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Jason stared at the formulas written on the notebook in front of him, tapping his pen rhythmically as he tried to focus on working out the answer. It was made all the more difficult by the hand of his personal tutor, Daisy, which trailed over his naked body and relentlessly teased between his legs, where a pink chastity cage confined the strength of his arousal.

"Any ideas?" the girl asked, pretending to give full attention to the question despite her wandering hand.

"No, it's too hard."

Daisy smirked as she rubbed the solid plastic of the chastity device. It had been a week since she had turned Jason, an irresponsible, selfish jock, into her obedient submissive. After that first day together, where she had handcuffed him, given him plenty of pain, then allowed him a horribly ruined orgasm, she had still been surprised to see him turn up at her apartment a week later just as she requested. Maybe it was just the need to be unlocked, but Daisy hoped that his obedience was a result of a more primal desire to serve her and to let go of his immature, boyish bravado.

"I don't care," she said, standing up. "You know this one."

Much to his surprise, Jason's study session with Daisy had actually been just that, a study session. Despite being stripped naked and teased by her, he had spent the last hour being taught math and actually understanding more than he ever would have expected. Because, while Daisy was an extremely sexy and, of course, dominant nerd, with an incredible body under her otherwise modest plaid skirt and wool sweater, she was also incredibly intelligent and a great teacher who knew exactly how to motivate her student.

"Do you need more encouragement?" she asked, pulling her skirt up slightly, just to the top of her white thigh-high stockings.

"Yes, miss." Jason looked distractedly at the glimpse of skin.

"Then solve those final formulas. I'll take something off for each one you do."

Daisy grinned, amused to see his focus switch immediately back to the series of numbers and letters scrawled out before him. Spurred into action by her promise, Jason figured out the first answer.

"36?"

Daisy, who had carefully prepared her lesson plan, knew the correct answers off the top of her head. "That's right, slave. Well done."

Without hesitation she pulled her sweater over the top of her head, careful not to knock her thick-rimmed glasses that were almost a permanent feature of her appearance.

Jason's cock had been straining in its cage, and the glimpse of her bra only increased the discomfort before Daisy lowered back down the t-shirt she had on underneath the sweater. The last week had been difficult for him to get used to living in chastity. Any stray erection, which was frequent, would cause discomfort. It was never painful, but it served as a reminder that he no longer controlled his own pleasure. And the frustration of being unable to stroke, unable to try and relieve the pressure, had only grown with each passing day.

Now Daisy stood there waiting as he tried to decipher the next formula.

"Next one," she said, making his attention snap back to the page.

With a couple of minutes of hard concentration, during which Daisy played absentmindedly with her long hair, Jason eventually stumbled upon the answer.

"7?"

Daisy rolled her eyes theatrically. "I suppose you want me to get cold?" She then stripped her T-shirt off and Jason stared at the white lacy bra that pushed up her amazing breasts. He realised that she must have planned all of this.

"Wow," he said, his erection trying once again to break free.

"Quit staring, bitch, there's still another question to do."

Despite the distracting sight of her, Jason forced himself to look back at the final question. In the corner of his vision Daisy strutted back and forth impatiently. She then leaned forward over the desk to observe his efforts, bringing her impressive cleavage into full view.

"That's not right," she said, tapping at his scribbled attempts to solve the formula. "Close, though. Keep going."

With her encouragement, it wasn't long before Jason put his pen down victoriously.

"112?"

"Well done, slave!"

Daisy stepped back, reached behind her, and unclasped her skirt. It dropped to the floor, she kicked it away, and then she stood there, showing off the lace panties that matched her bra and stockings.

"Like what you see, slave?"

"Yes, miss," Jason replied, almost drooling at the sight of her.

"Come here then. Crawl, slave."

Jason got onto his hands and knees and crawled over to her, coming to a rest at her feet.

"I've spent a lot of time thinking about you, my little bitch, and what I should do with you. It's difficult for me to know what teaching methods work best, but I think I've decided something. So, answer me truthfully, before you met me you enjoyed sleeping around, didn't you?"

"Yes, miss."

"And you loved bragging to your friends about it?"

"Yes, miss."

"But do you know what a girl would be called if she did that? If she hooked up with a new guy every week, if she fucked them for her own pleasure then slipped away without saying goodbye?"

"No, miss."

