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Chapter 1.
It was the first day of the summer holidays, a time to relax and enjoy, but Richard was up early and ready to start the day.  School was over and in just few months he’d be heading off to college—he needed to make the most of the time to earn and save what he could.  The day was bright and warm, a pleasant change to the stifling gloom of classrooms and exam halls, and Richard set out on foot to knock on doors. 
He’d been applying for part time jobs for months with no luck, and so far his “off to college fund” was at precisely zero, something he knew he desperately needed to change if he wanted to enjoy himself, and he had high hopes of enjoying himself.  College was to be his new start, his chance to remake himself, a clean break from the life he had lived at high school
Richard’s school career had been functional at best, providing him with an education that he’d made the most of.  He’d achieved good grades, but not much else.  Being smaller than most of the boys, both shorter and leaner, he’d never been good at sports.  He’d made few close friends, but even they’d left him in the last few months after finding success with girls, success that had left Richard feeling both envious and jealous.  Sure, they still hung out on occasion, but they had less and less time for him and the time they did spend together they were often either talking about their new girlfriends or accompanied by them.
There had been a few times where friends and their respective girlfriends had tried to set Richard up with a girl, and the girls had all been sweet and pretty, but he’d never been able to do more than mutter a few clumsy, weird jokes that no one had found funny before the girl made her excuses and left.  He was awkward, and self-conscious, but he was going to change, and finding work over the summer was the first step on his plan to achieving it.  Find a job, save money, go to college, and live the life of his dreams!
So far though, he was stuck at step one, and he was beginning to worry.
 

Richard approached his neighbours’ house, made his way up to the front door, and stopped on the porch step.  He took a deep breath, gathered his confidence, painted on a smile, and raised a hand to knock—the noise was a dull hollow drum.
Going door to door was not Richard’s first choice, but he was rapidly running out of other options, and was pretty much willing to do anything for cash now in the hopes of saving enough to be able to have fun.  He figured his neighbours were good place to start—a friendly couple who’d always been happy to chat to Richard about school and had even let him borrow their wi-fi one weekend when his family’s internet went down—even though they did leave him feeling just a little nervous. 
Both of them were attractive, in good shape and well dressed, clearly obviously much in love with public displays of affection not uncommon.  Richard couldn’t blame them, David, the man of the house, was handsome, tall and broad, but for as long as Richard could remember he’d thought Clare, the woman of the house, was simply stunning—the kind of woman men crave and women crave to be like.  Richard had often watched them being playful with each other, laughing, touching, kissing, and had always felt a certain envy for what the relationship they had. 
As the door opened Richard stood a little straighter and looked up into Clare’s face, her beautiful blue eyes, her chin length black hair, her plump red lips.  Clare smiled, dressed in just a pair of worn, black jeans and a white t-shirt, both hugging her figure, her wide hips, narrow waist, the swell of her full breasts.  Her nipples poked against the thin cotton and it was clear she was not wearing a bra.  Richard’s mouth was suddenly dry and his mind was blank.
“Hi Richard.  You’re up early.  What can we do for you this morning?”  Clare said.
Her voice was soft and warm, alluring.  Richard shook his head in an attempt to clear his mind.
“Hi, yeah… I… um… I was just wondering… it’s the holidays and I was hoping to get a job but no one’s really hiring… so I’ve not been able to save… for college next year you see… so I was thinking you might?”
Richard’s words all came in a tumble, his voice quick and shrill and his cheeks were bright pink, flush with blood and embarrassment.  Clare frowned, still smiling, and laughed once, lightly, without mocking.
“I’m sorry Richie, but I don’t understand. Could you repeat that a little slower?”  She said.
“I think he was asking you if we might have any work we’d be willing to pay him for, so he can save for college next year.” 
David’s voice came from behind Clare.  Clare turned to look back over her shoulder and Richard looked up to see David, dressed in a smart shirt and black jeans, black boots, his auburn hair swept back out of his face, his beard trimmed short, making his way down the stairs with a small suitcase.  David dropped the suitcase at the foot of the stairs and made his way to stand beside Clare, wrapping his arm around her waist, his hand resting on her round, soft butt, squeezing gently. 
Clare was tall, taller than Richard, but David was even taller.  As he smiled his grey eyes sparkled and a cobweb of faint lines formed at the corners.
“Is that about right Richard?  You looking for work?”  David asked.
Richard could only nod, mute, his face blazing.  His heart was racing.  Something about the couple in front of him always made him nervous, though they were never less than kind and sweet.  They were both so confident and attractive that Richard couldn’t help but get flustered around them.
“Well I think you might be in luck then Richard.  What do you say darling?” 
David turned to speak to Clare.  Clare looked up at him and her smile was adoring, beautiful as she snuggled into him.  Richard felt a pang of envy and jealousy and something more as he watched them.  Part of him wondered what it would be like to be held, to be wanted.  Clare nodded.
“I think so.”  Clare said.
David grinned, leant down and pressed his lips to hers, a lingering kiss that made Richard bite his bottom lip as he watched, his cheeks turning a deeper shade of pink as Clare kissed David back with longing and passion.  As David pulled away Richard did his best not to seem like he’d been staring.
David turned to Richard, still smiling.
“Excellent.  I’m just heading out of town for a few days and the garden is a bit of a mess.  If you could clear it up a bit we’d both be really grateful. You think you can manage yard work Richard?”  David asked.
Richard nodded without even thinking about it.  David frowned.
“You sure?  It’s a big job if you can but I don’t want to put too much on you.”  David said.
Richard understood why David was sceptical.  He was more of a reader than a heavy lifter and even dressed in his usual outfit of baggy t-shirt and baggy jeans, dark colours and poorly fitted to hide his body, it was obvious he lacked muscle, but Richard was not about to let the opportunity slip through his fingers.
“Absolutely.  And if you’re worried it’ll take me too long just pay me a flat rate rather than by the hour.”
David studied Richard for a moment, his eyes narrow, gaze intense.  Richard shivered, a tingle running up his spine as the older, ruggedly handsome man examined him.  Out of the corner of his eye he could see Clare watching him, smiling.  Finally David nodded.
“Okay then.  I’ll let you discuss payment with Clare.  We have tools and stuff in the shed out back so feel free to use those.  I’ll look forward to seeing how you get on when I get back!”  David said.
“Thank you.  Really.  I won’t let you down!”  Richard said.
Both David and Clare smiled at him.  Richard grinned, a swell of pride.  He’d found work.  He’d be able to earn some cash to begin saving.  His plan was working.
“Oh, I’m certain you won’t.”  Clare said, her smile beguiling.




Chapter 2.
The sun was higher, the day warmer, and Richard was sweating, the back of his t-shirt damp.  His pale arms and neck and face were prickled by the sun’s heat and he pushed the old lawn mower through the long grass, breathing heavily.  At the far end of the garden Clare stepped out onto the small paved patio, a basket of washing in her arms.  She looked at Richard and smiled and her smile was radiant, dazzling, beautiful.
“You okay there Richie?”  She asked.
Richard stopped and shut off the electric motor of the mower.  He nodded as he caught his breath.
“Fine, just warm is all.”  He said.
Clare bent to put the basket of washing down by the washing line, her tight jeans snug around her ass and hips, her shapely legs, and Richard could not stop himself from staring, a flush of emotions, his cheeks blushing a deeper pink.
David was gone now, out of town for two days, and Richard was alone with his beautiful, sexy older neighbour.  His mind raced with possibilities, all of them terrifying and exciting.  As Clare put the basket of down, bending at the waist, legs strait with feet together, her butt facing Richard, her snug jeans slipped down slightly.  There was a subtle wiggle and Richard caught a flash of colour, bright pink, lace and silk, Clare’s panties riding up above the waistband of her trousers, a thin strip of fabric that would never have been able to cover her round backside.
Richard’s cock throbbed suddenly and an image of Clare in her underwear flashed across his mind, pink bra and panties, her full curves and pretty face.  It was not the first time he’d pictured his sexy neighbour—more than once Richard had thought about the pair of them together, kissing, touching, fucking, as he’d masturbated, Clare’s soft body, her feminine curves, David’s strong muscles, his big cock—but having such thoughts in front of Clare, while she exposed even just a glimpse of her panties, was almost too much. 
Clare stood up.  Her pink panties slipped back beneath her jeans.  She turned to face Richard who stood frozen now, the image of his beautiful, sexy female neighbour blazing in the back of his mind—he wondered what her body felt like, how soft it was, how silky and smooth her underwear might be.
“You need a drink or anything to cool off?”  Clare asked.
Richard smiled, shook his head.  His face was hot, a well spring of shame and embarrassment, and he hoped that Clare could not tell what he was thinking, what he was wondering, what he was imagining.
“Maybe.  Yeah… that’d be nice… but… I should finish the grass first really.”  He said, stammering, awkward.
“Well, how about you come help me put out the washing then I’ll get us both a cold soft drink and you can take a break.  We can chat.  No harm in catching your breath and cooling off.  You really don’t want to overdo it.”
Richard forced his smile wider, nodded.  One of the reasons he was so fond of his neighbours was their kindness.  They’d both always been so thoughtful that Richard had grown to feel that they genuinely cared for him,
“Yeah.  Okay.  That’d be nice.” He said.
Clare smiled, nodded.  Her blue eyes sparkled in the bright sun.
“Come on then.  It won’t take long for the both of us to get this all put out to dry.”  She said. 
Clare turned and bent and picked a piece of washing from the basket, a pair of jeans, another flash of her skimpy pink panties, and straightened to peg them out onto the line.  Richard watched for a moment, memorising the sight of her butt, the pert roundness, the shape and colour of her underwear, then set off across the lawn to help.
 

Richard pulled jeans, shorts, t-shirts from the basket as Clare did the same, pegging the damp items of washing out in the sun to dry.  Clare stood close, the scent of her perfume a soft musk that mixed pleasantly with the smell of fresh cut grass and summer blossoms. 
She was slightly taller than Richard, but about his size, a fact that made him uncomfortable and self-conscious.  She was pretty, beautiful, her tight clothes, sexy body, a stark contrast to him, his scrawny frame in his baggy clothes, and he kept his focus on the washing and the washing line, his cheeks still pink, heart racing, a nervous fluttering in his belly.  At times he saw Clare watching him out of the corner of his eye but he said nothing.
As the basket emptied they were left with only underwear to be pegged out—socks, pants, panties.  Richard paled and a cold shiver ran up his spine as he looked in the basked.  There were David’s briefs and Clare’s panties, her stockings, pantyhose, bras.  The thought of touching them, feeling the soft, silky, lacy fabric, examining the bright coloured pieces of lingerie, made his balls tense and his belly knot.
“There’s not much left to put out.  Are you okay to finish if I head in to get us both something to drink?”  Clare asked.
Richard froze.  She was going to leave him alone to handle her sexy underwear.  He paled, a rush of fear and excitement and something more that he dared not name.  Clare watched him, waiting for an answer
“Sure.”  Richard said, nodding.
Clare smiled.
“Thanks.”  She said.
Clare turned and headed off towards the house.  Richard turned and watched her go, the sway of her hips and butt in her snug jeans, an alluring wiggle, a tiny flash of colour above the waistband, and he bit his bottom lip, admiring his pretty neighbour.  As Clare slipped into the house he turned back to washing basket, bent down, picked out a pair of socks, rose to peg them on the line.
Richard pegged out the socks and briefs first, then was left with only Clare’s lingerie.  He paused for a moment, took a deep breath.  Part of him longed to touch his sexy neighbour’s panties, bras, stockings, keen to know how they felt, but another part of him was almost afraid.  He waited for a moment but when Clare still had not returned he bent and picked up a pair of stockings.
They were damp, but soft, the tops lacy, seams running up the back.  He ran the fabric through his hands, delighting in the feel of them, so soft, and he imagined how it might feel to slip them up his legs, how it might feel to wear them, rubbing his calves and thighs together.  His cock twitched and he bit his bottom lip harder, squirming.  He forced himself to turn and peg them out, almost relieved when he was no longer holding them.
Richard turned and picked a pair of light pink panties out of the basket, held them up.  They were cute, and almost innocent, soft with ribbons and lace, the colour obviously girly.  He ran the cloth between his fingers, so delicate, so much nicer than the bland underwear he wore every day.  He wondered what Clare looked like when she wore them, wondered what he would look like in them, how they would feel on his butt and cock and balls.  He wondered if he would be pretty, sexy.  Richard bit his bottom lip harder and shook his head but the image of him in the light pink panties would not shift
“Virgin cocktails for two hard workers!”  Clare said.
Richard jumped at the sound of his beautiful neighbour’s voice.  Her panties were still in his hands.  The thought of what she would say if she caught him terrified him and he stuffed one hand quickly into his pocket to hide them.
Richard pulled his hand out of his pocket, the light pink panties now hidden, and turned to face Clare.  In her hands she carried a tray with two glasses with a jug, the jug filled with sparkling water, mint and cucumber and lime and ice.
Richard’s face was hot, cheeks blazing, and he was sweating.  Clare frowned.
“Are you okay Richie?”  She asked.
Richard nodded, hoping she could not tell.
“Yeah, just warm out here.”
Clare smiled.
“Well, I’ve got just the thing to help you feel better.”  She said.  “Take a glass and pour yourself a drink.  You deserve it.”  She said.
Richard suffered a well spring of guilt and shame at what he had done, at the secret in his pocket, but still, undeniable, was the thrill of excitement that ran through him.  His heart raced and the memory of how the soft, silky pink fabric felt in his fingers made his cock ache and throb.  He could barely wait to get back to his room to feel them again.




Chapter 3.
The time that it took to finish his drink and finish the lawn felt like years.  In his pocket the crumbled ball of cloth remained stuffed, incriminating him, a constant reminder, leaving him flustered, ashamed, humiliated, excited, exhilarated.  Richard’s mind and heart raced, images of Clare in her underwear, the memory of how her stockings felt, how her panties felt as he touched them, the niggling curiosity of how they might feel and look on him.
After putting away the lawn mower and tidying up the last of the grass clippings Richard stopped and surveyed his work.  There was still much to do but he wanted to head home, back to the privacy of his room.
“I think I’m going to call it a day.  Are you okay if I come back tomorrow to carry on?”  Richard asked.
Clare, sat out on the patio reading a book, dressed in denim shorts and a vest top, bare legs and feet, looked up from her paperback.  She smiled, nodded.
“Sure.  I don’t want you overdoing it, but… are you okay Richie?  You seem a little… jumpy.”  Clare said.
Richard smiled.  He nodded even as his cheeks flushed with blood, pink from more than the sun.
“Yeah, just not used to working out in the sun is all.”  He said.
Clare nodded.  She watched him carefully, her eyes narrowed.  Her vest top was low cut exposing an ample amount of cleavage and a flash of her bright pink bra. Her jean shorts were low waisted and high cut, exposing her belly and a flash of her bright pink panties, a lot of leg and thigh, tight around her hips and butt.  Her fingernails and toenails were painted the same pink as her panties.  The image of her in sexy bright pink lingerie rose in Richard’s mind and he bit his bottom lip to keep from whimpering.
“Well you get home them.  And make sure you moisturise your skin tonight.  You don’t want to burn that lovely pale complexion.”  Clare said.
Richard nodded.  His skin was pricking from a day in the sun despite the high factor sunblock he’d worn and he made a note of Clare’s advice.
“Thanks.  I guess I’ll see you tomorrow.  Do you have any time you’d like me to come round?”  He asked.
Clare shrugged, grinning.
“I suppose as early as possible would be best.  Avoid the worst of the day’s heat and get as much done as possible before David gets back.  I really want to surprise him!”  Clare said.
Richard nodded.  There was a note in Clare’s voice, almost teasing.
“That’s fine with me.  I’ll see you tomorrow then.”  Richard said.
Richard turned to head towards the garden gate, his pocket still stuffed with Clare’s light pink panties.  He took careful steps so as not to seem guilty or suspicious.
“See you tomorrow Richie… and you have fun tonight.”  Clare said—there was the same note of teasing in her voice, a playful, almost flirtatious mischief.
 

