect nipples. She smiled down at him and he could not help himself. Michael’s thighs lifted, stretching himself against her shin and she shook her head and said, ‘No! Not until I allow it, my pleasure comes first always. Do you understand?’

	He gasped a ‘yes’ and she smiled as his hips dropped and he held his ‘Ready Position’ while struggling to watch her play. One hand teased those dark nipples as the other crept down and slid into the tight knickers. Under the thin stretched covering of silk, he could see a finger that probed and then strummed gently. Tamara gasped as a spreading stain of wetness seeped through the silk of her panties.

	Her body shuddered in climax and she cried out. He could feel her leg trembling against his stretched cock and then it was over, and Tamara licked her lips and looked down at the boy who longed for release.

	‘Are you ready to learn more?’ she asked. When he nodded she continued. ‘This position is called the ‘Puppy Love’. What is it called?’

	‘Ready Position with Puppy Love, Aunty,’ said Michael with a pant. 

	‘Very good, you are learning fast. In a moment you can slowly fuck my leg, Puppy. Ever so slowly, I want to watch every slow stroke and I want to hear you begging to come. I want you to plead for me to allow you to release all that slime on my leg. Every drop that you have been saving for me oozing on my stockings as you tell me that you want to belong to Aunty. Can you manage that, boy?’

	Michael was desperate to move, his body arched back, his ass lifted high from his feet, he longed to rub against Tamara as his head fell back and he grunted that he understood.

	‘Ok, you can start, nice and high, long hard strokes until I permit you to come for me…’

	A whine uttered and then Michael remembered her commands. 

	‘Please let me come for you, Aunty,’ he gasped. ‘Oh fuck, fuck, please let me, I beg you…’ Frantically he begged and pleaded until at the fourth long stroke she relented.

	‘Now you can come for me Puppy,’ she ordered.

	It took another long stroke and he gushed in slow pulses over her leg as Tamara encouraged him, ‘That’s right, come for Aunty, I want all of that goop oozing on me, every drop you saved up for me…’

	‘I love you so much, Aunty,’ breathed Michael.

	Unable to manage more, Michael collapsed backwards to the floor in a heap and opened his eyes to see Tamara standing over him. ‘I did not permit you to move, boy. I want you back in the Ready Position now. We are not finished until I decide.’

	With an effort, he moved and took up the position again and Tamara clucked in disapproval. ‘Hips higher, more, all I want is a little effort, boy,’ she said.

	‘I can’t, please,’ he whined.

	‘If I say that you can, you can,’ she said. ‘I need you higher, are you trying to make me do all of the work?’

	‘Oh God, Aunty, please I am as up as much as I can be…’

	‘Practice will make it better,’ she scolded. ‘Every day you will practice how to make the Ready Position until you are properly curved backwards. An hour a day at least…’

	Michael felt the strain and managed another inch as his thighs quivered with the strain. 

	‘There you see, you could manage a little more,’ she chuckled. ‘Now stay absolutely still while I discover if you have been cheating on me.’

	A cold terror came over Michael’s mind. Could she really tell. If he had been playing with himself? What would happen if she discovered that he had? Could he lie and get away with it? Sweat ran down his straining body and he felt something moving under his ass. A finger that parted his cheeks and slid into him causing a final effort to lift away as she probed deep. Then he felt her touch him inside, a tingling tickle, a coaxing squeezing that was intense and yet disconnected from anything that he had ever felt before. The pressure increased and he squealed as she milked him from deep within. An urge to pee, followed by a constriction and her finger withdrew.

	‘Naughty boy, you promised me that you would not allow anyone but me to play with you, boy. Now I have to punish you to teach you that I will always know when you cheat.’

	Michael remembered the short crop in the wardrobe and started to weep. ‘I beg you, please don’t punish me, I tried so hard but the thought of you made me, really it did, Aunty. I love you, please I’ll do anything for you not to be punished…’

	‘We discussed that, and I think that I was quite clear, boy. I know that you will from now on, Michael,’ she said. ‘But what respect would you have for me if I forgave every misdemeanor, especially one as serious as cheating on me? None at all and you would think that this is just a trivial little game and not what it really is…’

	Michael sagged and she bent over him and slapped his face very lightly. 

	‘Did I permit you to move? You really are a waste of space boy just like Vicky says. Perhaps she is right, perhaps you really are such a sorry excuse for a man that she should throw you into the street?’ said Tamara as she tried not to laugh at his distress. Vicky was right, she thought, he had no strength of character, a simple training program would do the trick. 

	He struggled and managed another inch and Tamara fetched her crop.  Now that she had promised it was necessary to show him that she was not bluffing. The question was, would he protest, or would he go along with it?

	‘Three strokes, boy. You will thank me for each stroke.’

	‘Oh God,’ cried Michael in a flood of tears. 

	She laid a light stroke across his thighs, and he yelled with the shock and then managed to thank her amidst the flood of tears. The next a little harder to his thighs left an attractive welt and he managed to thank her again. 

	‘Just one more, boy, show me that you appreciate having to go to the trouble of punishing you. If you manage well enough, then perhaps this will be the end of the matter!’ she said in a strict tone. ‘Then we can move on and you will understand about promises.’

	The final blow was also light, Tamara had no intention of pushing beyond his limits, that might create a rebellion that would take weeks to recover from. The essence of the training that she had been asked to do was based on progression, not retrogression. [Irene, one thing that would be fun to emphasize throughout this part and the next two parts is that the plan for Michael is that his sissy clit will never penetrate a woman. That he will remain ‘virginal’ in that sense. It’s a theme lurking beneath the surface of the story but wondered whether it can be emphasized more?]

	‘You may now crawl,’ she said just as he was about to collapse in a heap on the floor. ‘The punishment is complete, and a lesson has been learned.’

	Michael rolled onto his front and struggled to hands and knees. He looked up through tear-filled eyes at the woman who bent that short crop in her hands. Sweat and pleasure ran down her strong thighs and he longed to lap it up and taste her. Just seeing her in this state of arousal was worth what he had suffered.  The crotch of her knickers now transparent with her wetness, he could see the pink between the black, the soft between the smooth, the wet between the dry. 

	He saw the paste of his come on her shin, and the white plain stilettoes with their pointed toes. The toe cleavage, the slender spikes of the heels. The diamond pattern of the white stockings on that matte ebony skin. He bowed to her and kissed the tip of that shoe before realizing that it was the one that had parted and explored his ass. 

	But he was beyond shame, beyond indignity and kissed it again before looking up, hoping to see what he saw. A slow smile on her face. ‘Thank you for the lesson Aunty,’ he said with trembling lips. ‘Please, please I beg you, teach me more…’

	‘That’s better, Michael!’ she said with a chuckle. ‘I will teach you, but if you ever cheat on me again, I will not let you off so lightly. I will show you how I can enforce your promise. Go back to bed and tomorrow there will be more to learn.’

	 


Pause – Private Conversation

	‘A few weeks of this and he will be ready for the next stage,’ said Tamara as she raised her glass. ‘When is Prudence visiting? She will love it…’

	‘A month or so… My daughter never got over it when I took in my sister’s son,’ said Victoria. ‘Of course, she was just in her teens and did not understand that there was no choice. She just resented the cuckoo in the nest, I suppose.’

	‘I’ll stay until she gets here, that gives time for Michael to get into a routine. I do have a request that will help…’ said Tamara.

	‘Anything dear, anything that I can do to help.’

	‘Add to his chores! I want him to have every minute of his every day planned and used,’ said Tamara. ‘A roster or planner would be a good idea so that everyone knows what he should be doing at any moment and keep him nicely up to speed. I think that you can make any promises to get this on track, anything to give him hope and incentive.’

	‘The garden needs a load of work,’ said Victoria.

	‘Not a good idea,’ said Tamara. 

	‘Whyever not? It is physical and will fill time so easily with make-work.’

	‘No, no, think about it Vicky!’  said Tamara. ‘Gardening is a traditional man’s duty, also it keeps him fit and strong. What we want is a soft worn-down little boy, so make up tasks that emphasize housework…’

	‘Dusting, ironing and so on…’ said Victoria thoughtfully. ‘The problem is that most are automated. Washing machines and dryers, dishwashers and so on. Perhaps we need to switch them off and get them done by hand?’

	‘That’s the idea. Washing all the smalls and sensitive items individually by hand, ironing and preparing them. Of course, it will take a bit of supervision to manage it all,’ said Tamara.

	‘I’ll set the maids to supervise, they’ll love it and make sure that he is never alone. I’ll have a chat with them, Frieda can be a real queen bitch, she needs to spread her wings a little so putting her in charge…’

	‘Fine, but she needs to understand exactly what is required, they can’t be in charge of punishment,’ said Tamara, ‘It’s all about rewards, just the threat is enough most of the time.’

	‘I’ll think about it tomorrow and organize it and pass it by you,’ said Victoria. ‘You have the experience and know how this works, so you have the final say as long as we get to where I want to be…’

	‘That’s settled then,’ said Tamara with a smile. ‘This is all about never quite pushing him to rebel, but each move pushes that boundary for the next.’ She looked at her watch and shrugged. ‘It’s already three,’ she said. 

	‘I’m going to pop up and give him another round before I head for bed. I am breaking every night’s sleep to keep him nice and tired and confused for us. The pressure has to be incessant…’

	‘I could do it?’ asked Victoria.

	‘No you couldn’t,’ laughed Tamara. ‘I know that you are eager to get to grips with him, but for the moment I need to build a solid routine. In the next weeks I will have him ready for the little shock that you have ready for him and it will be more effective if you are at arm’s length.’

	Tamara put down her glass and stood.

	‘If you want company for the night?’ asked Victoria.

	‘Darling, a little abstinence will do me good, keep me focused and stimulated for my miserable little pupil,’ she laughed. ‘We will catch up, be sure of it…’

	Victoria just sighed in dissatisfaction as she looked at the alluring black woman who smiled down at her. ‘I do believe that you are enjoying this,’ she said.

	‘Of course I am, Michael is fun to train.’

	‘I meant you and I, actually,’ said Victoria.

	‘I’ll train you properly when he’s done, then!’

	‘You won’t get me in those stables of yours,’ said Victoria.

	‘Darling, never ever say never…’ with a giggle that showed she was jesting.

	Victoria just sighed but she could feel a trickle of warm wetness between her thighs that left her almost wishing the joke was true. Tamara was such a bitch to be in love with.

	 


Chapter Five – Some Midnight Oil

	‘Wake up Michael,’ said Aunt Tamara as she reached down to touch Michael’s cheek. ‘Time to please Aunty, she needs to be sure that you remember your lessons… I want you in the ready position now.’

	Sleepily, Michael staggered from the bed and kneeled. Tamara towered over him in the dark, a silhouette with the white stockings and corset reference points for his half-closed eyes. 

	‘Off with the pajamas, boy. Do you really think that flannel pajamas are a turn-on?’

	‘Sorry Aunty Tamara,’ he stuttered as he struggled to get them off. Now he was almost fully awake, and he finally managed to kick off the trousers and kneeled before her. Now that his eyes were open, he could see the scanty knickers that she wore and he looked up. Her hand came down and pushed him back onto his hands. 

	‘You are just learning, so for next time… I want a little more grace and elegance in your movements. Slow and tempting to show me that what you are doing is to invite my attention,’ she said. ‘I want wrists touching at the back and thighs as open as possible. You do want to make it easy for me to play, don’t you?’

	‘Yes Aunty,’ he said as he felt the inevitable reaction that caused his cock to swell from the side of his knickers. ‘I’m so sorry, I was surprised…’

	‘Now you know that I am a lover that has demands that have to be satisfied at any time,’ she smiled down at him. ‘I also prefer that little puppy-cock of yours to just peep over the waistband of your panties.’

	He started to straighten to free his hands, but she laughed and pushed him back down again. ‘That’s right. Thighs spread, wrists touching, lift up boy, I want to see that ass up and straining. That’s better,’ she said as he lifted his body and strained up causing his cock to point almost vertically. ‘Now time for a little puppy love.’

	Michael felt her hard shoe against the insides of his thighs and then the roughness of her leg pressing his manhood back against his belly. ‘Very good, you are learning,’ said Aunt Tamara. ‘Always wait for me to tell you when you can start and when you are permitted to come.’

	It was so hard not to move, stay rigid and straining upwards while she paused and enjoyed looking down at him. In the gloom he could see the outline of her breasts, the waist narrowed by the short corset and the full hips as he fondled herself casually and enjoyed the moment.

	‘Good little puppy, wait for it because when I give the word you have four strokes and that’s all, so make the most of them!’ she chuckled. ‘Are you ready to show me?’

	‘Please Aunty, I can’t hold much longer, please let me,’ he groaned. His arms and thighs trembled with the strain, his breath came in gasps as she gently stroked herself and then smiled down at him. 

	‘Four strokes Michael, make sure you count them for me!’

	Taking that as permission granted, he let his head fall back and thrust up against her as hard as he could. ‘One,’ he gasped as he reached apex and then dropped, his balls grating on her stockings. ‘Two.’ He pressed upwards again and whined as he felt himself succumbing to the moment. He paused a moment in relief and then pressed upward again and breathed, ‘Three,’ as he did so. 

	‘Nearly there, Puppy,’ she said softly. ‘One more for Aunty…’

	Michael thrust up again and counted, ‘Four,’ as he reached the top of the arc, but it was not enough, and he groaned in frustration as he descended praying that Aunty Tamara would permit more. 

	‘Ooh, that’s a shame, perhaps in the morning if I feel inclined,’ she said with a chuckle. He raised his head and looked up to see her with a phone in her hand and felt his stomach drop in fear as she pouted and looked at the screen with a look of disappointment. 

	‘I need the flash,’ she said, ‘so I’ll give you another four strokes if you like.’

	‘You are photographing me?’ he asked in terror as she flicked at the phone. ‘Please Aunty, not that!’

	‘Don’t be silly, they’re just for me, dear,’ said Aunt Tamara. ‘Now do you want another chance or not?’ Michael felt tears in his eyes and sheer confusion as she looked down at him and shrugged, ‘Show me that you love me, puppy,’ she said as she held the phone pointing at him. A pressure between the cheeks of his ass from the toe of her white stiletto and he pressed upwards and rasped against her leg. At the apex, the flash and then down again. Another upward thrust, desperation in his head, terror of what he was doing, but he could not stop. His eyes focused on her hanging breasts as he thrust again and again until that moment came, and the eye of his cock pumped and he came while Aunty Tamara recorded with one photo after another. How many times had it taken? Four, five, six or seven? 

	‘They’re perfect, she said as she slipped the phone into the top of her corset. ‘I’ll post them in the morning…’

	‘Post them?’ cried Michael in a flood of tears. 

	‘Just a little site where I have a presence,’ said Aunty Tamara as if it was of no consequence. ‘You can check on them, I’ll give you the address tomorrow.’

	His mouth was open, his body slack and he was shuddering with a sobbing that caused Michael to gasp at each word, ‘Please don’t post them, please don’t Aunty.’

	‘Whyever not?’ she said as she stepped back and looked down at him. 

	‘Keep that ass up, boy, I have not said that you can relax yet!’ He lifted and now she could see that his distress was reaching a point where he might resist and defy her. ‘That’s better, you can go back to bed now. By the way, find some more frillies to wear, I am bored by the ones you have,’ and she turned for the door.

	‘I can’t look at them,’ he sobbed.

	‘I’ll speak to your Aunt Victoria. Perhaps you can have that computer back if you ask nicely…’ With that, Aunt Tamara closed the door behind her, leaving a desolate Michael alone in the dark.

	 


Chapter Six – Involuntary Celebrity

	Michael awoke. Curled under the covers, naked and helpless he stared at the wall and tried to imagine a way to stop Aunty Tamara doing what she had promised and post those pictures. The time was seven and he realized that he probably had time to speak to her in the light of day before she ruined his life. Knickers still damp, he cautiously opened his bedroom door to find the house still, no movements yet, at eight the two maids would start their housework. If he was to speak to her it had to be now.

	He breathed a deep breath and stole into the hallway and crept down the long corridor until he was standing before the door to the Green room. Should he knock? Should he just enter? Should he try to creep in and find her phone whilst she slept? He gathered himself and slowly turned the handle of the door and peeped inside. 

	No sound.

	To see the bed he needed to open the door almost fully, so he pressed and it swept open slowly with a rasp on the carpet that seemed so loud that he slowed moving inch by inch to make an opening large enough to sneak through.

	‘Come in,’ said Aunt Tamara’s voice and Michael almost cried out in shock. ‘I said, come in boy…’

	Michael pushed and stood in the doorway. She was sitting on the edge of her bed with her phone in her hand and raised an eyebrow as he stepped into the room. ‘Why are you sneaking into my room?’ she demanded.

	‘I wanted to, I needed to… speak to you, Aunty,’ he said in a low voice.

	‘Then go out and knock and wait for permission,’ she said as she looked at him with a hard stare. Michael stepped back and closed the door, knocked twice and waited.

	‘Come,’ she called as he opened the door. ‘Never do that again, Michael. Now then, what is so urgent that you need to speak to me before breakfast?’

	‘The photos,’ he said self-consciously. ‘I wanted to ask something.’ 

	Aunt Tamara put her phone down by her side on the bed and beckoned him with a crooked finger. The tight red spandex dress stretched over her breasts so tightly that he could see that she wore nothing at all underneath it. No bra, no panties, no corset; and he wondered how the lacy white stockings stayed in place. He took a few small steps towards her until he was before her and to stop his hands fidgeting, he held them behind his back. 

	‘Ask away, dear,’ she said indulgently.

	‘Please don’t put them on the Internet,’ he begged. ‘Please, Aunty, I’m begging you.’

	She nodded understandingly and then shrugged. ‘Too late, they are already on my page, in fact I liked one so much that I changed my profile picture to it,’ she said. She picked up her phone and made a few swipes and looked at the screen. ‘I already have twenty reviews and a few comments. Would you like to hear them?’

	Michael nodded dumbly, desperate to see what they looked like, but she kept the phone high and swiped before reading. ‘This one is from someone calling themselves ‘Frilly Kitty’ and it says; I wish that you would make me come on your legs like that. He gave me three stars for the post as well, so it seems that you are appreciated.’

	‘It’s not fair, you tricked me!’ said Michael. ‘Can I see them?’

	‘Aunty Victoria took that laptop away so that you couldn’t look at porn, if I showed you my page I would be directly undermining her orders for you. So, the answer is no! I did not trick you at all. I said that I would take photos if you tried again and that’s what I did.’

	Aunt Tamara laid the phone down and stood. Now she was an inch or two taller than Michael in her heels and he felt defenseless. Naked while she was dressed, she was taller and his self-confidence was so lacking that he stepped back a step.

	‘Close the door,’ said Aunt Tamara. 

	Michael did as she bid him and turned to find that she was sitting on the bed once more with the phone in her hand. The other hand lifted and crooked a manicured finger for him to come to her.

	‘What is done is done, boy, but those little tears just turn me on,’ she said in a warm tone. ‘Come here and stand by Aunty and I’ll show you something…’

	Thinking that Aunty Tamara was going, after all to show him the photos, Michael stepped close and she patted her the thigh of her crossed leg. 

	‘Yesterday you learned two things,’ she said. ‘Now for two more. This one is called Auntie’s Treat and I think that you will like it so much…’

	Her hand moved and pulled him by the waistband of his knickers so close that his balls were at her knee and his hard cock was held to the top of her thigh with the palm of her hand. ‘What’s it called?’ she asked.

	‘Aunties Treat,’ said Michael in a daze as her hand moved the length of his rigid cock. 

	‘Good, now the movement that goes with Aunties treat is called the Pleasure Circle. Can you remember that?’

	‘I think so, Pleasure Circle,’ said Michael with almost choking on his nervousness at being so close to her. ‘Circle?’

	‘That’s right, it looks like this,’ she said as she ringed her thumb and finger into a circle and closed it around the head of his cock. ‘Puppy Love is something you do for me, Pleasure circle is something I do for you, that’s what makes it so special. Would you like to see?’

	Michael nodded as he spoke, ‘Please Aunty. Show me the Pleasure Circle.’

	She lifted her phone and smiled. ‘A little film would be nice for my page,’ she said. ‘To avoid any confusion, tears and tantrums, I am going to ask this one time only if I can film you.’

	He opened his mouth to speak, but Aunty Tamara interrupted him, ‘If you say no then I’m sorry but the games stop. If that happens, I will feel that it’s only right that I confess to your Aunty Victoria and admit that we have been having fun together. I think that she will be upset with me, but as her friend I would really have to…’

	An imagined confrontation with Aunty Victoria played in Michael’s head and then he thought of something that might be clever if he played his cards right.