"Don't lie. You do know. She'd be called a slut. And really, that's what you are. You're a slut. And so I'm going to help you embrace your slutiness."

"What do you mean?" Jason suddenly became fearful.

"Oh don't you worry, you're about to find out. See, I've recently discovered that role playing is an excellent educational tool, particularly for teaching empathy. Wait here and I'll show you."

When Daisy went off to her bedroom, Jason never would have expected her to return with a whole armful of items: an entire set of red lingerie, a dress, shoes, and a complete makeup kit.

"You are going to become my little slut," Daisy said gleefully as she laid everything out on the desk. "So stand up, let me get a good look at you."

Cautiously, Jason did as he was told. His eyes were fixed on the bundle of items as he wondered what his mistress had planned next.

"I had to guess your size," she said as she approached him with the lingerie in hand. "So I hope these fit. You do want to be my slut, don't you?"

"Yes, miss." Jason was intrigued. He had learnt to be comfortable serving Daisy, but this was new territory for him. If it made her happy, though, then he wanted to play along.

"Good. Then let's try this out for size."

She first helped him into the bra. It had been a struggle to find one that would be big enough for his broad shoulders and muscular chest, so she was ecstatic to see it fit perfectly. The cups were already stuffed with soft padding so he was given quite a bust.

Next, Jason put the panties on himself. They rode up between his ass cheeks and hardly covered his pink cage, which threatened to slip out without much warning.

And finally Daisy gave him red stockings and suspenders to complete the set, so that once they were on he was almost matching what she wore, besides from the colours.

"Oh you look wonderful," Daisy said, amused at his visible embarrassment. "But there's still more to do!"

Jason was just getting used to the weight of his padded bra; the faux breasts protruded from his chest to such an extent that they were permanently visible in the bottom borders of his vision. When Daisy brought over a small black dress, he struggled to put it on over his considerable bust. But with her help he just about managed, feeling the material stretching to its limit.

The hem rode high up his thighs and the thin straps did a bad job covering his red bra. He thought he looked ridiculous, but Daisy was pleased.

"Don't be shy," she said, smoothing out the wrinkles of his dress. "Wouldn't you want to try to sleep with a woman if she wore something like this?"

"I suppose, miss," Jason admitted.

"Exactly. And that's why you'll be a perfect slut looking like this. Because you know, deep down, that you love all the attention you get from looking fucking hot."

Jason nodded in quiet agreement. While his cock had grown soft from the initial embarrassment it was now straining in its cage. There was something about this that excited him, having Daisy dress him up like a doll, although he winced at what she had planned next.

"Put these on then sit down, slut," she said, pulling up a chair next to the desk. "I need to make you look even prettier. And I don't want you struggling."

Jason slipped on the heels that she handed over. It must have been a challenge to find a pair big enough, because they fit well. That didn't mean they were easy for him to walk in, however. The stiletto heels were at least four inches high and he was grateful it took only a couple of uncertain steps to get back over to the desk.

When seated, Jason's dress rode up all the way to the top of his thighs, revealing the red panties that were tight from the bulge of his chastity device.

"A good slut knows how to apply her own makeup," Daisy said as she arranged the various cosmetics. "But you can learn that another day. Right now I'm going to show you exactly how you should look. Hold still now."

Jason gripped the arms of the chair as if he was preparing to be subjected to some kind of torture. But it was with great care that Daisy began to apply the makeup. Every touch was delicate against his skin as she put a layer of foundation on his face. Then, like an artist at work, she drew on eyeliner and used a brush for mascara. She examined her tapestry with an eagle eye, touching up here and there and making sure the colour palette was perfect. Eye shadow and a deep red lipstick tied it all together, and by the time she was done her subject felt as if he had been given some sort of spa treatment. He felt so relaxed and his face felt nicely pampered.

"Wait here, slut," Daisy ordered, a satisfied glint in her eye.

She hurried off then came back with a wig, putting it on him before he could complain.

"This will make you look so glamorous!"

The feminised jock accepted the wavy blonde hair, having had no idea that Daisy owned something like this. It brushed softly over his shoulders and easily fell in curtains over his eyes.

"Stand up, slut, let me get a good look at you."

Jason got back onto his unstable feet. He worried that the heels could snap at any minute, but they were reinforced and strong enough for his weight.