Richard stepped out of the shower and headed through to his bedroom, shut the door and locked it.  He dried off and followed Clare’s advice, taking a bottle of moisturiser and applying the lotion to his arms, neck, face.  His skin felt softer, smoother, a tingling sensation that sent a shiver along his spine.  Before he could stop himself Richard applied more, to his legs, chest, stomach, butt, so that his entire body was left feeling delicate and supple, a throbbing in his cock as he caressed his body.
He looked at himself in his full-length mirror.  He was shorter than all of his friends, and thinner, his shoulders narrow, body svelte, and while his friends had grown muscular and tall and broad during puberty, he had been left behind.  Where they had sprouted body hair he had remained almost entirely smooth, only a few light hairs on his legs and around his cock and under his arms.  His butt had remained almost entirely smooth and he had precisely zero chance of ever growing a beard, but at least his face was symmetrical, with strong features, though it was far from the classical image of masculine handsomeness.
He sighed, shook his head, the sight of his bland boyish reflection as ever leaving him feeling miserable and almost hopeless.  He turned away, looked to his bed and the pile of his work clothes left in a heap at the foot.
Richard stepped over to his jeans, bent and picked them up, rummaged in the pocket and pulled out Clare’s light pink panties.  The fabric was soft and delicate, silky, the ribbons and lace decorating them pretty.  He smiled, a tingle, a nervous fluttering in his belly.
“I suppose once couldn’t hurt.  I can put them back tomorrow.”  Richard said. 
He chewed on his bottom lip as he rubbed the cloth between his fingers, unable to deny the niggling curiosity.  He couldn’t help but picture Clare in them, so sexy and pretty and feminine, couldn’t help but wonder how he might look, how they might feel.
He took a deep breath and bent to slip the panties on, slipping one foot in then the other, sliding them up his legs, the cloth caressing, tugging them into place around his butt and cock and balls, pulling the waist band into place around his hips.
The material was soft and delicate, cupping his cock and balls tightly, fitting the curve of his butt, the fabric not enough to cover each cheek so that the lower outer portion of his ass was left sexily exposed.
Richard looked down and could not help but smile at how he looked, his legs seemed longer, sexy, and his cock was held neatly in place, a small, cute bulge in the pink cloth, the ribbons and lace pretty.  He stepped back to look at himself in the mirror and his smile became a broad grin.
“I look kind of good…”  He whispered.
Richard turned to look over his shoulder at himself in the mirror, posing so that his butt stuck out.  Standing as he was in the tight, pretty panties his butt seemed rounder, fuller, his hips wider, legs curvy.  For the first time in a long, long time he didn’t hate his reflection.
He rose up onto his toes, curving his back to poke his butt out.  He bit his bottom lip, cheeks flush, eyes bright as he stared at his body, his legs looked good and the soft pink panties made his waist and chest and narrow shoulders seem cute, almost feminine.  He wiggled his butt, struck several poses, imaging how Clare would look posing as he did, watching himself, wondering if anyone else would think he looked good, if he looked sexy.
As he moved, studying his reflection, his soft body in the pretty panties, he couldn’t help but grin, almost giddy, a rising sense of euphoria.  His cock twitched, stiffening, throbbing, his reflection and the feeling of wearing the panties exciting him.
Richard let his hands roam his body, running down from his chest, his skin smooth now after the moisturiser, over his belly to his hips.  One ran down to his butt, squeezing a cheek hard.  He whimpered, closed his eyes, his smooth ass and the soft panties exotic, enticing, and the other hand ran down to his panty clad cock and balls, a gentle caress that send a shiver up his spine.
“Fuck… that feels… good…”  Richard whispered, his voice husky.
He opened his eyes and looked at himself, at his pretty reflection.  He reached up with one hand and tussled his hair, his light brown locks long on top but shorter at the sides, so that it seemed cuter, flopping to one side, a fringe swept across his forehead and over one eye.  He smiled, blushing.
“… and I look good.”  He said—his words were quiet, pleading, almost feminine.
 

Richard left the panties on and moved to his bed, lay down on his back, delighting in the way the soft fabric cupped his hard cock and his round butt.  Even his sheets felt softer, his skin moisturised, panties silky.  He squirmed, his hands roaming his body, fingers teasing his nipples, gripping his butt cheeks, caressing over his stiff, panty clad cock, a damp spot forming on the front as his dick throbbed, oozing precum.
Richard’s breathing became heavier, faster, his heart beat quick.  His head was fuzzy, light, giddy, a tingling that filled his body, a nervous, excited fluttering in his belly.  The panties were snug and smooth and pink and pretty and he felt happy, eager, bright and full of joy.
His hands ran down, over his narrow chest and flat belly, his pale skin smooth and soft.  His hands ran down to his cock, snug in the light pink panties, hard and throbbing.  He moaned, whimpered, squirming, his thighs rubbing together as he rubbed his aching shaft through the delicate fabric.
His fingers wrapped around his length, wrapping his cock in the soft material of his sexy neighbour’s panties.  He closed his eyes and pictured Clare, dressed in the panties he now wore, beautiful and feminine, then David standing admiring her, kissing her, fondling her, his hands roaming her curvy, sexy body, her breasts, hips, butt, legs, fingers teasing over the front of her panties, teasing the folds of her pussy.
Richard moaned, the mental image bright and bold and hot.  He stroked his cock harder, still contained within the pretty pink panties, the cloth a delicate caress.  He imagined himself in Clare’s place, dressed in panties, bra, stockings, a beautiful body, smooth and soft and sexy, feminine curves, desirable, alluring, seductive, arousing.  He moaned louder, bit his bottom lip, squirmed on his bed, thighs pressed tight, stroking his panty clad cock with slow, firm caresses, the panties growing wet with his precum, his dick throbbing, aching.
As Richard touched himself he imaged being touched, being admired, being wanted, pretty, sexy, hands caressing him, pleasuring him, their touch full of desire and lust.  He imaged David standing over him, touching him as he might touch his sexy wife, kissing him as he might kiss his wife, wanting him as he must want his wife. 
His moans became louder, more urgent, and he bit his bottom lip harder to keep from crying out.  He was hot, flesh smooth and tingling, balls aching, cock like steel in the soft pink panties.  Richard stroked harder, imaging himself as a beautiful girl, sexy, in lingerie, how it might feel to wear stockings and a bra, to be glamourous.  He imaged David watching him, eyes full of lust for him as he stood beautiful and pretty, dressed in sexy underwear.
Richard thrust into his hand, gripped his cock harder.  His belly fluttered and he was grinning as he squirmed on his bed.  His cock swelled, throbbed, balls tensing and, as he imaged himself looking girly, feminine, sexy, he erupted, cumming hard, harder than he could ever remember cumming.  His cock filled the pretty pink panties and he whimpered, squeezing his legs together, whining in pleasure, his mind hazy with a rush of euphoria.
Richard opened his eyes, short of breath, and looked down at the panties he wore.  He could not help but grin at the sight of his body, dressed in the girly underwear.
“Fuck…”  He whispered.  “How am I meant to return these now?”




Chapter 4.
Richard rose early and dressed in denim shorts and a t-shirt, light sneakers, aware that the day was going to be hotter than the one before.  He ate breakfast quickly, a knot in his stomach, and then headed out to begin his day of yard work.  As he crossed to Clare and David’s house he walked with a light step, almost a wiggle, his butt and hips swaying.  Beneath his shorts, snug and soft, he wore the light pink panties, faint traces of his cum from the night before, so that each time he stepped, each time he wiggled or swayed, the delicate fabric caressed his cock and balls and butt, the material slipping just barely into his crack to tickle him, making him grin.
The day was cool, the scent of dew, but Richard’s cheeks were flush pink, excitement, shame, humiliation, but still he could not help but smile.  He stopped at his neighbours’ front door, took a moment to catch his breath, and knocked.  After only a moment there was the soft pad of footsteps.  The door opened and Clare, dressed in a short summer dress—pale yellow patterned with pretty flowers, a low cut in the front to expose her cleavage, a flash of a white bra—stood smiling.  Richard stalled, frozen.  The panties he wore under his shorts were suddenly too tight, too snug.
“Morning Richie!  How are you feeling today?”  Clare asked.
Richard smiled.  Nodded.
“Good.  Thank you.”  His voice was strained, quiet, his cheeks suddenly hot.
Clare frowned, eyes narrowing, and Richard was sure she could tell, that she knew.  He thought of confessing, turning to run, but remained pinned to the spot.
“You sure?”
Richard could only nod.  Clare stared at him for a moment, as though examining him, before shrugging.
“Well, if you say so.  Tell you what, why don’t you come in and I’ll make us some tea before we get started for the day.  It’ll give us a chance to chat.”  Clare said.
“That’d be great.”  Richard said—his voice was hoarse, his heart sank.
Clare stepped back and gestured for Richard to enter.  He stepped across the threshold and into the house.  Behind him Clare closed the front door, the click of the lock loud.
“Head through to the kitchen and grab a seat.”  She said.
Clare stood close behind him.  Even barefoot she was taller than him, but not by much, and the scent of her perfume was almost intoxicating.  Richard nodded, his heard racing, swallowed the lump in his throat and stepped off.  Behind him Clare followed, her eyes roaming down to his butt in his tight shorts.  She watched as he stepped, his subtle wiggle and sway and, just above the waist band, barely visible, a flash of soft pink that she recognised.  Clare’s smiled spread, became a wide knowing grin, full of mischief.
 

“There you go Richie.  Now, have you had breakfast?  It’s going to be a long day so you don’t want to start out on an empty stomach.”  Clare said.
She sat opposite Richard at the kitchen table, putting a mug of steaming tea down in front of him.  Richard nodded.  As Clare sat he caught a glimpse of her thigh, the briefest flash of her panties, white to match her bra.
“I’ve eaten yeah.  Thank you.”  He muttered.
He tried to look Clare in the eye but, sat as he was in her panties, the traces of his cum from last night still staining them, he could not hold her gaze.  She was beautiful, glamourous, sexy, and he could not help but feel envious, his fantasies from the night before rising.  He wondered what she looked like in her white lingerie, could not help imagining what he would look like in white, with matching stockings, and the thought made him press his thighs together and bite his bottom lip.  The thought of being pretty, sexy, excited him in a way that left him confused and bewildered, humiliated and ashamed, yet still be could not deny how much the urge excited him, how much the thought of looking feminine filled him with joy.
Richard’s gaze drifted down to Clare’s chest, her cleavage, the white lace trim of her bra.  His cock twitched in the pink panties and his face became warmer.  Clare lifted her mug, took a sip of tea, put the mug carefully back down, her eyes fixed on Richard, smiling. 
She took a deep breath, her breasts rising and falling.  Richard could not help but admire her, envy her.
“So, Richie, tell me… how do you like wearing my panties?”  Clare said.
Richard froze, his breath caught, his heart stalled.  He blinked, glanced up at Clare, her eyes fixed on him, the corners of her full red lips raised in a wry, knowing grin.  He frowned, shook his head as though confused.
“I’m sorry… what… I… what did you say?”  Richard stammered.
Clare laughed, lightly, softly.  Her smiled became brighter.
“There’s no need to panic Richie, it’s just a simple question.  I was just wondering how you like wearing my panties.”
Richard stared at Clare for a moment, his face turning bright red, then looked down at the table, his mug of tea.  He could not speak, the room spinning.  She knew.  His sexy, beautiful neighbour knew he had stolen her underwear, knew that he was wearing them now.
She must think him a pervert or a deviant, and she was obviously going to tell David, perhaps even his parents.  Richard felt a rush of shame and embarrassment, his head crowded with thoughts and emotions, spinning, his belly fluttering in fear.  He wished for a moment that the ground would open up and swallow him whole.
“I… I didn’t mean to… I just… I… yesterday when I was in the garden and…. I’m so sorry, it won’t happen again… please… just, don’t tell anyone.  I’m sorry.”  He stumbled over his words, flustered and nervous. 
Clare smiled at him, waited a moment.  Richard shifted in his seat as though eager to escape and the panties he wore beneath his shorts caressed him, even now soft against his skin, as though attempting to comfort him, and he could not deny that the sensation was a pleasure.
“Come now Richie… you took them, and you’re wearing them now, so you must like them even just a little.  Why not admit it.  It’s just the two of us.”
Richard looked up and saw Clare watching him, smiling at him.  She was clam, absent of anger or judgement, her face beautiful, radiant.  She nodded as thought to encourage him.
“I…”
“Do you like wearing my pretty pink panties Richie?  Yes or no.”  Clare’s voice was suddenly sterner, commanding and authoritative.
She stared at him, waiting for an answer.  Richard knew he did not want to lie.  He wanted to admit the truth, to confess, to beg for forgiveness and put the whole ordeal behind him, pretend it had never happened.
He nodded, slowly.  Clare’s smile spread and she seemed pleased with his answer.
“Good.  Now, isn’t that better admitting the truth?”
Richard nodded again.  He smiled, nervous but also relieved, glad to have shared the truth.  He did like wearing them.  They made him feel good, right, pretty and sexy.
“And is that why you took them yesterday?”  Clare asked.
Richard nodded again.
“Yes, but… I didn’t plan on it.  I was looking at them when I was hanging your washing out, they were so soft and pretty, and then you came out and I panicked.  I put them in my pocket without thinking but then I just… I took them home and I was curious… I’m so sorry.  Please.  I didn’t mean to.”
Clare’s smile remained, calm, enigmatic.  Richard’s head was racing.
“I’ll wash them, and give them back, if you want.  Or I can throw them away, now, in front of you.  Whatever you want me to do.  I’m just so sorry.”  Richard said.
“Do you want to give them back to me or throw them away Richie?”  Clare asked.
Her question was pointed, a deliberate shocked tone, as though hurt.  Richard stalled, struggling for words.  He sighed, looked down, shook his head.
“No.  I don’t.  I’m just… I’m sorry.  Please, you can’t tell anyone.  I’m sorry.  Really.  I need this job.  I need to save money for college and if people found out about… this… I’ll do anything… please.”  Richard’s voice was strained and quiet, fretful and timid.
Clare laughed, softly, lightly, a gentle sound that was more soothing than mocking, friendly.  Richard looked up and she was smiling.
“Anything?”  She asked.
 

Richard nodded.  His heart sank.
“Well… with an offer like that I’m sure we can come to some sort of arrangement.”  Clare’s voice was sweet and gentle, but there was a note of almost menace to it.
Richard looked up and saw his pretty neighbour grinning at him, her eyes bright.  He shifted in his seat, self-conscious, the pink panties snug and soft against his butt and hips.
“What… what do you mean?”  He asked.
Clare’s smile spread.  She watched him for a moment as he squirmed, as though delighting in his discomfort.
“Well, I was thinking that maybe, since you’ve taken such a liking to my panties, that we could have a little fun today.  The choice is yours though.  You can stay with me today and obey every instruction I give you, having lots of fun and getting paid as you would have been for the yard work, or you can hand over my panties and leave.”
Richard stared at her, blinked.  The room spun as he considered her offer.
“And… if I leave… I don’t get paid…”
Clare shook her head.
“Will you tell anyone?”
Clare smiled.  She shook her head again.
“Unless you give me a reason, I will keep your secret safe.”  Clare said.
Richard needed the money if he were to save enough for college, but Clare’s offer terrified him.  Obeying her, without question, when he had no idea what her idea of fun was.  He bit his bottom lips, squirming.
Part of him wanted to refuse, to turn down the offer, take off the panties and hand them over, leave and turn his back on the whole episode, forget that he’d even put them on, but another part, a part that was growing bolder, louder, resisted.  This new part of him enjoyed the way the panties made him feel, enjoy how he looked in them, and it wanted more.  It wanted to know what Clare had in mind, what she might tell him to do, what she might make him do, what she meant by fun.
Richard took a deep breath.  He was dizzy, his belly fluttering, excited, eager, nervous, almost terrified.  He nodded, slowly.
“I’ll stay.”  He said—his voice quiet and unsure, almost girly.
Clare grinned.  She seemed glad, excited, almost effervescent.
“I’m so glad.  I just know that you and I are going to have so much fun today Richie and I promise, you won’t regret your decision.”  She said, bubbling with enthusiasm.
Richard smiled, his sense of unease drowned by a wave of excitement.  He did not know what was to come, but he was looking forward to finding out.