	‘I’ll say yes if you get Aunty Victoria to allow me to take the exams again,’ he said. 

	‘How can I promise something that is not my power to give?’ she asked as she moved her hand a little to show the poor boy what he was missing if he made a mistake.

	‘Then you have to promise that you will try when I am there,’ said Michael after a moment’s pause. ‘And the laptop,’ he gambled.

	Aunty Tamara started to laugh. ‘You drive a hard bargain, boy. OK, I agree, so what do you say?’

	For a moment he wondered if her word counted for anything and then he nodded. ‘Yes, take all the film you want!’ It was all on some obscure porn site, he argued to himself. There was little risk…

	‘Well done, you are much cleverer than I thought,’ she said as she lifted the phone in one hand and pointed it down. ‘Now this is a special reward that won’t come every day, but I think that we can put this first experience as training and not worry about if you deserve it or not,’ she said.

	Her hand moved with small quivers at the sensitive rim where the tip of him bulged into her palm. ‘Now come for Aunty,’ she said. ‘Take your time, because this lasts as long as you can manage, that’s why it’s so special.’

	‘Fuck,’ he muttered as he realized that the friction on her thigh combined with the shudders of her finger and thumb encircling him was so effective that he was almost at the point of coming before he had registered the potential of the Circle of Pleasure. 

	‘That’s right! Aunty wants you to come as fast as she can make you, Michael,’ she said with a chuckle. ‘can you last a minute?’

	He groaned and leaned back, found himself holding his breath and then whined as he drew breath.  ‘Please Aunty Tamara, please slow down, I’m coming!’

	‘Make a little puddle of ooze for Aunty and show her that you love her,’ she said slowly as she slowed a little and then built up the pressure again by tightening her grip. ‘What do you say to aunty for being so nice to you?’

	‘Oh God, thank you aunty, thank you, Oh I love you so much…’

	‘That’s right, boy, beg me to slow down and make it last…’

	All he could do was gasp and beg incoherently, so she speeded her hand to a blur of short strokes and said triumphantly, ‘Not good enough, Aunties little slut, what are you?’

	‘Aunties little slut,’ he whined and suddenly he felt the surge deep inside that released like a bow string snapping. At that moment her hand lifted, her leg dropped away, and his cock stood quivering and jerking before thick ooze of slime dripped and strung from tip to carpet.

	‘That’s right, Aunties little slut!’ she said as she lifted the phone and dropped it beside her. ‘But Aunty Tamara loves this little slut and just wants him to learn how to perform for her!’

	Michael looked down and saw his dripping cock, looked up and felt a strange feeling. Pulling off at that last moment had ruined the climax and though he was drained something had been missing. ‘Is the Circle of Pleasure always like that?’ he asked. 

	‘It depends! If Aunties little slut has been good, then I may indulge him. If not, then I like to show my disappointment. This time I did not want to ruin my dress with that slime that you shoot all over the place…’

	‘I’ll try as hard as I can,’ said Michael. ‘I want to learn everything you can teach me.’

	Aunty Tamara smiled up at him and glanced at her phone. ‘Already a comment. My that was fast!’

	‘You uploaded it already?’ asked Michael in total shock.

	‘I streamed it all live,’ she chuckled. ‘I have an idea for a little game…’

	Michael could feel his knees trembling, though whether it was the climax or a rising tide of terror he could not tell. Aunty Tamara was a fiendish harpy who was enjoying having him in the palm of her hand, and yet he could not resist her, somehow, she was always ahead of him. 

	‘A game?’

	It did not seem that she even noticed his alarm, her smile was broad, and she just chattered on as if what was happening was an everyday experience. ‘That’s right, for every thousand likes on my site of your efforts, there will be a reward for you! That seems fair because than you won’t think that I am being arbitrary to you with rewards and punishments.’

	‘How many likes for last night,’ he asked.

	‘Over six thousand already,’  she said. ‘Not a record, but good for a first outing!’

	‘Six thousand?’ he said with a trembling lip and tears welling in his eyes.

	‘Six thousand eight hundred and twenty-nine,’ she announced. ‘Thirty-three comments, seventy-three downloads and I have gained twenty-four new followers for my page.  My record is over twenty thousand likes, so you are nowhere close,’ she said as she put down the phone.

	‘How many followers do you have, Aunty Tamara?’ he asked.

	‘A hundred and six thousand at the moment,’ she said blithely. ‘Of them only about five thousand pay the subscription and can see everything I post.’

	Michael sank to his knees and bent over to lean on his elbows, his face just inches from the carpet. He had thought a few dozen followers, an odd comment and no one to ever look at what she posted. She was standing and the point of her stiletto moved between his crying face and the carpet.

	‘Show me that you are Aunty Tamara’s little slut, Michael!’

	He kissed the soft smooth black skin, wetting it with his kiss and the tears that streamed down his face. 

	‘Sluts kiss the shoe and not the foot, Michael. Touching Aunty is a special treat, so keep to polishing the uppers with your tears, there’s a good boy!’

	 


Pause – Household Chores

	Frieda reported to Mistress. Standing straight, she held her hands behind her back as the Mistress of the household preferred and waited for her to speak. Mistress Victoria sipped the coffee and carefully placed cup and saucer on the occasional table with almost exaggerated care.

	‘I have an additional duty for you,’ said the Mistress. ‘You have the rest of this morning to reorganize all of the household tasks to my new standard.’ She smiled and raised an eyebrow, a clear signal that the maid was permitted a word of reply.

	‘All of the tasks, Miss?’

	‘That’s right. It’s time that Michael pulled his weight properly in this household, so I want you to reduce all the household tasks for you and Ivanka by half each and pass them to Michael on the plan. Instead of the work, you will supervise, but you are in charge as usual.’

	‘I am permitted punishments and rewards?’ asked Frieda.

	‘For Ivanka nothing changes, Frieda. You have a free hand. For Michael you may assign level one penances and also level one punishments. Any higher than this demands a referral to Miss Tamara or Miss Prudence when she is here.’

	‘Do you have any special tasks for your nephew in mind, Mistress,’ said Frieda.

	Mistress Victoria could see that there was a sly look of pleasure on the woman’s face. She would so enjoy this power over her nephew and make full use of it without a doubt. On the other hand, she could be trusted to keep to the rules and make sure that everything ran smoothly.

	‘I want him do all washing, ironing and general cleaning. Ensure that it is done by hand and that it includes all underwear, stockings, shoes and boots. For the moment he is still not permitted in my suite or those of you and Ivanka, so those areas are still demand your attention. I do not want him exposed to any sensitive matters, so be watchful that he is not allowed to stray. He will get no breaks except for meals and his day will end at ten and start at six in the morning.’

	Ivanka nodded obediently.

	‘Oh, there are a couple of other things. Michael is not allowed outside, no gardening and no kitchen work. Only menial tasks that fill every moment of his day.’

	Mistress Victoria nodded and crooked a finger to beckon her maid. The woman stepped forward and the mistress slid her hand up the inside of a stockinged thigh to find the clean-shaven mound between her thighs. Slippery, it almost dripped and ran down the inside of her thighs. She found the small, studded clitoris and slowly massaged it whilst watching Frieda’s face.

	‘Make no mistakes, this is more than merely important,’ she said softly as she teased. ‘It is the culmination of my fantasy. If you fuck it up by taking advantage, you will find yourself begging to be whipped to escape the punishment that I have in mind. Do you understand?’

	Frieda could scarcely even say, ‘I promise, Mistress,’ before she climaxed. The fingers probed deep and elicited another wave of pleasure as they slowly fucked her, and Frieda struggled to control her breathing. Mistress did not like to see unseemly writhing and movement when she rewarded her maids. Groans and whimpering, shaking and trembling were always punished.

	‘Make his life a constant misery of chores and humiliations, Frieda,’ said Mistress Victoria, ‘but never until the point that he rebels and comes to me to complain. Show me that you can be a devious bitch.’

	‘Ma’am,’ said Frieda as she climaxed again and again as the hand cleverly nipped and stroked, penetrated and fucked her. Finally, the hand emerged and was offered to be licked clean. 

	‘It starts tomorrow at six,’ said Mistress Victoria.

	 


Chapter Seven – The Quid Pro Quo

	‘Michael!’ said Aunt Victoria from the high table. 

	He looked up from his bowl expecting yet another telling off, but his aunt had a small smile that hovered somewhere between sly and amused without reaching her eyes.

	‘Aunty?’ he replied.

	‘I have decided that you can re-sit the exams in two months,’ she said before taking the salmon on her fork and sliding it between her lips. ‘My friend Tamara thinks that I am being too hard on you even though she agrees with me that you must really try so much harder to study and do your chores.’

	Michael looked at Aunt Tamara and she gave him a sly wink and he felt a sense of relief. Her next words left him dizzy with a sense of triumph at having bargained with Aunt Tamara so cleverly.

	‘I’ll dig out your laptop as well,’ said his aunt.

	‘Thank you, Aunty, thank you so much,’ he said with feeling.

	‘It’s all very well thanking me, my dear boy. What counts is results, just ask Prudence,’ she replied. ‘I am doing this against my better judgement because I trust Tamara’s feelings. Make sure that you knuckle down and make good…’

	Michael looked down at the bowl where a cartoon rainbow unicorn had been exposed when he had eaten the cold slops and prayed that sitting back at the adult table would be back on the agenda, but it was not to be.

	‘There’s a quid pro quo,’ she said. ‘I have decided that we will make time for study, but I also think that you should learn a little self-discipline. This means that from tomorrow Frieda will allocate you your chores at six every morning. She is responsible for the quality of your efforts in the household. Don’t pull a face at me boy,’ she said in irritation as Michael mistakenly showed his thoughts by his expression.

	‘You have caused this, own your mistakes and make good! This will teach you some discipline and stop you playing with yourself looking at the porn on your laptop!’ Michael’s face fell and she pressed the point home. ‘I have inspected it all, boy and I am disappointed that you spend all that time and energy on masturbating over perverted photos…’

	‘I’m sorr…’ he started by his aunt broke in with an uppercut.

	‘Don’t tell me you’re sorry, Michael,’ she said cuttingly in a loud voice that brooked no argument. ‘You’re not sorry at all, you are a wastrel and addicted to playing with yourself, why else have over a hundred pictures? You will report to Frieda at six and follow her instructions to the letter. I can easily reconsider my generous change of heart. One more word from you…’ She turned to the maid, Ivanka, and ordered her to fetch Frieda.

	Ivanka fluttered out as she always did and a moment later a worried looking Frieda appeared from the kitchen. ‘Ma’am, is there a problem?’

	Michael looked at the petite woman who ran his Aunt’s [inconsistent capitalization, sometime it’s capital A and some times lower case a] household and quaked. She now spat in his food, slyly smiled every time that he was humiliated and ignored his every request to do small tasks. Was his aunty really putting her in charge of him?

	‘No problem, Frieda. I have already spoken to you about what happens to Michael from tomorrow, but I wanted to say something in front of you both so that he understands exactly where he stands.’

	‘Ma’am, I already understand,’ she said with a knowing smile that chilled Michael to the bone. ‘I am to supervise him…’

	Aunt Victoria wagged a finger at the maid and the nephew. ‘No matter what happens, no matter what is said by either of you, no matter what anyone else says, I shall always consider Frieda to be in the right! Do you understand Michael?’

	‘Aunty?’ he whined.

	‘I’d advise you not to antagonize Frieda, do your tasks well and I am sure that you will earn her respect as well as mine,’ said Aunt Victoria.  ‘Between six in the morning and ten in the evening are sixteen hours. One is reserved for eating, that leaves fifteen. Five will be for study and revision, the other ten will be supervised by Frieda or Ivanka who will report every day on your progress.’

	She waved her hand, ‘Go to bed,’ she said.  ‘You will be getting up early…’

	Michael left the room, head bowed and Aunty Victoria waited until he was gone and had closed the door.

	‘In two days the so-called studying will stop and you will have him for the full fifteen hours, Frieda,’ she said to the maid. ‘Start slow and take your time. Michael must be pushed to the line, but not over it…’

	‘Ma’am, I have completed a work pattern. Please just advise me of any changes that need to be made as they come up, I shall make sure that everything is as you desire…’ said Frieda with a small curtsey. ‘Ma’am’s trust is not taken lightly buy her slave.’

	Mistress Victoria nodded and flicked her fingers. ‘Book me for a hairdo and manicure, no make it the works at the Barnet Spa, tomorrow you will need a little space,’ she said. ‘Oh, and send Ivanka to my suite tonight at ten, I need a little relaxation.’

	‘Ma’am.’

	Michael sat and stared from his window. He had what he had hoped for and already it was all dust in his mouth. The laptop, but Aunty had seen his porn. The studying, his best chance at escape, but then Frieda in charge of him! His misery started to consume him, and he felt a choking sensation as sobs welled from within. Everything that was happening to him was a disaster, every day was worse and there seemed no escape possible. 

	By ten he had finally changed for bed. He dared not call the maid for a drink and drank from the tap in the small shower room. He sat on the edge of the bed with the freshly ironed pajamas by his side, his hands touching the waistband of his knickers. He looked down at them and felt a small surge of interest. Smooth satin, lace panels and narrow frilly lay edges. Sort of exciting to wear, even if Aunt Tamara wanted something more showy. That took his thoughts in another direction, how could he get something that Aunt Tamara would approve of if he spent all his time in the house?

	As the thoughts raced around his head with no solution in sight, the door opened, and Aunt Tamara stepped into the room. Michael looked up and felt overwhelmed. Her presence filled his small room, the aura of her feminine dominance crushed Michael and he suddenly realized that he feared her, possibly more than Aunt Victoria. She was dressed as she had been at dinner, a two piece suit with a skirt that almost hobbled her silk-stockinged calves. Her black heels soared on low platforms and the bolero jacket barely hid her braless breasts with its single button fastening. She smiled down at Michael and then moved to sit in the small armchair that he had in the corner.

	Crossing her legs she did what she always did, allowed one shoe to hang like a pendulum from her toes. So far she had not spoken,  but her presence spoke a thousand words.

	‘Thank you for your help,’ sighed Michael. ‘But it seems that I am perpetually in trouble!’

	‘Fancy all of that porn where it could be found,’ she laughed. ‘Really Michael, you are such a silly boy. You really are! Never mind, you get to study which is what you wanted, so you came out well.’

	‘Frieda…’

	‘She is wicked,’ agreed Aunt Tamara. ‘But, now we are going to practice what we did this morning. Time for Aunties Treat,’ she chuckled and signaled him over to her. ‘Show me that you remember, boy.’

	Michael was so glad that he was wearing only the panties and he arranged himself so that the tip of his erection peeped from the waistband and walked slowly to where the smiling Aunt Tamara waited with her legs crossed. Michael could not take his eyes off those barely hidden breasts as he moved carefully so that her lifted knee was exactly pressing at his balls. To do this he had to stand on tiptoe and she clucked as he lifted and dropped.

	‘Stay on tip toes if Aunty is wearing heels, dear. Make a good impression and present well…’ she said as she reached into the pockets of her jacket and pulled two thin leather gloves out. With fussy care, she drew them on, working the fingers down over her manicure and then pulling the leather over her wrists.

	‘I prefer not to touch,’ she said as she drew down the waistband of his knickers with a gloved finger. ‘I think that you will appreciate the feel of the leather,’ she added as an afterthought. ‘Now, Aunties Treat is ideal for little games with her lover boy, see what I mean?’

	Her hand stoked him flat on the tweedy skirt and she reached with the other hand and put a finger under Michael’s chin. ‘Is it difficult on tippy-toes?’ she asked.

	The arches of Michael’s feet were in agony and he nodded. ‘Yes Aunty.’

	‘That’s good, it focusses the mind on the pleasure,’ she said as she slowly unbuttoned her jacket. It swung open in a moment and her large breasts tumbled like a dark waterfall to hang with those almost black nipples gathering in folds of lust. ‘Later we shall find a solution for the cramp in your feet, for now you are permitted to watch a little!’

	Slowly she pulled off the gloves and her hands cupped her breasts and caught the nipples between the nails of fingers and thumbs. ‘You would like to kiss them?’ she asked.

	Michael could not help himself, ‘Oh God please let me.’

	‘Not right now, perhaps another night, darling. Now I have to add these…’ her hand dipped into her pocket and she took a small jewelry box from it. Under Michael’s mystified gaze she opened the box and took two small gold rings and threaded them through the piercings in her nipples before closing them. 

	‘It makes them so sensitive,’ she gasped as she played with the gold rings and then reached to nip Michael’s nipples and roll them between her nails. Aunt Tamara looked down and licked her lips. ‘I can see that my boy likes this, perhaps he needs his nipples pierced?’

	Michael was panting as he resisted moving and rubbing on Aunt Tamara’s skirt even though he was almost desperate. The cramp in his feet, the need of his cock and the half painful pleasure of her attention to his nipples.

	‘Always shave for me, boy, I want you soft and white, a perfect contrast to my skin. I love helpless little boys like you, love to make them come, love to make them suffer, love to make them my playthings.’ Her nails traced a track down his belly to his cock and she pulled on her left glove again. ‘Now come a little stimulation,’ she whispered. 

	‘The Ring of Pleasure,’ said Michael hopefully.

	‘No, that’s for special rewards, this is Aunties Treat. A slow rub on my skirt, watching my breasts, hoping that I might allow you to touch, but of course that is never permitted,’ she said as her gloved hand pressed him into the roughness of her skirt. ‘Now start with slow small thrusts, boy, and if you are very good I have another treat for you as well.’

	Michael thrust slowly with his hips and felt the leather and tweed on his stretched cock. His balls dragged on her knee and he struggled to stay on tip toe, but the feeling was incredible. It was like a million tiny needles and yet so pleasurable that he groaned in satiation.

	‘Not a sound, I want you silent or…’ she said in a stern tone. Her ungloved hand went to her chest and Michael expected her to play with those small gold rings again,  but instead it slipped  into a pocket and she brought her phone out. She lifted it high so that the view was one from above looking down angled at the cock that was slowly being milked on her thigh. ‘Tell me what you are,’ she said to him as she rubbed at him as he moved back and forth.

	‘I am Aunties slut,’ said Michael as he remembered the morning. ‘I love Aunty Tamara so much.’

	‘That’s so nice,’ said Aunt Tamara. ‘I think that there really is going to be a reward for my little slut,’ and her gloved hand left his cock and moved to hold his chin so that he gazed into her eyes as he frotted her skirt. ‘I want you to come now,’ she said and she blew him, a little kiss. 

	Michael speeded his thrusts and thrust as hard as he could and come welled from his cock on to her skirt. It pumped and pumped, an endless welling of sticky cream that dribbled down her skirt as she held him in place while he fountained for her. 

	‘Oh well done,’ she said as she lowered the phone. ‘Now comes a reward and something that will make you come again for me. Take up the Ready Position and hold it for me.’

	Nervous but eager, Michael kneeled and then bent backwards. The cramps in his feet had stopped, the ones in his thighs and back started. Aunty Tamara leaned forward and with her gloved hand she held up a slim vibrator not much thicker than a pencil. 

	‘This little devil will make you come again for me darling,’ she said as her hand slipped between the cheeks of his ass and pressed the vibrator home. It tickled and felt so strange as it pushed inside. She wiggled it around a little and then with a small smile she pressed  it and it tipped forward. 

	Michael cried out in shock as prostate and vibrator came in contact and Aunt Tamara sat back on her chair and watched the show. When he tried to move she wagged a finger at him as the vibrator slowly built up the strength of its juddering. She played with her breasts and watched as drops of come oozed from the hapless victim of her games. Her thighs ground beneath her skirt and she had a slow delicious orgasm as Michael suffered. 

	At last it seemed that he was drained and she pulled it free. ‘You can thank me now,’ she said. ‘My heels love to be kissed…’

	He crouched on all fours and kissed the raised heel. A small twist of her foot put the sole on his forehead and the spike pressed between his lips. ’Suck it slut, you know that love my heels.’

	He had to admit it because it was true.

	Michael lay in the dark, he had slept just an hour and now that he was awake as his mind turned in circles. The education from Aunty Tamara filled his head, all he could think about was what it would take to be allowed to play with those perfect breasts. What she would want in return for just a few minutes, just enough time to leave a string of pearly come over the gold rings and dark skin. At last he managed to turn on his side and slip into a shallow sleep. 