"Excellent," Daisy marvelled. "Want to see for yourself? Follow me."

She didn't give him any help as she went over to the large freestanding mirror kept in the corner of the room. Her slave was just made to follow with small, tottering steps. Not only was he cautious about the shoes, but the tight dress prevented any large stride to be taken as he came to a stop to examine his reflection.

He now towered over Daisy even more than before, but he had never felt more belittled. She had changed him into someone almost unrecognisable, although the image was oddly alluring. He had worried that the makeup would look garish, but instead it had been applied perfectly to shape his face and soften his features. His lips were large and red. His eyes were deep and sultry. And his harsh jawline had been made to look feminine due to Daisy's magic touch.

"Don't you look perfect?" She admired him like an artist would a masterpiece. "My little sissy slut, all dressed up just as you should be. I bet you're ready to have some really fun now, right?"

"Yes, miss," Jason nodded slowly, hardly able to take his eyes off his reflection but at once intrigued by what she meant.

"Well, before sissy sluts are allowed out for a night of fun, they have to deserve it first. Do you know how?"

"No, miss."

"My sissy slut needs to earn a good time by helping with some chores. For starters, there's a heap of dishes to wash up. I'm not expected to do all that, am I?"

"No, miss." Jason, despite his inhibitions, felt compelled to follow along with her roleplaying.

"Then go on then, slut. Get cleaning!"

He walked over to the kitchen, finding a bit more confidence in his stride, and reluctantly got to work. He filled the sink with warm, soapy water, and went through the pile of plates, pans, and glasses left on the side, a curiously large amount for a single person.

Meanwhile Daisy padded around the apartment in only her lingerie, setting out the next stage of her plan. Once finished, she went to check on Jason's progress.

"Are you done yet, slut?" She spanked his ass hard, not able to resist how perky it looked under the taut dress. "This is what good slutty girls are meant for, don't you agree? They bend over in bed to get fucked and they bend over to do the chores so the man of the house doesn't have to. And okay, I may not be the man of the house per se, but I am your domme and you will do what I say. So hurry up, bitch, I know you're going to enjoy what I have planned."

Only once Jason had finished drying everything was he allowed to rest, but only for a moment. Daisy then had him follow her to the bathroom, where she made him take his shoes off and stand in the shower cubicle.

"Lift your hands up, slut," she commanded, retrieving a pair of handcuffs and pulling the white curtain all the way to the side. "I don't want to even risk your temptation overwhelming you."

She locked his wrists together above his head, with the chain looped over the shower rail so that he couldn't move far from the spot.

"You're already dressed and made up for a night out," she said, "but we need to sort out what's going on down here. All that hair on your legs, frankly, it's gross. And good sluts ought to be shaved completely smooth."

Jason looked with panic as Daisy filled the nearby sink with warm water and brandished a razor, looking at him with a smirk on her face.

"Let's remove these, shall we," she said, taking first his shoes off and then the stockings. "And now hold still."

Taking great care, Daisy got to work shaving every square inch of his legs from top of the thighs and down to the ankles. She had a lot of practice on herself, so she found it even easier to do it on someone else.

Jason remained statuesque, bracing himself for a slight knick or rough friction. But it never came. Daisy was too skilled and patient to make a mistake. And while the slave's legs tingled slightly after, there was no discomfort. Instead, he looked down and hardly recognised the long, smooth pair of limbs below him.

"We're not done yet, slut." Daisy rinsed the razor but only so it was ready for more. "Your legs need to be smooth if you want to attract anyone, but once you're home alone with them there's only one little bit of you that they care about."

She pulled down his panties and examined his cage.

"And I need full access for the next few minutes, so do behave, slut."

Next, she opened her bathroom cabinet where she had seemingly kept the key to the chastity device for this very moment, and with a little twist she had it unlocked.

For a week, Jason had been safely secured inside the small pink cage, and now, as Daisy released him, the humiliation he was suffering prevented the slightest swelling, much to his surprise. But as his mistress began to shave his pubic hair, having to firmly hold his cock and balls, the sensation of finally being touched caused an unpreventable rush of blood to fill his freed shaft.

Daisy just tutted as she kept working the blade around his crotch and over his balls, enjoying the removal of his manhood with every cut hair. She knew she wanted to do more, to make him completely hairless from the neck down, but decided that could be left for a later date. There was too much already planned that had her excited, even if she wasn't going to reveal it to her sub.