Chapter 5.
Clare led Richard out of the kitchen and along the hall and stopped at the foot of the stairs, stepping back.  She gestured up, smiling.
“You first Richie.  Head up to the bathroom.”  Clare said—her voice was quiet and calm, a note of command that sent shivers up Richard’s spine.
Richard nodded, stepped past Clare and climbed up the steps.  Behind him Clare followed, her eyes on his back, his legs, his butt, the way he wiggled as he walked, the subtle sway of his hips.  She grinned, blue eyes bright and eager.
“I must say, the way you walk in my panties is quite something.  You’ve got a nice little sexy strut going on, but I think we can improve on it.”  Clare said.
Richard glanced back over his shoulder, saw Clare watching him.  His cheeks became hot, flushing, and he turned away, embarrassed, humiliated, yet, above it, excited, flattered by her words as though they were a compliment.  As he walked the sway of his ass and hips became a little more exaggerated, sexual.  Richard grinned at the thought of Clare watching him, at the thought of others watching him, admiring him, and his cock twitched.
Clare laughed, a brief giggle that was kind and affectionate.  As Richard stepped up onto the upper floor he paused briefly to look for the bathroom.  Clare stepped in close behind him and, before he could react, she lifted her hand and slapped his butt, not soft not but hard, the impact loud, a lingering sting as she squeezed briefly before letting go.  Richard’s breath caught, his mind giddy.
“Second door on the left Richie.  Now come on, we’ve got a lot to get through.”  Clare said.
She nudged Richard in the direction of the bathroom and the pair crossed the landing and stepped into the bright, white tiled room.  The room was not large but was certainly not small, ample space for the two of them.  As Clare stepped in behind Richard she pushed the door closed, locked it.  Richard turned to face her, gnawing on his bottom lip, eyes wide, nervous, excited.  Clare’s smile was almost menacing, a predator that had finally cornered its prey.
“What… why have you locked the door?”  Richard asked.
Clare just smiled.  She was silent for a moment, surveying Richard, studying his face, his body, his clothes.  She was nodding.
“I think we can do wonderful things with you, but, as you agreed, you’re going to need to obey my every command.  Can you do that for me Richie?”
Richard thought of the alternative, leaving, not getting paid.  He needed the money for his new life at college and it was only for a day or two, then he could put it all behind him, his stupid mistake in taking the panties, the even stupider mistake in putting them on.  He took a deep breath, unable to deny that part of him was almost eager to see what Clare had in mind, almost eager to see what she would make him do—would there be more panties, or perhaps worse.
Richard nodded, his belly fluttering, heart racing, cock aching.  Clare’s smile became a grin.
“Excellent.  Now, first command Richie, and it’s a simple one.  Strip down to your panties.”
 

Richard stalled, paled.  He shook his head as though he had not properly heard Clare’s command.  Clare’s smile fell and she frowned.
“Strip down to your panties Richie.  Now.  Don’t make me regret offering you this second chance.”  Clare said—her voice was suddenly stern, authoritative, cold.
Richard shuddered.  He nodded without thinking, lifted his hands to tug off his t-shirt, obeying despite the shame and humiliation, despite the trepidation.  His belly tied into a knot, a lead ball in his gut, and his heart raced, but he could not deny the way obeying made him feel, the exhilaration, the aching in his balls and dick, the tingle over his skin.
Richard dropped his t-shirt onto the floor, stood topless, Clare eyeing him, smiling again, nodding, silent.  He blushed pink, lifted his feet, pulled off his shoes, socks, paused.
“Shorts please Richie.  I want to see you in just those pretty pink panties you stole from me.”  Clare said—her words were brusque.
Richard nodded.  His lifted his hands to the buttons on his denim shorts, undid them, let them fall to the ground, stepped out of them so that he stood in just the soft pink panties.  He felt small, weak, but, worse, something about his situation excited him, his cock hardening in his panties, a small but prominent bulge forming. 
Clare stood silent, examining him, nodding.  Richard’s blush worsened.  He had never liked his body, bland and scrawny and unappealing, and he did not want to imagine what Clare might be thinking, how ugly she might think him now she could see him dressed in only her panties, how much of a pervert she might think him.  He looked down at the floor to avoid her gaze.
“My, you are quite lovely aren’t you, dressed in just your panties.  You have quite the sexy body, and I always thought your face was pretty.  Still a lot of room for improvement but as a starting point you have so much potential.”  Clare spoke slowly, her voice warmer now, meant to comfort and compliment.
Richard’s cheeks grew warmer and his heart thundered, his belly flipped, as though excited by her words.  He shifted, biting his bottom lip.  He knew he should have been embarrassed by what she said, he shouldn’t like being told he had a pretty face, shouldn’t like being told he looked sexy in girly panties, but he could not deny the blossoming sense of euphoria his sexy neighbour’s words filled him with.
Richard lifted his head, looked at Clare, his eyes wide, hopeful.  He tried to smile but failed, too nervous.
“Do… did… you mean that?  You really think… am I really pretty?  Sexy?  You’re not mocking me?”  Richard asked.
Clare’s smile was suddenly bright and genuine and affectionate.  She nodded, enthusiastic.  “Absolutely.  I’ve always thought you were naturally pretty, and you have such a lovely figure in those panties that I’m going to insist you keep them.”
“Keep them?” 
Clare smiled.  She nodded.  Richard smiled despite himself, unable to contain the sudden bright joy he felt.  They were his panties now, his sexy pink panties, and he was pretty.
“A gift, but you’re going to need more than just a single pair of panties if you’re going to make the most of your potential.  First, we’re going to have to make you soft and smooth, like a proper girl.  All that yucky hair of yours is spoiling your pretty figure.”
Richard blinked, stared at Clare.  He shook his head.  Clare wanted him to get rid of what little body hair he had—the thought appalled and excited him.
“I… it’s summer though.  What if I want to wear shorts… I can’t… people will… I just can’t…”
Clare laughed, shook her head.  She stepped towards Richard, reached out to put a hand on his shoulder, stroking his upper arm.  Her touch was gentle and kind.
“You’re already mostly hairless Richie so I doubt anyone will even notice, but so what if they do?  You’re not doing this for them.  You’re doing this for me, and for you.  Don’t you want to be pretty as you can for me?  Don’t you want to see just how sexy you can be if you try?”  Clare spoke softly, her voice seductive.
Richard’s head spun.  He knew he should resist, that he should protest more, but he could not.  Clare’s words had him hooked.  He wanted to please her but, more than that, he wanted to be sexy, pretty.  He took a deep breath and nodded.  Clare grinned.
“Good.  I knew you’d come around.  Now, how about we get started.  We can do hair removal cream first, then get you into the shower to rinse off and shave your delicate areas.”
Richard’s head was fuzzy, giddy.  The thought of becoming smooth, hairless, like a proper girl made his cock, already hard in his panties, ache and throb.
 

Clare applied the hair removal cream to Richard’s legs, arms, chest, armpits, even his feet and butt cheeks, being careful to find any area where there was even the faintest hint of masculine hair.  The reek of the cream was strong, astringent, and it made Richard’s skin tingle, but he did not complain or resist.
“You need to learn to do this yourself at some point, but for now I’m happy to help you learn.  Waxing can be better, but shaving is fine too.  You just want to make sure to keep your body soft and pretty and smooth.”  Clare said.
Richard nodded, watching as his neighbour applied the last bit of cream to his left arm.  He had always been relatively hairless but he could not wait to see how he’d look with all trace of hair removed.
“You’ll need to moisturise after too, all over, to keep your skin silky and smelling lovely, but that comes later.  For now just jump in the shower to rinse off.  Then be sure to shave those last areas around your cute little cock and balls, as well as the crack of your cute little ass.  No hair anywhere below eyebrows.  Is that understood?”
Richard nodded without thinking.  He was committed now, to pleasing Clare, to seeing how be might look, to discovering how it might feel—he wanted to be pretty, just once, to be sexy and glamourous.
Richard turned and crossed to the shower cubicle, stepped in, set the water running.  Steam rose and he stood under the flow, let the water rinse the cream off his body, his hands rubbing the last traces off his flesh.  He shivered, tingling, delighting in the sensation of his hands roaming his body.  His skin was like silk now, smooth and soft and feminine, and he could not help but smile.  Clare stood watching him, admiring him, grinning.
“No getting carried away Richie.  Shave next.  We still have a lot to do.”  Clare said.
Richard blushed at being caught.  He pulled his hands away from his soft legs, smooth butt, reluctantly, and picked up the pink razor and shaving foam that sat on the shelf of the shower.  He foamed his cock and balls, ran the razor carefully over his skin, stripping all hair from him until he was smooth and pristine, his cock throbbing with need and arousal.  Finally he foamed his crack, his fingers teasing over his hole, a shudder of pleasure at the brief touch, then shaved there too, taking extra caution to remove all hair.  Finally finished he rinsed himself and shut off the water, stepped out of the shower.
Clare stood to the side and looked him over, nodding.  She smiled.
“Very nice.  Now, let’s get you dry and moisturised, then we can see about your make-up and some pretty underwear and clothes.”
Richard froze again.
“Make-up?  Clothes?  But…”
Clare held up a hand to silence Richard.  He cut himself off, cheeks pink, knowing he could not resist her.
“Of course make-up and clothes Richie.  You look so lovely now already, don’t you want to see how you might look all dressed up and made up?  You looked so good in just those panties, just think how you might look in something sexier and more daring.”
Richard could not argue.  The thought of wearing more panties, perhaps even more lingerie, and make-up, excited him, filled him with an undeniable joy.  He smiled, gnawed on his bottom lip.  Clare, grinning, picked up a towel and offered it to him.
“Now, dry off so we can begin.”
 

Richard’s skin felt amazing after the moisturiser, soft and silky, flawless, the smell of it dense, flowers and musk, a feminine perfume that made his head spin.  He could not stop smiling.
“Now, underwear first, then make-up, then we can dress you.”  Clare said.
Richard did not argue, could not argue.  He nodded, grinning.
Clare pulled out a small bag that she had stashed by the bathroom door and opened it.  She handed Richard a pair of black silk panties, a pair of silk seamed stocking with lace tops, a suspender belt, and a bra.  Richard examined them for a moment.  The material was soft, little decorations of ribbon and lace.  The bra was small, too small to fit Clare’s ample chest.
“Consider those a gift for you, your first set of sexy lingerie, but I doubt your last.  Put the stockings and suspenders on first.  Then the panties and bra.”  Clare said.
Richard’s body was alive with a nervous, excited energy, tingling, his heart racing.  He nodded, put all but the stockings down on the side, and lifted one foot to slip on the first stocking, bundling it up, slipping his foot in, rolling the silk up his legs. 
The caress of the material was electric, soft against his smooth skin, silk on silk, and it made his balls tense and ache, a shudder of pleasure.  The stocking hugged his calf, thigh, made his leg seem longer, curvier, the black seam running up the back.  As he pulled the second stocking on he felt almost overcome with a sense of pleasure he had never know.  He looked down at his legs, pretty, sexy, and could not stop smiling.
“Very nice.  Suspenders next Richie.”  Clare said.
Richard did not argue.  He pulled the suspender belt on and, with only some minor fumbling, attached the straps to the tops of his stockings.  The combination of stocking and suspender belt framed his hips and butt and cock and legs in a way that made his waist seem narrower, his butt rounder, hips wider.  He wiggled, delighting in how he looked, how feminine he seemed, smooth and curvy.  Without being told he pulled his panties on, eager to see how he would look.
His panties slipped up his stocking clad legs effortlessly, smooth, soft, and he tugged them up around his waist, the fabric hugging his hips, cock, balls, butt.  There was less material than the pink pair, leaving almost all of his butt exposed, the lace and silk shaping and lifting his cheeks to make his ass seem rounder, fuller, a pert little bubble butt, and Richard felt his cheeks flush with a rush of humiliation as his cock, even hard, fit snugly into the thin slip of fabric.
“Now the bra Richie.”  Clare said.
Richard nodded, picked up the bra.  He followed Clare’s instruction, fastening it around his waist, clasp in front, before spinning it round and slipping the straps up over his shoulders.  The lace and silk was a caress on his hairless, smooth skin, the moisturiser’s perfume heady.  With the bra on he looked down at his body and his smile became a wide, beaming grin, an uncontainable joy, a blossoming sense of euphoria at what he saw.  He looked pretty, feminine, sexy, his narrow waist and shoulders complimenting his wide hips, round butt, long legs.
“My… someone does look pretty.  Now, I think we should do your make-up before letting you see.  So you get the full effect all at once.  What do you say?”
Richard turned to Clare and nodded, still smiling.
“Yes.  Please.”  He said, his voice soft, feminine, quiet.
 

Clare sat Richard facing away from the mirror and stood in front of him.  Richard sat still, face lifted up, and stared into Clare’s dazzling eyes as she worked, listening to the instructions and tips she gave him.
She did his eyes first, eyeshadows—pink and purple and black—then applied eyeliner and mascara.  Next she added foundation and blush to specific areas, blending to make his face softer, a subtle glow.  Finally she added lipstick, a deep, bright pink, finishing his lips with a sparkling gloss.
Clare sat back and looked over her work before nodding, grinning.  She put the lip-gloss she was holding down and lifted her hands to Richard’s head.
“Just a little adjustment to your hair.  It’s already quite cute but I think if we just do….”
Claire’s fingers ran through Richard’s hair, caressing his scalp, sending shivers down his spine.  She ruffled and teased, styling his hair in a particular way, sweeping it to one side, a fringe swept partially over one eye.
“Yes!  Perfect!  Now stand up and turn around and take a look.”
Richard could barely contain himself.  He rose slowly to his feet, his belly fluttering, heart racing.  He turned to face the mirror and his reflection and as he caught sight of himself he stalled, freezing.
Around him the room seemed to spin, his head light.  He smiled, beaming.  He was stunning, pretty and sexy and beautiful—his reflection literally taking his breath away.
Behind him Clare stepped in close behind, pressing her body into his back to look at his reflection over his shoulder.  The swell of her breast pressed into his shoulders, her body warm and soft.
“Pleased with how you look?”  Clare asked.
Richard nodded, unable to deny the truth.  He was overcome with a bright euphoria, giddy, delirious.  He grinned.  His face was pretty, wide dazzling eyes, full plump wet lips, a soft glow.  His hair was cute.  Dressed in the sexy black lingerie, stockings and suspenders, panties and bra, his body was no longer bland and unappealing—he was dainty, slim and petite with gentle curves, his butt round, girlish hips and waist, his legs long and smooth and curvaceous.
He shifted slightly, wiggling, striking subtle poses to look at his round sexy ass, his long legs, his lithe torso, unable to stop smiling.  His heart was racing and his belly fluttered, excited, happy, his cock aching in his pants, aroused at the sight of himself, barely able to believe that the sexy, beautiful woman in the mirror was him, a maelstrom of conflicting emotions, shame and joy, humiliation and delight, all of them combining into a potent cocktail that left him almost mesmerised by his stunning reflection.  He was transformed into a pretty girl and he was happy in a way he could not remember being.
“I look amazing.”  Richard looked at Clare in the mirror.  “Thank you.”
Clare smiled.
“You’re welcome Richie.  Now, how about we get you into your uniform and shoes.”
Richard frowned, puzzled.  Clare looked into the mirror, gaze roving Richard’s body, face, her grin almost lascivious.
“Uniform?”  He asked.
Clare laughed, lightly, pleasantly.  She nodded.
“Of course silly.  You can’t clean the house in just your underwear, can you?”
Richard smiled, a sense of dread and delight at the implication of Clare’s words.  He shook his head, an uncertain smile.
“I suppose not.”  He said.




Chapter 6.
Richard tottered precariously in his heels, glossy black high heeled platforms, a simple strap with a silver buckle that went around his ankle.  His uniform was a short black dress with white petticoats, decorated with white lace around the hem and short sleeves and collar, the top low cut to expose just a hint of his bra.  He stood straight, his hands by his side—the dress and petticoats were so short that even while standing still and straight the tops of his stockings and thighs were clearly exposed, a glimpse of his butt and cute black panties.
“Now, try walking as I showed you.”  Clare said.
Richard nodded, took a deep breath.  He tried again, following Clare’s instructions.  He put one foot in front of the other, heel to toe, let his hips roll and lock, his butt swaying, wiggling, the sensation of it snug in his panties, the silk caressing him, slipping just into his crack, stocking clad thighs rubbing together, the hem of his dress, the pretty lace, brushing against his legs and butt, made his cock ache and his cheeks blush.  He smiled, his strut sexual, comfortable, a tingle running up his spine.  Clare grinned as she watched him, nodding.
“You’re a natural Richie.  I might almost suspect you’d been practicing this at home in secret given how quickly you’ve picked this up and how confident you look.”  She said.
Richard stopped on the far side of the bedroom, turned back to face Clare, unable to hide his smile, a sense of joy at her compliment.  He bit his bottom lip, unable to deny how much he was enjoying himself, how right the underwear, the make-up, the dress, the shoes all felt.
“Thank you.”  Richard said, his voice soft and quiet.
“Now, you think you can keep that sexy wiggle up all day?  While you’re here working you’ll be in your uniform and heels, so I expect you behave accordingly.”
Richard nodded.  His balls tightened at the thought of spending the whole day as Clare’s pretty, sexy maid, of walking around the house wiggling his butt, flaunting his ass and legs.
“Wonderful, but you should note that I’ll be keeping an eye on you.  If you disappoint me there’ll be consequences.  Is that clear Richie?”  Clare asked—her voice was harder, almost threatening.
Richard paled, his mouth suddenly dry.  He nodded, a tingle at the thought of what the consequences might be, how much worse his situation might get.  He did not want to disappoint his sexy neighbour but he could not deny that he was curious.  Clare smiled.
“Good.  Now, you can help me change the bed, then you can clean up downstairs while I get on with a few chores.  Seeing as you’re not going to be doing the gardening anymore I want the house to be spotless by the time David gets home, so I expect you to focus and work hard.”
Richard nodded.  He felt suddenly small and helpless yet, still, he was thrilled at his situation, excited, eager, happy to be pretty, sexy.  He could not deny the sense of freedom he found in submitting to Clare’s authority.
 