	It was Aunt Tamara who woke him as she climbed onto him and pinned him down under the covers. ‘I need just a little more of my slut,’ she whispered. ‘A new lesson for the day because Aunty Tamara needs a quickie from her boy. Are you ready?’

	‘Yes Aunty Tamara,’ was all that Michael managed to say before she was off him and tore the covers from the bed. A knee parted his legs and rammed upward to his balls, he cried out but a hand covered his open mouth while the other wormed to expose his erection. No sooner discovered than gripped and she began a savage beating of his cock. Her fist up and down, crushing his balls at each down stroke, the hand covering his mouth clamped in place, he started to struggle but her wrists seemed to be like iron and then he came in a rush. Not much, because of the earlier efforts, but a few drops were flung wide before she released his lips and cock. Her hand caught his hair and pulled him at a crawl from the bed. 

	‘Thank me bitch for fucking you,’ she hissed. 

	His face was directed by her to her feet which seemed to be endless laces of knee-high boots. He directed his kisses at the toes, but Aunt Tamara twisted his head until he looked upwards at her and placed the sole of the shoe on his lips. 

	‘Thank you Aunty,’ wept Michael. The whole  experience had taken place in a couple of minutes and he was dazed and violated as she watched him lick the soles of her boots. 

	‘Well done boy,’ she said. ‘In the morning you will learn a new position for me, sleep tight until then!’

	With that Aunt Tamara stalked from the room and Michael crawled into bed confused and once again fully awake. 

	 


Chapter Eight – Dress For Success

	At six the insistent knock on Michael’s door awoke him and moments later, Frieda entered the room. As usual she was in her black & whites, balancing perfectly on her needle thin high heels, every flounce of lace perfect, every satin panel spotless. 

	‘Tomorrow you will be standing here,’ said Frieda as she pointed at the floor just outside his door with a finger. ‘You also need a uniform of some sort, I’ll speak to Ma’am about it.’

	‘I have a question,’ said Michael. ‘What time is study time?’

	‘I have a question too,’ said Frieda, ignoring Michael. ‘Are you still wearing frilly sissy knickers?’

	His cheeks turned red and he swallowed in humiliation. Michael hung his head and Frieda just laughed wickedly. ‘I have decided that everyone should enjoy the spectacle,’ she laughed. ‘Follow me…’

	She turned and Michael stumbled after. Tired and almost dizzy with lack of sleep he followed her up the service stairs to the small rooms assigned to the maids. Rarely had he been in this part of the vast house and she led him past several doors before stopping at one and opening it. This is where you will be spending a lot of your time, Michael,’ she said as she entered the room and switched on the light. There were no windows, just endless cupboards that filled the walls and a tall mirror framed in gold. Set up in the middle of the floor was a permanent ironing board. 

	‘Every morning at six,’ she said, ‘you will come here and complete the first task of your day.’ Frieda opened one of the doors of the fitted cupboards and displayed piles of un-ironed clothes in rough heaps. ‘Everything in here is to be done by nine. It goes into here,’ she said as she opened an entire wall of cupboards and hanging space. ‘When it is all done you call for further instruction by pulling the bell rope,’ she added as she pointed at a satin rope hanging from the ceiling.

	Michael looked at the pile of ironing and gulped, this was several times what he normally did daily and it was piled so carelessly that it was all creased and crumpled. ‘It will take all day,’ he wailed. 

	‘Don’t be such a whiner, Michael! It will take a couple of hours a day and not more. Make sure that you don’t slack off because you will be supervised at all times…’ She smiled and allowed her gaze to shift to the mirror. ‘At all times… I will be most disappointed if I am required to come up here to discipline you.’

	He looked at Frieda in her starched and frilly costume and then to the pile of clothes waiting for attention. Clearly there were several of her and Ivanka’s dresses in the piles, perhaps the main reason that there was so much more. Before he had been given just Aunty Victoria’s and his own clothes to iron. 

	‘Now,’ said Frieda with a grin. ‘As I said before, you have no uniforms as yet, so I expect you to wear a T shirt and one of the pairs of knickers from this drawer.’ Her finger pointed at a drawer, and she shrugged. ‘When you are done with this small task, there is washing waiting for you in the laundry room. When that is done it will be time for your breakfast and a short break assigned as your own private time. Any questions?’

	‘When can I speak to Aunty?’ he asked.

	 

	‘Ma’am is out for the whole day, so perhaps in the evening,’ she said. ‘Now I suggest that you start your chores because if you over run the time allocated it comes from your private and meal times.’

	With that she stalked from the room and closed the door behind her. Michael looked around the room and switched on the iron. While it warmed, he tried to peep behind the mirror, but it was fixed to the wall, and he could not see if there was a camera or not. It scarcely mattered because he was sure that there was. Next he opened the wide drawer and discovered two piles of clothing.

	A small pile of thin white T shirts and a pile of starched frilly knickers. With a sigh, Michael stripped off his clothes and pulled on a T shirt. So thin that it was almost transparent, so short that it barely covered his navel. The knickers, on the other hand were a washed out pink with white frills. The material was shiny and stiff, the lace almost plastic and it rasped at his hands. When he went to step into them he realized that the whole of the inside surfaces were covered in layers of the same lace that scratched his thighs as he pulled them on. 

	So uncomfortable that he trued maneuvering them around, but it made no difference. They rasped at the tender skin of balls and cock and the delicate patch of skin between his balls and ass at every move. Michael looked in the mirror and saw the effect of the filly knickers just as it manifested itself. The irritation and rubbing caused an erection that he was forced to rearrange until at last it stood upright in the knickers, just short of the waistband. 

	The iron was warm, and with a glance at the mirror, Michael began his chores at last. The only comfort was that he had a secret ally in the guise of Aunt Tamara and soon he would be studying again with a chance of escape in just three months. A mantra that echoed in his head as he started on the stockings and worked his way through the piles of clothes.

	And so it continued…

	By ten he had completed the ironing, the washing was a hand wash as the machine was broken, but at least the dryer worked. The hours fled by and suddenly Frieda sat him at the kitchen table and served up a bowl of cold tomato soup and some stale bread as breakfast. The erection had finally subsided, and Michael sat eating the soup as Frieda handed over to Ivanka.

	‘Michael is slow, so in ten minutes he starts the cleaning. Dust, vacuum, brushing curtains, make sure it is done to the standard that Ma’am insists on. Supervise every second…’

	Ivanka nodded that she had understood and curtsied prettily.

	[Given who Ivanka is revealed to be, query whether her character and appearance needs more of an introduction and more foreshadowing?]

	The day dragged on. In the lounge Aunty Tamara sat reading a magazine and Michael did not even dare speak to her as Ivanka was following constantly, but she winked at him and blew a small kiss when the maid was not looking and that boosted Michael to work harder in front of her to ensure that she would give his Aunty a good report. 

	Just before seven, Aunt Victoria arrived back, and Michael heard her and Aunt Tamara having a conversation in the evening dining room. At seven they always ate, so Michael waited as the minutes clicked by as he polished the wooden floorboards of the living room as Frieda returned to take over from Ivanka. Frieda spoke a few words and then she walked over and stood over the crawling Michael.

	‘Ivanka has informed me that you twice were lazy, not a good start!’ she said scornfully. ‘That and the fact that you are four hours behind schedule means that there will be no studying today. Finish the floor and there will be a ten-minute break to eat before you start on the last task of the day.’

	Michael looked up at her and tears gathered in his eyes.

	‘This is for your own good,’ said Frieda with a sneer as she turned on her heels and moved to observe his work from the other side of the room. ‘You paused the ironing for a total of thirty-three minutes this morning, don’t think that I didn’t check!’

	An hour later, Michael was given his second meal break. It seemed to be the various leavings of his Aunties meal blended and slopped into one of the plastic bowls. Frieda placed it in front of him and stuck a finger into the mess.

	‘I have something special for tomorrow for you,’ she laughed and then deliberately spat into the food. ‘Eat it all,’ she said. Michael ate the food and noticed a slightly bitter taste in it before Frieda took him in hand and led him to the entrance hall. She opened a door to reveal his Aunty’s shoes all stacked in neat rows on shelves.

	‘Every day this is the last task of the day,’ she announced. ‘Each pair is to be taken out, inspected and cleaned. It does not matter if they have been used that day, they will be cleaned and you will ensure that the shoe stretchers are correctly set by taking them out, dusting the inside of the shoe and reinserting.’

	Michael counted the pairs as he worked. A hundred and three pairs including boots, sandals and her heeled slippers. Each pair took around a minute and he finished just short of ten in the evening. 

	‘You may go to your room,’ said Frieda as she looked down and smiled at his returning erection. ‘Tomorrow I will be expecting you to be standing outside your door at six, ready for a full day’s effort.’

	Michael carefully closed the door to the shoe cupboard. Frieda was a bitch, he decided, enjoying every moment of supervising him and humiliating him. If he gave her any grounds for complaint she would make his life even more of a hell than it was at the moment. Better to knuckle down and learn how to leave enough time for studying. 

	In his room his heart leaped, there was his laptop closed on the bed. He plugged it in and went to the college website. Hurriedly he completed his application to re-sit his examinations and was informed that he would receive a mail in two days with the details. Feeling better almost as if he had won a small triumph, Michael became ever more aware of the erection that filled his frilly knickers. Slipping his hand into them he shuddered at the contact and could not help massaging the itch on his cock and balls with a soothing slide of his hand. 

	Managing to refrain from playing with himself with the greatest of difficulty. Michael pulled off the panties and opened the drawer with his softer and plainer pairs. The drawer was empty! He pulled the second drawer out to find a pile of the thin T shirts and more pairs of the uncomfortable pairs of knickers. 

	Frieda’s doing almost certainly. He was sure of it! He opened the next drawer to find that it was empty! Pajamas and T shirts all gone. Drawer by drawer he checked, some was missing, some was not. He would just have to sleep in his ridiculous T shirt and knickers. At midnight he resisted the urge to pay with himself again despite the constant reminder of his erection and finally decided to go to bed. 

	It was then that Aunty Tamara came calling.

	Just as he had slipped under the sheets the door opened and she stood over him looking down. Her naked breasts hung deliciously, naked but for her stockings and a thin suspender belt and stilettos, for the first time he saw the line of her slit, plump lips that were a darker shade and the pinkness within. How he longed to just touch her, show her that he could please her. 

	‘Ready Position, now!’ she said. 

	Michael tumbled out of his bed in a rush and kneeled before her bending back, making sure that his wrists were touching, and his knees were as far apart as they would go. He held his head up and watched her reach down with her hand. Alight touch on his belly and the fingers fluttered over the mass of frills on his panties. He could feel his cock straining, a desperate erection that tented his knickers as she played.

	‘Mmm, I see that you managed to please me after all, these are very enticing!’  she said as she stroked them and ran her fingers over the rasping lace. ‘I think that a little Puppy Love will be good as a refresher.’ 

	With that she moved and stood with her leg between his thighs and looked down at him. ‘Are you ready to come, my little puppy?’  she asked. 

	‘Oh please, Aunty Tamara, please,’ he gasped. His erection had been there for hours, and he felt a desperate need to relieve it that he had not dared to do before. ‘Can I please?’

	‘Ooh, what a desperate little puppy you are,’ she chuckled. ‘Perhaps a little too desperate?’

	Michael dared not reply, but held his position, only letting his head fall back because he could no longer hold the position. He felt her hands on him again, running over his belly and then the insides of his thighs. Fingers gaining entry by pulling at the tight bands of the legs and sliding under his ass, parting the cheeks.

	‘I don’t want you too eager, so this will show you what happens if you forget my pleasure and concentrate too much on your own,’ she said. ‘Hold this Ready Position, you do not have permission to move…’

	A finger, a thumb? Whatever it was it slipped between the cheeks of his ass and pressed into him with a slow deliberate pressure that could not be gainsaid. Then she turned on the slim vibrator and moved it a little.

	‘This is called Sissy Milking, Michael. It drains all that nasty come and opens the floodgates. What is it called?’

	‘Ready Position and Sissy Milking Aunty Tamara,’ he gasped as he felt her move the thin violator of his ass to and fro. The feeling inside was so deep that he felt as if every part of him vibrated, throbbed with sensitivity until at last it came into contact with something at the front that amplified the feeling. ‘I can’t stop it,’ he whined as he realized that he was dribbling come.  ‘Oh God, what are you doing to me, Aunty?’

	‘Overeager little boys get milked by Aunty,’ she said with a titter. ‘No climax, none of that horrible spurting of slime all over the place, no cries of pleasure and no control. Just drip, drip, drip. Just give in and give it all to Aunty Tamara.’ 

	The dribble came to become drops, the drops stopped and Michael started to sob as Aunty Tamara slid the vibrator out and moved to stand over him with her legs wide. ‘You may now thank me, poppet… Tell me that you love me.’

	‘I do,’ he sobbed. ‘Please Aunty, please…’

	But she just reached down and grasped his balls. ‘If you sob like a sissy, then I’ll treat you like one,’ she chuckled. Her hand slipped to his cock, still firm and rigid, almost as if he had not been drained at all. 

	An experimental slide with her hand and he moaned, though whether it was discomfort or pleasure was hard for her to tell. ‘There, that’s better boy, now just enjoy a quickie from Aunty. Her hand moved fast, a blur of movement as she gripped him and forced a dry climax with rapid expert strokes. He cried out, whined and Aunty finally relented. 

	‘So what have you learned today?’ she asked. 

	He lifted his head, his eyes red, and expression of servile terror on his features that Aunty Tamara bathed in with the greatest of satisfaction. His voice quavered, but his eyes were all cried out, his tone groveling, ‘Please Aunty, I don’t know…’

	‘What you learned tonight is that Aunty Tamara loves you so dearly, so  you have to always think of her wishes and not your own. I will be back later and you can have a little Puppy Love to please me…’

	‘Thank you Aunty.’

	As Aunt Tamara left his room she paused and looked back at her victim. His cock still stood tall, despite the assault that it had just experienced. Perhaps Frieda gave a little too much Viagra, she thought as she locked the door behind her.

	 


Pause – Smoke and Mirrors

	‘I think that I almost pushed too far,’ said Tamara with a chuckle. ‘For a moment I thought that he was going to shut me down when I dry wanked him, but I was fast enough and got away with it.’

	‘Don’t get ahead of yourself Tam, it’s only been a couple of weeks since we started,’ said Victoria. ‘Just let him slip into a routine and let Frieda wear him out. He will need a friend and you are it! Be mother to him and cosset the little sissy, he has to come to you for help.’

	Victoria poured herself a glass of sherry and sipped at it reflectively.

	‘To be honest this is always the bit that I love,’ said Tamara. ‘The part where they rationalize away the obvious blurring of lines and the assault on their minds and slip ever deeper into our world.’

	‘Me too,’ said Victoria, ‘but this time I have to keep my distance until he is ours…’ she sighed and tapped her slim cigar on the edge of the silver ashtray. ‘I have waited so long for this to start and now that it’s begun I am so impatient. There are so many details to arrange all in the right order, Prudence, the wedding [what wedding, at this stage Prudence is not yet engaged? Was this a plot idea that didn’t take wing?], the redecoration and all the rest.’

	‘I can’t give you a timeline,’ said Tamara as she crossed her legs and sat back. Her friend was on edge and it showed. She sat in a cloud of blue smoke with a glass in her hand, anxious and seeking reassurance. ‘Let’s say a month until I have Michael where we want him. Then plans can be made in earnest. Don’t let the stress get to you, darling! It’s happening and he is so far on the road, this is just the arrival. Your work in the last ten years has ripened him ready for picking, now we only have to break him to full dependency.’

	‘I couldn’t move any faster,’ said Victoria as she lifted the cigarillo.

	‘When did you start smoking again?’ asked Tamara with a smile. ‘You gave up years ago.’

	Victoria looked at her hand and watched the smoke whisp upward and flutter to break and fade away. ‘Just yesterday,’  she said. ‘The craving came back and I bought these…’

	‘Well then, pass me one and we will smoke together,’ said Tamara. ‘Though I need a holder,’ she said with a chuckle. ‘Fits the image better! I take it that you made the call?’

	‘Yes,’ said Victoria with a smile. ‘I should think that they’ll be in contact with him tomorrow or the day after…’

	‘There you see, it’s all moving along to plan,’ said Tamara. ‘It will make things easier to control because that sadistic maid of yours will have him all the time.’

	‘Which one?’ Victoria laughed and tapped her ash into the silver ashtray. 

	‘Ivanka’s not the one to watch, Frieda is! She is a vicious little sadist under all that lace whereas Ivanka is completely under my spell.’

	‘Well, make sure that you keep an eye on it, I don’t want any sexual contact but my own. Humiliation yes, small punishments yes, teasing yes, but actual contact is not allowed,’ said Tamara earnestly. ‘Once I have finished then you can let the two little bitches loose on him, but not until then.’

	Victoria seemed to relax as Tamara lit her cigarillo and Tamara said, ‘Why don’t you start the preparations?’ she asked. ‘The decorating and so on will take a month anyway and then you need to get all the other bits and pieces as well. Enjoy doing it all, it will take your mind off the wait.’

	‘You’re right of course,’ said Victoria. ‘Get him measured up. If you fancy, we can go and order everything together, I would really like you along to help choose.’

	‘I’d love it, there’s so much to think about and spending your cash is just a bonus!’ laughed Tamara.

	‘I might be spending it, but it’s not mine yet, Tam,’ said Victoria with a grin. 

	‘Looks like Michael will be paying for new life as the money won’t be mine until we have completed.’ 

	‘That’s a reason for doing all of the prep now, then. I can’t think of anything funnier than Michael paying for you to play your nasty games with him.’

	‘My dear Mistress Tamara,’ said Victoria with mock disapproval. ‘My games are played by the same rules as yours! Don’t forget that I’ve met that husband of yours.’

	‘I know and he still shakes every time that I tell him that you are visiting. He knows that you can’t resist using that chair,’ said Tamara. ‘It takes him days to recover.’

	‘That reminds me,’ said Victoria as she puffed at her cigar. ‘Where did you get it, I need one for myself.’

	‘I take it that poor little sissy will be christening it?’ asked Tamara. 

	‘It will be made to fit…’

	 


Chapter Nine – Refusal May Offend

	Michael suffered, but he was resilient little boy at heart. He had his hopes and they buoyed him up so that he could suffer Frieda’s gloating smile and little humiliations. Though tired and worn down by the nightly visits of Aunty Tamara he struggled through the next two days of endless repetitive chores. Four hours cleaning all the bathrooms in the house, Frieda taking great satisfaction in checking that the toilet bowls were scrubbed to a blinding white, that the seats had been disassembled, cleaned and then reassembled.

	Then came the kitchen, every cupboard emptied, all glassware cleaned, all porcelain scrubbed, all the silver polished and every cupboard scrubbed, dried and refilled. To him it seemed that there was no effect at all, but the chores just multiplied because Ivanka inspected his ironing and threw half the clothes on the floor, trod on them and made a signal for them to be recleaned. Ivanka had never spoken in all the ten years that Michael had lived with his aunt, but she was well able to make her commands known.

	He quickly learned that, though Ivanka kept him at his chores, it was Frieda that was the wicked one. Frieda was malignant, Ivanka was strict, and there was a difference. Just before he had finished the downstairs toilet she flounced in and used it, splashing on the floor, ensuring that he shoes left prints on the floor and leaving a soaked pile of toilet tissue in the bath. He just gritted his teeth and started again, complaining to Ivanka was a non-starter! Then there were the laddered stockings. He knew that they were fine in the wash, but when it came to the ironing, Aunt Victoria’s favorite fitted nylons were laddered as if a knife had been thrust through the whole pile! Almost certainly Frieda’s work. 

	Despite the provocation and the chores, Michael actually managed to have two hours of course revision time on the first day and three on the second. As he figured ways to make the work easier, as he organized himself properly, the chores were done faster, and he now felt that he was getting somewhere.

	He put his head down, used questions from past papers in maths and chemistry and realized that he was making progress. 

	Meanwhile, he was learning other things from Aunty Tamara that kept his mind in a constant ferment. Morning, afternoon, evening and night Aunt Tamara came to call, and he started too look forward to seeing her smiling face. She was a friend, a mother to him and once even scolded Frieda for tormenting him. She was also the one who was giving him a chance to raise himself in Aunty Victoria’s eyes. Not that he ever saw her, she was busy all the time and his meals were no longer eaten in the dining rooms,  but in the kitchen or servant’s pantry. But, said Aunt Tamara, Victoria was pleased at his progress and was thinking about relaxing his chores a little as he was doing so well. 