She stroked a finger over the smooth skin around the base of his cock, enjoying the result of her handiwork. Jason was enjoying it too, and his cock swelled even bigger.

"Oh no, slut, what's this?" Daisy remarked, playful but stern. "No no no, if you're to be my slut then you only need a little sissy clit. So it's time to get back in the cage, now."

Jason hadn't expected to be let only for only those few minutes, and now that his cock had tasted freedom it seemed to throb harder in defiance.

"Get soft," Daisy ordered, slapping his balls. "I mean it, slut. You're so tiny you don't deserve to be free. You only deserve to be locked up, so accept it."

She spanked his ass, making him grunt.

"I'm sorry, miss," he said. "I can't help it."

"It's your body." She spanked him twice more. "Control yourself, slut."

She turned his cheeks a bright red before turning to his nipples, pulling and twisting until he was straining in his cuffs. Finally, as a result of the torture and humiliation, Jason's erection began to subside. Daisy noticed and took the opportunity to fit the cage back on before he could recover. She clicked the padlock in place and gave him one final tap on the balls.

"Ready to behave now?" she asked.

"Yes, miss," Jason answered, defeated.

"Then let's put these back on you."

She helped him back into the stockings and heels then finally unlocked his cuffs.

"Now follow me, slut, time to have some fun."

Trying to ignore the discomfort of his cock stuffed back inside the cage, Jason followed Daisy out of the bathroom, hardly managing to keep up in his heels. She told him to wait by the couch and close his eyes as she hurried off to her bedroom. He waited patiently, feeling out of sorts in his dress and makeup but also exhilarated about what she had planned. He heard her return and step closer towards him.

"Are you ready to prove how good a slut you really are?"

"Yes, miss."

"Then kneel and open your eyes."

Jason got to his knees and first saw neither Daisy's stocking or her pristine white panties, but instead the flesh-coloured dildo pointing right at his face. It was attached to a simple harness around her hips and it bounced gently as she took another step forward, letting it hang an inch from his mouth.

"Be a good slut," she said, "and suck this cock. Show me what you're good for."

Jason wasn't given any chance to question the command. Daisy thrust forward and slid the dildo between his parted lips.

It was rubbery, with a strange taste, and it seemed to fill his mouth quite quickly even though he could see there was plenty of the eight inches still outside. It was modelled to look realistic, and he could feel the bumps of the head and the veins along the shaft as he began to suck, humiliated but obedient.

"Careful, slut. Less teeth."

"Mmmph."

Jason tried to make sure it was only his lips and tongue doing most of the work. He bobbed his head back and forth while Daisy stood looking down at him, like she was a beautiful goddess in her exotic lingerie and he was her servant at her feet.

"Go on, slut. I thought you'd be good a sucking cock."

Jason, strangely, thought the same. He had had plenty of experience receiving blowjobs, and now his competitive side was pushing him to prove his own talent. Even if he hadn't given one before, he knew what felt good. He ran his tongue more firmly over the head. He pushed the hair of the wig out of his eyes and took the cock deeper, almost gagging on it. And he sucked harder, making Daisy moan with exaggerated delight.

"Mmmm." She held onto his head. "That's so good, slut. Just like that. Fuck yes. Keep going."

Red lipstick was smeared along the length of the shaft as Jason slobbered all over it. Strings of saliva dribbled down his chin but he didn't care. The moans from Daisy encouraged him to keep going. They even had his cock straining in its cage, and the more he continued to suck the more aroused he became.

"Yeah that's it," Daisy gasped, surprised by his enthusiasm. "Mmm. Get it all wet, you'll appreciate it later. Mmm, fuck. Yes. Deeper. Take it all in, slut."

She put a hand on the back of his head and pushed in further, making his cheeks bulge as he deepthroated the dildo.

Jason braced himself as she began fucking his face. He put his hand on the floor to keep balance as he was shaken by the force of Daisy's thrusts. His dress began to ride all the way up to his waist, revealing his ass and panties. The padded bra also threatened to pop out and his eyes began to water before Daisy finally relented, pulling the dripping dildo out of his mouth.

"You're such a good slut," she laughed. "If only you could see yourself now. You're a mess, as you should be. But do you want to fuck now, slut?"

"Yes please, miss."