Richard made a point to focus on his steps as he carried the bed sheets down to the laundry room, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, butt wiggling.  He stared ahead, back straight, the hem of his short dress brushing his ass and thighs, and did not notice the pillowcase that fell from the basket until too late.
His heel clad feet became tangled in the cloth and he tripped, stumbled, fell, scattering the sheets across the floor, bumping into a side table and knocking a lamp and a bundle of mail to the ground.  Behind him Clare stood watching, her smile suddenly gone.  As Richard struggled back to his feet, clumsy, awkward, he saw his pretty neighbours stood glaring at him, her eyes narrow, arms crossed across her chest.
“Are you hurt Richie?”  Clare asked.
Richard shook his head.  He was blushing as he rose to his feet.
“I warned you to be careful Richie.  Now look at the mess you made.”  Clare’s voice was cold and hard and cruel.
“I’m sorry.”  Richard mumbled—he stared down at the ground, down at his sexy heels.
Clare was silent for a moment.  Richard did not move, seemed to shrink.
“And look at your uniform.  All dishevelled already after all the efforts I went through to make you pretty.  I showed you how to walk properly in heels, told you to go slow, pay attention, and look, already forgetting everything I said.  I cannot have you going around making more mess.  You are meant to be tidying, not creating chaos.”
Richard swallowed the lump in his throat.  His cock twitched despite his embarrassment, as though he were aroused by the berating he was receiving and that thought only served to make his humiliation worse, his arousal growing, fed by it.
“I’m sorry.”  Richard said again.
Clare scowled, stared at the mess, looked to Richard.  She shook her head as though she were disappointed, frustrated by Richard’s failures.
“You’ll need to do better Richie.  Now, get down on your knees and clean up.  And be quick.”
Richard nodded, did not argue.  He dropped to his hands and knees and began crawling about the floor, picking up sheets and covers and pillowcases, putting them in a pile, moving to pick up the lamp and scattered letters.  Clare stood watching, arms still crossed.
As Richard crawled his skirt rose up, exposing his panty clad butt, round and firm and pert, his thighs, lacey stocking tops and suspender straps, the cute bulge of his aching cock and balls.  Clare smiled, staring at the round swell of his arse, the way it wiggled as he crawled, he curve of his back lifting it higher, as though flaunting it.  She shook her head.
“I tell you to clear up and the first thing you do is crawl around like a little slut showing off that sexy body of yours.  You think just because you’re pretty you can get away with not paying attention?  Is that it?”  Clare said.
Richard stopped, looked back over his shoulder at Clare.  Her eyes were fixed on his butt and there was a rush of emotions, shame and pride, excitement, fear.  He smiled, nervously, bit his bottom lips and, without thinking, wiggled his butt slightly as though to tease, watching Clare closely for a reaction.  He was barely able to believe what he was doing, acting like a sexy girl out of a porn film, but he could not deny how it thrilled him, how right it felt, how happy it made him, and his cock swelled, stiffening at the thought out how naughty he was being.
Clare’s smile rose, became almost barbed.  She shook her head again, her gaze shifting from Richard’s butt to his face.
“My, someone is feeling frisky.  However, you’re supposed to be working, not showing off.  I’m afraid I’m going to have to punish you.”
Richard froze.  The word rang in his ears.  Punish.
 

“Stand up, legs shoulder width apart, hands on the wall just above your head, also shoulder width apart.”  Clare said.
Richard nodded.  He rose slowly to his feet, unsteady in his pretty, sexy heels, turned to face the wall beside him.  He put his feet apart, lifted his hands, put them against the wall, leant forward slightly.  He turned to look over his shoulder at Clare, waiting to see if he had done well, if she approved.  Clare nodded, subtle movements.  Richard smiled, relieved.
“Now, be sure to keep your butt lifted up, nice and high.  It helps if you curve your back.”
Richard tried to raise his ass higher, curving his back.  His hips shifted slightly, arching his butt up and out to make it seem bigger, more inviting.  He smiled, wiggled it slightly, delighting in the sensation.
“My someone is an eager little slut.  I thought the threat of punishment might make you shy but it seems I underestimated you.”  Clare’s voice was almost mocking, a slight cruelty, but without malice.
Richard blushed, smiled, bit his bottom lip.  He did not stop wiggling his ass, offering it to his pretty neighbour, eager to see what she was going to do, an invitation.  Clare stepped towards him, moved in close behind.  She reached out and ran one hand down his back to his butt, slipping it under his skirt and petticoats, squeezing, first gently then hard.  Richard gasped.
Clare’s other hand roamed up, fingers tangling into Richard’s hair.  She gripped, tight, tugged his head back.
“Since this is your first punishment, I’m going to be gentle.  Just a little light spanking, like any naughty girl would get, but if you keep disappointing me the punishments will get worse.  Is that clear Richie?”  Clare whispered.
Richard’s head spun.  He had never in his life been spanked and now, to be spanked by his pretty neighbour, dressed like a sexy maid, to be punished like a naughty girl, it seemed almost impossible.  He shivered, almost trembling, nervous, excited, his cock swelling.  Clare grinned.
“I think twenty strokes should do for now, ten on each cheek.  I expect you to keep count.”  Clare whispered.
Richard nodded.  He took shallow breaths, tried to remain calm.
Clare released her grip on Richard’s hair, moved her hand down to his skirt, lifted it up to expose his butt.  Using both hands she tugged his panties down, letting them sit around Richard’s upper thighs.
She took a step back, lifted her right hand, paused for a moment.  Richard closed his eyes, heart racing, trembling.  Clare’s hand fell, her palm striking Richard’s butt hard, the impact loud, a sharp sting against his soft flesh, pain radiating out from the site of the blow.
“One.”  Richard said.
Clare grinned.
“Good girl.”  She whispered.
Richard blushed but could not help but smile.  His butt hurt but, beneath it, fired by the shame and the humiliation, the excitement of being pretty, being punished by his sexy female neighbour, the thrill of submitting, there was pleasure.  His cock throbbed, growing hard.
Clare raised her hand again, striking Richard’s other butt cheek harder.  The slap echoed; the sting blazed across smooth, hairless skin.  Richard cried out, breath catching at the shock.
“Two.”  Richard whispered—his voice faltering, ragged.
Clare lifted her hand, slapped Richard again, softer this time but still with force.  The sting was different, his skin sensitive, flush, a subtle tingle running up his spine, head dizzy, thoughts jumbled so that Richard was almost floating.
“Three.”
Clare was grinning now, delighting in Richard’s reaction, in the thrill of punishing him, hurting him, admiring his pretty, sexy body dressed in lingerie and the sexy maid’s uniform.  She lifted her hand, let it fall, the slap loud, hard.
“Four.”
Richard’s voice was horse, his mind floating away on a sea of endorphins, heady, the pain changing to become a novel form of pleasure.  He was pretty, a sexy maid, and he had been naughty.  He needed to be punished, to be made into a better girl, a good girl.  He was grinning, happy, allowed the sensations to wash over him, his cock throbbing, hard and aching.
Clare’s hand fell again and again and again.  Striking each cheek in turn, Richard’s soft flesh turned pink then red from the repeated strike.  He shook, his breathing becoming short and ragged, a light sheen of perspiration, eyes closed as he floated on the tide of pleasure and pain, his skin sensitive and raw.
“Eight.” 
“Nine.”
“Ten”
Richard counted each strike, some harder, some softer, but all painful.  Sometimes Clare waited longer between blows, while sometimes they came quickly, so that Richard was never sure what was coming next, a constant unease, a tingle of fear that excited him.  The sound of each slap was a sharp crack, the shiver they sent along his spine exhilarating.
“Seventeen.”
“Eighteen.”
“Nineteen.”
Clare paused.  She stepped closer to Richard, leant close to his ear.  His butt was red now, the many imprint of her strikes visible on his soft, smooth skin.
“Are you going to be a good girl for me from now on Richie?”  Clare asked
Richard nodded, gnawing on his bottom lip.  He wanted to be good, to please her, and the thrill of admitting that to himself made his cock swell further, becoming like steel beneath his pretty maid’s skirt.  He wanted to be sexy, to obey.
“Just one more then, and hopefully you’ll be better behaved, though I have so enjoyed hurting you.”  Clare said.
Her voice was cruel and joyous and cheerful.  She was beaming, her smile wide.
“I’ll be looking forward to another chance to punish you.”  She said.
Richard gasped.  The thought that there was to be more left him excited and humiliated, but he could not deny he too wanted it.
Clare lifted her hand.  It fell.  The blow was hard, harder than any other, and Richard cried out.
“Twenty.”
Clare left her hand on Richard’s butt, squeezed his sensitive cheek, mauling his flesh.  He whimpered but did not protest or resist.  Clare’s hand eased down caressing along Richard’s crack, ran round to cup his balls, slid up to his hard, aching cock.  Richard moaned in delight as his pretty neighbour squeezed, stroked.
“I think someone enjoy me punishing them.”  Clare whispered.
She stroked Richard’s cock gently, teasing, caressing.  Richard shuddered, desperate for release, his body alive, burning from within.
“Yes… please…”  He whimpered.
Clare laughed, the sound almost threatening.  She squeezed harder, a little too hard.
“Well, we can’t have my sexy maid walking round like this.  You’ll never be able to concentrate on your work.  I think we’ll have to do something to fix it.  Don’t you?”
Richard nodded, biting his bottom lip to keep from crying out in delight as Clare stroked his cock, slow up and down.  Her hand was soft, his cock hard, hot, smooth and velvety.
“Please…”  He whimpered.
“Upstairs then, to the bedroom.  I have just the thing in mind.”
Richard felt a surge of emotions that he could not begin to describe.  He did not dare image what Clare had in store for him, but could not wait to find out.




Chapter 7.
Clare shut the bedroom door and the click of the lock was loud, almost ominous.  Richard stood in his sexy neighbour’s bedroom, facing the bed against the far wall.  His heart was racing, head fuzzy, thoughts and emotions a mess.  He chewed on his bottom lip, nervous, excited.  Beneath his maid’s skirt his cock was still hard, aching.
“Now, why don’t you go take that pretty dress off while I go get ready.  I won’t be long.”  Clare said.
Clare moved up behind Richard, placed a hand on his shoulder, squeezed gently.  Her touch was almost electric. 
“And don’t be nervous.  I just know you’re going to enjoy what I have in mind.”  Clare whispered, her voice husky, seductive.
Richard shivered, nodded.  Clare released her grip on Richard’s shoulder, moved around him, headed off to the door on the side of the room that led off to the en-suite bathroom.  She glanced back of her shoulder as she closed to the door.
“Leave your underwear and heels on though.  You look so pretty and sexy.”  Clare said—a subtle, almost gleeful smile.
Richard grinned, nodded, flattered by the compliment.  Clare shut the bathroom door and left Richard alone.  He stepped off, moved across to the bed and stopped.
He slipped off his dress, carefully, folded it and placed it on the foot of the bed.  Undressed as instructed he turned to look around the room and his attention caught on the mirror on the dressing table in the corner.
His smile spread, became wide.  He was pretty, sexy, glamourous, dressed in feminine underwear, face made up, beautiful.  He moved, turned to examine himself.  With his heels on he was forced to stand in a way that made his butt seem rounder, fuller, softer, his legs long and curvy, hips wide, waist and shoulders narrow. 
Richard struck a pose, sticking his ass out, winking, pouting, one hand on his hip, the other on a butt cheek.  He looked flirtatious, teasing, girly, and he felt a rush of euphoria.  Stood in his neighbours’ bedroom, dressed as sexily and outrageously as he was, he could not help but imagine what David might think were he to walk in and see him.  Would he recognise him as the boy next door?  Would he think him sexy, pretty, beautiful?  Would the sight of him make his cock hard?
Richard bit his bottom lip as he thought of how David might punish him, what he might do to him, what he might make him do, how he might treat him as the sexy, slutty girl he appeared as.  He shuddered, cock growing harder at the thought.
Behind him the bathroom door clicked opened and Richard turned, saw Clare, stalled.  Clare stood in the door way, naked except for heels, panties, stockings and suspenders.  Her full breasts hung free, magnificent, almost mesmerising, nipples pink and stiff, but it was not Clare’s breasts Richard was staring at.
Around Clare’s waist were a series of black leather straps, arranged to hold a large, pink dildo in place over her crotch where a cock might have been—the dildo was realistic, sculpted with balls, veins, the head swollen and prominent.  Richard’s heart skipped, his belly fluttered.  Clare grinned.
“Like what you see Richie?”  Clare asked.
Richard was frozen for only a moment.  He bit his bottom lip to keep from whimpering.  He knew he could not lie and so he nodded.
 

“Then why don’t you bring your sexy body over here to get a better look.”  Clare said.
Her voice was commanding, her words an instruction.  Richard nodded again, stepped off towards Clare, his gaze fixed on the large, realistic dildo strapped over her crotch.
Clare stepped out from the bathroom and approached Richard so that they both met in the middle of the bedroom, to the side of the double bed.
Richard stood, staring down at the bright pink cock that jutted out from between his beautiful neighbour’s thighs, long and thick, its presence foreboding and exhilarating.
“Why don’t you get on your knees to get a better look Richie.”  Clare said.
Richard paled, suddenly terrified, the implication in Clare’s words clear but still, he could not take his eyes off her cock.  He nodded, mute, timid, submitting to the older woman’s will.
Richard fell to his knees, dressed in pretty silk and lace underwear, stockings, heels, face made-up, beautiful, sexy, and stared with wide eyes at the bright pink strap-on in front of him.  His lips tingled and his mouth watered.
“You make such a pretty girl Richie.  So sexy, so beautiful.  It’d be a shame for that natural talent to go to waste, don’t you think?”  Clare asked.
Her voice was low, husky, a seductive whisper.  Richard swallowed the lump in his throat, his racing pulse loud.  His head spun, too many emotions, light and giddy, eager, excited, an overwhelming sense of joy at Clare’s words.  He nodded.
Clare laughed, lightly, kindly, without teasing or mockery.  Richard looked up, saw Clare looking down at him, smiling, her bared breasts full and inviting, the pink cock still visible at the edge of his vision, calling to him.  Richard smiled, feeling suddenly free even as he knelt on his knees, submitting to his sexy neighbour’s will.
“Well, why don’t we take full advantage of your pretty body then?  We can start with your mouth and those luscious lips of yours.  Suck my cock Richie.  Show me you can be a good pretty cock sucker.”  Clare said.
Her words stung, branding him.  Cocksucker.  Richard smiled, nodded again, looked back to the bright pink strap-on.  He reached out with one hand to grasp it, leant forward, opening his lips, his tongue poking just out of his mouth.
Richard pressed his lips to the swollen head of Clare’s cock, let his mouth open, pushed forward.  Clare thrust and her cock slipped into Richard’s mouth, his lips wrapping round the soft shaft even as he gripped the base.  It was larger than his, thicker, cool and heavy on his tongue.
Richard wrapped his lips tight, let his spit lube the shaft, tonguing it as he had seen sexy women do in porn videos.  He imagined himself as a sexy porn starlet, sucking cock, and the image fired him on.  He wanted to be sexy, slutty, pretty, and he took more of Clare’s cock into his mouth.  He worked his lips up and down, taking the cock almost entirely out of his mouth, holding his lips wide, tonguing the head, sucking on the tip, kissing up and down the length.  He was giddy, eager and excited, his cock straining hard and swollen and almost painful in his panties, the silk damp with precum.
“You are an eager slut aren’t you.  And watching you I’m beginning to think you’ve done this before.”
Richard shook his head but did not speak, did not want to take his mouth off the cock in front of him.  He felt free and wild, as though uncaged, unleashed for the first time in his life.  He wanted to show Clare he could be a good slut, a pretty, sexy, willing slut.  Clare laughed.
“Well, you have a natural talent.  I have a feeling you’re going to make a lot of men very happy.”  Clare said.
Her words drove Richard wild.  The thought of kneeling, pretty and sexy, in front of men, their cocks hard for him, eager for him, sucking them, pleasing them, their lust for him, making them cum, sent shivers of delight down his spine.
He took Clare’s cock back into his mouth, took as much as he could, and wrapped his lips tight around her shaft as he pressed the head to the back of his throat.  Richard subdued the urge to gag, felt Clare’s cock slipping deeper.
As Clare pulled away, pulling her cock from Richard’s mouth, he whined.  As Clare pulled her cock free of his lips, the shaft slick with his spit, Richard looked up, wide eyed, pleading, desperate for more.  Clare smiled.
“Perhaps more later.  Right now though I want to take care of that unsightly bulge in those pretty panties of yours.  We can’t have a sexy girl like you going around looking like that can we?”  Clare asked.
Richard bit his bottom lip.  In his panties his cock was hard and aching.  He shook his head.  Clare’s smiled spread.
“Good.  Now stand up Richie and take your panties off, then get on the bed and bend over on all fours.  I’m going to show you the joy of being a pretty, sexy, slutty girl.” 
Richard smiled, his head spinning.  He knew what Clare wanted to do and he wanted her to do it.  He nodded, beaming, and stood up to slip his panties off.
 