	Evenings and mornings were always Ready Position and Puppy Love and Michael loved these encounters. Aunty Tamara was sometimes almost naked, and the excitement that he felt as he frotted himself on her stockings while she spoke motherly encouragements was like a dream for him.

	Eagerly he thanked her stilettos and heels each time and was sometimes rewarded with a small pat on the head and praise that meant such a great deal. He took in her words and thanked her, but was never permitted to touch her as he wished. He longed to suckle at her ample breasts, fantasized about licking and kissing her moist slit and even had a hidden secret desire to kiss her ass to prove just how much he loved and respected her.

	When Aunty Tamara stole in at the dead of night, it was different. Each time she taught him that she commanded and controlled him as she milked him without allowing any pleasure. Michael quickly discovered that a moan or gasp, heavy breathing or moving his hips resulted in a sharp slap or a pinch of the nipples before she applied the vibrator in his ass and then administered three strokes of her leather crop before a parting slap to the cheek.

	After she had gone he sobbed and sobbed like a small child and lay awake for hours before managing to slip into troubled sleep before once again he was ready at six in the morning for Frieda.

	Before his study period in the afternoon, Aunty Tamara was at her best. Eager to learn, Michael added positions and actions to his list to please her. When she was sure that he had learned the new behaviors, the rewards were so exquisite. When she was really pleased she even allowed him to choose a reward and Michael was in paradise. His favorite would have been the Puppy Love on her thigh with the gloved hand, but Aunty Tamara always pulled away at the last moment, spoiling the pleasure.

	‘I can’t have you spilling your mess on my thighs can I?’ she had explained. ‘I think that we both agree that would  be over familiar.’

	So sometimes he settled for Puppy Love on her shins and, when he felt brave enough, he asked if she would use her soles. He had imagined that she would kick of her high heeled shoes, but instead Aunt Tamara left her shoes on and slowly rubbed them on his cock while her sharp heel scraped his balls. 

	‘Michael, Michael,’ she had said. ‘I am so glad that you are excited by my shoes, what a good little boy you are for me!’ Then she had done it again while slowly fingered that perfect cunt of hers and she had climaxed with a delightful shudder. It was then that he told her just how much he loved her. Michael was amazed at her reaction and this seemingly punishing method became a favorite because it pleased her so much. Three times she filmed it with her phone, and he did his best to perform for her camera to please her even more. 

	By the time a week had passed, Michael felt that his love affair with Aunty Tamara was developing, that his exam revision was looking good and that the chores were manageable and perhaps even justified. After all, he told himself, Aunt Victoria was paying for everything, putting a roof over his head, feeding and clothing him and paying his education. How could he not repay her, even if Frieda did her best to bring him down?

	A second week came and went and Michael started to get a little worried. His email to the college had not been replied to and he sent it again before the final due date. The reply he received by return was that his application was being considered! At least they answered, he thought to himself. They would be amazed at the improvement! On the Monday of the third week they finally replied:

	Dear Michael,

	Thank you for your application to retake your exams at the Johnson Bequest Academy. Reluctantly we have decided that your request is denied as your presence on the school premises would be a contravention of our policy on ‘External activities that might harm the reputation, standing of the JBA or bring the Academy into disrepute’.

	We refer you to our terms and conditions. Article 7 Section 10. Which you or your guardians signed when you began attending.

	Yours,

	Ms Greenward (Principal)

	He stared at the screen of his laptop as if struck by lightning. Surely they had him mixed up  with someone else? Tears in his eyes he wrote a short mail asking which terms and conditions he had contravened. It took just an hour before the mail was answered. A note that he could appeal, but that the problem they referred to was to be found with the link that was contained in the mail.

	Michael clicked on the link.

	Like an assault on the screen, windows opened, moving pictures of fetish Mistresses and their slaves scattered themselves across the pages and other sites opened under and over his browser. Frantically he clicked them away to leave just the fetish site with a film display box in the center. He clicked on it and stared as words scrolled on the screen and then a minute of film in which he assumed the Ready Position and then rubbed himself on a strong leg that wore shiny white stilettos.  There was no sound, but after he spilled the view moved up and Michael’s face where he could clearly be seen.

	Shattered, Michael stared at the film and soon discovered a total of ten short pieces of film on the site that all starred him as the main protagonist. Aunt Tamara appeared as a stockinged leg, a gloved hand, a brief view of her breasts and a flash of naked thigh. Tears welled in his eyes, his shoulders shook, and he fell into a well of self pity that was deeper than he had ever experienced. It was all his fault, he should have warned Aunty Tamara that her little hobby might be a problem for him, but he had never even thought about it. 

	He never came to wonder how the film had been found, he never thought about the fact that he was always clear, but his aunt’s face was never seen. Most of all, he did not even think that it was a coincidence when Aunt Tamara appeared just five minutes after his discovery, almost as if she had noted the arrival of the second mail.

	‘Darling, what’s the matter? You’ve been crying…’ she said as she entered his room. 

	‘The Academy turned me down,’ he blurted and then burst back into tears. 

	Aunt Tamara made a small noise that could have been sympathy or just as easily derision as she looked down at him.

	‘They made a mistake,’ she said.

	‘No mistake,’ he sobbed. ‘No mistake…’

	‘Victoria will not be pleased at all,’ she said with a thoughtful tone.  ‘In fact I think that she will hit the roof, personally!’

	‘Oh my God, what will she do?’ asked Michael.

	‘The worst?’

	He nodded and she pulled a wry expression. ‘Throw you on the street, I would imagine. I already stopped her a month ago, now she will be so angry,’ said Aunt Tamara.

	‘Can you save me?’ asked Michael, ‘Please Aunty, I will do anything if you just find a way to break this to her in the best way…’

	Aunt Tamara looked down at the miserable victim of her game and nodded  slowly. ‘I will do what I can, but no promises!’  she said.

	‘I suggest that you make sure that all the reports about you are good, I will pick a moment tonight…’

	‘Oh thank you, Aunty,’ said Michael and he kneeled and kissed her shoes passionately.

	‘So why did they not allow you to resit, Michael,’ said Aunty Tamara. She looked down at the weak man that was now so deep in her clutches that he thought that she was a savior and almost burst into laughter at his misery. Lifting one foot she tapped the back of his head and he lifted to kneel and take it in his hands. His eyes looked up at her face and he suddenly realized that he could  not tell her! If she was insulted, she would not help with his Aunt.

	‘I think that it was because my marks were too low at the first attempt,’ he mumbled, and to cover up, he bent and kissed the shoe he cradled in his hands and hoped that she would accept the lie.

	Aunt Tamara just sighed and said, ‘You realise that this will mean no more study time?’

	Michael nodded.

	‘But I will stay another couple of weeks,’ said Aunty Tamara. ‘That way I can keep you under my wing…’

	Tears of gratitude in his eyes and he lifted the foot and tipped it before kissing the sole in thanks. ‘I’m glad that you are grateful,’ she said. ‘Now, assume the Ready Position and I will show you how it is done properly.’

	He carefully let down her foot and kneeled before bending backwards and resting his hands on the floor. He raised his hips high and was surprised when Aunt Tamara pressed down on him with the spike of her stiletto.

	‘Ass down, boy,’ she commanded. ‘The name of this position is Sole Provider! Put your head back, then slowly bend down until your shoulders are on the floor and your hands trapped under your pert little ass.’

	He moved as she ordered, and Aunt Tamara placed one foot between his thighs and lifted the other to the face that looked up at her. The spike of her heel rested on his lips, the sole of her shoe on his forehead. A subtle balancing act, but for Aunty Tamara a practiced stance.

	‘Now lick the shit off my heels,’ she said.

	 


Chapter Ten – The Deserving Nephew

	He sat on the bed, trembling in terror. Right now, Aunty Tamara was telling Aunt Victoria about his being expelled from the Academy. Right now, as he sat on the bed dry eyed, all cried out. Then would come Aunty Victoria’s anger and Michael did not know if he could weather the storm or he would be thrown from her door like the useless idiot that he was. 

	All he could do was hope…

	He heard the dinner bell ring. It had not rung for almost a month now and it could only mean one thing. That he was summoned to his Aunt’s presence. That she would tear into him in her anger and disappointment and that he would be packing a bag and living on a park bench. 

	He dared not tarry…

	Stumbling down the stairs, Michael saw Frieda standing by the bell rope with an evil smile on her face. ‘Mistress is going to cut your balls off you little shit,’ she laughed and spat at him in the face. He tried to dodge her, but she slapped his face and grabbed his hair to pull his face close to hers.

	‘Open wide,’ she said. Michael instinctively followed her command and she spat into his open mouth. ‘Now thank me,’ she said with a sweet smile. ‘Thank me because I am going to fuck you…’

	Just as she was about to retort, the door to the dining room opened and Frieda appeared and crooked a finger. ‘In here now, Ma’am wishes to speak to you… now!’

	Michael walked into the room and found that Aunt Victoria was sitting on one of the chesterfields by the window. The chair was high and the back loomed over her. Michael had not seen her for weeks and was trembling as he saw her smoking, cross legged on the chair as Frieda took a place standing beside her.

	‘Stand in front of me Michael,’ she ordered. It was clearly an order! She sipped at her cigarette and then tapped it in the ashtray that Frieda offered at the right moment and waggled her stilettoed foot. Despite the terror, he realized that he did not recognize the boots that his Aunt was wearing. In fact, despite the fact that he had cleaned all of her shoes dozens of times, this pair had not been among them. Black patent leather with red laces that almost formed a cage at the front of the knee-high boot. ‘What happened?’ she asked.

	‘Please Aunty, I did not…’ her began.

	‘I don’t care about excuses, young man… in fact, what am I saying? You are not a young man at all are you, boy?’ she spat. ‘In fact I’m not certain what you are at all. Tamara, for some reason that I really can’t understand, thinks that you deserve another chance. So, is she right? Do you deserve yet another chance?’

	Michael nodded as the tears streamed down his face. ‘Aunty,’ he begged, ‘I’m so sorry, please…’ 

	‘I’ll take that as a yes, Michael. I don’t want to hear the whys and wherefores of this ridiculous situation. It has happened and that is as much as I need to know.’ 

	She stubbed the cigarette out in the ashtray held by Frieda and said, ‘Now I have to decide what to do with you.’ She paused a moment as if reflecting and crossed her legs. As she did so, Michael saw that the hard boots had small spiked spurs at the heel, that the soles were worn and resoled leather. He could not take his eyes from the boots. When his eyes looked up to hers, all he saw was a hard glint of scrutiny that did not bode well.

	‘You see,’ she said conversationally, ‘I have a problem now. You have no prospects, no education and no job. I was responsible for your upbringing, but not your failure. That is yours alone!’ She paused again as if to allow Michael to comment, but he did not dare utter a word but, ‘Aunty,’ and lit another cigarette.

	‘What disappoints me most, though,’ she said is that you show no appreciation of all of my expense and effort,  no proper thanks, an impolite attitude and a complete lack of understanding that my patience is almost at an end. If it were not for the intervention of my dear friend Tamara you would be on the street immediately…’

	‘Please Aunty,’ he pleaded, ‘let me stay.’

	Aunt Victoria tapped her cigarette in the ashtray and regarded Michael with a long silent stare that seemed to strip him to the bone. His hands fidgeted out of sight and he blushed deeply, quite aware that in his frilly knickers and thin slip he must look like a little girl awaiting punishment. At last she smiled, though it did not reach her eyes.

	‘I have decided,’ she said. ‘We will allow a week to pass before I decide what to do with you. I will put Frieda in charge of you for that time. I do not want to hear a single peep or bad report about your comportment in that time. Do you understand?’ Michael nodded with a sense of irrational relief and his blushing redoubled as he hung his head in shame.

	‘When Prudence arrives in a few days,’ she continued, ‘I will discuss your future with her, perhaps she has some ideas or can offer me some help deciding. That will give time for my irritation with your disrespect to cool and give you time to prove that you can come up to the high standard of behavior that I expect.’

	Another silence, a weaponized calm that caused Michael’s knees to tremble and his hands twitch even more. Aunt Victoria smoked her cigarette with relish and wagged her booted foot and she turned to her ramrod straight maid. ‘Am I being too forgiving, Frieda? Do you think that he deserves my kindness?’ she said.

	‘Ma’am, it is not my place to say,’ answered Frieda. ‘All I know is that Michael simply does not know how to show gratitude for your charity.’

	Aunt Victoria nodded in agreement and said, ‘A perfect answer, Frieda, and well-chosen words. Michael just comes across as ungrateful more than anything else…’ As she spoke, Michael could feel his heart thump in his chest as he realized that Aunty Victoria was prepared to listen to Frieda and planned to discuss him with her daughter, but not listen to any word that he said. In a week, they would sway her, and the result would be a disaster. A thought came to him, and he acted on it before he could even consider how it might seem to his Aunt.

	Dropping to his knees, keeping his hands behind his back where Aunty Victoria could not see the fingers twining in anxiety, he leaned and kissed the toe of that alluring boot that hung in mid-air. A small peck to the very toe where the ladder of the tight laces began with a series of sharp hooks. 

	The patent leather was hard and cool, slippery to the touch of his lips. The kiss soundless. He looked up and felt a shiver as, from this new viewpoint he saw that legs rise up, the hanging skirt that permitted sight of her stocking tops in the shadows under her tweed skirt. Michael was glad that he was kneeling, because he could feel his cock stiffen amidst that harsh lace of his panties and knew that it would be visible if he were standing. 

	‘I promise to do anything asked of me,’ he started, the little speech forming as he spoke the words in what he felt were an earnest fashion. ‘I know that I have been a bad boy, Aunty, I know that I am a disappointment to you in so many ways and I know that I have never tried hard enough to be the nephew that you deserve. But,’ he continued in a meek tone, ‘I want to thank you for giving me a chance to make good, I really want to thank you for everything…’ he ran out of words and the sentence trailed down into a mumble. ‘I love you Aunty and just want to be perfect for you…’

	He lowered his head to kiss the toe of her boot again, but it raised and he kissed the sole of her boot, feeling the rough leather under his lips and tasting the dirt and dust that was crusted its surface. When he looked up, Aunty Victoria was smiling, creases at the corners of her eyes, a broad smile that showed real appreciation. She took a sip at her cigarette and wagged her foot a little and Michael took it as a cue for another kiss.

	‘See Frieda, there is hope,’ said Aunt Victoria in a contented tone of voice.  ‘Michael really does know how to give thanks. Such a shame that he needed it all to get this far before he learned how to apologize.’ She looked down and met Michaels eyes as he planted small kisses and she nodded. ‘See to it that he spends an hour a day practicing so that he does not forget how reliant he is on his aunty for everything in his life!’ casually she flicked ash into the silver ashtray and then sighed. ‘Such a shame that I had to go though all this stress and travail, but perhaps there is at least some hope for him yet!’

	The erection felt as if it was going to burst. It filled his pants, rasping on the lace and exciting him as he continued, terrified at being asked to stand because then, it was sure to be noticed! So he kissed and pecked at the soles of her boot whilst Aunty Victoria enjoyed the warm feeling of triumph and sat smiling down at him with a benign smile.

	‘I am starting to think that you enjoy kissing my boots,’ she said with a hint of a chuckle. ‘Lick the soles clean, boy, and perhaps there will be a small reward for you!’

	Heart beating like a drum in his ears, Michael licked cautiously at the grimy sole of the boot, the taste filling his mouth as she lifted the heel a little to allow better access.

	‘What could your reward be?’ she asked herself. ‘Something to show that good behavior is rewarded…’

	‘Perhaps a nice uniform, Ma’am?’ asked Frieda.

	‘I have already decided on that,’ said Aunt Victoria, ‘they are already ordered and will be here in a week or two.’ 

	‘A set of uniforms are already on their way,’ said Aunt Victoria. ‘No, I need something else for my prodigal nephew to show that at last he is showing a little respect.’

	There was another long pause as Aunt Victoria seemed to be pondering a suitable reward and Michael’s eyes dropped. Once again he could see the shapely booted calves, the stockings that rose from under them, creased under the knee and almost immediately the darker nylon of the stocking tops. Above them the creamy flesh of her thighs that vanished into the gloom of her skirt. He licked at the boots, short strokes from instep to toe as he waited with bated breath for a reward. Michael’s arousal was at a peak and it was all he could do not to move and provoke the harsh lace of his knickers from goading him to an unseemly response. 

	‘The decorators are coming in to redecorate my rooms,’ she said at last. ‘I think that they can do Michael’s room as well. It needs freshening up.’

	Yes,’ she said, ‘that’s it. Frieda, have Michael move into the box room for a couple of weeks and we can get it done.’  She looked down at Michael and he hastily looked up from gazing under the hem of her skirt. Aunt Victoria did not seem to notice his indiscrete peeping and pulled her boot from his lips. She uncrossed her legs and crossed the other leg. For a few seconds, Michael was treated to a view of her thighs, the multitude of straps from her corset on the creamy skin, the taut stocking tops, and the uncovered shaven slit in the triangle between her thighs. A brief glimpse that almost caused a moan to issue from his dry lips. Then it was gone, and the second sole was presented to his lips.

	‘Clean this one as well, Michael, there’s a good little boy,’ she said, ‘and make sure that you pay attention to the heel as well.’

	 


Pause – Dreaming In Color

	Bathed in sweat, a moan escaped his lips, and he thrashed a brief moment and then lay still. In the box room, Michael dreamed as he slept and whimpered in distress. Chased by something never seem, hounded by a beast that followed, always just out of sight in the blinding corridors through which he ran. Each turning unexpected, each step an agony of terror.  He did not know what followed him, but he knew that if he even saw it, he was lost, if he even caught it in the corner of his eye he was doomed.

	And so he ran for hours through the featureless maze of his own fear, turning in a panic at random, naked as the day that he was born, knowing that he could not escape. How long he had been running, how many days, minutes or hours he had no measure to keep count. The floor was hard under his feet, the walls a mile high, the light glowed from every surface and the nightmare had no end. 

	He turned right, he turned left and he ran straight, the sound of the claws of the beast on the floor behind keeping pace with his every step. He turned left he turned right and now he could turn no longer because the corridor became a wall, and he was trapped as the sound of his pursuer came ever nearer. He turned to look behind and saw only featureless whiteness and when he turned back there was a door before him.

	In a panic he pulled at the handle, but it was locked, frantic with terror he pulled and pulled at the door. But it did not give. Crying and with the tears running down his nakedness. The sounds of the claws came ever closer and at last the beast slid into view and he saw that it was Aunty Tamara, her heels clicking on the hardness of the floor like the claws of a tiger, her breasts hanging naked, her stockings and stilettos the only covering. 

	Michael cringed in fear because he knew that she was the terror that consumed him, the dread that possessed him. Her cunt seeping passion, her nipples standing proud, her glossy black skin like a covering of melting pitch. Step by step she came to him, arms outstretched and in her hand was a key. 

	‘I have the key, Michael, I have the key to your future,’ she laughed, her bright red lips opening as the sound became a force that drove him until his back was pinned to the locked door. ‘It will never be yours…’

	‘You don’t deserve the key,’ said Aunt Victoria with a sly smile, for the beast had been Tamara and Tamara had been the beast, Tamara had become Victoria and Victoria was Tamara. Now it was Aunt Victoria and she was mocking him. Dressed in tight tweed, her cleavage heaving as she dangled the key on that chain before his terrified eyes. Steel boots on her feet, a lattice of gold on her legs, a smile on her lips. ‘All you need is this,’ she taunted as she dangled the key and lit a cigarette. 

	‘Please, why can’t I have it?’ he begged, but Aunt Victoria. ‘I need it to escape…’

	Aunt Victoria bent and chained the key to her ankles and stood straight,  a whip in one hand, a pair of his panties dangling from the other. ‘You ungrateful little bitch,’ she said, ‘naked in my house, naked in my life, naked in my bedroom.’ 

	But, he had never been in her room, and she held the knickers for him and the hand with the whip twitched. ‘Naked sissy-boy,’ she said, ‘A disgrace with no knickers, a disgrace as a man, a disgrace as a nephew.’  

	Michael reached and took the knickers and she pointed at his erection and laughed. ‘You think that Tamara wants that?’ she asked. ‘She just wants to make you come, she just makes you want to come, she just makes you want to come, she just wants you to spew your filth for her…’

	Her voice faded to nothing, the brightness did not dim but became black and suddenly Michael woke with a start, sat up in the bed, bathed in sweat, his body hot and cold, his cock painfully erect his sheets wet around him like a torn cocoon.

