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Burnt Toast

––––––––

Saturday morning, my favourite morning of the week. The others were pretty good, but I felt Saturday’s just had the edge.

I was in the kitchen waiting for the toaster to do its job. As before on previous Saturdays I’d turned the browning knob just a little bit more clockwise.

The tray, with two warm plates of bacon and eggs, glasses of juice, a coffee cafetiere, coffee cups, cutlery, and two plates for the toast, waited on the worktop to one side. 

Nearly perfect.

A slight greyish haze emanated from the top of the toaster. My heart sang at the sight, a little lump of excitement grew in my tummy.

I glanced in the mirror, did I look ok? A short French maid uniform consisting mainly of frothy white lace and black satin adorned my body. A frilly white choker accentuated my neck, and my dark hair was held back by a crisp white maid cap. Looking down past my breasts I checked that my sheer black stockings and shiny black stiletto heels were in order.

The haze above the toaster became more substantial. Almost there.

A few seconds later the sound of the toast popping up startled me. Was it the shade I wanted? Oh, yes.

I took the slices and placed them on the plates, then, making sure the white frilly maid cuffs around my wrists were still clean I picked the tray up and clicked my stilettos out of the kitchen.

I was now used to balancing on my stilettos. Initially it was tricky as my growing breasts kept making me tip forwards. Many a hilarious hour was spent with Master and Mistress making me do things just so I’d fall over. But I kept practicing as I’d always wanted a female shape, and breasts were a vital part of it. I must have worn a path around my bed by all the walking I did.

On Saturdays my Master and Mistress always liked to have breakfast in bed. They’d had a hard week of work at their jobs and, as their maid, it was my duty to see that they were well catered for at home.

I carefully stepped up the stairs not wanting to spill the tray contents, as that would mean having to clean them again (not to mention the extra cooking).

At the landing I headed to the master bedroom, excitement growing within me all the time. Outside the door I once again made sure my outfit was perfect in one of the hall mirrors, then holding the tray in one hand, used the other to gently knock on the door.

“Yes?” Master’s voice asked.

“Breakfast for you and Mistress, Sir.”

“Come in, Jenna.”

With my free hand I carefully opened the door, pushing it wide enough to get the tray inside.

“Morning, Jenna,” Mistress said.

“Mistress, Master.”

I curtseyed to them both before walking over to Master’s side of the bed while they scooted up against the pillows to make room for the tray. When their legs were out of the way I placed the tray on the bed, and turned to open the curtains, my short maid skirt bouncing against my pert ass cheeks as I walked over to them.

“Jenna?”

“Yes, Master?”

Bright sunlight streamed into the room as I swished the long red curtains back and secured them.

“The toast?”

“Yes?” I smoothed the heavy material so it wouldn’t crease.

“It’s burnt.”

Butterflies erupted in my stomach. “It is?”

“Yes.”

“Oh, I’m so sorry. I’ll go and make some more?”

I turned back to see Master’s bare muscular chest and Mistress’s red silk nightgown which outlined her gorgeous breasts. Mine weren’t as large but they had a nice shape and I was so happy to have to wear a bra to support them. Mistress had gone with me to my fitting to make sure I bought the correct size and the correct colours.

But this morning I’d somehow forgotten to wear it.

I walked back to the bed making sure to sway my hips slightly.

“Jenna.” 

The tone of Mistress’s voice stopped me in my tracks.

“Yes, Mistress?”

“Your Master and I don’t like burnt toast.”

“I’m sorry Mistress, Master. I’ll go and make some more.”

As I gave a curtsey to leave I saw them glance at each other.

“Jenna?”

“Yes, Master?”

“Your Mistress and I feel you need some punishment to show how displeased we are.”

“Master! No! I’ll go and make some more as fast as I can!”

With a stern look on his face Master lifted the Egyptian cotton duvet up and showed his well-toned body off as he sat on the edge of the bed with his feet on the floor. 

“Lay across my legs, Jenna, so I can spank you.”

“But Master, I didn’t mean to burn the toast!”

His stern look drew me slowly to where he indicated. Mistress’s eyes followed me, taking in my stilettos, stockings and short French maid uniform.

Carefully I lay myself over his firm legs, my black satin and frothy-lace covered ass in the air, the underside of my breasts rubbing against the outside of his thigh. Something between his legs slowly grew hard, pressing against my body.

“What do you say, Jenna?”

“I’m sorry, master. I won’t burn the toast again.”

Scintillating feelings rushed over my legs as I felt my short maid skirt being lifted up and laid against my lower back. My white satin panties were in clear view.

“Master, please no!”

SLAP!

I cried out as sudden pain fired through my right ass cheek. The thing pressing into my body grew even harder. I made sure to rub my body against it.

SLAP!

I cried out again!

My white satin panties were pulled between my ass cheeks, tightening against my limp clit and balls.

“What do you say when Master punishes you, Jenna?”

“Thank you, Master, for showing me the error of my ways!”

SLAP!

My left ass cheek felt like it was on fire!

The thing pressing into my body felt like a thick stick now.

“On your knees, Jenna!”

“Yes, Master!”

I got off Master’s legs, his hard erect cock visible to both Mistress and myself. Carefully, with my ass cheeks burning, I lowered myself to my knees in front of him, the tip of his cock-head pointing directly at my face.

“You deserve more punishment, Jenna.”

“Master, please No!”

“Suck Master’s erection, Jenna.”

“Please, Mistress!”

“Suck it, Jenna,” she ordered, her voice thick with excitement. 

I glanced over at her (past Master’s rigid cock) and saw a gleam in her eyes as she took her red silk gown off over her head, her gorgeous breasts gently swaying with the motion.

I slowly moved my head towards Master’s cock, getting as much saliva in my mouth as possible.

“Kiss it, Jenna,” Mistress whispered huskily.

She moved the breakfast tray out of the way and scooted over the bed to get a better look.

“Please, Master,” I pleaded.

“You’ve been a bad maid, Jenna. And you deserve to be punished.”

I looked up into his eyes, opened my red lips and kissed the tip of his cock, then slowly licked the end, spreading saliva over it.

Opening my mouth I took his cock-head in, feeling it fill me. It was so large! Closing my lips around it I continued using my tongue to cover it with saliva. Slowly I began moving up and down, spreading my wetness against the hard ridged shaft, feeling my mouth fill and then empty. 

I was where I wanted to be.

I felt someone next to me. Out of the corner of my eyes I saw Mistress’s head close-by.

“That’s enough, Jenna,” she whispered. 

I let Master’s cock go and she quickly took up from where I left – taking it into her mouth and sliding her own lips up and down Master’s hard shaft.

“Lick your Mistress, Jenna,” Master ordered, through gasps of breath.

Mistress’s gorgeous right breast was very close to me and I moved so I could take it’s hard nipple into my mouth. I sucked on it and a gasp of surprise came from her mouth which was around Master’s cock. 

While still sucking I used my tongue to rub against the soft skin and hard nipple in my mouth. But I wanted more.

I moved behind Mistress so she could get on her knees in front of Master, and then lay on my back and shuffled my head between her legs. Mistress moved her legs apart so I could gain access to her musky sex. Her sensitive pink lips hung above me. Gently I touched my tongue to them, rubbing its tip against their soft sensitivity. A groan came from above me; judging by its tone it
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