Richard knelt on the bed on all fours, his butt bare, his cock hanging hard and swollen between his stocking clad thighs, his heels still on.  Behind him Clare climbed onto the bed and moved up to kneel between his feet.
Richard looked back over his shoulder, nervous, eager, and smiled.  Clare reached out and ran one hand over the cute, smooth, round swell of Richard’s butt, grinning, her pink strap-on still glistening with Richard’s spit. 
“Curve your back to lift your butt up higher for me Richie, and keep your head down low.  Ass up, face down, as they say.  It’ll make it more fun for the both of us.”  Clare said.
Her hand ran over Richard’s soft flesh, fingers caressing, slipping along the crack between his cheeks, a fingertip just barely caressing his puckered rosebud.  Richard shivered, lowered his head, stretched his arms out in front of him, curved his back to raise his butt higher in offering, thrusting his hips back, eager for more of Clare’s touch.
“That’s it.  Such a good girl for me.  Now, I want you to relax and breath slowly.  It might hurt a little but I’ll be gentle and soon it’ll feel just wonderful.  Trust me.”  Clare said.
Richard nodded, smiling.  He spread his legs slightly and he shuddered in delight as something slick and cool and wet trickled over his butt, running down his crack.  Clare spread the lube with her fingers, running up and down his smooth, soft skin.  Her fingers ran over his entrance, teasing, circling, then pressed, slipping just barely into him.  Richard moaned, pushed back, wanting more.  Clare’s finger slipped deeper, stretching him wider, lubricating his inner walls.
As her finger curved round Richard gasped, the pleasure intense, unlike anything he had ever experienced.  Clare’s fingers slipped out and Richard whined, wanting more.  Clare laughed.
“Just be patient you little slut.”  Clare said.
Her words made Richard smile.  He wiggled his butt provocatively, inviting her, pleading with her.  Behind him Clare shifted forward, holding her lube slicked cock in one hand.  She placed her other hand on Richard’s hip, ran the head of her strap-on along his crack, pressing the head at his hole.  Richard shivered in delight and pressed back, spreading his legs, lifting his ass.
Clare held the head of her cock in place and pressed, gently but firmly.  Richard’s hole spread, a tingle that was part pleasure part pain.  He pressed back, eager for his pretty neighbour to enter him, desperate now.  The head of the strap-on slipped deeper, split him wider and Clare pressed forward.  Richard gasped as the prominent crown eased past his entrance, slipped deep, Clare’s cock gliding into him, filling him.  He moaned and pressed back even as Clare pressed forward, slowly.
“Fuck… yes…”  Richard’s words were quiet, whispered, feminine and needy, his mind fogged by lust and pleasure.
Clare move both hands to Richard’s hips and held him tight, letting her hands roams his sides and butt, caressing.  She pulled back, pulled her cock almost entirely out of Richard’s hole so that the crown tugged at his opening.  Richard whined, wanting more, tried to press back, but Clare held him in place, grinning.
“Do you want me to fuck you Richie?  Do you want me to fuck you like the slutty, sexy, pretty girl you are?”  Clare asked.
Richard nodded, breathing heavy now, unable to speak or think clearly.  He wanted to be fucked, more than anything, to submit to be pretty and sexy and slutty.
“Say it.”  Clare said—her tone was cold and demanding, almost cruel.
She lifted one hand, slapped Richard’s ass, hard, the crack loud, the sting and humiliation melding with the pleasure of Clare’s cock teasing his entrance.  He nodded again, desperate.
“Please… fuck me… fuck me like a slut… like a pretty, sexy, dirty slutty girl.  Fuck me.  Use me… please.”  Richard whispered, begged, whining, girly, feminine, aching.
Clare grinned.  She gripped Richard’s hips and thrust forward, thrust deep, filling him suddenly, knocking the breath from his lungs.  Richard moaned, loud, the pleasure overwhelming.  He thrust back, arching his back, wiggling his hips, eager for more.
Clare’s cock slipped out, back in, slow, deep, sensual movements.  The prominent ridge of the crown caressed Richard’s inner walls, rubbing over a bright spot of pleasure deep within him, his cock swelling, becoming harder, throbbing, dribbling precum.
“Yes… more… please…”  Richard moaned.
Clare’s breath was ragged as she thrust in and out, working hard, fucking the pretty, sexy slut beneath her, her bright pink cock spreading him open, stretching him, filling him.  She pulled him back onto her cock, thrust into him, her hips slapping against his ass.
“Take it slut… take my cock… show me you can be a pretty little whore for me… show me how much you want to be a sexy, nasty, dirty girl for me.”  Clare said—her voice was hard and husky with lust.
Richard nodded, obeyed, submitting.  He thrust back, fucking himself onto Clare’s cock, his body alive, aching, his hole split wide, the pleasure numbing.  He was pretty, beautiful, sexy.  He wanted to be a slut for his sexy neighbour, wanted to please her, to be used by her.
Richard lifted his butt, wiggling his hips, thrust back into Clare as she thrust into him, filling him, splitting his hole wide, her cock caressing his slick inner walls.  His heart was racing, body on fire, his cock throbbing and aching between his legs.
Clare fucked him, harder, faster, deeper, her hands gripping his hips tight, claiming his pretty, sexy body.  She smiled as she fucked him, her strap-on slipping in and out, over and over, his hole gaping, stretched wide, filled by her cock.
“That’s it slut… take my cock… show me you love my cock… show me how much you love me fucking you… show me how much you love my cock inside of you… show me what a good girl you want to be for me.”  Clare said.
Her words fired Richard on and he fucked back hard, breathing heavily, sweating.  As Clare’s cock fucked in and out of him, caressing his inner walls, rubbing over the bright spot inside of him, he felt a swell of pleasure in his belly expanding.  His cock swelled, becoming harder, balls tensing.  Richard gripped the bed sheets with both hands, lifting his ass higher, spreading his legs, wanting more, needing more, his dick swaying in time with Clare’s thrusts.
“Fuck… I’m… I’m going to cum…”  Richard whimpered, his voice quiet and feminine and desperate.
Clare grinned, fucked deep, hard, pressing her cock all the way into Richard’s tight hole.  She ground her hips into him and beneath her Richard bucked, riding her cock, grinding it against the bright spot of his pleasure.
His cock swelled, balls tensed and, without even touching himself, Richard came, his cute cock drippling a stream of cum as his body shook.
“My, what a pretty harlot you are. Cumming from just getting fucked in your ass.  You’re a natural at this.  A perfect little butt-slut.”  Clare said.
Richard nodded, grinning, head spinning, his body still spasming, still cumming, grinding his ass back into Clare’s cock as he continued to cum even as his cock softened.  Clare leant forward, ran one hand round to caress Richard’s cock, stroking it as it shrank, his orgasm finally subsiding, her touch a delight.
“Now, it seems we sorted that little problem out, but I think we need a more permanent solution.  One to keep it from happening again.  Don’t you Richie?”  Clare said.
Richard, his mind foggy, could only nod, Clare’s cock still buried deep within him, his submission to her complete.  Clare ran her other hand round to Richard’s cock and he felt something hard and cold and heavy wrap around his soft dick.  There was a pinching, then a click, and Clare’s hands withdrew.
“There.  All done.”  Clare said.
Clare shifted, pulling her cock out of Richard’s well fucked hole, a stark sense of loss at its absence.  Richard looked down between his stocking clad legs, saw his cock, caged in metal, resting just below his lacey suspender belt.  He smiled, the sense of humiliation and emasculation almost pleasurable, and he bit his bottom lip.
“Now, that should help you look more like a pretty girl in your panties.  Do you think with that on you’ll be better able to control yourself and focus on work?”  Clare said.
Richard lifted his head and looked back over his shoulder to his sexy neighbour, her bare breasts glistening with sweat, her cheeks flush.  He nodded, grinning, blushing.
“Yes.”  Richard said.  “And thank you.”
Clare smiled, laughed.
“Oh, you’re very welcome Richie.”  Clare said.  “Of course, I’ll be expecting you back tomorrow to make up for all the work you missed today.  No girl of mine is going to slack off of her chores.”




Chapter 8.
Richard woke early, before the sun had risen, the sky pale purple and dusky orange and he lay in bed, savouring that moment between sleep and waking, he thought back to the day before.  He had been wanting a new start, a new beginning, had been looking for work to save money so that he could reinvent himself when he began college, but now it seemed like that reinvention, that way of starting afresh, had found him. 
He remembered the way it had felt to kneel in front of Clare on his knees, to bend down on all fours beneath her, remembered the way it had felt to have her use him, fuck him, the way the things she had called him—slut, sexy, whore, pretty—had stirred something inside of him. 
Richard squirmed as he remembered taking Clare’s strap-on in his mouth, his ass, the way he had cum as she fucked him.  His cock twitched, attempted to harden but his cage, heavy, metal, constrained him, a dull ache that was itself a form of pleasure, the shame and humiliation at being so emasculated filling him with joy, his submission setting him free.  Richard squeezed his legs together, so smooth and soft, hairless, and the silk panties he wore were snug, caressing him delicately.
He reached down to tug on his cage, attempting to pleasure himself, but in vain.  The metal device kept his cock small and limp, useless, and his balls ached in frustration, yet Richard grinned, bit on his bottom lip to keep from moaning in delight and despair.  He laughed, lightly, quietly, and could not help but wonder with anticipation what else Clare had in store for him.  He could not deny that he wanted to be pretty, sexy, that she had uncovered a side of him he had not known before but that he now savoured.
Richard took a deep breath and wondered if perhaps these new desires had always been a part of him, just newly uncovered by his neighbour.  Had she known, had she seen something in him?
His smile spread.  It did not matter.  He was just glad, happy, content for the first time in a long time.  He thought of dressing again in lingerie and heels, wearing make-up, perhaps painting his nails, all the clothes he could buy and wear.  He wondered how pretty he could be, how feminine.  He imagined men eyeing him with lust, admiring his body, his butt and hips and legs, staring at him with longing and desire, and again his cock twitched, trapped in its cage, a dull pain.  Richard laughed again.
“I guess it’s time to get up and get ready then.”  He said—quietly, voice girly, feminine.
His belly fluttered.  He was nervous, excited, fretful, but knew he could not disappoint Clare, not after all she had done for him, all she had shown him.
 

Richard could not help but feel self-conscious as he approached Clare’s front door.  He was clean shaven, showered, as he had been instructed, and dressed in shorts.  Though he could not deny that his smooth, hairless legs felt more pleasant, a delightful tingle running up his spine as the summer breeze caressed them, he worried that perhaps he was observed—though the thought of someone seeing him, seeing his legs in his short shorts, eyeing his ass, made his caged cock throb.
He stopped at the front door, took a deep breath, raised his hand to knock.  There was silence for a moment, then the approach of footsteps.  The door opened and Clare stood inside, grinning.
“Richie!  I was almost worried you weren’t going to show.  Come in… come in…”
Clare stepped back from the door and gestured for Richard to enter.  Richard smiled, a nervous grin, cheeks flush pink, and stepped in.  Clare shut the door behind him, the lock clicking shut.
“I… I did everything you asked.”  Richard said.
Clare smiled, nodded.
“Shaved and moisturised and wearing those panties I gave you?”  Clare asked.
Richard nodded, the pink in his cheeks deepening.  Clare stared at him, as though examining him. 
“And you slept well?  No problems with that little cage of yours?  I’m trusting it helped you control yourself and behave like a good girl?”  Clare asked.
Richard bit his bottom lip hard.  Clare’s words stung but stirred something in him.  He nodded meekly.
“Excellent.  Now, how about we head upstairs to get you ready for your day.  We can go over what I’ll be expecting of you while I prepare you.”
Richard nodded again.  Clare gestured to the stairs and Richard stepped off, headed up.  Clare followed close behind and Richard made a deliberate attempt to walk one foot in front of the other, heel to toe, wiggling his hips and butt provocatively.  Clare watched his firm, round ass, grinning.
“Such a tease Richie, such a little slut.  You’ll have to watch that today or there’ll be consequences.”  Clare said.
Richard smiled at the thought, a light, nervous, joyful laugh.  Clare raised a hand and spanked his butt, once, playfully.
“Now, head through to the bedroom.  I have everything laid out ready for you.”
 

“Sit.”  Clare said.
Richard obeyed, crossed to sit in the chair in front of Clare’s dressing table, the chair facing away from the mirror.  Clare moved to stand in front of him, looked down at him, smiling.  Richard felt small, vulnerable, a subtle thrill at what unknown lay in store for him.
“Today I have a few special jobs in mind for you so I think we’ll spend a little more time getting you ready, so you look perfect.  I have some false nails and false eyelashes for you to wear, and we’ll paint your toenails and fingernails to match your make-up.  I even have a small surprise that I think you’ll love.  A finishing touch that’ll complete your transformation.”  Clare spoke slowly, commanding.
Richard smiled, nodded, sitting meekly, knees together, smooth thighs pressed close.  His cock, small and shaved and caged, ached at the thought of what was to be done to him.
“First though I think I’ll have you undress down to your panties, so we don’t get any make-up on your clothes.”  Clare said.
Richard nodded again, rose without speaking to his feet and, while his sexy neighbour watched, he stripped down to just the pretty pink panties Clare had given him.  Clare watched smiling, smirking.
“My, don’t you look lovely.  We’ll have to change those of course to something more befitting your uniform, but that will come later.  First we need to do you make-up.  Sit again, and pay attention to what I do.  I won’t always be around to do this for you.”  Clare said.
Richard obeyed, sat.  He was grinning, the thought that he might one day do his make-up alone both excited and terrified him.  He had no idea how far down this hole he was going to fall, but he was eager to find out.
Clare stepped round Richard and picked up a few items from the table, moved back to stand in front of him, looked down into his face.  She was beaming.
“Make-up first, then lashes, then we can move onto nails I think…”  Clare said, speaking quietly, as though to herself.
Richard did not move, remained sat still.  Clare lent forward towards Richard face, lifted a small palette of bright coloured eye shadows, a brush in one hand.
“Now, close your eyes for me Richie, and don’t open them until I say.”
 