	It was a moment before Michael realized that the dream had intersected reality, or else reality had intersected the dream, the result was the same. He sat on the narrow spare bed in the box room and could see only vague patterns in the darkness. He slumped back to the bed and pulled a sheet to cover himself, turned on his side and sobbed.

	The dream was already fading, the nightmare becoming just a hint of darkness, the succubus had fled, but the painful reality of his days was wearing him down as water washes a stone. Every concession was a loss, every improvement a loss, every apology was a loss and every reward given to him was a loss. His mind knew that fact, but his rational hope did not, would not accept it. His hand moved to his face and noticed the wetness of his tears, the soreness of his lips. 

	Drifting back to sleep that he so desperately needed, because at six he would have to be at attention by the door for Frieda and Aunt Tamara had not paid him the usual visit so far tonight. As he slipped into that place between sleep and daydreams, Michael sighed mightily and thought of his tasks for the day. The ironing was best, almost soothing, the washing was just a grind, but polishing the floors of the old house with Frieda standing over him was by far the worst. 

	His eyes closed at last, and his last thought was that Prudence was coming and then he would discover the fate that Aunty Victoria had decided for him. He had not seen her for five days now and just prayed that the reports from Frieda would save him.


Chapter Eleven – Prudence Is A Virtue

	‘You are looking so good, Mama, said Prudence as she walked through the front door. As it closed Michael caught a glimpse of the red Jaguar that she had arrived in and the matching stilettos that she wore on her feet. ‘What a pain getting from London,’ she continued to her mother. ‘The traffic is so slow…’

	‘Well, you made it in time for dinner,’ said Aunt Victoria, ‘Frieda will have it on the table in just half an hour. Let’s have a sherry and you can tell me all about it.’

	Michael looked up from his crouch on the floor, where he was rubbing wax into the old floorboards at Frieda’s feet. Prudence looked down at him with a sneer and said, ‘I see that he is still here!’ Michael blushed and looked down. Ten years older than him, dressed in a business suit with a tight skirt that ran to her calves he could see the wedges of the Cuban heels on her stockings that emerged from the cherry red stilettos, the slender ankles and the decolletage of her toes at the front of the shoes and wished he dare look up, but somehow he knew that it would signal some sort of disrespect and rubbed the thick wax into the wood with renewed energy.

	‘Michael is being a good boy at the moment!’ said Aunt Victoria with a laugh. ‘He’s been a bit of a handful, remember how I told you that the Academy would not allow him to re-sit his exams? His future is something that we need to discuss later when we have caught up on all that you’ve been up to…’

	‘If you say so,’ answered Prudence with a clear show of disinterest. As she spoke, she took a step and was now standing right in front of his eyes. Her shoes were so polished that he could see the cleavage of her toes so clearly. The metal tipped points of the shoes were little distorted mirrors that showed his pink blushing face, and the ankle straps were studded with small spikes. ‘Isn’t it normally Ivanka that polishes the floors and what are those knickers that he’s wearing?’

	‘Michael volunteered to help out the maids with the housework a little,’ said Aunty Victoria with a chuckle. ‘Keeps him busy while I decide what to do with him.  Sort of a chance to redeem himself, I suppose.’ Michael felt his uncomfortable erection tenting his knickers and carefully crouched to keep it hidden as mother and daughter spoke over him. ‘As for the knickers, well! He asked for them, so I allowed it…’

	‘You are such a softy, Mama,’ laughed Prudence. ‘You really shouldn’t indulge him like that. I would put him in something tighter that reminds him of his place in the household rather than making him look so sweet!’

	‘I’ll think about it, darling,’ said Aunt Victoria. ‘I have a nice uniform on order already, but it can be altered… Still, he’s been so well behaved in the last week that perhaps a small reward for his behavior is in order.’

	‘Sit up and look at me, Michael,’ commanded Prudence. ‘It is so rude to ignore me!’

	With a small moan, he complied. Still bowed to hide his crotch from Prudence, he rested on his hands and looked up. Now he could see the narrow waist and full breasts and her face scowling down at him. Her dark red lips, the thin face, pretty in a severe way and her hair pulled back into a bun. Large diamonds studded her ears, and a matching necklace circled her slim neck.

	‘When you are done here,’ said Prudence,’ get my cases from the car and unpack them in my room. The red case has my laundry in, so you can do that this afternoon.’

	‘Yes, Prudence,’ said Michael with a stutter. ‘I shall do it immediately.’

	‘When the floor is finished,’ she said. ‘Just be quick about it. I need to change after my trip here and I expect it all to be ready in a couple of hours.’

	‘You haven’t thanked Prudence properly,’ said Aunt Victoria. ‘Show her what you learned…’

	Relieved that he was not ordered to stand, Michael kissed the metal tips of her shoes, a peck to each foot and said, ‘Thank you Prudence.’

	‘’My, perhaps he has progressed, Mama,’ said Prudence. ‘Now let’s catch up and have a little drink. I have to tell you all about the man that I met a month ago…’ As she spoke the two women sauntered to the lounge leaving Michael to crouch once more and add wax to the rag in his hand from the tin. ‘…you’ll love him, Mama, he’s one of the partners of the firm…’ she continued before the door closed and all that Michael could hear was the muffled laughter from his Aunty.

	A pair of feet appeared in front of Michael. Facing away from him, Frieda’s ankle boots stood on the spot that he was about to start on, and Michael stopped and waited as he knew what was coming. ‘I am disappointed in you,’ Michael, said Frieda in a sour tone, ‘haven’t you learned anything at all in the last week? Two small pecks for one of the ladies of the house? So, let’s practice again and this time you can do it properly!’ One foot lifted a little and moved to balance on the point of her toe.

	‘Heel first and then we’ll do the soles again. After that you can do the small task that Miss Prudence set you.’

	He crouched low and kissed the sharp metal tip of the heel.’

	‘Suckle them, bitch and there is another thing as well,’ said Frieda. ‘From now on address Victoria’s daughter as ‘Miss’! I really can’t understand why I have to tell you everything! You really need to think about all of the little details…’

	The car was a perfect little sportster. Bright red, even down to the sumptuous leather of the seats. Low and open topped, though the hood was up at the moment, leather cases and bags that matched. Outside on the gravel drive, Michael’s bare feet hurt as Frieda supervised the unloading and Michael had to make three trips to get all of the bags to Prudence’s room. 

	In line with her daughter’s favorite color, Aunt Victoria had put her in the red room facing the front of the old house and Michael carefully unpacked the bags, well aware that any creasing of the clothes would lead to yet another chore on his part. Her quickly found the case with her laundry and unpacked the other four cases and carefully hung the skirts, dresses and blouses and then arranged all of the smaller items in drawers conveniently to hand. 

	Knickers to the left, bras to the right,’ said Frieda, ‘that’s always the way. Each one folded once and arranged offset so that she can choose without having to root through the whole pile.’ Michael carefully sorted them by type. The fuller pairs at the bottom and the thongs at the top. The bras carefully folded and arranged by the amount of lace. 

	One bag was locked, the largest one and Michael left it tucked by the end of the bed before he used the servant stairs to go down to the laundry room. The hand wash took an hour, and he went back to finish the floor before returning for the ironing after the dryer had done its work. The stockings always took the longest. It was so difficult to align them by the seams and at such a low heat, ensure that they were perfectly flat and then folded the way that he had been taught by the maid. Still, the work was soothing and calmed him and his erection had finally faded much to his relief. Standing still at the ironing board helped because the constant rubbing of the lace inside his knickers always seemed to provoke it. 

	The afternoon drifted by, the tasks filling every moment until he had just the dusting to do. Always last on his list. By the time that he was done, the light had faded and dinner was served. As usual now, Michael was fed on the kitchen table after Miss Prudence, Aunt Tamara and aunty Victoria had eaten. The assorted scraps from their meal being heaped in his plastic bowl without any concern for the courses. The remains of the salmon mashed with the potatoes and asparagus intermixed with the sherry trifle and topped with the spice of the Mulligatawny soup poured over it. Frieda had scattered some chili over the whole mess with a vindictive smile and made him sit until it was cold before he had her word to begin. This was her latest little humiliation as she gave him no glass of water to wash it all down as she settled to her own meal next to him. As she ate, she occasionally leaned over and spat into his plate, making sure that he thanked her for each addition. 

	Michael managed to finish and lick the bowl clean before Frieda added a new little twist to his training. She ate an after dinner mint delicately with her cup of coffee while Michael stood where he had been ordered, just behind her at the table. He looked longingly at the coffee as he could feel his cock stirring again as she sipped and ate six of the seven soft mints with obvious enjoyment.

	‘Would you like the last one?’ she asked sweetly.

	‘Please Miss Frieda,’ he said as his mouth watered.

	She took the last small square of chocolate and slipped it from it’s little envelope as she stood to face him. Holding it before his mouth, he opened his lips and she smiled wickedly.

	Frieda dropped the mint to the floor and pointed. As Michael lowered to his hands and knees, she crushed the mint to a sticky slime with her boot and ground her foot before his eyes. 

	‘Thank me,’ she said with a small laugh. ‘Tell me how generous I am!’

	She turned and lifted her leg to present the sole of her boot to his face and looked down over her shoulder as he hesitated, unsure if the thanks should come before he was allowed to lick her sole. 

	‘Thanks before the reward,’ she laughed. ‘Then I can decide if you deserve it!’

	‘Miss, thank you for being so kind,’ stuttered Michael. ‘Please can I clean your shoes with my tongue?’

	‘Is that it, boy,’ she responded. ‘Really? Is that the best that you can do?’

	Michael began to blush and tears gathered  in the corners of his eyes. ‘Please Miss, you haven’t told me what to say…’

	‘Not good enough, Michael. By now you should know that you have to tell me how much you love me taking care of you, how attractive I am and that you long to serve me eagerly as I command,’ she said with a sneer. Her foot moved to grind the mess again after she spat on the floor and then offer it again. Michael watched as the dirt from her shoes, the globs of spittle and the mint all combined to present a gloopy mess on the sole and heel of her shoe.

	‘Please Miss,’ he started. ‘Please let me clean your shoe. I am so grateful that you reward me for pleasing you…’ as he spoke he heard the sound of heels on the floor as someone entered the room. He hesitated a moment and then continued. ‘All I want is to please the pretty maid that looks after me so well and teaches me to serve her,’ he muttered.

	‘Louder, so that Miss Prudence can hear you boy, don’t be shy…’ said Frieda.

	He began again and repeated his words louder as he was aware of the looming presence behind him and then added, ‘I hope that you will teach me to respect and serve forever…’ He had been planning to say, ‘For a long time,’ and reversed course just in time. All the while his cock strained and grew amongst the hard lace, and he moved an inch forward to get closer to the sole of her shoe. 

	Had he said enough to get his treat? he wondered before deciding that a last effort would look much better for the woman that stood silently watching from behind him.

	‘I always want to learn more from my teacher,’ he said. ‘Please teach me to be perfect and obedient…’ 

	Finally he leaned the last two inches, the sweet mint in his nostrils as he assayed a lick. The taste was heaven, for so long he had not been permitted any sweetness and he eagerly lapped at sole and heel to gather it all. Finally, he glanced up at the smiling maid for permission and then lapped at the floor where the last of the treat smeared the wooden boards. 

	‘Somewhat better, boy,’ said Frieda as she inspected the sole, of her shoe carefully. ‘I advise you to think about what is suitable to say when you give thanks. Learn it by heart and recite it when making your recognition of all the hard work that is being put into your training.’

	From behind him, Miss Prudence’s voice came after a small chuckle. ‘I can see that Frieda is making something of you, Michael. Now, if she is finished with you, Mama and I require your presence in the lounge as we have decided how this is going to go forward…’

	Ashamed at his humiliation, blushing down to his chest, Michael stood and was so aware of the tenting of his panties.

	‘My, my,’ said Miss Prudence, ‘what do we have here? A little stiffy, I do declare that Mama’s little nephew enjoys being rewarded! Now run along to the lounge, I need to have a quick word with Frieda and it’s not for your ears.’

	Head hanging, Michael headed for the lounge. As he went, he heard Miss Prudence say, ‘I want these added to his food…’ but the rest was lost as he entered the lounge to find Aunty Victoria sitting in the Chesterfield armchair smoking a slim cigarette. She nodded a greeting at him and pointed to the center of the open space before her.

	‘Prudence will be here in a moment,’ she said, ‘we’ll wait for her. Let me just say that you have done fairly well in the last week and that…’ 

	At that moment Miss Prudence entered and Aunt Victoria stopped to wait until she was comfortable in the chair next to hers. ‘I’ll start again, she said. ‘I was telling Michael that I am somewhat pleased with Michael’s progress so far. Of course, he still has a way to go, but in general the last week has shown real improvement.’

	She sipped at her cigarette and a long stream of smoke issued from her lips before she continued. ‘In a few days Michael’s little reward will be complete, his room is coming along nicely. What has to happen next is that he has to prove that the changes in respect and comportment are long term, that means that I shall pass the baton, and Prudence has kindly offered to assist in monitoring progress. Is that fine for you, Michael?’ she added.

	‘Yes Aunty,’ said Michael as he stared at the floor at his feet.

	‘Uniforms, mama,’ said Prudence. 

	‘Oh yes, I almost forgot that small matter. Prudence has noted that you are embarrassing yourself all the time,’ said Aunty Victoria. ‘Really you must learn to restrain yourself, boy,’ she said as she pointedly looked down at the way that his knickers were tented. 

	‘She’s quite right and I am sure that you will agree that we can’t have you walking around with that sort of display. She has an idea that may help, so that will be accomplished without any problem in the next few days.’

	Aunty Victoria drew again at the cigarette and Prudence took the opportunity to add her own comment. ‘I have looked at the design of Mama’s uniforms for you and made a few small changes that will make you’re your place in this household more evident,’ she said. ‘If she is to allow you to stay here, and I am not convinced that that is a good idea, then you need to understand that you are here on sufferance and not because you have a right to stay. I have always been of the opinion that you are just a cuckoo in our nest, an undeserving recipient of Mama’s generosity since your parents died, so a constant reminder of your position is required.’

	‘I think what Prudence is trying to say,’ said Aunt Victoria, ‘is that we shall review your attitude every week and have a little meeting where we decide if progress is being made. I feel that you can do this and make good, Prudence is not so sure. So, an ongoing review will allow you to see where you are going wrong and allow us to set goals and praise progress. This is fair, I would say?’

	‘Thank you Aunty,’ said Michael in a sense of hopelessness. ‘I can only hope to please Miss Prudence and you by being good.’

	‘That’s the right answer,’ said Miss Prudence with a thin smile. ‘You will have a bright future in the long term despite your occasionally insolent manners if you learn that you are dependent on just one thing! Can you tell me what that is?’

	Michael’s brain feverishly worked over the possibilities for a reply as the two women waited with cool smiles on their lips. It had been so long that he had been asked to state an opinion that it took a few moments before he could reply and give them the answer that they wanted.

	‘I think that I depend on pleasing you,’ he said uncertainly. ‘Miss Prudence and Aunty Victoria, I beg for you to forgive me for being such a failure and will forgive my mistakes…’

	‘Mmm, I think that Michael understands the basics of what is expected of him,’ said Aunty Victoria as she leaned and stubbed out her cigarette. She crossed her legs and lifted that foot a little. Michael could see that she was wearing those boots again and he could feel their pull and effect on his mind as he wondered if he should be kneeling and thanking her as he had been taught. As he was deciding, his aunt said, ‘I should not have to tell you that you should be gratefully tanking both of us, and especially my daughter for permitting you to learn a useful role in this household. Again I have to say that we expect you to carry out these small signs of respect and affection as and when they are appropriate and not merely when you are instructed to.’

	Michael lowered to hands and knees and thanked his aunt for her kindness. ‘I am so sorry, Aunty. Please accept my thanks for your generosity and I apologize to Miss Prudence for not showing the respect that she is due.’

	‘That’s better,’ said Aunt Victoria. ‘Don’t let me have to say that again and we shall forget your little faux pas. When you have cleaned my soles and heels, make sure that you show gratitude to my daughter. She has already put a lot of thought into how your future and ours will be managed as well as perfect additions to your chores that should ensure that you are presentable and useful.’

	‘Please forgive me,’ said Michael just before he pressed his lips over the spike of her boot. ‘I promise that I will be obedient and perfect for you both…’

	‘Tamara is leaving tomorrow,’ said Aunt Victoria as she watched her nephew start by licking the sole of her boot. ‘She has to see to her husband’s sitter for a few days, then she’ll be back to see what progress has been made. She told me that she really wants to see the uniforms that we have ordered and be there when he gets to see his new room. I told her that we would wait.’ [I don’t think we ever meet Tamara’s husband? Would be interesting to see a scene or two]. 

	‘She’s a good friend,’ commented Miss Prudence. ‘I’m quite happy to wait…’

	‘Tamara is more than that,’ said Aunty Victoria with a laugh as she lit another cigarette and pressed her foot into the servile face that cleaned it. ‘She is almost a sister to me…’

	Aunt Victoria chuckled indulgently as she watched Michael press his face to the sole of her boot, the long stiletto heel pressed deep in his mouth and turned to her daughter. ‘We will get there in the end,’ she said. ‘Michael has some promise, even if you are somewhat skeptical…’

	From where he was kneeling, Michael looked up Aunt Victoria’s skirt and shuddered with repressed excitement. Humiliated and shamed, browbeaten and intimidated as he was, he started to realize that the rewards for being his Aunty’s nephew had moments that were truly rewarding. He longed to burrow between those thighs and show his Aunt that he loved her, but knew that this ambition would only be fulfilled if he allowed her to serve. His fondest hope was now that he pleased her and her daughter enough that they would allow him to.

	His cock was almost full to bursting in sympathy.

	 


Chapter Twelve – Dressed For The Kill

	Without Aunt Tamara for a week, Michael discovered that a need now enveloped his mind. In desperation he surreptitiously played with his swollen cock whenever he could find a moment alone. In the shower, when he used the toilet, late at night, he played with himself and carefully cleaned up after himself so that no one would realize that he was breaking the rules. Of this he was certain, the rule not to wank and edge himself was unspoken, unwritten and not defined, but there was no doubt about it, Michael was breaking a principle that would result in punishment should he be caught. 

	But,  the last months of teasing and relief had created a monster that could only be slain by release. With no laptop to accompany these moments, he tried to picture his favorite porn photos, but even his much loved blonde did not surface in his mind. Instead, he imagined Aunt Tamara’s stockings, her overwhelming presence and her magnificent heavy breasts with their dark nipples. He pictured the glimpsed pinkness between the lips of her pussy, the sheen of wetness that always ran as he showed her how she excited him. Occasionally there were special moments when the peeks up Aunt Victoria’s skirt came to mind, and he even once even imagined what Miss Prudence could look like between her thighs. He imagined a thin slit, firm tight lips and a tiny bud-like clitoris that offered itself for his attention. But, in the main, it was Aunt Tamara that was the central focus for his lust, and he spilled himself so many times a day that occasionally even the stiffness of his cock slipped away for an hour or two. 

	Michael felt a guilt each time, after all, hadn’t Aunt Tamara been clear that she expected him to only come with her guidance? But the guilt was softened by the fact that she was his focus and he managed to convince himself that she would not be angry if she just knew how desperate he was for her touch. 

	He did not see much of his Aunt and her daughter, Frieda stood over him as he completed all his chores, venting her little revenges on him in new and awful ways that were just beneath his line of resistance. Now he had to submit to an hour of ‘special training’ in which he rehearsed greetings, thank-yous, and obedient positions whilst she smiled above him and enjoyed his every humiliation. But, Michael was learning. Learning how to do the things she wanted with no sign of resistance, learning how to control those blushes that she seemed to enjoy so much, learning how to time his private little playtimes to keep his cock flaccid at the right times so that she could not humiliate him with the erections that were not under his control. 

	Frieda’s latest game was for him to eat from her feet after they had mashed his food to a pulp and then feed on all fours from the floor. The bowl was taken away and that meant that he had to lick the floor clean to a level that she was satisfied with before suckling between her toes and making sure that none of the food remained on her skin or under her toenails. In one way, this was better for Michael, eating with the plastic spoon had itself been a humiliation, especially when she added the bib to his chest while he ate. Now he did not have to undergo that ritual, but lapped the food from feet and floor without having to look up and see the pleasure that she was getting from watching him eat.