Jason's cock was throbbing dully in the pink cage. He knew he must have looked in a state but he didn't care. His lipstick was smeared. His mascara was running. The straps of his dress were falling off his shoulders and his bra was almost on show. But he felt hornier than he had ever been before and he wanted more.

"Then get on your hands and knees," Daisy ordered. "That's it, just like the slut you are. Ready to feel a big hard cock inside you?"

As she stepped around and knelt behind him, Jason suddenly realised what she was going to do. She pulled down his panties and made sure the skirt of his dress wouldn't fall down.  The tip of the dildo pressed between his butt cheeks and he shivered with excitement.

"Yes, please fuck me, miss," he begged on, feeling her hands hold his hips as she pushed forward.

"Fuck," Daisy moaned. "Your little sissy hole is so tight."

"Mmmm."

Jason could hardly speak as he felt the cock filling his ass. It was firm and seemed impossibly large, and while it felt as if it was stretching his hole it wasn't painful or even unpleasant. It was a new sensation but it made him tremble with pleasure.

"Mmmm," he grunted as it slowly slid in further, lubricated by his saliva.

"Yeah you like that, slut?" Daisy grinned as she finally buried the dildo completely, holding it there while his ass clenched around it, almost trying to pull it in deeper.

"Yes, miss." Jason squirmed as the entire eight inches remained planted inside him.

"Good. I knew you'd enjoy it. Now take it faster, slut."

Daisy held on firmly to his waist as she began to fuck him properly, sliding the dildo out and then in again, using almost the entire length with each and every thrust.

Jason was in no position to resist, and he knew deep down he didn't want to. His body was pushed forward and back as Daisy's thighs slapped hard against his ass. His blonde wig fell like a messy mop over his face, restricting his vision and reducing his world to what his mistress was doing to him. He was grateful for the rug underneath them that provided soft padding for his hands and knees. But it wouldn't have mattered if they were on a hard floor. All the sensations running through him centred in his core. The dildo was stimulating his prostate and causing his cock to bulge desperately in the little pink cage. Every new thrust sent ripples of pleasure through him, making the cage seem even tighter as blood raced down to his stifled erection.

"Mmm, fuck, take it, slut."

Daisy emphasised her words with a hard smack to Jason's ass. It made him grunt and she laughed, doing it again while continuing to fuck him.

"Ooh, yes, you feel so fucking tight. I wish I could fill your ass with my cum."

"Mmmphmm." Jason was speechless. He felt almost ready to burst. He never knew he could get this much pleasure from anal. His arms were trembling and his knees shaking.

"Hold on, slut." Daisy suddenly pulled all the way out, making him groan as he suddenly felt so empty. "Now you're warmed up, we can move to the bedroom. Follow me, quickly now."

She didn't wait for him, and despite Jason's exhaustion he managed to pick himself up and hurry after her, even though his heels felt more unsteady than before.

"Take your dress off and get on the bed," Daisy ordered, standing waiting with the strap-on pointing out menacingly. Even with her amazing body and attractive lingerie, she was a figure that he would never want to mess with.

Jason stripped down to his lacy underwear and lay on the soft sheets, elevating his ass with a pillow under his lower back that Daisy had already put in position. A tapestry hung on the wall above his head and he spread his legs as she kneeled between them, rubbing the dildo up between his cheeks and even up to his bulging cage.

"Would you look at that," she said, fondling the hot pink plastic. "Your little sissy clitty looks so desperate to cum. It's even dripping."

A juicy bead of precum glistened on the exposed tip of his cock. She ran a thumb over it and pulled a long transparent string away to rub it over her dildo.

"Mmm, my slut's so wet, isn't she?" Daisy giggled, coaxing out more precum by fondling his balls and tugging at the cage. "Oh that's it, leak for me, slut."

Jason's pent-up arousal had a near-endless supply of precum glistening at the tip of his caged cock. He watched as Daisy scooped up more to apply to her rubber dildo, only letting a couple of drips escape and drop onto his balls.

Once she thought there was enough coating her fake cock, the dominant geek assumed her position and slipped back into Jason's exposed ass.

"Oh fuck, you're such a little slut," she said. "How does it feel to have your own juices used as lube?"

"So good, miss," Jason gasped as she went fast, not easing in like before.