Brushes worked over Richard face, his eyes and cheeks and lips, his eyebrows, eye lashes, eyeliner applied to his lower and upper lids, a small flick at the outer corner of each.  Next Clare applied the false lashes, his eyes suddenly heavier, a fluttering as he blinked that seemed glamourous and sexy and feminine.
Clare then applied the fake nails to his hands, long and rounded, the nails making his hands seem thinner, smaller, girly and pretty.  She painted his fingernails and toenails bright pink, adding a topcoat of glitter to finish them.  Richard looked down and smiled, his hands and feet suddenly prettier, sexier.
“Now, get dressed into your underwear.  It’s on the bed.  No peeking in the mirror though.  I don’t want you seeing until I’m finished.”  Clare said.
Richard nodded.  He rose to his feet and moved to the bed.  Clare sat in the chair in front of the dressing table, blocking the mirror, watching Richard.
He pulled his panties off first. Exposing his round, smooth, shaved butt and his pretty caged cock.  He pulled on the stockings Clare had laid out, black with lacy tops, seams running up the back, and the caresses of them as he pulled them up his legs was a delight.  Next he slipped on his suspender belt, attaching it to his stockings, then he slipped on his panties, a small slip of silk and lace and ribbon, black and snug over his cock and ass.
Finally he slipped on his matching bra, padded and black, though the cups seemed too big, sitting loose over his narrow, flat chest so that he wondered how it might feel to fill them.  As he looked up Clare smiled.
“Now, for your first surprise.  Stand there.  I have something to fill that out for you.”  Clare said.
Clare rose from her seat and moved to the bed, picking up a small box from the foot of the bed.  She stood in front of Richard and opened the box, pulled out a pair of soft, oddly shaped flesh coloured items about the size of her hand.
“Let me put the first one in and you watch.  You can do the second.”  Clare said.
Clare lifted one of the pair to Richard’s bra, she pulled the bra out and rotated the mass of soft fleshy material, slipped it into the cup so that it sat flat against Richard’s skin, filling out his bra, melding almost seamlessly with his flesh.
Richard stared down at himself in almost wonder, one half of his chest flat, the other full and round, as though he had a large, full breast.  His head spun and he could not help but smile at the sight, a sense of euphoria and joy.
“Now, you put the next one in.”  Clare said.
She handed him the other mass of soft fleshy material and Richard tried to copy what Clare had done.  He was more awkward, but, eventually, managed to slip it into place so that both cups of his bra were filled, the material blending with his skin, snug and almost adhesive so that their weight was felt, heavy and full and round.  He looked down and could only smile at the sight of his full bra, his breasts small but ample, pert, inviting, his slight cleavage enticing, sexy.
“You like them Richie?”  Clare asked.
Richard could only nod.
“Yes, I really do.”  He whispered.
The admission made him blush pink, embarrassed but happy.
“I thought you would.  And they look lovely on you.  I just know you’re going to make a wonderfully sexy, pretty girl.”
Richard bit his bottom lip to keep from moaning.  Clare’s words stirred something in him he could not describe, a longing, a need, a hunger.
“But first heels and uniform.  Then the finishing touches.  Then I can let you see and I can tell you what you’ll be doing today.”
Richard could not help but wonder what Clare had in mind, what surprises she had in store that required the amount of effort she had gone to, but he was eager to find out, excited to discover more about himself and the pleasure that being pretty and sexy gave him.  He slipped on his heels, polished black, and then tugged on his maid’s uniform.  The skirt seemed a little shorter than the day before and now, with his padded bra, his heavy, full chest, the top sat lower, stretched by his tits so that his cleavage and a hint of his bra showed—his appearance was beyond pretty and sexy, beyond even slutty.  He was pure sex, brazen and wanton.
“Now, the last little piece.”  Clare said.
Clare picked up a bag on the floor, reached inside and pulled out a wig, platinum blond, long and wavy with a cute, swept fringe, and a pair of silver hoop earrings.  Richard stared at them and blushed.
Clare did not wait for him or object or approve.  She stepped forward, slipped the wig onto his head, adjusting it and clipping it in place, and attached the earrings onto his ears.
“You’ll be able to get your ears pierced properly at some point, but for now clip-ons will do.”
Clare stepped back, looked Richard over, smiled, nodding.  Richard’s head spun.  The thought of piecing his ears both appalled and delighted him, but now that the idea was there though he knew there’d be no way he could resist and he wondered what else he might be willing to do, what other transformations he might undergo.  As he shifted, posing for Clare without even thinking, he felt his bra and his false breasts sway, heavy and full, and he wondered how it might feel if they were real.
“Perfect.  Now, go take a look.”
Richard stepped off, moved around Clare, and walked to stand in front of the mirror.  As his reflection stepped into view he froze.  He was prepared for an impressive transformation after yesterday but what had been done to him was something beyond.
The maid in the mirror appeared to have stepped straight out of some lurid fantasy, her face made-up with bright colours, pinks and purples, and dusky shadows, lips full and plump and glistening—sexual yet innocent, alluring, pretty, beautiful.  Her face was framed perfectly by her bright blonde hair, the waves falling around narrow shoulders, her breasts, small but pert and round, stretched the top of her dress, exposing cleavage and bra, and her long nails, pink and glittery, seemed at odds with her maid’s uniform, fragile and delicate, for looking pretty and sexy as opposed to working and cleaning.  As Richard moved the stunning girl in the mirror moved, and he struck poses, like girls from porn movies, sticking his butt out, wiggling his hips and tits, pouting, winking, and the sight made his cock stir, aching in its cage, the frustration a dull pleasure.  His skirt swayed as he tottered in his heels, so short it constantly showed off the lacey tops of his stockings, every movement flashing his panty clad butt. 
Richard grinned, unable to believe that it was him, that the gorgeous, sexual, stunning girl in the mirror was him.  He felt overjoyed, glowing, his cheek pink and rosy.
“You like?”  Clare asked.
Richard nodded.  Clare laughed, friendly and kind.
“There’s only one problem though.”
Richard spun to face Clare, raising his eyebrows, suddenly worried that his adventures were over already.  He knew he did not want to stop, not now.  He wanted to be pretty, sexy, more than anything.
“Richie is no name for a girl as pretty and cute as you.  I was thinking Rachel would be a better fit.  What do you think?”  Clare said.
Richard stared at Clare then broke into a wide, eager smile.  Rachel nodded.
“I love it.  I love all of it.”  She said—her voice happy and glad and cheerful, feminine and quiet and seductive.
“Good.  Now, about today…”  Clare said.
Rachel stood still, a pretty, sexy maid, waiting for her instructions, eager to serve.  In her panties her caged, pretty cock throbbed, her belly fluttering.




Chapter 9.
“Now, David is due back today, and I wanted to give him a nice relaxing evening, to make up for the fact that the garden is only half done, and I was hoping you could help me.  I want you to be our maid for the day and the evening, serve us drinks and snacks and dinner, look after us, but especially David.  Is that something you think you can manage?”  Clare said.
Rachel stared at her beautiful neighbour, pale, in shock, suddenly more nervous.  David was due home, he would see her dressed as she was, make-up, lingerie, maid’s uniform.  What would he think, what would he say?  Would he even recognise her?
Rachel could not help imagining David coming home to find her waiting to greet him at the door, tending to him as he watched her.  Would be find her pretty, sexy?  Would he be aroused by her?  Would the sight of her excite him, make his cock hard?
The thoughts made her head spin but she could not deny that, even as nervous as she was at the prospect of him seeing her as the sexy, slutty maid she was dressed as, she was excited by the thought of arousing her handsome neighbour.  The thought of flirting with him, teasing him, made her body tingle and her caged cock throb.
“But what if he…”
Clare held up a hand to cut Rachel off, silencing her.  Clare smiled, reassuring, kind, warm, and Rachel felt herself relax.
“You don’t need to worry.  I’ll be around to look after you.  You just need to be Rachel, our pretty maid, that’s all.  Serve drinks, look after us, help me welcome my husband home.  Do you think you can manage that?”  Clare asked.
Rachel smiled, calmer for her pretty neighbour’s encouraging words.  Rachel nodded.
“I can do that.”  She said.
Clare’s smile widened and her eyes sparkled with something close to mischief.  She looked over her sexy, pretty maid, nodding.
“Good girl.  Just remember everything I’ve taught you.  How to act, how to walk, and be sure to remember that you are Rachel.  For the rest of the day you are only Rachel.  Do you understand?”  Clare asked.
Rachel nodded, almost eager.  The thought thrilled her, filled her with a euphoria that was intoxicating, addictive.  She wanted to remain as Rachel, the pretty, sexy, beautiful maid and would do so happily.
“Good girl.”  Clare said.
Rachel shuddered at the compliment.  The phrase was beginning bring her joy, the idea that she was a good girl, obedient, pretty, feminine, excited and delighted her.
“Now, you’ll have to behave like a good maid, be polite, do as you’re told, follow instructions.  Can you do that for me?  You know I’d hate to have to punish you in front of David.”  Clare said.
Rachel nodded, blushed.  The thought of being punished, spanked and worse, by Clare in front of her husband, her skirt lifted up, butt exposed as she slapped her, sent a thrill of humiliation and shame and pleasure through her.
“Wonderful, and one last thing.  For the rest of the evening you are to refer to me as Miss, and you are to refer to David as Sir.  Is that clear?”  Clare asked—Clare spoke the words Miss and Sir with weight, a pointed emphasis.
The thought of using such formal titles made Rachel smile, a shudder of subtle glee at the thought of submitting to the pair of them in word as well as deed.  She nodded again.
“Yes Miss.”  Rachel said.
Clare ginned.
“Good girl.”  She whispered, and Rachel whimpered.
 

The sound of an engine, tires on the driveway, reverberated through the house, a quiet rumble that grew louder as it approached then cut off to an almost ominous silence.  Rachel stood still, nervously waiting behind the front door.  At the clunk of a car door opening she readied herself, standing straight with shoulders back, head up, feet together—as she had been told, even though the pose left her feeling distinctly exposed and uncomfortable, her chest pushed out so that it seemed larger, her panty butt just visible beneath the hem of her skirt, her posture deliberate, as though she were displaying herself, exposing herself.  The thought of David seeing her like this, dressed so brazenly, sexily, made her blush, cheeks pink, and the flush of shame and arousal made her almost giddy.
There was the sound of feet, loud heavy steps, and as they stopped Rachel stepped forward to open the door, a big wide smile, wide eyes, a warm, eager welcome.  Her heart fluttered, racing.
David stopped with his hand half raised, keys ready to unlock his door, and blinked, a momentary look of confusion as he stared at Rachel.  He looked her up and down and he smiled, his eyes widening.
“Good afternoon Sir.  Miss is waiting for you in the sitting room.  May I get your bags for you?”  Rachel asked—her voice was soft and feminine, a nervous, innocent whisper.
Rachel was still for a moment before remembering herself and her instructions.  She crossed her legs and bent her knees, her waist, using both hands to lift the hem of her skirt slightly, curtseying in the manner she had been shown.
David was quiet for a moment as he stared at Rachel.  As she stood back up he looked at her, looked at her smooth, hairless legs, in stockings, feet in black high heels.  His gaze ran up, over her stocking tops, pausing at her ass and hips briefly, the black maids skirt with white trim and white apron and white petticoats, then continued up over her narrow waist to the top of her dress where her cleavage was exposed along with a hint of her bra. 
Rachel shifted, her skirt caressing her thighs, and she bit her bottom lip, momentarily terrified, blushing crimson, a knot in her belly.  Did David recognise her, did he know what she and Clare had he done, did he suspect her secret?  The thought of being exposed, berated, cast out from the house terrified her, and the thought of no longer being free to be Rachel, to be pretty, sexy, was a pain that tore at her heart.
Finally David looked up into Rachel’s face, smiling, a wide almost lecherous grin.  Rachel did not speak, still chewing on her bottom lip.
“Clare told me that she had help for the evening but she didn’t tell me that the help was quite so beautiful.  Rachel, isn’t it?”
Rachel giggled, her heart fluttering, a well spring of relief.  David thought she was beautiful.  She relaxed, though the compliment only made her blush worse.  She nodded.
“Yes Sir, and thank you.”  Rachel said, barely a whisper.
“Well Rachel why don’t you go tell Clare, or Miss, that I’m home.  I’ll bring my bags in.  No need for a pretty little girl you to strain yourself when there’s a big strong man around.”
Rachel couldn’t help but giggle again.  She nodded and looked up at David.  He was taller than her, broader, handsome, and his grey eyes sparkled as he grinned at her.  She wondered how it might feel to have those strong arms and strong hands hold her, pin her down, how it might feel if he were to kiss her.  The way he looked at her made her feel weak and small and sexy.
“Of course, Sir.  And would you like me to get you a drink ready?  Or anything to eat?”
David’s grin spread.  He looked Rachel up and down.
“I don’t suppose you’re on the menu are you.”  He said.
Rachel giggled again, involuntarily, flush and excited by David’s flirtatious teasing.  Her face was warm.
“But no, I’m fine for now, though if you’ll hold the door I’ll bring these in and take them upstairs.”
David hefted his bags in one hand, lifting them as though they weighed nothing, and Rachel could not help wondering if he could lift her as easily.  Her caged cock twitched at the thought of what he might do to her, what he might make her do.
As David stepped up Rachel stepped back and held the door.  He slipped past, close, and as he passed his free hand brushed against her upper leg, caressing over her stocking tops and running up to just below her butt.  The touch made Rachel shudder, a jolt of pleasure.  As David pulled his hand away he looked at her and grinned.
“Now, I’m going to go shower.  You go keep Miss company.  Tell her I won’t be long.”  He said.
 

David emerged from his shower wearing black jeans and a white shirt, and smelling of sandalwood and musk.  He stepped into the sitting room and looked over to Clare who sat reading, Rachel standing beside her waiting for instructions as she had been told.
“Hello beautiful.”  David said.
Clare looked up from her book and broke into a wide smile.  She rose to her feet and crossed quickly to David and the pair embraced, kissed.  Rachel watched, envious, as the couple greeted each other with affection.
Rachel waited as Clare leant back and look up at her husband.  She was still smiling, beautiful, though her cheeks were now pink.  She glanced over at Rachel briefly.
“You couldn’t be a darling and get us both something to drink and eat could you Rachel, honey?  Something light.  We don’t want to spoil our appetites.”  Clare said.
Rachel nodded, smiled.
“Yes Miss.”  She said.
She crossed the room and headed out to the kitchen to prepare drinks and snacks.  Behind her Clare and David chatted, their voices just audible.
“You could have warned me she was quite so stunning.  I almost had a heart attack when she answered the door.”  David said.
Clare laughed.  The noise was sweet and carefree and it made Rachel smile.
“And spoil the surprise?  Not a chance mister.  I didn’t think you’d mind either, having a pretty, sexy maid serving you all evening.  I thought it might be a nice way to relax and unwind.”
“I’m not so sure about relaxing.  Given how she looks and how she’s dressed I have a feeling I’m going to be more wound up than relaxed.”
Rachel blushed as she prepared two glasses, a bowl of nuts, following Clare’s instruction on how to make drinks according to the couple’s tastes.  David’s words and tone made her grin.  He like how she looked.  She excited him.  She could not help but imagine him in the shower, thinking about her, touching himself.  Did she make him hard?  Did he cum thinking about or was he saving that for Clare?
“Well, you know I’m never one to complain about you being a little wound up.” 
David laughed, then Clare squealed.  Rachel put the glasses she had prepared and the bowl onto a tray and lifted it and headed through to the sitting room, grinning, taking careful steps, following Clare’s instructions, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, her hips swaying, butt wiggling.  The way her strut made her ass move, her skirt brushing her thighs, and her tits wobble, excited her, her cock throbbing painfully and uselessly in its cage.  She was pretty, sexy, and David had noticed.
As Rachel stepped into the sitting room she stopped.  Clare and David were kissing, passionately, and the sight made her body ache, humiliation and longing.  Holding the tray in one hand she lifted the other to brush a strand of her bright blonde hair out of her eyes.
“Your drinks Sir, Miss.”  She said.
The couple broke apart, clearly flustered.  Rachel glanced down without thinking to David’s crotch, saw the clear bulge there, large and heavy, his cock.  She wondered for a moment what it might look like, feel like, taste like.  As she caught herself she looked back up and caught David’s eye.  He grinned, winked, obviously noticing where she had been looking.
Rachel blushed.  Her heart skipped and she bit her bottom lip hard as she turned away.
“Now, why don’t we sit down and let Rachel serve us.  After all, that is one of the reasons she’s here.”  Clare said.
 