	The floors of some rooms were polished every day, others less often. The washing chore became more difficult because Miss Prudence seemed to be changing her clothes several times a day. Keeping the kitchen clean was done every second day, the alternate days spent on the vast collection of shoes, boots and handbags that Aunt Victoria seemed to own. This was his favorite chore and he sat contented handling the footwear and cleaning it while Frieda only inspected the end result. 

	One time he even risked playing with himself as he came as he cleaned Aunt Victoria’s knee-high boots as he admired the sharp spurs and the way that the laces started at the toes and crisscrossed their way to just below the knee. Hard, shiny, somehow dangerous and expressive of his Aunt’s manner, the boots summed her up, he decided. That she wore them so often made them special and he exerted himself to get them perfect for her so that his reflection in the patent leather became a measure of his obedience and love for her.

	 

	The days slid by and Michael lost count, but he was cleaning shoes in the entrance of the vast house when Aunt Tamara finally returned. Aunt Victoria came into the room and strolled over to see what Michael was doing as she waited.

	‘I’ll have to give you a small file so that you can smooth the heels after I have used them,’ she commented as she watched him rub her boots with a soft cloth to bring a final shine to them. ‘I can’t have you cutting your lips on them…’

	Michael kissed her stilettos in greeting and used the phrase that he and Freida had practiced, ‘Please let me thank you for the opportunity to please you as you desire,’ he said between the small kisses. He was careful not to wet the leather and waited to see if she approved of the greeting.

	‘That’s so nice of you to say that,’ she said indulgently. ‘I’m glad that you have found the words to thank me properly, make sure that you keep it that way.’ 

	She walked away from him, and he dared a glance to see the perfect lines on the back of her stockings and the elegant way that she walked. He longed to say more, but clearly she did not require it and as she peeped from the window he finally said, ‘I love you Aunty.’

	‘That’s nice,’ she said absently. ‘Tamara is arriving soon, so make sure you have the shoes done by the time that she arrives. Ten minutes? She is on her way. You will be glad to hear that she picked up your new uniform on the way, so we can have you presentable at last. There will be a fitting this afternoon and then you can move into your refreshed room.’ 

	‘You will be forgiven all your chores for this afternoon to give you full attention to settling in and making it all shipshape after the mess that the decorators have left there. In the evening we shall have a small fashion show where you will be the star, so everything has to be ready by dinner time at six.’

	She turned from the window and looked down on Michael. ‘A lot of effort and thought has gone into this, so I expect that you show proper gratitude and restrained delight. This is an important moment in your life and perhaps there will be a small announcement as well that we have been keeping secret from you to reveal at dinner.’

	 

	Aunt Victoria offered a foot and Michael lavished it with kisses. ‘Thank you, Aunty for looking after me,’ he said as he wondered what was in store. What sort of uniform would he be wearing, how could he show his gratitude without seeming overly enthusiastic? What announcement, what could be in store? ‘I hope that I can please you and Miss Prudence,’ he added.

	‘And Tamara,’ she answered. ‘She deserves the same respect and obedience as any of us,’ said Aunt Victoria. ‘My dearest friend saved you from my belief that you were not worth the effort, make sure that she realized your gratitude.’ 

	‘I am indebted and truly grateful to Aunt Tamara for her kind words,’ he said as he licked some of the dirt from the welt of her stiletto and lapped it clean. ‘I apologize for missing my thanks…’

	Aunt Victoria sighed as if she was irritated by his mistake and pulled her foot back. ‘After you are done here, Frieda needs to have a word with you. You will find her in the lounge in ten minutes… What I don’t want to hear is that you have been naughty in the past few days. Finish up and we’ll get it over with before Tamara arrives.’ With that, she walked from the room and Michael hurriedly packed away the last three pairs of shoes into their proper display positions. 

	His heartbeat and he felt a terror coming because if Frieda wanted to admonish him for some failure, it was normally just a word in the kitchen or maid’s parlor. That she wanted Miss Victoria to be present signaled some major transgression and this was the worst time to be told off.  

	Closing the door of the shoe cupboard he stood and straightened himself, gathering his wits before he headed for the lounge. When he arrived, it was not just his aunt and Frieda, but Miss Prudence sat as well and Michael greeted her from a crawl before being ordered to stand in the center of the room by the maid. 

	‘So, what is the problem?’ asked Michael’s aunt in a severe tone. ‘I am not interested in minor events, Frieda, so calling us here and now had better be serious.’

	‘Ma’am,’ said Frieda with a small curtsey, ‘I have been making my usual Friday check on the cameras and it seems that Michael has…’

	At that moment the door bell rang out, much to Michael’s relief and Aunt Victoria broke into her maid’s sentence. ‘This can wait, Frieda, no matter what it is. We’ll sort it out before dinner tonight, and like I said, this had better be worth hearing!’ 

	‘Ma’am,’ said Frieda as she curtsied again. 

	Michael trailed out, following his Aunt and her daughter, Frieda giving him a triumphant leer on the way out as he passed her. ‘I caught you wanking,’ she said in a whisper as he passed her, and Michael missed a step and almost fell as his knees barely held him upright. 

	In the hallway, Aunt Tamara was already in conversation and hugging Prudence before Michael dropped to his knees and crawled to greet her when she had a moment for him. His cock was so near bursting at the sight of her in her fur coat and ankle boots that he had to be careful not to move and provoke a reaction. Like a black goddess, she stood and chatted with her friend as Michael struggled to think about how Frieda had caught him cheating on the rules. He had been so careful to hide his playtimes from the security cameras and wondered which time she had on film. 

	At last came the opportunity and Michael showed how much he had learned as she kissed her shoes and showed appropriate gratitude for her presence. In truth he was overjoyed to see his savior once more and Aunt Tamara made a small comment that showed her affection for her friend’s nephew.

	‘I am glad to see that you are progressing nicely, Michael,’ she said as she smiled down at him and gave a small wink that caused him to choke up with feelings that almost made him cry. ‘I hope that you have been a good little boy and ready to show your Aunt Tamara all the things that we practiced.’ Her words caused his cock to respond and she winked again, such a slight sign that showed she was a fellow conspirator and pleased that she was back with him. ‘If you get the cases from the car, dear and be careful with the big box where your new uniforms are waiting for you,’ she said. ‘It would be lovely if you show them off for us in the lounge, so please make sure that you don’t peep.’

	As Frieda followed the ladies into the lounge to serve drinks, Michael took the two cases to the Green room for Aunt Tamara and then returned for the big box on the back seat of her limo. It was heavy and something moved inside as he tipped it. Michael was tempted, but the tape that closed the box was secure and he dared not risk looking inside. The only clue was the pink label on the box which was adorned with a flowery border and had the words, ‘Pretty in Pink’ in cursive script inside the border.

	He carried the box carefully into the lounge and set it down, but it appeared that the women were not in a hurry, so he kneeled behind it while they chattered and caught up. His Aunt smoked and the other two sipped their liqueurs whilst Frieda stood by her mistress with the ashtray conveniently close.

	At last the conversation turned to Michael and Aunt Victoria told her friend about the last week. ‘In general good, I suppose, though he is still learning,’ said his aunt. ‘I had planned to show off his newly decorated room first, but it seems that Frieda has a serious complaint. So we’ll do it after dinner when she has spoken to us. Now then,’ she said with a serious expression. ‘We have been waiting ages to see what’s  in that box…’

	‘Custom made clothes take a while,’ said Aunt tamara. ‘I picked them up yesterday from the workshop and they said that there are several items still to come. They have supplied stock items to replace them for now without extra cost, but in a couple of days the truck will come from Germany with the rest and they will deliver it as a priority.’

	‘Good, Pretty in Pink are the best service in the business,’ said Miss Prudence, 'the prices are high, but then the fit is always perfect.’

	‘Frieda, fetch a knife for the box and let’s have a little show,’ said Aunt Victoria.

	Michael felt anxious as Frieda disappeared, but the women in the room did not seem at all in a hurry. He could not even begin to guess what might await, and when his Aunt ordered him to strip, he stood and slipped off the thin slip before hesitating to lower his panties. 

	‘Off they come, we’ve seen it all before,’ said Aunt Tamara with a little grin. ‘We expect you to be excited, so no blushes!’

	He slipped off the frillies and stood with his hands behind his back. A single drop of clear liquid seeped and dripped from the end of his cock, but it was ignored as Frieda returned and carefully cut open the top of the box. Michael dared a peep to the side and saw a mass of tissue paper that Frieda removed to reveal a mass of pink folded satin. She laid the paper to one side and pulled a frock from the box and held it up in display. 

	Michael’s mouth opened agape as he saw what they wanted him to wear and he almost whined in humiliation. He did not know what he had imagined would come from the box, but it was not this! 

	A dress in pink satin, frills of white lace at every seam and flouncy lace under the skirt.

	‘Help Michael get dressed,’ said Aunt Victoria. Then to the other two women she said, ‘This is the day dress for when he is doing his chores. I ordered three to see what we think, and I will order more if they are suitable.’

	‘It will be difficult for him to keep them clean,’ said Aunt Tamara as Frieda opened the zipper at the back of the dress and opened it out. ‘He will be washing and ironing all the time!’ she laughed.

	‘That was my daughter’s idea,’ said Michael’s aunt. ‘He will have one for the morning, one for the afternoon and a spare. ‘As I said, I am thinking of ordering more, so we can see if there are any additions to make in the next week and then get a full set of twenty.’

	Freida took Michael’s limp arms and passed them through the sleeves. He was almost dizzy with humiliation as she stroked it down and pulled up the zipper to enclose him in the flouncy creation. Then she pulled and he felt himself constricted. He winced as Frieda started to fiddle with the back of the dress and Miss Prudence explained to Aunt Tamara. ‘Mama wanted a corset, but I said, why don’t we have it added to the dress? A narrow waist is what is wanted and this way it will be all in one.’

	He could feel Frieda finishing the lacing and breathed out just as her knee pressed on his back and the laces were tightened.

	‘Of course,’ said Miss Prudence, ‘he will need help dressing, but then at least we can be sure that he is properly presented.’

	Michael felt himself rub on the frills in the skirt of the dress and looked down to see that the tip of his wet cock was peeping from below the hem that was scarcely above his waist and tears gathered in his eyes at the shame of it and he tried to brush himself into concealment.

	‘A bit on the short side,’ commented Aunty Tamara with a small grin. 

	‘I like it,’ said Aunt Victoria. ‘In fact make a note Frieda, to move the waist line up a bit for the final batch.’

	He could scarcely breath, so tight was the corset and then he heard some metallic clicks from behind and Miss Prudence added a comment, ‘We asked for padlocks to make sure that it stays on properly,’ she said with a chuckle. ‘We don’t want him to be able to loosen the corset or zipper and it also allows other attachments.’

	‘Now, what else is there?’ asked Aunt Victoria. 

	Frieda took another two loads of tissue paper and dresses from the box and pulled out a broad belt in pink with diamante sparkles that formed a row around the whole thing. 

	She looked at it a moment in puzzlement, but Aunt Victoria helped her. ‘The collar will ensure good posture and can be latched to the corset to stop all that looking at the floor when he should be admiring us,’ she laughed.

	‘Prudence agreed that it should cover the whole neck and attach to the dress to make a single piece. Just a little practical touch to aid his comportment at every moment.’

	He felt the collar go on and Frieda tightened it forcing his head up just as Aunty had promised. More small padlocks were added to the sides and then ticked out of sight as Michael realized that he could no longer move his head at all. From under the chin to his shoulders the broad collar constricted him and forced him to hold his chin up and look his aunt in the eye.

	‘I think that thanks are in order,’ said his aunt. ‘Stay standing.’

	‘Please Aunty, can I thank you for my new dress and collar,’ said Michael with a sob. ‘I am so lucky that you have gone to so much trouble!’

	‘That’s a good boy,’ said his aunt. ‘At first it will seem a little strange, but I have your comfort in mind all the time, so we have a few other things to add to the ensemble to make it look just so very sweet.’

	Michael heard Frieda looking in the box again and her low chuckle as she found something that amused her.

	‘No, the stockings first, Frieda,’ said Miss Prudence.

	He felt hands on his feet and lifted one as Frieda obliged her mistress.

	‘Ooh, I just love those candy stripes,’ said Aunt Tamara as the stockings were pulled on and arranged to get the pink and white stripes nice and straight. ‘Hold ups?’

	‘For now,’ said Miss Prudence ominously. ‘We wanted to add the garter to the dress, but they had already started. Frieda, make a note that we really must get straps fitted to the dress for the next batch,’ she said to the maid.

	As Frieda rolled the stockings to the tops of Michael’s thighs he felt her slyly flick his balls and he flinched with a small cry.

	‘Stop that immediately, Frieda or there will be trouble,’ scolded Aunt Victoria as she noticed the reason for the flinch. ‘Michael is not to be played with unless I decide that he deserves it…’

	‘Sorry Ma’am,’ said Frieda.  ‘It was so tempting!’

	‘I know, I know,’ said Miss Prudence with a smile. ‘We understand that our little boy is a temptation dressed like a little sissy girl, but you really must restrain yourself.’ She turned to Aunt Victoria and said, ‘perhaps it might be an idea to permit a little teasing occasionally.’

	‘I’ll think about it,’ said Aunt Victoria. ‘Maybe you’re right…’

	Looking straight ahead because of the collar, Michael saw Aunt Tamara giving a little wink and she surreptitiously put a finger on her lips for a moment. Michael now felt that that Aunt Tamara was the only friend in the room and winked back as if clearing his tears. 

	‘Now then,’ said Aunt Victoria, ‘what else have we to do before Michael can move around the room a little and show us how well we have chosen for him?’

	He heard the sounds of Frieda rooting around in the box and a scraping sound and wondered what further addition to his uniform had been planned. 

	‘These,’ said Frieda with a titter. ‘These are so perfect…’

	‘Ooh,’ said Aunt Tamara with a laugh. ‘Now that is just perfect, he will just love them.’

	‘They are so expensive, but I just had to go the extra mile,’ said Aunt Victoria. ‘When I suggested the cheap ones, Prudence offered to pay, so really they are a present from her.’

	‘Mama told me to choose the style,’ said Prudence with a smugness that was ominous to Michael, but he could not move his head to look and shuddered to know what could possibly be so expensive that Aunty Victoria had tried to save money. ‘It’s what held the whole order up because they had to be especially made in Italy for him,’ said Prudence. ‘I’ll help you with them…’

	Miss Prudence stood and sauntered over to Michael, moving behind him and putting a hand on each side of his narrow corseted waist. ‘I’ll help him balance while you work,’ she said. 

	Miss Prudence gripped him while Frieda fiddled with whatever it was that she was attending to and Aunt Tamara turned to Aunt Victoria and said, ‘It is time that hubby moved up a notch,’ she said. ‘I really must get some for him for his birthday, it is about time that I moved him to the next level!’

	‘Next level up,’ joked Miss Prudence and all but Michael laughed at the sally. ‘There are so many advantages,’ she continued, ‘but most of all they will concentrate his mind on his chores all the time.’

	Aunty Victoria said, ‘I have some for bed time too, but they were delayed because I wanted them to a special design that Frieda suggested. What’s more, Prudence paid for them as well.’

	‘A thousand pounds well spent, they will last forever,’ said Miss Prudence from behind Michael.

	Michael felt a hand grip his ankle and lift it from the floor. With Miss prudence holding him he stood on one foot as something hard was slipped over his foot. ‘They really are high,’ muttered Frieda as his toes were forced into a constricting grip. ‘Hold him steady, I need to pull the tongue out… to get them laced up and tight.’

	‘As long as it takes,’ said Miss Prudence as she stopped Michael wobbling as he felt his toe reach the end of the shoe. It was soft and padded on his toes and then his foot was forced to tiptoe as the laces were worked on by Frieda. The feeling was one of constriction as the laces were pulled tight. It just did not stop, tighter and tighter until his foot was almost cramped and then hands at Michael’s ankles pulled the grip closed and a lock was clicked into place. Frieda’s hand pushed down, and Michael felt contact with the floor, but the knee was bent and he was now seven inches taller on the shod foot than the other one. ‘Up you go,’ said Miss Prudence in his ear. ‘Don’t worry, I’m here to help!’

	Michael found himself now standing on the point of his toe, but he could not get his foot straight because the heels were so high, he had to balance on the point of the toe. He whimpered as all of his weight was now on one foot, forcing his toes deep into the shoe as the other was fitted in the same way.

	‘They lock on, like the rest of it,’ said Aunty Victoria. ‘It means that he will always need someone to dress and undress him, but that’s a small penalty to pay for such elegance.’

	The second shoe was a struggle and when Michael put his foot down at Frieda’s signal he found that his balance was almost impossible to maintain. Miss Prudence’s hands gave him support and he managed to spread his feet with a small step and that seemed to help.

	‘Oh God,’ he whined to his cousin, ‘please don’t let go…’

	‘I expect a little more gratitude from you to Prudence,’ said Aunt Victoria as she struggled not to laugh at Michael’s tears. ‘Thank her nicely for the present and then give us a few steps.’ 

	She tried not to let it show that this was one of the moments that she had longed for in the last years and it was all that she’d hoped that it would be. Michael looked such a sight in the frock, collar, stockings and ballet stilettos, all that remained now as a few touches of make-up and a nice wig and he would be perfect. There was so much to come…

	‘Please Miss Prudence, thank you for your kind present he said and then broke down into sobs as his feet cramped and his legs began to give. ‘I’m so sorry,’ he wailed.

	‘That’s all right,’ said Prudence as she continued to support him. ‘You can show us now how appreciative you are by walking a few steps for me. I will help support you.’

	The shoes were so heavy that it was almost an effort to lift his feet, but he took a tiny step and then another. Like walking on tiptoe, but with even less contact with the floorboards, Michael sobbed as she slowly guided him a few more steps and then let go. He tottered a step and then another, discovering the heels down first helped his walk as Miss Prudence stayed with him and gave occasional support.

	‘Clearly there is a lack of elegance,’ said Aunt Tamara as she watched in amusement, ‘but I am sure that with Frieda to help practice a few hours a day you’ll be perfect in a few days. Keep the steps small and take your time, Michael, you are doing fine…’

	Helped by her kind words, he managed to walk a few more steps until at last he was back where he had started. He stood, swaying slightly as the women admired him and he placed his feet a little further apart to help maintain balance.

	‘So,’ said Prudence, ‘what’s next? What else have we got for Michael to thank us for?’

	Michael heard a rattle of metal and Miss Prudence clapped her hands in pleasure. ‘Oh yes,’ she said, ‘The finishing touch for the basic uniform.’

	 

	‘I picked a length that allows him the stairs,’ said Aunt Victoria with a smile. ‘Though it will  need practice as Tamara said, before he can manage them on his own. Put it on and let’s see the finished result.’

	‘I must say that he’s really trying to tempt us with that sweet new uniform,’ said Aunt Tamara. ‘He looks good enough to eat!’

	Frieda tapped an ankle and said, ‘Feet together.’ Michael felt hands on his boots, a rattle and then a couple of clicks. He tried to assume his previous position and discovered that the distance his feet could move was restricted to perhaps a foot.

	‘A nice touch,’ said Miss Prudence as Michael realized that a short chain now connected his ankles. ‘Mincing little steps become a little sissy like Michael, all he has to do is learn to wiggle his hips a little.’

	‘That’s Frieda’s next job,’ said Aunt Victoria. Then she spoke to her nephew. ‘Now walk around the room and show us how pretty you are.’

	Tottering, Michael discovered that the chain was not a restriction. Each step he dared take was just a few inches and only the rattle of the metal on the floorboards and the click of his heels marked each unsteady step. He managed the line to get behind Aunt Victoria’s chair without real problems and tried to reach for the back of it to steady himself. ‘Not like that, boy,’ said Aunty Victoria, ‘learn to walk with hands behind your back because sometimes it will be necessary…’ 

	So he clasped his hands behind his back and struggled on. The shoes offered no real support and his toes began to hurt, but he struggled on to make it to behind Aunt Tamara’s chair before attempting the long way to the door. Just before he made it, he almost fell and stopped a moment before assaying another step. All the while the women commented on his progress, the most welcome comment coming from Aunt Tamara who announced that he was a ‘natural’ in the shoes.

	The door opened and Ivanka appeared. She glanced at Michael and a small pert smile came to her lips as she signaled that dinner was ready in five. 

	‘Excellent,’ said Miss Prudence, ‘How fast the time passes when we are enjoying ourselves so much. What’s on the menu?’

	‘Ma’am,’ said Frieda. ‘Ivanka has prepared fresh champignon soup creamed with onion followed by steak tatar. The main is smoked haddock, new potatoes and buttered carrots and parsnip purée followed by sticky toffee pudding and vanilla custard.’