"Yeah I bet you love it, you love being fucked. First doggy, now missionary, submissive sluts like you are made to be on the bottom. Mmm, yeah, take it harder, bitch. Imagine my big throbbing cock getting ready to blow a fat load inside. You'd love to get creampied, I know you would."

Jason held onto the headboard as he continued to get rammed. With his ass in the air, the angle was allowing Daisy to target his prostate more directly, multiplying his pleasure to new extremes.

And she knew what she was doing. She could see his eyelids flutter and his cock twitching in its cage. She spread his legs wider and held them apart as she fucked harder and faster and made him tremble."

"Oh gaaahhdd," Jason moaned, his cock bouncing uncontrollably as his muscles contracted around the dildo.

"Are you going to cum, slut?" Daisy smirked, watching his whole body shake.

Jason tried to nod or say anything but he was incapable or anything. He was speechless, convulsing as the pleasure increased and the pressure of his chastity device only served to make every twitch push closer to the edge of bliss until it became inevitable.

With Daisy's dildo still sliding in and out, cum erupted from his constrained cock that looked red, angry, and close to bursting out of the cage. It went everywhere: over his chest, down his legs, and even up onto Daisy's stomach. The pressure of the cage made it fly farther and wilder than he had ever before experienced. But where it all landed wasn't his concern. He was too overwhelmed by pleasure from the sissy orgasm to notice or care. Even with the chastity device making it uncomfortable, the pure ecstasy was too great. He enjoyed it too much.

As the dildo slid out of him, he felt completely fulfilled. There was a dull throb and ache in his cock, but he was just glad that it was finally softening after what felt like hours pressed into the pink cage.

"Looks like my little slut's a squirter," Daisy giggled, amazed by what she had been able to accomplish. "What do you say to the person who allowed you to cum, and who made you cum?"

"Thank you, miss," Jason panted, absolutely exhausted. Only now did he feel the cold trickle of cum running over his skin.

"And it's not over yet." Daisy removed her strap-on, tossing it aside, and began scooping up the cum that adorned the two of them. "Good little cum sluts clear up their mess. Go on."

Jason wanted to struggle. In the afterglow of his orgasm, he just wanted to sleep. But having Daisy kneeling over him, having had her fucking him in the ass, he was still in an almost deliriously obedient state. And so, as she put her cum-covered finger between his red lips, he didn't resist. He didn't even grimace. He wanted to be her good slut, he enjoyed being her good slut, and so even tasting his own cum filled him with joy.

"Swallow it all, that's a good girl."

Daisy picked up more and kept feeding him until there was very little left. He had sucked every last drop from her fingers which were now smeared with his crimson lipstick.

"You should really have a shower now," she said, looking at the mess he had made. Any leftover cum was now drying on his skin. "But not yet."

Daisy brought her legs up to straddle Jason's chest then remove her panties. He stared at her pristine pussy, captivated by it.

"After all that, I'm so goddamn horny. Be a good bitch, help me out."

She moved further up and lowered herself, sitting on his face and giving him no option but to eat her out. Throughout their session, she hadn't paid much attention to her own needs. But now, the culmination of her fucking and dominating him had her feeling incredibly aroused, and as Jason immediately found out she was already very wet.

And after everything she had done to him, he wanted to please her. She had made him feel great and now was the chance to return the favour. Her hips grinded against his face and her hands clasped his, their fingers interlocked. With his tongue against her clit, it wasn't long before she was shaking.

Her thighs squeezed against his head and she whimpered with delight. Every lick drove her wild and she was ready to let go. She had taught Jason well and he knew she was about to cum. So he didn't relent. He didn't tire. He just kept licking until she came, feeling as if she too could squirt from the sheer power of the release.

Her body shone with sweat as the heat of orgasm burst out and she moaned, wanting him to know how good it felt to cum without the restrictions of chastity.

"Holy shit," she gasped as a series of minor tremors followed the main event. "Enough, slut. That's enough."

Jason stopped and Daisy scooched back before lying down across his body, her face buried in his neck and her pussy pressed against his hard cage.

"Well done, slut," she said in his ear.

"Thank you, miss."

"We both need a shower, but let me just rest a while. I would call that quite a successful study session, wouldn't you?" Slowly, she sat up again and let her heart rate calm down, looking down at her slut. "Oh, and don't leave before I've given you your homework. There's a lot for you to study before next week."

The End
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