Rachel found an almost comfort in serving, caring and tending to the loving couple as they chatted and cuddled, standing to one side looking pretty as she waited for instructions and orders, at times glancing at the mirror on one wall to look at herself, the pretty, sexy, slutty maid who looked so glamourous and beautiful.  She brought more drinks, more snacks, each time walking carefully, wiggling her butt and hips, her movements sexual, alluring, and each time she saw David watching her, his gaze on her ass, her breasts, her legs, studying her lips, her eyes, her delicate pink painted fingernails.
His attention stirred something in her, pleasure at being pretty and sexy and desirable, a gentle buzzing euphoria.  A man wanted her, his gaze hungry, greedy, and she couldn’t help but move in a way to encourage it, strutting and swaying, wiggling, posing as she stood, smiling, fluttering her thick, long dark eyelashes, playing with her hair.
At times Rachel caught Clare too watching her but her gaze was just as greedy, and the looks brought back memories of the strap-on, of being on her knees, on all fours, and she could barely keep from whimpering.  Rachel felt happy, content, almost dizzy, and beneath her skirt, in her panties, her caged cocked throbbed almost constantly, aching, twitching, the cage only feeding the feeling of frustration and desire, the humiliation and submission a delight, and she yearned for more.
“I’m just going to the little girls’ room.”  Clare said, untangling herself from her husband’s arm.
She rose to her feet as David sat up, turned to face Rachel.  Rachel smiled, a subtle bow of her head.
“You look after him for me.”  Clare said.
Rachel nodded.  Clare turned and headed out of the room, leaving Rachel alone with David who sat watching her now.  The noise of footsteps heading up the stairs grew quiet, then a door closed.
“Just the two of us then.”  David said.
David rose slowly to his feet.  He moved towards Rachel who felt suddenly frightened and small.  The scent of David’s aftershave was rich and tempting.
“I’ve been admiring you all night you know.”  David said.  “The way you stand there looking so pretty, dressed in that sexy little maid’s outfit.  The way you wiggle your cute little butt as you walk past me, the way you bend over to flash me your panties, the way you pout and smile at me, the way you play with your hair, the way you bite your bottom lip.  You’re just so delicious.”
Rachel stepped back as David approached her, biting her bottom lip to keep from whimpering even as he moved towards her.  Her back hit the wall and David stepped in close, standing between her and the door, tall and broad and strong.  Rachel’s heart raced, her belly in knots, fear and excitement. 
The way he looked at her, as though starving, a predator hunting prey, made her squirm.  He wanted her, desired her.  Knowing that he found her sexy, pretty, made her heart soar but the thought of what he might do to her sent her head into a spin—terrifying her as much as it excited her, wanting it though scared to admit it, fearful to act.
“And I saw the way you looked at me, and at my wife.  I think someone wants a little attention.  Don’t you?”
Rachel could not move, frozen.  David leant forward, almost pinning Rachel against the wall, his body close and warm.  He lifted one hand, ran his finger up Rachels body from the tops her thighs to her neck, the gentle caress making her shiver.
“You like me looking at you don’t you?”  David asked.
Without thinking Rachel nodded.  Her head was spinning, her caged cock throbbing.  Her body yearned to be touched, held, taken.
“You want me to look at you, touch you, don’t you?”
Rachel nodded again, gnawing on her bottom lip, looking up into David’s handsome grey eyes, her body small and pretty, dressed so sexily.  She blushed, trapped, giddy.
David reached out with his hand, ran it round Rachel’s waist, down her back to her butt, lifting her skirt to squeeze her panty clad cheek, hard, making her whimper.  Before she could speak he leant forward, kissing her, his kiss harsh, urgent, masculine.
Rachel melted, leaning into the tall, handsome man.  His hand groped her ass as his other ran up to grip her upper arm, pulling her into him.  His kiss became harder and Rachel let him take what he wanted from her, surrendering.  She was pretty, sexy, girly.  She wanted him to use her, claim her.  Her lips opened and David’s tongue slipped into her mouth and she moaned in delight.
“I said look after him, not let him molest you Rachel.”
Clare’s voice was harsh, but not cold.  David broke the kiss and stood up, turned to look over his shoulder.  His hand did not leave Rachel’s butt, still squeezing.  Rachel looked down at the floor, squirming, unable to escape.
“You leave me alone with a pretty, sexy girl like this, dressed like this, you can’t expect me to behave.”  David said.
Clare laughed, shook her head—her laughter was warm and full of humour.  Rachel tried to move away from David but he held her tight, pulling her into him, groping her ass, fingers slipping in towards her crack.
“I didn’t expect you to behave, I expected Rachel to behave.  I know what you’re like, but I expected better of her.  I thought she was a good girl.”
Rachel felt her heart sink.  She looked up to Clare and opened her mouth to apologise but Clare silenced her with only a look.
“Instead I come back to find you acting like naughty, dirty slut.  Don’t think I haven’t noticed the way you’ve been leading him on.  Showing of your pretty little body, smiling at him, and now this, just offering yourself up to him the moment my back is turned, letting him do whatever he wants to you.”
Clare was grinning, as though happy.  David’s hand still squeezed Rachel’s ass, his touch harsh and greedy, exciting her, her caged cock throbbing.
“Well, if you’re going to act like a naughty slut then we’re going to treat you like one.”  Clare said.
She turned to David and smiled, winked.  David laughed, nodding.
“David, bring our dirty little maid upstairs.  I think it’s time we punished her and showed her how we treat sexy little sluts like her.”  Clare said.
Rachel shuddered, her mind racing.  She could not help but smile, terrified but excited, eager, desperate to see what was to be done to her.




Chapter 10.
Clare led Rachel up the stairs and David followed, grinning, watching her long, stocking clad legs, the pretty lacey tops, the sway and wiggle of Rachel’s round ass, her tiny maid’s skirt swishing, each movement causing the petticoats to flip up and expose her panties, her butt cheeks.  Rachel glanced back over her shoulder and saw David watching her, his eyes glued to her legs and ass and she couldn’t help but smile despite the fear that had settled in her belly.  He still wanted her, still desired her, still thought her sexy, and she put a more deliberate emphasis into her walk, her wiggle, to tease and entice the man behind her.
“In.”  Clare said, gesturing to the bedroom.
Rachel nodded, walked in front of Clare, headed into the bedroom and Clare and David followed behind.  Rachel stopped by the foot of the bed and turned around the face the couple, her hands clasped together in front of her, nervous, timid, unsure, and she waited.  The couple, stood together, faced her, both eyeing her, grinning, like hunters stalking a doe.
Rachel squirmed, her caged cock aching, her body hot and cold, face flush.  Her heart was racing but she had no desire to escape or flee, wanted desperately to see what the pair had in store for her.  She wanted to be punished, to be treated like a sexy, dirty, naughty little slut.
“I think you should punish her darling, since you were the one she was teasing with that sexy little body it seems only fair.”  Clare said.
David’s smile spread, hungry, dangerous, and Rachel paled, shuddered, whimpering.  The way he looked at her, his gaze almost molesting, made her feel trapped and wanted in a way that made her whole body thrill with a strange, submissive joy.
“Will you hold her still for me then?  I wouldn’t want her squirming or trying to escape.”  David said.
“Of course.  Is bent over the bed okay?”  Clare asked.
David nodded.  Clare grinned, looked to Rachel and stepped off to move towards her.  She moved slowly, gracefully.  Rachel dared not move, barely dared blink and breath.  She gnawed her bottom lip, eyes wide, trembling with excitement and nervousness.
“Hands up Rachel.  And don’t worry.  I know he’ll be gentle with you, at least to start, and by the end of this you’ll no longer be a dirty, naughty little slut.  You’ll be a good girl.  And isn’t that what you want?  To be a good girl for us?”  Clare said.
Rachel nodded, unable to lie.  She was dirty, slutty, sexy, but she wanted so badly in that moment to be a good girl.  She wanted to be punished, to be made into the perfect girl for David and Clare.
“Yes Miss.”  Rachel said.  “I want to be a good girl.”
Clare smiled.  Rachel lifted her hands and Clare took them, holding each by the wrist, gripping them tight.  Clare moved round to climb up onto the bed, pulling Rachel after her, pulling her over the bed so that she was bent over at the waist, her arms held, trapping her, her butt lifted high, her skirt raised up to expose her smooth, round, panty clad ass.
Rachel was vulnerable, exposed.  She thought of the secret that was locked in her panties, her cute, useless cock in its metal cage and she blushed.
“But… Miss… I… Sir might…”  Rachel whispered, mumbling, timid and girly and meek.
“You’re worried Sir might discover the secret you’ve got hidden?”  Clare asked, voice low.
Rachel felt a sudden spring of relief.  Clare understood, her Miss had understood.  She would keep her safe.  Rachel nodded, and Clare smiled.
“You don’t need to worry Rachel.  David knows all about that.  He knows all about you.”  Clare said.
Rachel was suddenly cold, her head spun, her heart raced. David knew.  He had known all along.  Yet still, from the moment he had seen her at the door… the way he had looked at her, the way he had touched her.  Rachel felt her heart skip, a joy of euphoria and relief.  He knew and he still thought her pretty, sexy, desirable.  He knew and he still thought her a beautiful, slutty maid.
“This wasn’t just my idea Rachel.”  Clare said.  “When I told him, about what happened, we came up with the little plan together.”
“I’ve always thought you were special Rachel.  But when I heard… well it just confirmed some of my suspicions, and I couldn’t help myself.  You always were so pretty.  We both thought this might help you.  We thought you might enjoy it.  Were we wrong?”  David said.
Rachel’s head spun, giddy, and the room seemed to heave.  They knew, they understood, even more than she had understood herself.  This was a gift, a wonderful, glorious gift, and she could only smile as she shook her head.
“No.  You weren’t wrong.  I love it.  I love all of it.  Thank you.  Thank you Sir, Miss.”  Rachel said.
Both Clare and David smiled, mischievous, happy.  Clare gripped Rachel’s wrists just a little tighter.  She looked up over Rachel to her husband.
“Well, now that’s covered, why don’t you come over here and punish out dirty little maid, make her into a good girl so we can show her how we treat sexy sluts like her.”
Clare’s words hung like a promise.  David laughed, happy, eager.  There were heavy bootsteps approaching the bed and then Rachels skirt and petticoats were lifted to expose her panties. Rachel rose up on her heels, bending her stocking clad legs and arching her back to lift her butt higher.
“Please Sir, punish me.  Make me a good girl.  Show me how you treat slutty girls like me.”  Rachel said—grinning, excited and full of joy.
 

“Can you count for me Rachel?”  David asked—his voice was low and soft and authoritative.
Rachel nodded.  She lifted her head and looked up to Clare, her beautiful neighbour, her friend, her Miss, and smiled.  Clare smiled back, gripping Rachel’s wrists, pinning her, holding her.
“Yes Sir.”  Rachel said.
“There’ll be twenty first.”  David said.
First… Rachel wondered what was to come after but did not ask.  As she stared up at Clare, her eyes wide, timid, eager, her platinum blonde hair falling across her face, her chest rising and falling, she spread her legs, curving her back to offer her ass up.  Her butt, in her silk and lace panties, the material barely covering her round backside, was an invitation that could not be declined and David smiled, reached out to squeeze it, caress it, his touch making Rachel whimper.
He lifted his hand, raised it, and it fell.  The crack was loud, a slap that made Rachel jump and squeal, so much harder and more forceful than Miss.  David’s hand her larger, stronger, and the sting it left was an agony and a delight.
“One.  Thank you.”  Rachel said—her voice was breathy, quiet, pained, but she was smiling.
“Good girl.  I know you can do this.”  Clare whispered.
Rachel beamed, her heart racing.  Her ass cheek ached, the pain hot and spreading out, her caged cock throbbing, pulsing, useless and limp.  Her whole body tingled, a vibrant, eager energy spreading out from her butt.
David lifted his hand and it fell again.  The blow was on the other cheek, hard, the crack loud, the impact stinging, pain and pleasure.
“Two.  Thank you Sir.”  Rachel whispered.
Her head was light, almost dizzy, her body almost floating.  David stroked her ass, gently, and the touch was electric and made her whimper and moan.  His hand lifted, struck again.
“Three.  Thank you.”  Rachel said.
David lifted his hand again and again, some blows harder, some softer.  There was no rhythm so that Rachel was never sure when the next blow was coming.  He paused often, sometimes for longer and sometimes for shorter periods, caressing her, stroking her, groping her, squeezing her—her ass ached, sore, but her body was alive, hot and sensitive, eager for more, eager for pleasure.  Rachel’s panties quickly became damp from the drool of precum leaking from her locked cock.  Clare held her writs tight, encouraging her, teasing her, her smile a delight.
“Twenty.  Thank you Sir.”  Rachel said.
Her voice was almost broken, breath ragged.  She was shaking, shivering, grinning.  David reached out and stroked her butt, gently, caressing.
“Such a pretty backside, and such a good girl for me.  I’m very proud of you Rachel.”  David said.
Rachel grinned.  She wiggled her butt, glad for his touch, the gentleness so raw and pleasurable after than harshness of his spanking.
“Now, you think you can count ten more for me?”  David asked.
Rachel paused, looked up to Clare.  Clare nodded.
“You can do it.  I know you can.  You should know that this will be harder than the first twenty, but I know that afterwards you’ll feel like such a good girl, all that naughtiness spanked out of you, for now at least.”  Clare said.
Rachel smiled.  Her wrists were still pinned.  She squirmed, readjusting her position rather than attempting to escape, and arched her back again to lift her butt, offering it, wiggling it.  David squeezed it gently.
“I can count Sir.”  Rachel said.
David smiled.  He tapped her butt playfully and Rachel wiggled.  David lifted his hand, lowered if to his belt buckle and undid his belt, pulling it from the loops of his jeans, the noise of leather running over cloth a quiet, ominous whisper.
David doubled his belt over, holding the end and the buckle at the same time in the same hand, and tested the looped end on his other palm.  The slap of it was a loud crack that made Rachel shiver.
“Ready Rachel?”  David asked.
Rachel nodded.  David lifted his arm, raising the belt, he swung and the end of the belt slapped across Rachel’s raised ass, pain blazing, the impact a thunder strike that echoed, the blow knocking the air from her lungs.
Rachel was silent, unable to breathe or think or speak for a moment.  She blinked, her heart racing, and the heat from the strike spread out, body tingling, cock aching.  She smiled, lifted her ass higher.
“One, thank you Sir.”  She said.
David grinned, raised his arm again, the belt fell, struck Rachel’s other ass cheek.  The pain was intoxicating, her body floating on a tide of endorphins, head giddy.  She felt free, liberated, pretty, sexy.  She was a good girl.  A slutty girl.  And she wanted more.
“Two, thank you Sir.”  Rachel said.
 

“Ten.  Thank you Sir.”  Rachel said.
Her breath was gasped, her body shivering, the pleasure and pain becoming one sensation that overwhelmed her and she could not stop smiling.
“Good girl Rachel.  You’ve made me so proud.”  David said.
“I knew you could do it beautiful.  Now, how does it feel to be a good girl?”  Clare said.
Clare released her grip on Rachels wrists, lifted her hand to stroke Rachel’s flush cheek, brushing strands of hair out of her eyes.  David reached out to stroke her butt, gently, tenderly.
“Wonderful Miss.  Thank you.”  Rachel said.
Clare grinned.  David stepped in closer to the bed, dropping his belt.  Both hands roamed over Rachel’s butt, her hips, stroking her, teasing her, her body hot and sensitive, and she moaned in delight.
“Now, would you like to see how we treat good, slutty, dirty girls like you?”  Clare asked.
Rachel nodded without hesitation.  Her grin was wide, eager, her heart fluttering with excitement.
“Yes Miss.  Please.”
Clare’s grin widened, almost wicked.  Rachel felt a knot form in her belly.
“Well then, get on your knees in front of my husband.”




Chapter 11.
Rachel stared up at David, on her knees, her maids skirt and petticoats resting on her stocking clad thighs, her tits rising and falling.  David smiled down at her, handsome and strong and tall and the bulge in his jeans was large, and the sight of it made Rachel squirm with uncertainty and excitement.  Clare stood behind Rachel, stroking her hair. 
“Now, why don’t you show Sir what a good little eager cocksucker you are.  I told him all about how well you did for me and he’s been dying to experience your natural talents.”  Clare said.
The brazenness of Clare’s words stung, but Rachel could not deny the effect they had on her, how they excited her, thrilled her.  David wanted her, wanted her to serve him.  He wanted to use her, wanted her to pleasure him.  The handsome man in front of her was hard for her.  She nodded, lifted her hands to David’s trousers and undid them, tugged them open and down, her hands shaking.
David’s cock popped free, hung in front of her, and Rachel’s eyes went wide, her cock twitching in her cage, her mouth watering.  It was massive, thick and long and hard, the head prominent, almost bulbous, the shaft ribbed with veins that throbbed.  The sight of it made Rachel feel small and feminine, her caged cock aching in humiliation and delight.
Before she could think she reached out, reached up, and grasped David’s cock with one hand, gently, his skin warm and soft, like velvet.  She ran her hand down, and up, wanking David’s shaft slowly, her fingers barely able to close around his thickness.  He moaned, thrust into her hand.
“She certainly is an eager little thing.  And so pretty, so utterly sexy knelt there with my cock in her hand.  It’s like she was made for this.”  David said.
His words thrilled Rachel and she smiled as she stared at his cock, her belly fluttering, her fingers squeezing his cock.  She ran her hand up and shifted her thumb to rub David’s crown, teasing his slit.
“I told you.  But just you wait till you try her mouth.”  Clare said.
Clare leant forward, close to Rachel’s ear.
“Show him beautiful.  Show him what an eager, desperate, slutty, perfect little cocksucker you are.  Show him how much you want his cock inside that pretty mouth of yours.  Wrap those painted lips of yours around my husband’s cock and let him experience how talented you are.”
Rachel’s head was spinning, her thoughts and emotions a mess.  She wanted it, needed it.  She nodded, leant forward, opened her mouth, poked her tongue out slightly.
Rachel’s lips parted, touched the head of David’s cock, and she pushed forward.  Her mouth opened, stretched around his thickness, and the ridge of his crown popped between her painted lips, rubbed over her tongue.  Rachel moaned, the sound muffled.
“Such a pretty, wet, tight little mouth.”  David said.
His words fired Rachel’s lust.  Behind her Clare moved, stepped back, the noise of her footsteps retreating.  Rachel did not care, was focussed on the cock in her hands and mouth.  She pressed on, lapping her tongue over the slit, along the underside, taking more of David’s dick into her mouth.  Her lips were wrapped tight, slick with her spit, her tongue lashing, lapping, massaging as she sucked, her hand working up and down at the base.
David lifted a hand to Rachel’s head, his fingers entangling with her platinum blonde waves, gripping her head to direct her motions.  The gesture delighted her, thrilled her, and she submitted willing, let David control the pace, thrusting into her mouth, the head of his cock brushing against the back of her throat, lips tight, her mouth hot and wet and eager.
Rachel began to bob her head up and down David’s cock, sucking, lapping with her tongue.  The taste of David’s precum was bitter and sweet, a salty tang that lingered on Rachel’s tongue and at the back of her throat, a pleasure that she savoured, sucking for more.  Rachel pulled back, taking almost the entire length of David’s cock out of her mouth, lapping at the head, sucking hard, lips locked around his girth.  She thrust back down, taking more of his cock, supressing the urge to gag, letting his cock stretch her throat, slip deep, taking as much as she could.  She pressed on, taking his thick, long, hard cock into her mouth, throat, sucking, lapping, moaning in delight as she let him fuck her mouth, let him use her.
She was pretty, sexy, slutty, beautiful.  She was a divine cock sucker, a dirty girl, a cum slut.  David wanted her, was hard for her, and she wanted to show him how much that aroused her.  She wanted his cum, wanted to taste it, swallow it, needed it.
 