	‘Oh Mama, what fabulous a list of my favorites,’ said Miss Prudence to her mother. ‘You really are out to spoil me!’

	The three women headed for the dining room and the laid table as Frieda paced with Michael and stopped him. ‘Just one small addition that I asked Mistress for,’ she said. ‘She indulged my request and I have so been looking forward to amusing them all with my idea…’ She held up her hand dangling a chain with a looped leather handle and clipped it to his leash. 

	‘Now I can guide you, sissy-boy,’ she gloated. ‘After the meal they’ll all find out what your little naughty hobby is, I am so looking forward to showing them what a little pervert you are!’

	‘Miss Frieda, please don’t,’ begged Michael, you are so unfair…’

	‘You’ll have to do a lot better than that, sissy. If you think that your life is hell now, just wait until I am given the power to punish you like you should be for your laziness!’

	Michael started to sob and Frieda turned to admire the effect of her bullying with a small laugh. ‘Come along bitch, you’ll just love the menu that I’ve had prepared especially for your pleasure…’

	She gave a light tug on the chain that almost tipped him over, but he managed a step and then another as he hobbled to the dining room. When they entered the room, the women were already seated and Ivanka was filling their glasses with champagne. A small applause met the arrival of the two late comers and Michael was led to the place where a high table had been set up with his plastic bowl and a teated cup. Frieda hung the leather strap on a hook up high and stood by Michael’s side as they waited for the food. Ivanka appeared with a tureen and ladled out the soup and then disappeared again whilst the three women started to eat. 

	‘Now then, Frieda,’ said Aunt Victoria as she paused with her spoon full. ‘I am all ears. You said that there was a serious breach of behavior on Michael’s part, I think that we are all interested to  hear what he has been up to…’

	Frieda pulled herself up straight and smiled. ‘I will hold back the details, but the recording is available in the maid’s parlor if you wish to view it. I reviewed the tape from two days ago that showed his unsupervised efforts at cleaning your shoes in the hallway and saw that he played with himself to climax whilst handling your favorite boots. I wanted to punish him for this, but you gave strict orders to report serious misdemeanors to you for action.’

	Miss Prudence stopped short and looked at Michael with a hard glance. ‘Is this true, Michael?’ she asked.

	Michael would have nodded, but the collar held him rigid. ‘Please Miss Prudence, I couldn’t help myself…’

	Aunt Victoria savored her soup and then said, ‘As I thought, Michael shows one face to us and does another thing in private. We shall discuss this matter after dinner and decide appropriate punishment. Well done Frieda, but I have this to say to you. ‘You are responsible for Michael and so you must accept some of the blame! That you reviewed yesterday’s recording only today is another black mark. I am not happy at all with not knowing immediately when something like this occurs. Do you understand?’

	‘Ma’am,’ I’m sorry…’

	‘It is a plus that she came clean with this, though,’ said Miss Prudence to her mother. ‘She deserves credit for that!’

	‘Also a matter for discussion after the meal,’ said Aunt Victoria. ‘Now let’s enjoy and leave the matter to be settled afterwards.’ 

	Michael stood and his body heaved with silent sobs as the soup was finished and the next course arrived. The steak tatar arrived and was matched by a small glass of red while Michael still did not see his own plate filled. The three women chatted, mostly about Miss Prudence’s last holiday in Barbados and then the main arrived and was served by Ivanka. 

	She served each of them and then came back from the kitchen to fill Michael’s bowl with a slop of what looked like apple sauce that had been stirred with something dark that flecked it with brown. He reached for the spoon, but Frieda slapped his hand away and took it herself. ‘I am feeding you, sissy,’ she whispered as she dipped the spoon for a heap of the gloop. Michael opened his mouth and she spooned it in. The taste was indiscernibly strong. A smell like cooked meat and apple, but a taste sweet and salt that filled his senses before the taste hit him. Like game that had gone off, like a sickening taste of fat with the sugar and salt creating a choking taste that overwhelmed his senses. ‘Good?’ she whispered sweetly, ‘I had Ivanka make it specially for you.’

	Michael could not speak, it was so difficult to swallow but the next heaped spoonful waited already at his lips. The three women did not even notice what was happening, but tucked into their meal with gusto. ‘This is perfect,’ said Miss Prudence. ‘The haddock is so tender and melts like butter on the tongue.’ Michael swallowed and took in more from Frieda as he struggled with the food. He knew that any fuss would see him in even more trouble and he was in deep as it was. Spoonful by spoonful, Frieda emptied the bowl and scraped it clean.

	‘Did you enjoy that?’ hissed Frieda in his ear and Michael managed a small ‘thank you’ as she signaled Ivanka for another full bowl. 

	It was then that Miss Victoria noticed more being served to her nephew and said, ‘One bowl is enough! Michael has to watch his waistline.’ A surge of gratitude filled him and he stood as Frieda wiped his lips with a damp cloth and he watched the three women make an attempt at the dessert. Only Miss Prudence finished her plate, the others leaving most of it as Michael longed for the scraps from their plates. 

	A glass of port each and Aunt Victoria lit a cigarette followed by Aunt Tamara. They sat a while and chatted on as espresso was served with chocolates. Two hours the meal lasted and Michael was almost desperate to take the weight from his toes. Frieda had disappeared into the kitchen and closed the door and he was left standing and shuffling occasionally to shift the weight to the footy that pained him the least. At last it seemed that they had reached the end of the chatter and chuckles as Miss Prudence revealed that she had taken the holiday with her latest boyfriend, Mark, who had happily paid all the costs just to lure her into his arms.

	‘I have to ask dear,’ said Miss Prudence’s mother. ‘Separate rooms or not?’

	‘Mama, separate rooms, but I was tempted in the end and I have to say that he was perfect. Strong, masculine, abs to die for and so considerate.’

	‘You deserve it,’ commented Aunt Tamara.

	‘I know that I shouldn’t say this in front of Mama,’ said Miss Prudence, ‘but Donald is a lover that… how can I put this delicately… has more than the average and knows how to use it! Creative as well, I don’t think that there is anything that he wouldn’t do to make every minute sheer paradise! Even out of bed, he is a real charmer, but not over the top, if you know what I mean.’

	Aunt Victoria sighed and said, ‘I could say the same for your father, dear. Obliging, wealthy enough and a man who made me so happy…’ It was the first time that Michael had heard his aunt speak about her late husband and he wondered how the man had managed to please such a demanding women. But, the thought of Miss Prudence in his imaginings was probably the cause of the massive erection that lifted the hem of his dress and caused it to bod with the friction on the lacy underside.

	The small movement from across the room caused Aunt Victoria to pause as she noticed the unseemly excitement and she put her glass down and glared at Michael. ‘We are not here for your amusement,’ she said severely. ‘How dare you show yourself like this when I am entertaining?’

	‘Please Aunty, I just can’t control it, I’m trying hard but…’

	Aunt Victoria sighed theatrically and said, ‘What are we going to do… what do we have to do to get you to control yourself? I had thought that at last we were moving to a better place, and you have spoiled it with your need for exhibitionism. Really, on top of Frieda’s report that little plaything of yours is making me really furious with your persistent disobedience.’

	‘I can’t help it…’ wailed Michael forgetting all protocol. ‘I am excited all the time and, and, and…’

	‘And what?’ snapped Miss Prudence. ‘And you want your Aunt to control it? And you want punishing until it stops? And you are an embarrassment to the woman that has spent so much effort over the last years? Which is it boy?’

	‘The first, Miss Prudence, please help me, please…’ he wailed. ‘I try so hard!’

	There was silence from all three woman and Aunt Victoria lit a slim long cigarette and contemplated her nephew with hard searching eyes. The pause seemed to last for hours, but by the time she finished her cigarette she had clearly made some sort of decision.

	‘There are various possibilities,’ she declared in a tone that brooked no argument. ‘The first is regular punishments that will remind Michael that it is my responsibility to correct this lascivious behavior. A good caning for this sort of behavior on a scale that we all agree is both fair and more a correction than a venting of my irritation. Another possibility would be to create a situation where it becomes impossible for my nephew to display himself like a little slut in heat. The last would be to have some sort of therapy or rehabilitation that will correct the problem by drugs, an operation or some other similar means.’

	She turned to the other two at the table and asked, ‘Those are my choices, which do you think I should use?’

	‘I believe that strict caning is the only solution,’ said Miss Prudence. ‘Every slip from the path should result in corporal punishment until he understands.’

	‘I would go for restraint,’ said Aunt Tamara. ‘Control the problem and it will go away, it’s as simple as that.’

	‘And professional correction? One small visit to a private clinic would solve the problem for ever,’ said Aunt Victoria. ‘It seems that we all have a different route, and we need to find a little consensus.’ She looked over at the pink sissy who trembled as he struggled to control his erection, but the Viagra that had been added to his food resisted his attempts and the frock exacerbated the problem for him. 

	‘What would be your second choice,’ asked Aunt Tamara. ‘Maybe we can reach agreement on that?’

	Michael listened to their discussion and a terror filled him so that he almost started to beg. Aunty Victoria scared him even though her exact idea was not clear, he imagined that he would be shorn of his cock, and the thought caused him to collapse. He fell off his heels as his knees went and the collar and leash brought him to a stop. A look of sheer disdain in Miss Prudence’s expression, perhaps pity in that of Aunt Tamara and a cold glance from his Aunt, and still his cock bobbed in plain sight as he struggled to his feet and stood again as the conversation continued.

	‘Second is some sort of restraint, I suppose,’ said Aunt Victoria. ‘As long as it is applied constantly…’

	‘Well then,’ said Aunt Tamara, ‘let’s go for that and review it in a month or two. The others can always be revisited as we decide.’

	‘I could accept that,’ said Miss Prudence. ‘Secure restraint, but punishments to ensure compliance. It seems fair to offer help and at the same time offer painful guidance. An ideal opportunity for Frieda to redeem herself!’

	‘Good, then that’s the solution,’ announced Aunty Victoria. I will order a suitable restraint and meanwhile he is to be watched all the time, not merely by camera on the off chance, but by one of the maids or one of us. Meanwhile I will extend Frieda permission for single strokes of the cane and other casual punishments as she decides.’

	‘But,’ added Aunt Tamara, ‘she must make a record of all uses of corporal punishment that uses the cane and report daily to you when she does.’

	Aunty Victoria lit another cigarette and filled her glass full. ‘I never had problems like this with you,’ she said to her daughter with a sigh. 

	‘That’s because I listened to your every command, Mama,’ came the smug answer.

	 


Pause – Maid Of Dishonor

	‘You know full well what my plans for Michael are,’ said Mistress Victoria to Frieda. ‘I made myself quite plain and am annoyed that you forced my hand. By telling me a day late that you caught Michael was wanking, meant that I had fewer choices as to how to use that to get to the next stage of his training. As it was, it turned out well and we managed it quite well, but I want you to understand that putting you in charge of him was not a decision that was made to permit you to play your own silly games.’

	Frieda looked up at her mistress and felt a delightful shiver of fear. What had started years ago as a willing need to be dominated by the woman that she loved so much had gradually become something so much deeper. Now she was dependent and far more than just a fetish maid she had ever imagined that she could be. Moments of true connection were far and few between now and her craving to be used and exploited drove her ever deeper into her Mistress’ darker shadow. Without Mistress Victoria, Frieda was nothing, without Mistress Victoria, Frieda was a hollow shell that could never find such intensity of debasement as she now needed. 

	She crawled to the boots that her Mistress wore and kissed them passionately before looking up and saying, ‘I am yours, Mistress and yours only. Please punish me to correct my mistakes. I love you so deeply that I would do anything for you. Make me perfect in any way that you decide… I belong to you and I want to suffer for my mistakes.’

	‘This evening you will receive ten strokes of the cane from Ivanka,’ declared Mistress Victoria knowing that Frieda was terrified of the other maid’s clever use of the cane. ‘If I am in the mood for pleasure you will stand and watch as Ivanka satisfies me. For the next week every night will be spent in the cage. Just be glad that I don’t want to upset my nephew’s training to punish you or else your penance would be far more severe. You failed me once, don’t do it again.’

	‘Thank you Mistress.’

	‘Don’t thank me, just do as commanded in future and make sure that every need that I have is taken care of before I have even uttered it!’

	She looked at the woman that had thought that becoming a fetish maid would be an endless road to pleasure and was proud of what she had created. What had been fetish was now a desire to serve Victoria’s whims. What had been mere erotic punishment was now a need to be utterly under her Mistress’ heels and what had been love was now an obsessive slavery that had an iron grip on her every thought.

	‘Now, as if you were back in favor, we shall move Michael to his newly created room. You will lead him by his leash, wait for us and stay silent unless I ask a direct question,’ said Mistress Victoria. ‘Then, when he is settled down, you will serve drinks to us and then go to my suite and prepare yourself for Ivanka. She will choose the cane and she will choose how to administer it, I give her full control. I will arrive when she is done and then decide if I need her for the night.’ 

	Despite her desire to be punished, the real punishment was not the ten strokes of the cane. The real punishment was that her Mistress would not be there to orgasm to her suffering. For Mistress Victoria not to be in view on her vast bed as the cane was administered and she climaxed to each stroke. 

	‘I love you, Mistress,’ said Frieda, looking up to see the sly smile on that hard face. 

	‘Chastity for a week will teach you manners as well,’ said Mistress Victoria as she reveled in her power of this creature that was her own creation. ‘I will know if you cheat, so don’t even consider it! Perhaps discovering what Michael is about to suffer will help you to keep your fucking eyes open. Remember as well, that once the cage is on him, no more Viagra unless I specifically command it, this is an important part of the conditioning, understood?’

	‘Yes Mistress. Thank you.’

	‘Good, that’s settled then. Get your charge and bring sissy up to the bedroom. Wait outside for us to arrive and make sure that you start the training for those shoes immediately. I want him fully ready to be able to do his chores in uniform. What good is a slut maid if she needs all the work done for her?’ The Mistress smiled at the double meaning of her words and raised an eyebrow.

	‘None, Mistress.’

	Frieda stood and curtsied and had just reached the door when her Mistress spoke to her back. ‘And don’t think that I didn’t notice that you gave Michael the dogfood in his meal tonight. That is scheduled for a weeks’ time and you know it,’ said Mistress Victoria with a laugh. ‘I know you better than you know yourself you switch-bitch! What I took in as my maid was a slut that thought she was a masochist. Now you truly are. Don’t forget the lesson, slut!’

	A curtsey as an acknowledgement and Frieda headed to her Mistress’ sissy with a chastened step. Now she loved her Mistress more than ever…

	 


Chapter Thirteen – Standing Room Only

	Frieda took her charge to the hallway with slow steps. As Michael went she led from behind, one hand on a hip to provide a reassuring aid to balance, the other holding the leash. With his head held by the collar, he could not see where he was placing his feet and relied on the maid to talk him through his motions.

	‘Learn to lift with the knee and not the hip,’ said Frieda. ‘Lift faster than you put your heel down and make sure you move your hips sideways and not forwards.’ Michael tried to do as ordered, but his feet had been in the shoes for hours now and alternated between numb and pins-and-needles. 

	‘Now we approach the first step,’ said Frieda. ‘Use your right to make it and then the left to gain the step. Then the right again and so on. If your hands are free, you may use the rail, if not then keep it close in case you start to lose your balance.’

	Michael found the step and did as instructed. The chain had been calculated for exactly the distance of a stair and made it easy to decide how far to lift. As he labored up the stairs, Frieda talked him through it and Michael wondered what had caused her to be so helpful. Just a couple of hours ago she had been his enemy, now she was his friend, and he could not understand the reason why. It took ten minutes to ascend, and he was permitted a brief respite before they started on the long corridor to his old room. Despite the agony, slowly he was getting the idea of how to balance, swaying his hips at each step to keep the center of gravity over his thighs. Finally they reached the door and Michael reached for the handle.

	‘We are to wait here for them,’ said Frieda as she hitched his lead to a hook. ‘Place your back to the wall without touching it, spread your feet as far as the chain permits, keep your mouth closed and your hands behind your back, but not touching the wall. This is the position that you will be required to hold when you are hitched to a hook or anything else for that matter. If your hands are free, you may straighten the dress to fluff up the lace, otherwise stay still and do not move.’

	Michael decided to risk asking a question. ‘How do I thank people when I can barely stand let alone crawl?’

	‘I will teach you how to cope with that as well as all your chores, Michael. Don’t worry, everything you will need to do has been decided for you and the next week will answer all your questions,’ she said. ‘Just concentrate on what is demanded of you and leave the rest to me.’

	Happy that he was not scolded for his daring, Michael decided to risk no more conversation and Frieda seemed satisfied with his choice. He knew that they were in the lounge relaxing and he carefully moved his weight from foot to foot to make the position bearable. At last he heard the lounge door open downstairs and the voices of the three women as they headed up the stairs. 

	‘I am so glad that you waited for me before you showed him the room,’ drifted Tamara’s voice from below. ‘I can’t wait to see it.’

	‘Mama did the design and planning and I only added a few details to get it right,’ came Miss Prudence’s voice next as the sound of them ascending the stairs got louder. 

	‘A most enjoyable week it has been,’ said Aunt Victoria as they reached the top and came into view. ‘Michael will love it and feel so totally at home, I’m sure.’

	Michael stood rigid and anticipation as well as anxiety filled him to the brim. All he could think about was proving that he was a good boy and hoping that he could find the words of praise that were clearly required no matter what the next few minutes held for him. The thought that Frieda was now allowed to punish him was frightening despite her seemingly changed demeanor and he knew that single stroke of the cane from her would be much worse than the three that he had endured from Aunty Tamara all that time ago.

	‘Ladies, may I present my creation,’ said Aunt Victoria with real pride in her voice. Then she turned to Frieda and said, 'you two may enter when I have shown the room to prudence and Tamara.’

	Michael heard the door open and the oohs and aahs as the three women entered and then the door closed behind them. He could hear Aunt Victoria’s voice and then the others and occasional laughter as he stood and trembled in fretfulness. It seemed that showing them his room took hours, but it was just ten minutes before the door opened again and Aunt Victoria gave permission for Frieda and Michael to enter.

	Step by step, he turned and the first sight he had through the open door was pink. Pink, pink and more pink! Not a subtle shallow or pastel pink, but a neon brightness that seared the eyes in the bright light that filled the room. He stepped in to find that everything that had been before was gone, to be replaced by an intense replication of a nursery designed for an adult. What did he see first? What most represented this pink inferno that was now his room? The cot on the wall where his bead had been, high bars and a lid that clearly closed it like a cage with a pink padlock dangling as if to render absolutely clear the purpose of that piece of furniture. No bedding, just a pink rubber sheet that covered the base and the rings set at intervals were ominous… But the thing that caused the most terror was the one thing that seemed most harmless. The giant teddy bear in the corner that somehow contrasted the evil purpose of the cot itself. 

	He looked at Aunty Victoria and she smiled as she turned to daughter and friend and said, ‘I had the wallpaper printed especially for Michael.’ Her words drew his gaze to the walls where little unicorns danced, rainbows spanned, ragdolls danced and cute elves ate picnics. That was the first impression but close inspection revealed her wicked sense of humor.

	‘Look, the little gagged dolly is being fucked that elf,’ exclaimed Miss Prudence with a chuckle. ‘And look where the unicorn is poking his horn! What a smile on his face!’ Miss Prudence and Aunt Tamara moved around the room and inspected the seemingly harmless pictures, finding more and more amusing vignettes and Michael followed their excited pointing and felt a shiver run down his corseted spine. 

	‘Three hundred of them and all different,’ said Aunt Victoria with a laugh. ‘I found an artist who has an imagination that puts mine to shame!’

	A mobile that followed the theme, a mirrored dressing table and a chest of drawers all in bright pink. They stood on a pink marble floor and were matched to the curtains. Miss Prudence lifted the net curtains for a moment and Michael saw that the glass was now a frosted panel with pink bars on the inside. The room was a pink sissy prison and Michael the prisoner. In the corner was a large toy chest and Miss Prudence opened it. Michael could nor see the detail, but he could see that it was full of soft toys. ‘One of my touches,’ said Michael’s cousin. ‘I had them all custom-made in Belgium for him to play with if he is alone.’

	‘Naughty,’ laughed Aunt Tamara. ‘I’ve never seen the like!’ But Aunt Victoria closed the box and Michael did not see what amused them all so. 

	What he did see was that two cameras were now in the corners of the room, looking down and allowing constant coverage of every inch of it. 