“Enjoying yourself?”  Clare’s voice was close again.
Rachel nodded, eager, enthusiastic, unwilling to release the cock from her lips, sucking hard, working her spit slicked hand up and down, her lips up and down, head bobbing, David’s cock slipping in and out of her tight throat, her tongue working to milk him so she could taste him.  David laughed, gripped Rachel hair tight.
“I think that’s a yes… from… oh god… both of us… she’s really… something else… so willing and… eager… such a… good little slut.”  David said.
“You won’t mind if I join in then will you?”  Clare asked.
“No.  Not at all.  You can… get her… ready… for me.”
Rachel was not listening, focussed only on the cock in her mouth, pleasuring it, savouring it, worshipping it.  She sucked hard, deep, head bobbing, tongue lapping, lips tight.
Behind her Clare put her hands on Rachel’s hips, moving her so that she lifted her ass higher.  Rachel complied, still sucking, moaning, her noises of pleasure muffled by the cock in her mouth.
Clare lifted Rachel’s skirt and petticoats, pulled down her panties, tugging them off her feet and over her heels.  Rachel kept sucking, her mouth slipping up and down David’s cock, lips slick, slippery, tongue wet and hot, throat tight.  David’s cock was hard, throbbing, thick and long, hot in her mouth, silky on her lips and tongue, his precum like nectar.
Clare’s hands ran over Rachel’s butt, caressing, then something wet, cold, slick ran down her crack, fingers slipping, teasing over her hole, her entrance twitching, aching.  Rachel moaned in delight, drunk on pleasure.  She arched her back as she sucked harder, lifting her ass as she forced David’s cock deeper in to her throat.  Clare’s fingers pressed, slipping into Rachel, teasing her hole.  Rachel whined, pressed back, wanting more, but Clare only withdrew her fingers, slapping Rachel’s butt softly.  David’s grip in Rachel’s hair tightened and he thrust deep, slipping into Rachel’s throat, fucking her mouth, her lips tight, eyes glazed, body shuddering, her caged cock pulsing, drooling precum.
“I think she wants more.”  David said, grinning.
“Then she’s in luck.”  Clare said.
Something hard and large and cool ran up Rachel’s crack, the sensation familiar, and then it stopped at her puckered rosebud, pressing lightly.  David fucked in and out of her mouth, using her, claiming her, and Rachel submitted, lifting her ass, spreading her legs, sucking eagerly on the thick, hard cock in her mouth.
Clare pressed forward and Rachel’s hole stretched, opened, and the head of Clare’s strap-on popped in, slipped deep, sliding into the slick, hot, tight confines of her ass.  Rachel moaned in delight, joy, submission, pleasure, her mouth and her ass both full.  She wiggled her butt, her hips, and thrust back onto Clare’s cock before shifting forward to take more of David’s cock into her throat, pinned between the married couple, claimed by both of them, a pretty, sexy girl.
“Such a willing slut.  She’s quite the treasure.”  Clare said.
David’ mumbled his agreement, staring down at Rachel as she took his hard shaft into her mouth, between her lips, sucking him deep, drunk on the pleasure she offered him, mesmerized by the erotic beauty beneath him.
Clare thrust forward, fucking Rachel hard, filling her, her hips slapping against Rachels butt.  Rachel moaned, squirmed, the sensation of being fucked as she sucked on the cock in front of her more than she could have ever imagined, a pleasure unlike any she had ever know.  She let Clare slide out, thrust deep, fucking in and out, her cock rubbing over the walls of her slick, tight hole, sucking, lapping with her tongue.  Clare thrust in and out as David let Rachel suck and worship his cock and Rachel rode the tide of sensations, almost drowning.
 

Clare thrust deep and Rachel ground her hips and ass back, taking all of her beautiful neighbour’s cock into her tight, slick hole, the thick, ribbed shaft rubbing against her inner walls, pressing on the bright spot of her pleasure.  David thrust forward between her lips, into her mouth, Rachel’s tongue lapping at the underside of his shaft, tasting and swallowing his precum even as the prominent head of his cock slipped into her throat, almost easily now, Rachel swallowing, her throat massaging.  There were no thoughts.  She was a willing, pretty, sexy girl submitting to the older couple, their plaything, their toy, their slut, her body full of pleasure beyond description.  Both Clare and David were breathing heavily, working hard, fucking hard.
“I think she’s ready for you.”  Clare said, her voice ragged, as though drunk on lust.
“You’ve stretched her enough for me to fit?”  David asked.
Clare nodded.  Rachel barely heard the words though some small part of their meaning filtered through her haze of lust and pleasure.  David was going to fuck her.  He was going to bury his massive, hard, thick cock inside her ass.  She was going to be made into a proper girl, a proper slut—Rachel murmured in pleasure at the thought.  David and Clare both laughed.
“I think someone is keen on the idea of you fucking her pretty butt.”  Clare said.
David grinned, nodding.
“I’d say so.  If her mouth was a delight before it’s heaven now.  Such an eager little fuck doll.”
Rachel blushed, pleased that her oral ministrations pleased David.  She sucked harder, her lips tight, took more of his cock into her throat even as she ground down onto the cock in her ass, wanting more.
“I look forward to sampling the pleasures of her tongue then.”  Clare said.
Clare pulled back, pulled her strap-on cock out of Rachel’s hole, the head stretching her entrance, tugging slightly then popping free.  Rachel moaned at the loss, pining, and as David pulled his cock from her mouth she chased after it without thinking, not wanting it to leave her mouth, her lips.
David’s grip on her hair tightened and he held her, withdrew his cock, his shaft leaving the suction of her lips with an audible pop, slick and wet with Rachel’s spit.  Rachel held her mouth open, inviting David to sheath his dick in her throat.
“You can have more later Rachel, but for now I want to fuck you.  Show you the joy of being a pretty girl for me.  And my wife wants to see how wonderful your mouth is.  Now behave.”  David said, his tone firm.
Rachel looked up, stopped struggling, submitted.  She nodded.
David smiled.  The couple moved around her, swapping places.  David put his hands on Rachels hips, ass, caressing her, her butt cheeks pink and still painful, his fingers running down her crack.  Clare sat down in front of Rachel, her strap-on gone now, her pussy bare, shaved smooth, and she spread her legs.  Rachel stared in wide eyed wonder at the wet, glistening lips of Clare’s folds.
“I want you to use your tongue to make me cum.  Understand?”  Clare said.
Rachel, her eyes glued to Clare’s pussy, nodded, grinning, mouth watering.  Clare spread her legs a little wider, leant back, lifting her butt up to offer herself up for worship.
“Yes Miss.”  She said.
Clare smiled.  She shifted forward, moving her pussy towards Rachel.  Behind her David ran his fingers over her puckered entrance, teasing her opening.  Rachel moaned, lowered her face, arching her back to lift her butt, pressing it back to take the tip of David’s fingers inside of her.  The scent of Clare’s pussy was musk and sweat, rich and heavy, intoxicating.  Rachel extended her tongue and pressed it to Clare’s folds, tasting her.
Clare moaned and pushed her pussy up and forwards, pressing it hard into Rachel’s face, forcing her tongue and lips into her, smothering her.  Her hand gripped Rachel’s hair, holding her face against her groin, grinding.
“Lick me like the slut you are.”  Clare said.
Rachel did her best to nod, moaning, forcing her tongue into Clare’s folds, lapping, tonguing, licking.  Behind her David’s finger withdrew, was replaced with a hot, hard, massive pressure at her opening, the head of David’s cock pressing, gently but firmly, stretching her.  Rachel pressed back even as David pressed forward, still licking, lapping, Clare grinding her pussy into her face.  David’s cock was massive, thicker and longer than Clare’s strap-on, and it stretched Rachel’s hole wider, almost painful, but she wanted, needed to feel him inside of her.
David pressed and then, suddenly, his cock popped past Rachel’s outer ring, her entrance stretching wide, his cock slipping deep into her hole.  Rachel gasped, her whimper muffled by the folds of Clare’s pussy, Clare pressing her wetness into Rachel’s face, hard, grinding, forcing her tongue into her, working Rachel’s tongue against her clit.
“Now fuck her.  Fuck her hard.  I want her to whimper into my pussy as she makes me cum.”  Clare said.
David ginned.  He worked his cock deeper into Rachel’s ass, her hole already slick and wet and stretched.  He worked it slowly, gently, pulling it out, teasing the head at the entrance before pressing back in.
“Say please.”  David said.
Clare laughed.  Her smile was broad and she held Rachel’s face against her pussy.
“Please… fuck her hard, make her whimper and moan and whine, show her the pleasure of being a pretty little slut.”  Clare said.
“Of course.”  David said.
He pulled his cock almost entirely out of Rachel.  Her tongue worked over the bud of Clare’s clit, her quiet, breathy moans encouraging her, the way she bucked her hips against her tongue.  Rachel lapped and licked and sucked, the taste of Clare addictive, slick and hot and wet.
David ran his hands over Rachel’s ass, gripped her hips then, suddenly, forced his entire length inside of her, fucking her deep.  She gasped, moaned, the breath knocked from her, and David began to fuck her hard, deep, the power and force of his thrusts something new and amazing, his grip hard and masculine, his lust overpowering.
“Make me cum Rachel.  Make me cum while my husband fucks you, while he makes you his slut, while he makes you his pretty, sexy girl, while he fills you with his cum.  Make me cum and maybe we’ll do this again.”  Clare said.
Rachel responded with eagerness and force, lapping, licking, sucking, her tongue flicking and circling Clare’s clit, running down to tease at her slick opening, running back up to work for Clare’s pleasure.  Clare thrust her hips and groin into Rachel’s face, Rachel’s chin and lips soaked with her juices, her hand gripping Rachel’s hair tight.
David gripped Rachel’s hips, thrust in and out, his cock working over her inner walls, massive and thick and long and hot, pressing on the bright spot of Rachel’s pleasure, Rachel’s caged cock aching, leaking precum as it throbbed painfully, limp and small and cute.  David’s cock pulsed, throbbing inside Rachel’s hole, slipping in and out, his hips slapping against her round, pert ass.  Rachel spread her legs, lifted her ass, pressed back, fucking herself onto David’s cock, moaning, mewing, whimpering, the sounds muffled as Clare pressed her pussy into Rachel’s face.
David’s cock slipped in and out, pressing deep, withdrawing, tugging at Rachel’s entrance.  Rachel’s tongue circled and flicked Clare’s clit as she held Rachel’s face against her pussy.  The three were all panting, sweating, flush.  As David fucked Rachel hard his cock swelled, growing larger, harder.  Rachel’s small caged cock responded by twitching, the way David’s cock rubbed over the spot of her pleasure sending ripples of delight through her, an intense joy flowering in her belly and her balls.
“I’m close… don’t you… dare… stop…”  Clare spoke almost breathlessly, husky.
Rachel obeyed, submitted, continued her pleasuring.  David thrust deep, making Rachel moan and gasp.  Clare’s head rolled back and she thrust her pussy into Rachel’s face.
“Fuck… yes… you nasty, perfect little slut… such a pretty, sexy girl for me… so tight…”  David muttered.
Rachel thrust herself down onto David’s cock, grinding, working her hips, desperate to pleasure him, eager to make the bright spot of joy in her belly grow, blossom.  Her caged cock was an agony of delight.  David’s cock swelled, pulsing, throbbing inside of Rachel.
“Make me cum Rachel… make me cum while my husband breeds you like the pretty slutty girl you are.”  Clare said.
Rachel obeyed, moaning, no thoughts, emotions a mess, a pretty, slutty, sexy girl submitting to the maelstrom of sensations.  David thrust deep, his cock hard, hot, thick, fucking Rachel.
“Yes… my pretty little girl… so sexy… so perfect… such a tight, hot little hole… such an eager willing slut…”
David’s words stung, branding Rachel.  She was a slut, so sexy, pretty and she was happy, free, delighting in the pleasure, in the submission.  She wanted to be pretty, sexy, wanted to be desired, to be wanted, to be lusted after.  She wanted to be fucked, used, to pleasure others and be pleasured.  Her tongue worked over Clare’s clit as she thrust back onto David’s cock, face down, ass lifted high.
“Fuck… yes…. that’s…”
Clare’s words cut off, became a loud, desperate moan as she thrust hard into Rachel’s face, her legs coming together to press tight around Rachel’s head, squeezing, her grip in Rachel’s hair holding her face in place as she came, hard, juices flowing to coat Rachel’s face and tongue, sweet and thick and musky.  David thrust hard, deep, and the sight of his wife’s pleasure pushed him over the edge, the way Rachel’s hole gripped him, tight, massaging, squeezing as she worked her hips, begging him to fuck her.
His cock throbbed, pulsed, and he came, hard, cumming over and over, a flood of semen filling Rachel’s ass, hot and thick, breeding her.  The sensation of David pushing into her, pressing into her hard, forcing his cock and his cum into her, filling her with his spunk, so hot, made Rachel’s bright spot of pleasure pulse.  Her belly fluttered, her balls tensed, and her caged cock spasmed, cumming from just being fucked, used, taken.  Rachel came and David came inside of her, fucking his cock deep into her hole, Clare’s thighs pressed tight around her head as she too came, Rachel’s caged cock leaking a stream of cum as David filled her ass.
David collapsed, his orgasm subsiding, Rachel’s hole full of his semen, his weight pressing Rachel down onto the bed, her caged cock trapped a pool of her cum.  Clare relaxed, her thighs opening, her hand releasing Rachel’s hair.  She smiled, looked down at Rachel as David kissed the back of Rachel’s neck, the three all bright eyed, gasping, buzzing.  David squirmed as his softening cock slipped out of Rachel’s gaping, tingling hole, his cum oozing out, running down over her balls and caged cock, hot and slick.  Rachel sighed, grinning, as content and happy as she could ever remember being.
“Did you enjoy that Rachel?  Did you enjoy being a pretty, sexy, slutty girl for us?  Did you enjoy being our naughty maid, our good girl?”  Clare asked.
Rachel, head buzzing, hole aching in hunger and need, nodded, smile widening.
“Yes Miss.  It was… it was amazing.  Thank you.”
“You were amazing too.”  David said. 
He laughed, pressed his softening cock into Rachel ass, teasing, his grip squeezing her hips.  He leant down and kissed her cheek.
“Thank you Sir.  You were… you were both just… wow… that was more than I ever thought possible.”  Rachel said.
“Then you won’t say no to continuing on as our maid for the summer?”  Clare asked.
Rachel shook her head.  She was grinning.  David moved his lips up to her ear, kissed her earlobe once, gently, teeth nipping.
“I think we could probably even offer you a raise, if you agree to do the housework as well perform as our little slut.”  David whispered.
Rachel laughed.
“I’d be willing to do it all for free if you keep doing that to me, but if you’re willing to pay… well, it’s not my place as a pretty, sexy maid to refuse my Sir and Miss.”  Rachel said.
The three laughed, basking in the afterglow of their orgasms.  Rachel had the whole summer ahead of her, so many more opportunities for adventure and discovery, and she could not wait to learn more about herself.  She felt reborn, happy and content in a way that was new and wonderful, full of euphoria, giddy, almost drunk.  She had found her new beginning, her reinvention, and though it was not what she had expected, it was more than she could have ever hoped for. 


THE END
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