	Aunt Victoria noticed his gaze and said to Michael, ‘After getting caught out by Frieda playing with yourself, I would say that the cameras are needed, Michael. Don’t think that they can’t see in the dark either!’

	‘Well darling,’ said Aunt Tamara, I am most impressed. ‘You seem to have thought of everything and I’m sure that Michael is really grateful for every penny that you have spent and all the thoughtful touches in such a lavish room for him.’ At her words, all three women looked at him and Michael realized that the moment had come where he had to thank them properly for this pink abyss. This prison that was clearly just another means of humiliating and shaming him.

	‘I don’t like it,’ he stuttered as a need revolt finally overcame him.

	Face like thunder, a grim tightening of her lips, furrows on that forehead and a voice that spat the words like rounds from a pistol. Michael had never seen his Aunt as angry as she was at this moment and he whimpered in distress as she took a step towards him and said, ‘How dare you say that when I have put in all this effort? How dare you?’

	Lost for words she slapped his face and moved her face to just inches from his. ‘Take back those words, you wanking little ingrate, take them back or there will be a reckoning. I can change my mind, sissy and this will be the result!’ Her hand flicked at his erection and suddenly Michael remembered what she had suggested happen to him as a punishment for playing with himself. Almost as if she had the knife in her hand, he reeled backwards from her ending sitting on the edge of the open cot. 

	‘Oh, oh, oh,’ he wailed. ‘God, please Aunty, please, please…’ his voice choked on the words, but his lips worked mouthing a stream of begging words as he retreated into the cot. But, pleading was no apology and acceptance!

	‘Lock the little sissy up,’ said Aunt Victoria, her words grinding from her like stones as her rage mounted. ‘Close the cot and let him sleep in his dress to show him what happens to a sissy that defies his generous Aunty.’ 

	‘Ma’am’ said Frieda as she lowered the lid that also dropped down to close the side. A quick movement closed the padlock and Frieda stepped back to take her out of the direct path of Aunt Victoria’s wrath.

	‘I will not have you shaming me in front of my daughter and best friend,’ started Aunt Victoria. ‘How dare you? How dare you?’ she spluttered as she suddenly realized that she had overstepped herself. 

	Moved too fast and attempted too much in one day. The clothes, the meal, the boots and then the room. What should have been dragged out patiently over perhaps two weeks had been rushed in a single day and Michael had finally rebelled. Her mind raced as she tried to find a way out of the impasse, because she could not be seen to ack down and yet backdown was exactly what needed to be done. Suddenly she was at a loss and saw that everything was at risk, it would all come tumbling down if she made another error.

	‘Poor, poor, naughty little sissy, she’s all scared and frightened now,’ said Frieda. ‘Did she say the first thing that came into her little head without really wanting to anger her Aunty?’ Despite the order to stay silent, she alone understood Michael’s sheer terror and she reacted instinctively with words in a comforting tone of voice.

	Aunt Tamara had been taken by surprise by the rebellion. All evening, with amazement she had watched the breaking of her friend’s victim and had been fooled by the ease that he had surrendered each new humiliation heaped on the next. Gathering herself mentally, she surreptitiously patted Frieda’s ass in congratulation and lowered to squat at the cage to catch the attention of the victim of their manipulation, blocking his view of all but her. She allowed her legs to open, thanking luck that she had chosen a wide skirt, allowing his eyes to take in her naked thighs and parting pussy and forced a broad smile to her lips. 

	‘Come on Michael,’ she said warmly. ‘Of course it all seems strange now, but you will love the room when you and I have made a few small changes! Your Aunty only wants the best for you and it would be so nice if you could tell her that all her effort has not been wasted.’ She waited for a reaction and was gratified to see that he was fixated by the vista that she had opened for him. A few more words, she decided, then get him on her own and reward him as only she had ever done. Prove to him that Aunty Tamara was his friend, that Aunty Tamara found the room exciting in a way that made her give in to his desperate needs.

	‘I’ll tell you what,’ she said in an almost-whisper as if their conversation was private. ‘You just say sorry to your Aunty and I will show you why this room will be perfect for playing in…’

	His eyes tore themselves from watching a dribble of excitement hang as a droplet from her open pussy and he started to sob. ‘I’m sorry, Aunty Tamara, I’m so sorry I said that, but my room is not what I wanted…’

	‘None of us gets what we want,’ said Aunt Tamara in a sympathetic tone. 

	‘We all have to think of others and pretend sometimes. Even your Aunty did not get what she wanted and she is the best Aunty a young man could have! So just a word and then we can discuss it all and I will promise that the room will become your favorite place to be.’

	Michael wiped the tears from his eyes and nodded. ‘Please Aunty, please can I apologize for upsetting you?’

	Aunt Tamara turned her head and looked up at her friend with pouted lips and a small wink. ‘I am not happy,’ said Aunt Victoria, ‘but I accept the apology.’ She was about to finish there, but Aunt tamara gave another wink and a sharp nod to lead her on to say more. ‘I will forget that this ever happened if you promise me that you’ll be a good boy.’ To Frieda and the other two women, the words sounded insincere and forced, but to Michael they were taken with a sense of relief that caused him to apologize again.

	‘I just wanted to thank you,  Aunty, but the words came…’

	Aunt Tamara took over again. Behind her back she waved a hand for the others to leave and it was Miss Prudence that took the baton. ‘I think that we should give Tam a moment with Michael, clearly he is too upset…’ With that Miss Prudence took her mother’s elbow and led her out, closely followed by Frieda.

	The door closed and in the corridor outside, Aunt Victoria heaved a sigh. 

	‘I pushed far too hard,’ she said. ‘I should have realized that the room could wait, but I just couldn’t resist watching him crumble.’ She turned to Frieda and said, ‘Your sentence is reduced five strokes and to just three nights in the cage, Frieda. You opened the door again even if you broke my explicit command. 

	‘What now?’ asked Miss Prudence. 

	‘Now we see what is happening in the pink room,’  said her mother. ‘Let’s see how Tam sorts out the mess that I made…’

	She led them across the corridor and unlocked the door of what had been a box room in days gone by. Two screens displayed the events in the room and the sound of Aunt Tamara’s voice came from the speaker. ‘I think that we can unlock this, don’t you,’ she was saying as she turned the key and lifted the heavy steel side and top of the cot to hook it onto the wall above. Michael nodded and whimpered.

	‘These shoes hurt so much,’ he whined.

	‘I don’t have the key,’ said Aunt Tamara, ‘but I think that the shoes don’t really hurt when you are not standing anyway.’ She stood up and towered over the still cowering victim of her mental assault. Her hands went to her blouse and she started to unbutton herself slowly, catching the intent gaze of Michael and slowly revealing the lacy bra that supported her. A simple pull at the bow in the centre allowed the bra to fall free and her large breasts to hang. Her hands moved over them and tweaked the stiffening nipples.

	‘No one’s looking,’ she lied. ‘let’s play a little. Do you want to play in your cot or on the floor?’

	Michael started to wake from the nightmare that was turning into a dream come true. ‘The cot please, the floor is too hard!’ His hand moved almost to his rigid cock and stopped as if blocked by an invisible force. ‘Please can I?’ he begged. ‘Please can I touch?’

	‘That’s not allowed,’ said the woman that was leading him to destruction. 

	‘Your Aunt would not be happy if I let you play with yourself, but she never said that I couldn’t!’ her hand extended and touched him, rubbed the weeping tip and stroked through the hair down to his balls. ‘These are so sweet,’ she said as she teased him. ‘Is this what you want?’

	‘Mmm,’ he sighed and whimpered at each touch and each small friction of her nails on his cock. ‘That’s so good Aunty, I have missed you so much that I just couldn’t help myself.’

	‘You broke your promise to me,’ she said. ‘But I’ll forgive you if you forgive your Aunty. She’s my best friend in all the world and can be a bit strict, but she means well and one favor deserves another…’

	‘I couldn’t help myself, I so had to touch and play with myself, I really had to because I was scared that you weren’t coming back to teach me more,’ whined Michael. 

	‘Then perhaps we can start again, and you can promise that you won’t do it again if I promise that I will always be here for you. It was naughty but it’s forgiven if you promise me…’

	‘I promise you forever and ever,’ said Michael as her hand crept under his ass and probed. He could feel a single finger entering him as it sought that special secret place that only it knew. It moved inside causing him to sigh and moan and then rubbed gently, goading a reaction. Michael dared not ask for anything, but his dream came true as Aunt Tamara moved closer and closer and lifted a breast with her free hand. 

	‘One little gentle kiss as you spurt for me,’ she said softly. ‘When you leak and give me your come, then a little kiss is allowed.’

	Just the words triggered Michael so fast that she barely had time to offer her nipple to his lips as his cock gave up its load. Slow pulses of come that leaked onto the rubber sheet as she lingered a moment and felt his lips purse over her nipple and suckle before she leaned back slowly out of reach.

	‘Oh, well done, boy. You are so good at this, do you want to go again?’  she asked. ‘You have a gentle touch, Michael and it really gets me hot, so it’s my turn next.’

	On the screen the watchers saw Tamara slide up the hem of her skirt and slip her hand to her pussy. They could not see the detail, but watched the elbow move and Michael’s eyes grow like saucers as she treated him to a private show. ‘This is how much your new room turns me on,’ she gasped as her hand moved. ‘I love pink, do you know why?’

	Michael watched a finger slide in and out of her and nodded. ‘Because it’s your color, Aunty,’ he said as he gave all his attention to the wetness that made her skin glisten and the pink interior slippery and wet. ‘It’s my favorite color too…’

	Aunty Tamara climaxed and then decided to treat herself again. Not for Michael, but because she really was feeling the power that she had over the young man and exulted in its glow. She had discovered the secret of all men, give little gain everything, give nothing take it all and the very thought of how she was sucking him in and breaking him with just a few words and motions sent her to another orgasm that caused her thighs to shudder and her breath to come in gasps. ‘That’s how good pink is,’ she wheezed as she initiated a third climax. Her thighs opened wide, her skirt fell away and Michael moved his hand and withdrew it when she glowered at him a moment. ‘Your turn will come in a moment, boy, but now I get to go again. Do you know why?’

	‘Because, because…’ he said as he was lost for words at the exhibition that was happening so close by he could have reached to touch it. 

	‘Because you are so cute in that dress and heels, because you are so pink like I am, because I am Aunty Tamara and you have to do what I say. Because you know that all you really want to do is please all the women that you know. That’s why I come first, that’s why you have to wait and be a good boy.’ She paused her flow of words as she slid three fingers in deep and fucked herself with a groan of sheer bliss. ‘Make me come by telling me what you really want…’

	‘I want to belong to you,’ he said. ‘You or Aunty or even Miss Prudence. Sometimes it is so hard, but all I want to do is make you glad that I stay and, and…’ Lost for words he watched Aunty Tamara climax a third time and was overwhelmed with lust as she lifted her hand and moved it close to his lips. 

	‘Do you want to taste me?’ she asked. 

	Michael whined and she touched her wet finger to his lips and watched him lap at them as she savored her aroma. Soapy sweet, clean and perfect, he opened his legs and begged with his eyes. 

	‘I think a nice quickie has been earned,’ said Aunt Tamara. Deliberately with her wet hand she took his erection and pulled him back. Caught by the suddenness of his climax she failed to get her hand clear in time and watched his stiff cock pump come that dribbled the length of it to her hand.

	‘I’m so sorry, Aunty,’ said Michael. ‘I could not help it…’

	‘That’s good, Michael! It shows that you are learning. Cocks that come at a single touch are very special and you should be proud and not apologize,’ she said. Then she slowly stood and buttoned her blouse and picked up her bra. ‘Just remember, pink is a special color for us both,’ she whispered as she lowered the bars of the cot and closed the lock. 

	Suddenly there was a desperate look on Michael’s face and Aunt tamara was forced to sooth his fears. ‘Teddy will look after you through the night and I will make sure that I came and wake you in the morning with Frieda. Then we will work together to help you learn what a good boy you can be with just a teensy, teensy bit of effort.' 

	‘You will come back?’

	‘Darling little boy, I will make sure that you satisfy that strict aunt of yours and learn all that you need to know,’ she said with a smile. She walked from the room and blew a small kiss as she closed the door. ‘Nighty night, little sissy, see you in the morning…’

	The door closed and then the light went out leaving just a slight pink glow that allowed Michael to pick out the mobile that rotated over his head. A final confirmation that pink really was his favorite color after all. Michael touched his cock and whimpered in the dark, he longed to comfort and play with it, but he withdrew his hand as the thought of his Aunt Tamara came to mind and he lifted his fingers to his lips as he pictured once again that glorious moment when he had been permitted to kiss that dark nipple, feel intimacy on his lips and know that she needed him as much as he needed her. 

	That night he dreamed of snuggling up to her fabulous breasts and that she climaxed as he suckled.

	 


Chapter Fourteen – Taking A Step Back

	‘So, what happens now?’ asked Prudence as she raised her glass and sipped a little of the brandy. ‘I just can’t believe that he actually defied you like that Mama. I thought that you were about to explode!’

	‘I was foolish,’ said Victoria with a wan smile. ‘I have got so used to getting my own way with Michael and everything else that I just heaped too much up in one go. In one day, I tried to turn Michael from a dependent unsure young man who is swayed by humiliation and fear of the unknown into a full blown sissy-slut. A grave mistake.’

	‘Frieda was quick witted,’ said Tamara. ‘She did well, I hope that you acknowledged her intervention?’

	‘I did,’ said Victoria tartly. ‘It hurts to back down!’

	‘In the end, perhaps there’s no real harm done,’ said Tamara. ‘But now we know that there is still a Michael inside the arriving Michelle. Something important happened today that I think we should take note of. Michael might be pathetic, vacillating and lazy. He also has a side of him that needs a mother figure to tell him how to behave. He is not weak in the sense that he cannot make up his mind, he is weak in that he desperately needs others to show him affection and comfort. This is the approach that needs to be taken.’

	Both women looked at Victoria for a response, but she just lit a cigarette and poured herself a brandy. 

	‘I don’t understand,’ said Prudence as much to fill the silence as to hear Tamara’s opinion.

	‘It’s not simple, the character and personality of a person are a meld of three main constituents, and bear in mind that they are present in diverse amounts in each of us,’ said Tamara. ‘Past experience, this includes instinctive learned behavior as well as memories, life lessons and education. The second is unconscious reaction. This includes reaction to stimuli, sexual, sensory, pain and so on. In other words the things that are like breathing. Under our control when we remember and automatic most of the time. The last is our perception and understanding of empathy. If you like, what do others think of me and how do I perceive my social place in the world. What we are doing as we train Michael is to move all three of these essential parts of him to an acceptance of a low and powerless role. Most of all, that third part of him is remodeled to create a mind that accepts being owned as a part of his umwelt.’

	Victoria laughed and blew a smoke ring. ‘Tam is right, of course! She has the education in psychology that frames all of these concepts into neat little bundles and makes an equation which can be solved. I see it in different language,’ she said as she finally relaxed and felt at ease.

	‘Every time a person is in a relationship they change. Step by step they become someone else. In most relationships one is not trying hard to manipulate the other, but of course they do, but the important thing is that they are not trying. What we are up to is to take Michael and consciously change his relationship to us by a deliberate series of steps. If the steps become to big, then we risk a reversion like the one we saw tonight.’

	‘Nicely put, Vicky,’ said Tamara. ‘So our problem is, and that’s if it is a problem, what happens next? Prudence is quite right, if the wind changes the sails need resetting.’

	‘And it’s up to me to decide?’ laughed Victoria.

	‘Of course it is, you own Michael, you decide what to do with him,’ said Prudence. ‘He is a slave and you are the Mistress.’

	‘I don’t own him yet, dear. I will when we are done, but not yet,’ said Victoria. 

	‘We need to get away from all of this BDSM technical talk,’ said Tamara with a small smile. ‘Essentially it is all a fantasy between consenting adults and what is happening here is quite different. So forget all those words and let’s concentrate on a path forward.’

	‘The aim is still the same, Tam. He signs it all away and we reap the benefits. He belongs to me, and I have total control over every facet of his existence,’ said Victoria. She held the cigarette in her fingertips and watched it burn down. A trickle of blue smoke ran upwards and shattered into thousand wavelets. ‘I want it all…’

	‘That has always been the aim, darling,’ said Tamara. ‘Let’s discuss how we get there. You are far too impatient and impulsive, my dear. I say that what we do is to slow down and just await a reaction form Michael.  Make no moves until we are sure that this is just a single moment of resistance. Then we take our program and implement it a single step at a time, like we first agreed.’

	‘It’s still possible by the summer as we planned?’ asked Victoria.

	‘It’s still possible by summer as we hoped,’ said Tamara. ‘Set no timetable, take it easy and enjoy the ride. What we need to figure out now is, has Michael learned that saying ‘no’ brings a result for him or has the crack been plastered over? The best way of finding out is to leave things as they are with no back-pedaling and see if he says ‘no’ again.’

	‘What do you mean by back-pedaling?’ asked Prudence.

	‘What I mean is that everything so far stays in place,’ said Tamara. ‘The shoes, the dress, the room and so on. We simply take that as the ‘new normal’ and wait for it to become routine in his daily life. Only then do we move on the other parts that are planned as next steps.’

	‘Like the make-up for instance,’ said Prudence. ‘I was looking forward to that!’

	‘It will happen,’ said Tamara. ‘As will the sexual services as soon as we have him in chastity. But, not until then…’

	‘Chastity control will be difficult if we are trying not to punish him all the time or we don’t have that cock of his physically under control,’ said Victoria. ‘Maybe we should shackle him in the cot?’

	‘That’s exactly what I’m talking about,’ said Tamara hotly. ‘In the guise of a solution we add a problem. I will deal with the sexual side, I’ll gradually build up the chastity because I think that there is another problem that I’ve noticed with Michael that needs to be sorted out pretty fast…’

	‘Which is?’ asked Victoria. 

	‘Premature ejaculation! Occasionally I have aimed for it to humiliate, but in Michael’s case this is not the right direction,’ said Tamara. ‘It is the result of the constant erections and chastity. When the Viagra is cut off, it will be easier to get where I want him to be.’

	‘Already done,’ said Victoria. ‘I spoke to Frieda and Ivanka and the constant erections are going to die down.’

	Prudence tittered. ‘I could not help staring for the first hour,’ she said. 

	‘OK, I think that I will want him to go the other way. A lack of climactic ejaculation with the only outlet from prostate stimulation,’ said Tamara. ‘This fits the chastity device as a mere reminder of what has been and not a real safeguard against orgasm. Does that sound right to you, Vicky?’

	‘Perfect,’ she answered. She looked at her watch and pulled a face. ‘OK, I agree, we stay still for a week or two and then see how it looks. No punishments from Frieda and no changes at all to level of control. The Viagra is stopped anyway, the rest is long term. I’ll cancel the appointments at the piercing studio…’

	‘Vicky, no physical adjustments until I say so!’

	‘Exactly, Tam. Then the shackles and other toys are kept out of sight. But, the chores have to be done and the uniform stays…’

	‘I will speak to Frieda about the chores and the training to walk in the ballet boots,’ said Tamara. ‘What I want you to do for at least the next week or two is just stay out of sight!’

	‘In my own house,’ laughed Victoria.

	‘In your own house, my dear, Jesus the place is big enough!’ laughed Tamara. ‘If the two of you don’t meet, then how can there be a crisis where you need to be conciliatory and he needs to beg all the time. Far too much stress, darling. That’s for the both of you!’

	Prudence giggled at the telling off Tamara was giving Mama and Victoria’s lips became a thin line.

	‘Just relax darling. Stay clear, tell us which rooms are out of bounds for your use and please make sure that no more dogfood is served until he is ready for it!’

	‘You noticed that as well,’ said Victoria with a smile. 

	‘Of course I noticed it!’

	‘Frieda is getting five strokes from Ivanka as we speak for that little trick,’ said Victoria. ‘It was ten, but after tonight I reduced it by half…’

	‘Even five from Ivanka is severe,’ laughed Prudence. 

	‘Ivanka is Ivanka,’ said Victoria with a small smile. ‘Silent, obedient and she knows when I expect an exemplary punishment. She has everything that I want, apart from what Michael is going to give me, of course!’

	‘You attract sadists like shit pulls in the flies,’ said Tamara with a broad smile.

	‘Are you including me in that?’ asked Prudence.

	‘You are merely your mother’s perfect creation, but the same principle applies!’

	The End

	The second part of the trilogy is: ‘Tuition’
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